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ПРЕДИСЛОВИЕ

Один из оксфордских специалистов по современной английской
литературе на мой вопрос о том, как он относится к наследию
Уильяма Морриса, снисходительным тоном заметил: «Моррис был,
конечно, очень хорошим человеком. Он посещал собрания, участво
вал в митингах и даже попал за это в полицию. Он рисовал картины и делал эскизы для обоев. Но все это отвлекало его от настоящей поэзии».
Признаюсь, я и, не ожидал другого ответа. Ведь еще в
XVI веке великий английский поэт Сидней предостерегал своего
брата-студента от тех людей из Оксфорда, которые считают, что
слова более важны, чем то, что эти слова обозначают. Оксфорд
определил свое отношение к Моррису еще при жизни поэта: когда
в ноябре 1883 г. Моррис выступил с лекцией в зале Университет
ского колледжа и открыто заявил о своей приверженности идеям
социализма, глава колледжа сообщил корреспонденту «Таймс»,
что, знай он заранее содержание речи Морриса, он не предоста
вил бы ему зала. Поэтому нет ничего удивительного в том, что и
в наши дни те, кто могут с серьезным видом обсуждать достоин
ства так называемой «поэзии» Т. С. Элиота, стараются делать вид,
будто Морриса в английской литературе не существовало. А в то
же время английские трудящиеся на демонстрациях поют «Марш
рабочих» на звучные, полные энергии и веры в победу стихи Мор
риса. Две Англии — два отношения к писателю.
Замечательный поэт и прозаик, одаренный живописец, выдаю
щийся мастер прикладного искусства, глубокий знаток и перевод
чик античных и средневековых памятников, неутомимый пропаган
дист социалистических идей, Уильям Моррис своей многогранной
деятельностью обеспечил себе исключительное место в развитии

английской культуры второй половины XIX века. И не случайно
поэтому прогрессивные деятели Англии наших дней с гордостью
называют себя продолжателями дела Морриса.
* * *
Уильям Моррис родился 24 марта 1834 года в Уолтемстоу.
Теперь это один из обычных районов Лондона; но 125 лет тому
назад эта местность, прилегающая к Эппингскому лесу, еще сохра
няла облик, характерный для сельской Англии. С ароматом густых
зарослей граба и бука юный Уильям впитал нежную любовь к при
роде родного края. И там же, в Эппингском лесу, где он странст
вовал пешком с луком в руках или верхом на пони, одетый в игру
шечные рыцарские доспехи, в душу мальчика проник пытливый
интерес к средним векам, не покидавший писателя до последних
дней жизни.
После школы отец Морриса, преуспевающий лондонский делец,
отправил сына учиться в Оксфорд. Мать Уильяма мечтала видеть
его в облачении священнослужителя, но Чосер и Шелли, готическая
архитектура и современная живопись оказались сильнее: студенттеолог решил посвятить себя искусству.
В пятидесятые годы главным авторитетом в эстетике для Мор
риса, как и для его друга Берн-Джонса, впоследствии известного
художника, стал Данте-Габриель Россетти, один из основных идео
логов школы «прерафаэлитов». Эта школа возникла как выражение
протеста группы молодых художников против обезличивающей
человека буржуазной цивилизации и против господствовавшего в
английской живописи бездушного академизма. Но скоро стремле
ние воскресить искренность и естественность искусства дорафаэлевской поры переросло у художников-прерафаэлитов, далеких от
общественных бурь своего времени и пытавшихся ограничить свой
протест чисто эстетической сферой, в пристрастие к декоративности,
в идеализацию средних веков и увлечение мистицизмом, нередко
причудливо уживавшееся с эротикой.
Прерафаэлиты никогда не составляли сколько-нибудь едино
го течения; даже в пору наибольшей близости художников полот
на Морриса заметно отличались от произведений его друзей. Осо
бенно отчетливо понимаешь это в одном из залов лондонской га
лереи Тейта, где собраны картины прерафаэлитов. Большинство из
них изображает прекрасных женщин, на всех лежит печать общей
манеры письма. Но если «Монна Ванна» Россетти — лишенная
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внутреннего содержания апология чувственности, если лицо краса
вицы с картины Берн-Джонса «Король Кофетуа и нищенка» выра
жает одно только грустное, покорное ожидание, то в лице и осо
бенно глазах «Изольды Прекрасной» Морриса — пусть затаенное,
но живое, страстное чувство и настоящая глубокая скорбь.
Однако ни занятия Морриса живописью, ни более раннее увле
чение архитектурой не оказались продолжительными. В начале
60-х годов Моррис становится во главе фирмы, производящей
предметы домашнего обихода — мебель, посуду, обои, декоратив
ные ткани и т. д. С тех пор интерес к прикладному искус
ству никогда не покидал Морриса. В последние годы жизни К это
му прибавилась новая страсть: основав типографию, Моррис пы
тался наладить производство богато иллюстрированных, набранных
новыми шрифтами, а то и переписанных от руки книг, которые
сами по себе представляли художественную ценность.
Во всех начинаниях Морриса привлекали отнюдь не коммерче
ские интересы; им руководило благородное стремление сделать
повседневную жизнь людей красивой. И хотя эта деятельность
Морриса носила кустарный характер и не могла приобрести широ
кого размаха, все, кто писали о Моррисе, в один голос отмечают
его большие заслуги в развитии эстетического вкуса в Англии.
Занятия прикладным искусством, источник расцвета которого
Моррис видел в народном творчестве, во многом способствовали
становлению его зрелой эстетической программы и укреплению свя
зей его эстетики с жизнью. Именно в это время Моррис оконча
тельно утверждается в мысли, что труд должен быть источником
удовольствия, а результатом труда должно быть создание полез
ных и прекрасных вещей, способных приносить человеку эстетиче
ское наслаждение. Кроме того, занятия прикладным искусством
укрепили и придали конкретность протесту Морриса против куль
туры буржуазного общества; тем самым они в значительной сте
пени подготовили последующий переход Морриса на позиции со
циализма.
В конце 70-х годов в жизни Морриса все большее место начи
нает занимать общественная деятельность. Моррис играет актив
ную роль в «Ассоциации по восточному вопросу» (The Eastern
Question Association), которая выступала против агрессивной поли
тики консерваторов, стремившихся втянуть Англию в войну с Рос
сией. В мае 1877 г. Моррис, один из самых радикальных членов
Ассоциации, обратился с манифестом к английским рабочим, где,
гневно обличая правительство Дизраэли и поддерживающие его
5

круги, призывал рабочих дать энергичный отпор воинственным то
ри. «Кто они, — писал Моррис, — эти люди, ведущие нас к войне?
Жадные спекулянты с фондовой биржи, бездельники-офицеры ар
мии и флота (бедняги!), истасканные острословы из клубов, без
рассудные поставщики военных сенсаций к сытному завтраку тех,
кто ничего не потеряет от войны; и, наконец, на почетном месте —
торийское охвостье, которое мы, глупцы, уставшие от мира, разу
ма и справедливости, избрали на последних выборах для того, что
бы оно представляло нас. Позор, дважды позор, если мы пойдем
под таким руководством на несправедливую войну против народа,
который не является нашим врагом, против Европы, против свобо
ды, против природы, против надежды мира».
Этот манифест не только свидетельствует о возросшем инте
ресе Морриса к общественной жизни страны; в нем Моррис впер
вые решительно заявляет, что рабочий класс — единственная про
грессивная сила, противостоящая защитникам буржуазной полити
ки всех мастей; здесь же он определяет и свою позицию: о ра
бочем классе он говорит «мы», а о буржуазии и ее прислужни
ках — «они».
Приход Морриса в лагерь английских социалистов был по
этому вполне закономерным. В 1883 г. он вступает в организован
ную Гайндманом Демократическую федерацию (впоследствии пре
образованную в Социал-демократическую федерацию) и с жаром
отдается пропаганде социалистических идей. Однако уже в следую
щем году Моррис, вместе с дочерью Маркса Элеонорой и ее мужем
Эдуардом Эвелингом, возмущенные оппортунистическими и бесче
стными методами Гайндмана, вышли из федерации и организовали
Социалистическую лигу, в которой Моррис стал редактором печат
ного органа лиги — журнала «Коммонуил».
Моррис был искренно предан делу социализма. Он находился
в самой гуще социалистического движения в Англии 80—90-х го
дов, ездил по всей стране, выступая на митингах перед рабочими,
разъясняя социалистические идеи английской интеллигенции. Ои
был одним из организаторов знаменитой демонстрации 13 ноября
1887 г., когда полиция и гвардейские части силой оружия разогнали
демонстрантов. Это «кровавое воскресенье» явилось важным уро
ком и для самого Морриса, окончательно укрепив его в мысли о
необходимости революционного пути в борьбе за победу социа
лизма.
Моррис был лично знаком с Марксом и Энгельсом, изучал
марксистскую литературу, но остался, по выражению Энгельса

«социалистом чувства»
*.
Как вспоминает сам Моррис, «вступив в
социалистическую организацию, ...я прилагал усилия, чтобы понять
экономическую сторону социализма и даже энергично взялся за
изучение Маркса; но я должен признаться, что хотя я получил дей
ствительное наслаждение от исторической части «Капитала», я пе
реживал муки смятения мысли, читая чисто экономическую часть
этого великого труда».
Неслучайно поэтому Моррис, как писал Энгельс в 1886 г.,
«споткнулся на фразах о революции и стал жертвой анархистов» **
,
захвативших руководство в Социалистической лиге и приведших
ее к распаду. Позже, говоря об этом периоде своей деятельности,
Моррис признавал, что осознав несостоятельность идей анархизма,
он смог стать на путь практического социализма: «от них я узнал,
совершенно помимо их воли, что анархизм невозможен».
Верность социалистическим идеалам и горячую любовь к про
стым людям Моррис сохранял до конца своей жизни.
Даже за несколько дней до смерти, в сентябре 1896 г., Моррис,
стойко переносивший мучения тяжелой болезни, не мог удержаться
от слез, когда слышал о невзгодах, выпадающих на долю бедняков.
И английские рабочие платили Моррису такой же горячей любовью.
«Товарищ Моррис не умер, — писала после кончины Морриса одна
из организаций Социал-демократической федерации. — Ни один со
циалист не поверит, что он умер, потому что он живет в сердцах
всех настоящих мужчин и женщин и будет жить там в веках».

•

» * «

Особенно отчетливо духовное развитие Морриса, полное глу
боких противоречий и страстных исканий, отразилось в его литера
турном наследии. Литературное творчество на всех этапах жизни
Морриса составляло важнейшую сферу его деятельности; изданное
после смерти собрание его сочинений, в которое не входит перепис
ка Морриса, составляет 24 тома.
Ранние поэтические опыты Морриса относятся еще ко времени
учебы в колледже Экзетер в Оксфорде; хотя они получили одобре
ние друзей, сам автор оценил их весьма строго и уничтожил.
Первой значительной публикацией Морриса был сборник сти-''

*Ф. Энгельс. Письмо Ф.-А. Зорге, 29 апреля 1886 г.
К- Маркс и Ф. Энгельс, Сочинения, т. XXVII, стр. 555, 1935.
** Ф. Энгельс. Письмо А. Бебелю, 18 августа 1886 г. К. ^lap^c
И Ф. Энгельс, Сочинения, т. XXVI,I, стр, 577, 1935.

хотворений «Защита Геневры» (The Defence of Guenevere, 1858),
названный так по небольшой поэме, открывавшей сборник. Сюжет
ную основу как поэмы, так и других стихотворений сборника со
ставляют эпизоды из жизни средневекового рыцарства. И темати
ческие особенности, и наличие элементов условно-романтической
стилизации в ряде стихотворений сближают произведение молодо
го поэта с творчеством Теннисона; однако уже здесь ощущается
глубокое уважение Морриса к живому человеческому чувству, чуж
дое поэту-лауреату.
Во второй половине 60-х годов Моррис задумал грандиозное
сочинение «Земной рай» (The Earthly Paradise), архитектоника ко
торого была подсказана поэту «Кентерберийскими рассказами» Чо
сера: несколько странников из Норвегии отправляются на поиски
земного рая и через много лет, дряхлыми стариками, попадают в
неведомую западную страну; там они рассказывают легенды на сю
жеты, почерпнутые из древнегреческой и скандинавской мифоло
гии, а также из кельтских и арабских преданий.
Время действия поэмы точно не оговорено; но по замыслу Мор
риса оно приходится на позднее средневековье; поэтому все рас
сказы, включая античные предания, окрашены средневековым ко
лоритом, как если бы они излагались людьми XIII—XIV веков.
Одна из легенд, которая должна была входить в «Земной
Рай», — «Жизнь и смерть Ясона» (The Life and Death of Jason) —
разрослась до таких масштабов, что в 1867 г. Моррис издал ее как
отдельное произведение, которое было очень благожелательно при
нято читателями; ободренный успехом, Моррис в 1868—1870 гг. за
вершил весь цикл.
И «Жизнь и смерть Ясона», и «Земной рай» без сомнения
должны быть отнесены к раннему периоду творчества Морриса,
когда его связи с прерафаэлитами оставались весьма тесными.
В годы, когда создавались эти произведения, даже самое восприя
тие Моррисом романтизма —• важнейшего элемента его эстетиче
ской концепции — существенно отличалось от взглядов, к которым
он пришел позднее, когда говорил, что «романтизм — это способ
ность к правильному пониманию истории, умение сделать прошлое
частью настоящего». «Земной рай», так же как и «Защита Генев
ры», очень далек от современности; в нем заметно увлечение лите
ратурной стилизацией; все легенды овеяны духом элегической гру
сти. Однако самая тема — поиски земного рая — пусть смутно,
но предвосхищает дальнейшее развитие поэтической мысли Мор
риса. Один из современников Морриса вспоминал, что поэт так
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оценил «Земной рай»: «Самое лучшее в нем — его заглавие. Когданибудь оно будет вдохновлять других — тогда, когда злосчастное
произведение будет забыто до последней строчки».
Семидесятые годы характеризуются углублением интереса
Морриса к скандинавским сказаниям. Особенно привлекал Морри
са трагизм древнескандинавской мифологии с ее идеей крушения
мира. «Во всяком случае, — писал Моррис, излагая сущность скан
динавской религии, — наступит конец; зло, до поры связанное,
освободится, а с ним все безымянные безжалостные ужасы, которые
на земле мы обозначаем как огонь, землетрясение, яд и разбой.
Так грядет великая борьба, и сами боги, подобно королям и геро
ям, которых они любили, должны в ней умереть, боги, создавшие
несовершенную, полную борьбы землю... Один за другим они
уничтожают навек какой-либо ужас и несчастье, все время тяготев
шее над жизнью, и один за другим, исполнив свое дело, умирают;
и, наконец, все постигает великое разрушение, старые земля и небо
исчезают, и возникают новые земля и небо...»
По-видимому, трагическая атмосфера мифологии древних скан
динавов оказалась в немалой степени созвучной нарастающей не
удовлетворенности окружающей действительностью и неясному
Стремлению к изменению жизни в душе самого Морриса. Результатом
увлечения скандинавскими преданиями явилось большое полотно
«История Сигурда Волсунга» (The Story of Sigurd the Volsung,
1877), представляющее собой поэтическое переложение древней
саги. «Сигурд Волсунг» замыкает ранний период литературной дея
тельности Морриса; однако, хотя в этом произведении можно най
ти много общего с остальными ранними произведениями, в нем по
являются и важные новые черты. В «Сигурде» Морриса больше
всего занимает изображение героических характеров, великих в доб
ре и зле, полных решимости и мощи в борьбе.
Но если скандинавская мифология и могла быть использована
Моррисом для выражения абстрактно-романтического протеста
против буржуазной цивилизации, Вызывавшей у поэта отвращение,
она не могла обогатить его сознание оптимистической перспекти
вой. Эту перспективу дало ему участие в общественной жизни сво
ей Страны и переход на позиции социализма, знаменующий собой
новый этап В развитии Морриса-писателя. В статье «Как я стал
социалистом» (How I Became a Socialist) Моррис прямо указывает,
что только знакомство с социализмом и борьбой масс помогло ему
выйти из глубокого кризиса: «Сознание революционного энтузиаз
ма внутри нашего ненавистного современного общества не позволи-

а

к<

. "
■
■ ' ~
-Г
•
ЛО мне, более счастливому, чем многие другие люди искусства, пре
вратиться в простого злопыхателя против «прогресса» с одной сто
роны, а с другой — уберегло меня от того, чтобы тратить время и
энергию на какой-либо из многочисленных планов, посредством ко
торых буржуазные псевдо-художники надеются взрастить искус
ство там, где оно уже не имеет корней; и таким образом я стал
практическим социалистом».
На рубеже 70-х и 80-х годов происходят коренные изменения
в эстетической программе Морриса. Уже в 1879 г. в лекции «Искус
ство народа» (The Art of the People) Моррис открыто заявляет, что
«искусство для искусства» не имеет перспективы, что «завтра, когда
цивилизованный мир перестанет быть жадным, полным борьбы и
разрушения, возникнет новое искусство, славное искусство, твори
мое народом и для народа, приносящее счастье творцу й
потребителю».
С этого времени начинается зрелый период литературного
творчества Морриса, в который им были созданы наиболее значи
тельные произведения.
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Произведения, включенные в данный том, выбраны с таким
расчетом, чтобы читатель мог получить по возможности полное впе
чатление о всех жанрах зрелого литературного творчества Морриса.
Цикл «Песен для социалистов» (Chants for Socialists) созда
вался на протяжении ряда лет. Первое стихотворение цикла —
«День придет» (The Day is Coming) — было написамо в 1883 г.,
вскоре после вступления Морриса в Социал-демократическую фе
дерацию, а последнее — «Песнь смерти» (Д Death Song), посвя
щено событиям «кровавого воскресенья» 1887 г.
Возникнув как непосредственное поэтическое продолжение дея- ‘
дельности Морриса в качестве агитатора за социализм, «Песни для
социалистов» явились блестящим воплощением новых эстетических и
критериев в поэтической практике Морриса.
Теснейшим образом связанные с современностью, они создава
лись для самого прямого воздействия на широкую аудиторию, и
в этом — главный секрет их жизненности. Все песни характеризу
ются приподнятым тоном, но это не делает их абстрактными; гран- диозные романтические обобщения наполнены пафосом революци
онной борьбы рабочих против угнетателей, верой в победу настоя
щего хозяина земли — рабочего класса, с которым отождествляет
себя сам автор.
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Очень близка по духу к «Песням для социалистов» поэма «Пи
лигримы надежды» (The Pilgrims of Норе), над которой Моррис
работал в 1885—1886 гг. и которая печаталась отдельными выпу
сками в журнале Социалистической лиги «Коммонуил».
Это — первое большое художественное произведение Морриса,
рисующее современные поэту события. Сюжетную основу поэмы
составляет рассказ простого английского рабочего Ричарда о том,
как он стал социалистом, как под влиянием пробудившегося в его
душе стремления бороться против врагов рабочего класса он от
правляется в Париж, где вместе с женой и другом сражается на
баррикадах Коммуны за будущее человечества. В суровом и скорб
ном финале поэмы Ричард возвращается в Англию после разгро
ма Коммуны, потеряв дорогих ему людей, одинокий и тяжело ра
неный; но надежда на светлое завтра и готовность бороться про
тив зла не покидает героя.
Избранная Моррисом лиро-эпическая форма помогла ему не
только раскрыть глубину переживаний героя и его духовную эво
люцию, но и наполнила произведение подлинной революционной
страстностью и оптимизмом. И хотя сам Моррис не считал эту
поэму окончательно отделанной, «Пилигримы надежды» по силе
воздействия на читателя занимают одно из первых мест в творче
стве Морриса; взволнованный гимн героизму революционеров был
особенно ярким явлением «а фоне английской литературы того
времени, в значительной своей части проникнутой духом безверияи уныния.
Прозаические художественные произведения, написанные Мор
рисом в период зрелого творчества, можно разделить на две груп
пы. Одна из них включает в себя созданные в последние годы жиз
ни фантастические романы и повести, действие которых относится
к средним векам. В целом эти произведения, отличительной чертой
которых является определенная надуманность сюжета и условность
в обрисовке действующих лиц, не оказали сколько-нибудь сущест
венного влияния ни на современную Моррису аудиторию, ни на по
следующее развитие английской литературы.
Вторую группу представляют прозаические произведения, вклю
ченные в настоящее издание. На первый взгляд кажется, что меж
ду фантастическими романами и такими произведениями, как
«Урок короля» (A King’s Lesson, 1886) и «Сон про Джона Болла»
(A Dream of John Ball, 1886—1887) существует тесная связь. Такое
впечатление создается, если подходить к их оценке формально:
действительно, оба эти произведения, так же как и романы, напи41

саны на средневековые сюжеты, в которых большую роль играет
легенда и фантастика. На самом деле оба они составляют резкий
контраст поздним фантастическим романам. Легенда, лежащая в
основе «Урока короля», использована Моррисом вовсе не для
идеализации средних веков; наоборот, рисуя образ Матиаша Kopвина, венгерского короля XV века, Моррис показывает, что даже
субъективная честность проницательного монарха бессильна про
тив несправедливости порядков, существовавших в средние века,
и что угнетенные классы могут добиться свободы и счастья только
путем открытой борьбы с угнетателями. «Урок короля» наглядно
доказывает, что Моррис любил не средневековье как таковое, с
его общественно-политическими институтами, а людей докапитали
стической эпохи, не испорченных современной поэту буржуазной
цивилизацией.
Та же любовь к простым людям средневековья, восхищение их
открытой прямотой и верностью своему слову, их сознанием соб
ственного достоинства и решимостью бороться против угнетателей
определяет тон рассказа «Сон про Джона Болла». Но здесь вве
дение в повествование рассказчика — человека XIX века, несом
ненно напоминающего самого Морриса, — позволило автору выйти
за рамки XIV столетия и раскрыть значение восстания Уота Тай
лера в многовековой борьбе трудящихся за свои права. И Джон
Болл, и рассказчик понимают, что человечеству еще предстоят
великие и тяжелые сражения за свободу, что английским крестьянам
суждено испытать горечь поражения в войне 1381 года. Но уверен
ность в конечном торжестве справедливости и счастья для всех,
кто трудится, вдохновляет восставших на неравную борьбу против
феодалов, и поэтому видение о Джоне Болле, при всей его тра
гичности, полно глубокого исторического оптимизма. «Сон про
Джона Болла» явился блестящим воплощением в художественной
практике принципов романтизма так, как их понимал Моррис в
зрелый период своего творчества; изображая мужественных геро
ев прошлого, Моррис призывал современников возродить славные
революционные традиции английского народа.
Центральное место в прозе Морриса занимает утопический
роман «Вести ниоткуда» (News from Nowhere), который печатался
в журнале Социалистической лиги в 1890 г., а затем в 1891 в пере- работанном виде был издан отдельной книгой и сразу завоевал
признание демократического читателя; еще при жизни автора он
был переведен на ряд иностранных языков. Это произведение было
задумано как ответ на утопию американского писателя Эдуарда
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Беллами «Взгляд назад», которая изображает будущее в Виде не
коего мещанского рая, возникшего как результат отдельных част
ных реформ капитализма, без коренной революционной перестройки
основ общества. Полемический характер «Вестей ниоткуда» ощу
щается на всем протяжении утопии Морриса, но его роман значи
тельно перерос рамки литературной полемики, став широким худо
жественным полотном, рисующим счастливое будущее людей в
коммунистическом обществе, каким его представлял себе Моррис.
Пафос «Вестей ниоткуда» состоит в страстном утверждении,
что только в коммунистическом обществе, рождающемся в битвах
революционных переворотов, а также в битвах гражданских войн,
навязываемых народу цепляющимися за свои привилегии капита
листами, появится новый человек, пользующийся всей полнотой сча
стья, гармонически развивающий свои способности и получивший
возможность удовлетворять все свои потребности, человек, свобод
ный от власти денег и от ханжества буржуазной морали. Этот бое
вой дух утопии, в которой Моррис, пылкий поборник коммунизма,
на исходе XIX века продолжил великую традицию гениального гу
маниста эпохи Возрождения Томаса Мора, во многом обеспечил
«Вестям ниоткуда» почетное место в истории английской литера
туры.
Вместе с тем, повествование на всем своем протяжении согре
то глубоким личным чувством рассказчика — человека XIX века,
который на этот раз оказался в обществе будущего. Его не поки
дает ощущение грустной тревоги, порождаемое тем, что его и пре
красных людей нового общества разделяет незримая граница и что
ему скоро придется покинуть светлый мир, к которому он привя
зался всем сердцем. Светлая грусть, которой проникнута утопия,
не разоружает человека; напротив, она лишь укрепляет его реши
мость бороться за торжество коммунистического идеала.
Советский читатель без труда заметит, как в созданной Мор
рисом картине будущего отразились противоречия, характерные
для сознания автора. В первую очередь они сказываются в изобра
жении производительных сил нового общества. Моррис не отрица
ет технический прогресс при коммунизме; люди открыли новые
источники энергии, действующие без шума и дыма; необходимая
тяжелая работа выполняется машинами. Но главное место в про
изводстве занимает ручной труд, противопоставленный фабричной
промышленности XIX века и напоминающий труд средневекового
ремесленника.
По-видимому, противоречия своей утопии ощущал и сам автор.
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Он восхигцаётся людьми коммунйстйческого общества, Их внуТреййей свободой, их близостью к природе, их умением получать на
слаждение от любого полезного труда; но в то же время духовные
запросы этих красивых и здоровых людей, для которых борьба
как таковая стала непонятным воспоминанием, весьма ограничены,
а своим отношением к действительности они напоминают взрослых
детей; и невольно в душу автора как бы закрадывается сомнение:
не устанут ли люди от этого безмятежного покоя?
Заключительный раздел настоящего издания составляют пуб
лицистические произведения Морриса 80—90-х годов, где писатель
излагает свои эстетические и общественно-политические взгляды
и без которых невозможно до конца понять сложное и своеобраз
ное развитие мировоззрения Морриса, а также особенности его твор
чества как художника. «Искусство и социализм» (Art and Socialism) и «Фабрика такой, какой она могла бы быть» (Л Factory as
It Might Be) вышли в свет в 1884 году, «Полезный труд против
бесполезной работы» (Useful Work Versus Useless Toil) в 1885 г., a
«Как я стал социалистом» (How I Became a Socialist) — в 1894 г.
Статья «Коммунизм» (Communism) была опубликована посмертно
в 1903 г. в качестве трактата Фабианского общества.

• » •
Творчество Морриса недостаточно знакомо широким кругам
советских читателей. Далекие от совершенства переводы его от
дельных произведений на русский язык, появившиеся несколько де
сятилетий тому назад, стали библиографической редкостью; боль
шинство произведений, включенных в это издание, вообще не пуб
ликовалось в Советском Союзе. Предлагая вниманию читателя этот
сборник, мы надеемся, что он с интересом познакомится с лучшей
частью наследия замечательного революционного романтика,
обогатившего творческий метод своих великих предшественников
Байрона и Шелли глубоким пониманием закономерностей общест
венной борьбы и твердой верой в торжество идеалов свободы и
справедливости в результате социалистической революции, писате
ля, стоявшего у истоков социалистического реализма в Англии.
Ю. Шведов
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OETRY

CHANTS FOR SOCIALISTS

THE DAY IS COMING

Come hither lads, and hearken, for there is to tell.
Of the wonderful days а-coming when all shall be better than
well.

And the tale shall be told of a country, a land in the midst
of the sea.
And folk shall call it England in the days that are going to be.
There more than one in a thousand in the days that are yet to
come.
Shall have some hope of the morrow, some joy of the ancient
home.
For then-laugh not, but listen, to this strange tale of mineAll folk that are in England shall be beter lodged than swine.

Then a man shall work and bethink him, and rejoice in the
deeds of his hand,
Nor yet come home in the even too faint and weary to stand.

Men in that time а-coming shall work and have no fear
For to-morrow's lack of earning and the hunger-wolf anear.

I tell you this for a wonder, that no fnan then shall be glad
Of his fellow's fall and mishap to snatch at the work he had.
For that which the worker winneth shall then be his indeed.
Nor shall half be reaped for nothing by him that sowed no
seed.
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О strange new wonderful justice! But for whom shall we
gather to gain?
For ourselves and for each of our fellows, and no hand shall
labour in vain.
Then all mine and all thine shall be ours, and no more shall
any man crave
For riches that serve for nothing but to fetter a friend for a
a slave.

And what wealth then shall be left us when none shall gather
gold
To buy his friend in the market, and pinch and pine the sold?
Nay, what save the lovely city, and the little house on the hill,
And the wastes and the woodland beauty, and the happy
fields we till.
And the homes of ancient stories, the tombs of the mighty
dead;
And the wise men seeking out marvels, and the poet's teeming
.
head;
And the painter's hand of wonder, and the marvellous fiddlebow.
And the banded choirs of music :-all those that do and
know.

For all these shall be ours and all men's, nor shall any lack a
share
Of the toil and the gain of living in the days when the world
grows fair.

Ah! such are the days that shall be! But what are the deeds of
to-day.
In the days of the years we dwell in, that wear our lives
(
away?

Why then, and for what are we waiting? There are three
words to speak,
We WILL IT, and what is the foeman but the dream-strong
wakened and weak?*

О why and for what are we waiting? while our brothers
droop and die,
And on every wind of the heavens a wasted life goes by.
How long shall they reproach us where crowd on crowd they
dwell.
Poor ghosts of the wicked city, the gold-crushed hungry hell?

Through squalid life they laboured, in sordid grief they died.
Those sons of a mighty mother, those props of England's
pride.
They are gone; there is none can undo it, nor save our souls
from the curse,
But many a million cometh, and shall they be better or worse?
It is we must answer and hasten, and open wide the door
For the rich man's hurrying terror, and the slow-foot hope of
the poor.
Yea, the voiceless wrath of the wretched, and their unlearned
discontent.
We must give it voice and wisdom till the waiting-tide be
spent.

Come, then, since all things call us, the living and the dead
And o'er the weltering tangle a glimmering light is shed.

Come, then, let us cast off fooling, and put by ease and rest
For the CAUSE alone is worthy till the good days bring the
best.
Come, join in the only battle wherein no man can fail,
Where whose fadeth and dieth, yet his deed shall still prevail,
23

Ah! come, cast off all fooling, for this, at least we know:
That the Dawn and the Day is coming, and forth the
Banners go.

THE VOICE OF TOIL

I heard men saying. Leave hope and praying.
All days shall be as all have been;
To-day and to-morrow bring fear and sorrow,
The never-ending toil between.
t

When Earth was younger mid toil and hunger.
In hope we strove, and our hands were strong;
Then great men led us, with words they fed us,
And bade us right the earthly wrong.

Go read in story their deeds and glory.
Their names amidst the nameless dead;
Turn then from lying to us slow-dying
In that good world to which they led;

Where fast and faster our iron master.
The thing we made, for ever drives.
Bids us grind treasure and fashion pleasure
For other hopes and other lives.
Where home is a hovel and dull we grovel.
Forgetting that the world is fair;
Where no babe we cherish, lest its very soul perish;
Where our mirth is crime, our love a snare.
Who now shall lead us, what god shall heed us
As we lie in the hell our hands have won?
For us are no rulers but fools and befoolers,*
The great are fallen, the wise men gone.
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I heard men saying, Leave tears and praying,
The sharp knife heedeth not the sheep;*
Are we not stronger than the rich and the wronger,*
When day breaks over dreams and sleep?

Come, shoulder to shoulder ere the world grows older!
Help lies in nought but thee and me;
Hope is before us, the long years that bore us
Bore leaders more than men may be.
Let dead hearts tarry and trade and marry,
And trembling nurse their dreams of mirth.
While we the living our lifes are giving
To bring the bright new world to birth.

Come, shoulder to shoulder ere earth grows older
The Cause spreads over land and sea;
Now the world shaketh, and fear awaketh
And joy at last for thee and me.
ALL FOR THE CAUSE

Hear a word, a word in season, for the day is drawing
nigh,
When the Cause shall call upon us, some to live, and some
to die!

He that dies shall not die lonely, many an one hath gone
before;
He that lives shall bear no burden heavier than the life they
bore.

Nothing ancient is their story, e'en but yesterday they bled.
Youngest they of earth's beloved, last of all the valiant
dead.
E'en the tidings we are telling was the tale they had
to tell.
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E'en the hope that our hearts cherish, was the hope for
which they fell.
In the grave where tyrants thrust them, lies their labour
and their pain,
But undying from their sorrow springeth up the hope
again.

Mourn not therefore, nor lament it, that the world outlives
their life;
Voice and vision yet they give us, making strong our hands
,
for strife.
Some had name, and fame, and honour, learn'd they were,
and wise and strong;
Some were nameless, poor, unlettered, weak in all but grief
and wrong.

Named and nameless all live in us; one and all they lead
us yet
Every pain to count for nothing, every sorrow to forget.
Hearken how they cry, "O happy, happy ye that ye were
born
In the sad slow night's departing, in the rising of the
morn.
"Fair the crown the Cause hath for you, well to die or well
to live
Through the battle, through the tangle, peace to gain or
peace to give."
Ah, it may be! Oft meseemeth, in the days that yet

shall be.
When no slave of gold abideth 'twixt the breadth of sea
to sea.

Oft, when men and maids are merry, ere the sunlight leaves
the earth.
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And they bless the day beloved, all too short for all their
mirth,
Some shall pause awhile and ponder on the bitter days of
old.
Ere the toil of strife and battle overthrew the curse of gold;
Then 'twixt lips of loved and lover solemn thoughts of us
shall rise;
We who once were fools and dreamers, then shall be the
brave and wise.
There amidst the world new-builded shall our earthly deeds
abide,
Though our names be all forgotten, and the tale of how
we died.

Life or death then, who shall heed it, what we gain or what
we lose?
Fair flies life amid the struggle, and the Cause for each shall
choose.
Hear a word, a word in season, for the day is drawing
nigh.
When the Cause shall call upon us, some to live, and some
to die!

NO MASTER

(Air: "The Hardy Norseman")

Saith man to man. We've heard and known
That we no master need
To live upon this earth, our own,
In fair and manly deed.
The grief of slaves long passed away
For us hath forged the chain,
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Till now each worker's patient day
Builds up the House of Pain.*

And we, shall we too, crouch and quail,
Ashamed, afraid of strife.
And lest our lives untimely fail
Embrace the Death in Life?*
Nay, cry aloud, and have no fear.
We few against the world;
Awake, arise! the hope we bear
Against the curse is hurled.

It grows and grows-are we the same.
The feeble band, the few?
Or what are these with eyes aflame.
And hands to deal and do?
This is the host that bears the word,
NO MASTER HIGH OR LOWA lightning flame, a shearing sword,
A storm to overthrow.

THE MARCH OF THE WORKERS

(Air: "John Broum")
What is this, the sound and rumour? What is this that
д11 men hear.
Like the wind in hollow valleys when the storm is draw
ing near,
Like the rolling on of ocean in the eventide of fear?
'Tis the people marching on.
Whither go they, and whence come they? What are these
of whom ye tell?
In what country are they dwelling 'twixt the gates of heaven
and hell?

Are they mine or thine for money? Will they serve a master
well?
'
Still the rumour's marching on.

Hark the rolling of the thunder!
Lo the sun! and lo thereunder
Riseth wrath, and hope, and wonder,
And the host comes marching on.
Forth they come from grief and torment; on they wend
toward health and mirth.
All the wide world is their dwelling, every comer of the
earth.
Buy them, sell them for thy service! Try the bargain what
'tis worth.
For the days are marching on.
These are they who build thy houses, weave thy raiment,
win thy wheat.
Smooth the rugged, fill the barren, turn the bitter into
sweet,
All for thee this day-and ever. What reward for them is
meet
Till the host comes marching on?
Hark the rolling of the thunder!
Lo the sun! and lo thereunder
Riseth wrath, and hope, and wonder,
And the host comes marching on.

Many a hundred years passed over have they laboured deaf
and blind;
Never tidings reached their sorrow, never hope their toil
might find.
Now at last they've heard and hear it, and the cry comes
down the wind.
And their feet are marching on.

О ye rich men hear and tremble! for with words the sound
is rife:
29

"Once for you and death we laboured; changed hence
forward is the strife.
We are men, and we shall battle for the world of men and
life;
And our host is marching on."
Hark the rolling of the thunder!
Lo the sun! and lo thereunder
Riseth wrath, and hope, and wonder.
And the host comes marching on.

"Is it war, then? Will ye perish as the dry wood in the
fire?
Is it peace? Then be ye of us, let your hope be our desire.
Come and live! for life awaketh, and the world shall never
tire;
And hope is marching on.
"On we march then, we the workers, and the rumour that
ye hear
Is the blended sound of battle and deliv'rance drawing
near;
For the hope of every creature is the banner that we bear.
And the world is marching on."
Hark the rolling of the thunder!
Lo the sun! and lo thereunder
Riseth wrath, and hope, and wonder,
And the host comes marching on.

DOWN AMONG THE DEAD MEN

Come, comrades, come, your glasses clink;
Up with your hands a health to drink.
The health of all that workers be,
In every land, on every sea.

And he that will this health deny,
Down among the dead men, down among the
dead men,
Down, down, down, down,
Down among the dead men let him lie!
Well done! now drink another toast.
And pledge the gath'ring of the host,
The people armed in brain and hand,
To claim their rights in every land.
And he that will, etc.

There's liquor left; come, let's be kind,
And drink the rich a better mind,*
That when we knock upon the door,
They may be off and say no more.

And he that will, etc.
Now, comrades, let the glass blush red, '
Drink we the unforgotten dead
That did their deeds and went away,
Before the bright sun brought the day.
And he that will, etc.

The Day? Ah, friends, late grows the night;
Drink to the glimmering spark of light,
The herald of the joy to be.
The battle-torch of thee and me!
And he that will, etc.
Take yet another cup in hand
And drink in hope our little band.
Drink strife in hope while lasteth breath,
And brotherhood in life and death;

And he that will, etc.
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A DEATH SONG
What cometh here from west to east awending?
And who are these, the marchers stern and slow?
We bear the message that the rich are sending
Aback to those who bade them wake and know.
Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay.
But one and all it they would dusk the day*

We asked them for a life of toilsome earning,
They bade us bide their leisure for our bread;*
We craved to speak to tell our woeful learning:
We come back speechless, bearing back our dead.
Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay.
But one and all it they would dusk the day.
They will not learn; they have no ears to hearken.
They turn their faces from the eyes of fate;
Their gay-lit halls shut out the skies that darken.
But, lol this dead man knocking at the gate.
Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay.
But one and all it they would dusk the day.

Here lies the sign that we shall break our prison;
Amidst the storm he won a prisoner's rest;
But in the cloudy dawn the sun arisen
Brings us our day of work to win the best.
Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay.
But one and all it they would dusk the day.

THE PILGRIMS OF HOPE

I
THE MESSAGE OF THE MARCH WIND

Fair now is the springtide, now earth lies beholding
With the eyes of a lover the face of the sun;
Long lasteth the daylight, and hope is enfolding
The green-growing acres with increase begun.
Now sweet, sweet it is through the land to be straying
Mid the birds and the blossoms and the beasts of the field;
Love mingles with love, and no evil is weighing
On thy heart or mine, where all sorrow is healed.
From township to township, o'er down and by tillage
Far, far have we wandered and long was the day,
But now cometh eve at the end of the village,
Where over the grey wall the church riseth grey.

There is wind in the twilight; in the white road before us
The straw from the ox-yard is blowing about;
The moon's rim is rising, a star glitters o'er us,
And the vane on the spire-top is swinging in doubt.

Down there dips the highway, toward the bridge crossing
,
over
The brook that runs on to the Thames and the sea.
Draw closer, my sweet, we are lover and lover;
This eve art thou given to gladness and me.
Shall we be glad always? Come closer and hearken:
Three fields further on, as they told me down there,
3—2618

33

When the young moon has set, if the March sky should
darken.
We might see from the hill-top the great city's glare.

Hark, the wind in the elm-boughs! From London it bloweth.
And telling of gold, and of hope and unrest;
Of power that helps not;,of wisdom that knoweth.
But teacheth not aught of the worst and the best.
Of the rich men it telleth, and strange is the story
How they have, and they hanker, and grip far and wide;
And they live and they die, and the earth and its glory
Has been but a burden they scarce might abide.
Hark! the March wind again of a people is telling;
Of the life that they live there, so haggard and grim,
That if we and oi^r love amidst them had been dwelling
My fondness had faltered,* thy beauty grown dim.
This land we have loved in our love and our leisure
For them hangs in heaven, high out of their reach;
The wide hills o'er the sea-plain for them have no pleasure.
The grey homes of their fathers no story to teach.

The singers have sung and the builders have builded,
The painters have fashioned their tales of delight;
For what and for whom hath the world's book been gilded.
When all is for these but the blackness of night?
How long and for what is their patience abiding?
How oft and how oft shall their story be told,
While the hope that none seeketh in darkness is hiding
And in grief and in sorrow the world groweth old?
Come back to the inn, love, and the lights and the fire.
And the fiddler's old tune and the shuffling of feet;
For there in a while shall be rest and desire.
And there shall the morrow's uprising be sweet.
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Yet, love, as we wend the wind bloweth behind us
And beareth the last tale it telleth to-night.
How here in the springtide the message shall find us;
For the hope that none seeketh is coming to light.
[.ike the seed of midwinter, unheeded, unperished.
Like the autumn-sown wheat 'neath the snow lying
<
green,
Like the love that o'ertook us, unawares and uncherished,
Like the babe 'neath thy girdle that groweth unseen,

So the hope of the people now buddeth and growethRest fadeth before it, and blindness and fear;
It biddeth us learn all the wisdom it knoweth;
It hath found us and held us, and biddeth us hear:
For it beareth the message: "Rise up on the morrow
And go on your ways toward the doubt and the strife;
Join hope to our hope and blend sorrow with sorrow.
And seek for men's love in the short days of life."

But lo, the old inn, and the lights and the fire.
And the fiddler's old tune and the shuffling of feet;
Soon for us shall be quiet and rest and desire.
And to-morrow's uprising to deeds shall be sweet.
7

II
THE BRIDGE AND THE STREET

In the midst of the bridge there we stopped and we
wondered
In London at last, and the moon going down,
All sullied and red where the mast-wood was sundered
By the void of the night-mist, the breath of the town.
3*
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On each side lay the City, and Thames ran between it
Dark, struggling, unheard 'neath the wheels and the feet.
A strange dream it was that we ever had seen it.
And strange was the hope we had wandered to meet.

Was all nought but confusion? What man and what master
Had each of these people that hastened along?
Like a flood flowed the faces, and faster and faster
Went the drift of the feet of the hurrying throng.

Till all these seemed but one thing, and we twain another,
A thing frail and feeble and young and unknown;
What sign mid all these to tell foeman from brother?
What sign of the hope in our hearts that had grown?
-♦

We went to our lodging afar from the river,
And slept and forgot-and remembered in dreams;
And friends that I knew not I strove to deliver
From a crowd that swept o'er us in measureless streams.

Wending whither I knew not: till meseemed I was waking
To the first night in London, and lay by my love.
And she worn and changed, and my very heart aching
With a terror of soul that forbade me to move.
Till I woke, in good sooth, and she lay there beside me.
Fresh, lovely in sleep; but awhile yet I lay.
For the fear of the dream-tide yet seemed to abide me
In the cold and sad time ere the dawn of the day.

Then I went to the window, and saw down below me
The market-wains wending adown the dim street.
And the scent of the hay and the herbs seemed to know me.
And seek out my heart the dawn's sorrow to meet.
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They passed, and day grew, and with pitiless faces
The dull houses stared on the prey they had trapped;
'Twas as though they had slain all the fair morning places
Where in love and in leisure our joyance had happed.
My heart sank; I murmured, “What's this we are doing
In this grim net of London, this prison built stark
With the greed of the ages, our young lives pursuing
A phantom that leads but to death in the dark?"

Day grew, and no longer was dusk with it striving.
And now here and there a few people went by.
As an image of what was once eager and living
Seemed the hope that had led us to live or to die.

Yet nought else seemed happy; the past and its pleasure
Was light, and unworthy, had been and was gone;
If hope had deceived us, if hid were its treasure.
Nought now would be left us of all life had won.
О love, stand beside me; the sun is uprisen
On the first day of London; and shame hath been here.
For I saw our new life like the bars of a prison,
And hope grew а-cold, and I parleyed with fear.

Ah! I sadden thy face, and thy grey eyes are chiding!
Yea, but life is no longer as stories of yore;
From us from henceforth no fair words shall be hiding
The nights of the wretched, the days of the poor.

Time was we have grieved, we have feared, we have faltered.
For ourselves, for each other, while yet we were twain;
And no whit of the world by our sorrow was altered,
Our faintness grieved nothing, our fear was in vain.
Now our fear and our faintness, our sorrow, our passion.
We shall feel all henceforth as we felt it erewhile;
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But now from all this the due deeds we shall fashion
Of the eyes without blindness, the heart without guile.
Let us grieve then-and help every soul in our sorrow;
Let us fear-and press forward where few dare to go;
Let us falter in hope-and plan deeds for the morrow,
The world crowned with freedom, the fall of the foe.

As the soldier who goes from his homestead a-weeping,
And whose mouth yet remembers his sweetheart's embrace.
While all round about him the bullets are sweeping.
But stem and stout-hearted dies there in his place;
Yea, so let our lives be! e'en such that hereafter,
When the battle is won and the story is told,
Our pain shall be hid, and remembered our laughter,
And our names shall be those of the bright and the bold.
Note. - This section had the following note in The Commonweal: "It is
the intention of the author to follow the fortunes of the lovers who in the
'Message of the March Wind' were already touched by sympathy with the
cause of the people."

Ill

SENDING TO THE WAR
It was down in our far-off village that we heard of the war
begun.
But none of the neighbours were in it save the squire's thicklipped son,
A youth and a fool and a captain, who came and went
away,
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And left me glad of his going. There was little for us to say
Of the war and its why and wherefore-and we said it often
enough;
The papers gave us our wisdom, and we used it up in the
rough.
But I held my peace and wondered; for I thought of the
folly of men,
The fair lives ruined and broken that ne'er could be mended
again;
And the tale by lies bewildered, and no cause for a man to
choose;
Nothing to curse or to bless-just a game to win or -to lose.
But here were the streets of London-strife stalking wide in
the world;
And the flag of an ancient people to the battle-breeze
unfurled.
And who was helping or heeding? The gaudy shops displayed
The toys of rich men's tolly, by blinded labour made;
And still from nought to nothing the bright-skinned horses
drew
Dull men and sleek-faced women with never a deed to do;
While all about and around them the street-flood ebbed and
flowed.
Worn feet, grey anxious faces, grey backs bowed 'neath the
load.
Lo the sons of an ancient people! And for this they fought
and fell
In the days by fame made glorious, in the tale that singers
tell.'
We two we stood in the street in the midst of a mighty crowd.
The sound of its mingled murmur in the heavens above was
loud.
And earth was foul with its squalor-that stream of every
day.
The hurrying feet of labour, the faces worn and grey,
Were a sore and grievous sight, and enough and to spare
had I seen
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Of hard and pinching want midst our quiet fields and green;
But all was nothing to this, the London holiday throng.
Dull and with hang-dog gait they stood or shuffled along.
While the stench from the lairs they had lain in last night
went up in the wind.
And poisoned the sun-lit spring: no story men can find
Is fit for the tale of their lives; no word that man hath made
Can tell the hue of their faces, or their rags by filth o'er-laid:
For this hath our age invented-these are the sons of the free.
Who shall bear our name triumphant o'er every land and sea.
Read ye their souls in their faces, and what shall help you
there?
Joyless, hopeless, shameless, angerless, set is their stare:
This is the thing we have made, and what shall help us now,
For the field hath been laboured and tilled and the teeth of
the dragon shall grow.*
But why are they gathered together? what is this crowd in
the street?
This is a holiday morning, though here and there we meet
The hurrying tradesman's broadcloth, or the workman's
basket of tools.
Men say that at last we are rending the snares of knaves
and fools;
That a cry from the heart of the nation against the foe is
hurled.
And the flag of an ancient people to the battle-breeze
unfurled.
The soldiers are off to the war, we are here to see the
sight.
And all our griefs shall be hidden by the thought of our
country’s might.
'Tis the ordered anger of England* and her hope for the
good of the Earth
That we to-day are speeding,* and many a gift of worth
Shall follow the brand and the bullet, and our wrath shall
be no curse.
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But a blessing of life to the helpless-unless we are liars and
worseAnd these that we see are the senders; these are they that
speed
The dread and the blessing of England to help the world at
its need.

Sick unto death was my hope, and I turned and looked on
my dear.
And beheld her frightened wonder, and her grief without
a tear.
And knew how her thought was mine-when, hark! o'er the
hubbub and noise,

Faint and a long way off, the music's measured voice.
And the crowd was swaying and swaying, and somehow, I
knew not why,
A dream came into my heart of deliverance drawing anigh.
Then with roll and thunder of drums grew the music louder
and loud,
And the whole street tumbled and surged, and cleft was the
holiday crowd.
Till two walls of faces and rags lined either side of the way.
Then clamour of shouts rose upward, as bright and glittering
gay
Came the voiceful brass of the band, and my heart beat fast
and fast,
For the river of steel came on, and the wrath of England
passed
Through the want and the woe of the town, and strange and
wild was my thought.
And my clenched hands wandered about as though a weapon
they sought.

Hubbub and din was behind them, and the shuffling haggard
throng.
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Wandering aimless about, tangled the street for long;
But the shouts and the rhythmic noise we still heard far
’ z
away.
And my dream was become a picture of the deeds of another
day.
Far and far was I borne, away o'er the years to come,
And again was the ordered march, and the thunder of the
drum,
And the bickering points of steel, and the horses shifting
about
'Neath the flashing swords of the captains-then the silence
after the shoutSun and wind in the street, familiar things made clear.
Made strange by the breathless waiting for the deeds that
are drawing anear.
For woe had grown into will, and wrath was bared of its
sheath.
And stark in the streets of London stood the crop of the
dragon's teeth.
Where then in my dream were the poor and the wall of faces
wan?
Here and here by my side, shoulder to shoulder of man,
Hope in the simple folk, hope in the hearts of the wise,
For the happy life to follow, or death and the ending of
lies,
Hope is awake in the faces angerless now no more,
Till the new peace dawn on the world, the fruit of the
people's war.
War in the world abroad a thousand leagues away,
While custom's wheel goes round and day devoureth day.
Peace at home!-what peace, while the rich man's mill is
strife,
And the poor is the grist that he grindeth, and life devoureth
life?
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IV

MOTHER AND SON
Now sleeps the land of houses, and dead night holds the
street.
And there thou liest, my baby, and sleepest soft and sweet;
My man is away for awhile, but safe and alone we lie;
And none heareth thy breath but thy mother, and the moon
looking down from the sky
On the weary waste of the town, as it looked on the grassedged road
Still warm with yesterday’s sun, when I left my old abode.
Hand in hand with my love, that night of all nights in the
year;
When the river of love o'erflowed and drowned all doubt
and fear.
And we two were alone in the world, and once, if never
again.
We knew of the secret of earth and the tale of its labour and
pain.

Lo amidst London I lift thee, and how little and light thou
art,
And thou without hope or fear, thou fear and hope of my
heart!
Lo here thy body beginning, О son, and thy soul and thy life;
But how will it be if thou livest, and enterest into the
strife.
And in love we dwell together when the man is grown in
thee.
When thy sweet speech I shall hearken, and yet 'twixt thee
and me
Shall rise that wall of distance, that round each one doth
grow.
And maketh it hard and bitter each other's thought to
know?
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Now, therefore, while yet thou art little and hast no thought
of thine own,
I will tell thee a word of the world, of the hope whence thou
has grown.
Of the love that once begat thee, of the sorrow that hath
made
Thy little heart of hunger, and thy hands on my bosom laid.
Then mayst thou remember hereafter, as whiles when
people say
All this hath happened before in the life of another day;
So mayst thou dimly remember this tale of thy mother's
voice.
As oft in the calm of dawning I have heard the birds
rejoice.
As oft I have heard the storm-wind go moaning through the
wood.
And I knew that earth was speaking, and the mother's voice
was good.
Now, to thee alone will I tell it that thy mother's body
is fair.
In the guise of the country maidens who play with the sun
and the air.
Who have stood in the row of the reapers in the August
afternoon.
Who have sat by the frozen water in the highday of the
moon.
When the lights of the Christmas feasting were dead in the
house on the hill.
And the wild geese gone to the salt marsh had left the winter
still.
Yea, I am fair, my firstling; if thou couldst but remember
me!
The hair that thy small hand clutcheth is a goodly sight to
see;
I am true, but my face is a snare; soft and deep are my
eyes.
44

And they seem for men's beguiling fulfilled with the dreams
of the wise.
Kind are my lips, and they look as though my soul had
learned
Deep things I have never heard of. My face and my hands
are burned
By the lovely sun of the acres; three months of Londontown
And thy birth-bed have bleached them indeed-"But lo, where
the edge of the gown"
(So said thy father one day) "parteth the wrist white as
curd
From the brown of the hands that I love, bright as the wing
of a bird."

Such is thy mother, О firstling, yet strong as the maidens
of old.
Whose spears and whose swords were the warders of home
stead, of field and of fold.
Oft were my feet on the highway, often they wearied the
grass;
From dusk unto dusk of the summer three times in a week
would I pass
To the downs from the house on the river through the waves
of the blossoming corn.
Fair then I lay down in the even, and fresh I arose on the
morn.
And scarce in the noon was I weary. Ah, son, in the days
of thy strife.
If thy soul could harbour a dream of the blossom of my
life!
It would be as sunlit meadows beheld from a tossing sea.
And thy soul should look on a vision of the peace that is
to be.

Yet, yet the tears on my cheek! And what is this doth
move
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My heart to thy heart, beloved, save the flood of yearning
love?
For fair and fierce is thy father, and soft and strange are
his eyes
That look on the days that shall be with the hope of the
brave and the wise.
It was many a day that we laughed as over the meadows
•
we walked.
And many a day I hearkened and the pictures came as he
talked;
It was many a day that we longed, and we lingered late at
eve
Ere speech from speech was sundered, and my hand his
hand could leave.
Then I wept when I was alone, and I longed till the daylight
came;
And down the stairs I stole, and there was our housekeeping
dame
(No mother of me, the foundling) kindling the fire
betimes
Ere the haymaking folk went forth to the meadows down
by the limes;
All things I saw at a glance; the quickening fire-tongues
leapt
Through the crackling heap of sticks, and the sweet smoke
up from it crept,
And close to the very hearth the , low sun flooded the
floor,
And the cat and her kittens played in the sun by the open
door.
The garden was fair in the morning, and there in the road
he stood
Beyond the crimson daisies and the bush of southernwood.
Then side by side together through the grey-walled place
we went,
And О the fear departed, and the rest and sweet content!
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Son, sorrow and wisdom he taught me, and sore I grieved
and learned
As we twain grew into one; and the heart within me burned
With the very hopes of his heart. Ah, son, it is piteous.
But never again in my life shall I dare to speak to thee
thus;»
So may these lonely words about thee creep and cling.
These words of the lonely night in the days of our wayfaring.
Many a child of woman to-night is born in the town,
The desert of folly and wrong; and of what and whence
are they grown?
Many and many an one of wont and use is born;
For a husband is taken to bed as a hat or a ribbon is worn.
Prudence begets her thousands: "Good is a housekeeper's life,
So shall I sell my body that I may be matron and wife.''
“And I shall endure foul wedlock and bear the children of
need."
Some are there born of hate-many the children of greed.
"I, I too can be wedded, though thou my love hast got."
"I am fair and hard of heart, and riches shall be my lot."
And all these are the good and the happy, on whom the
world dawns fair.
О son, when wilt thou learn of those that are born of
despair,
As the fabled mud of the Nile* that quickens under the sun
With a growth of creeping things, half dead when just
begun?
E'en such is the care of Nature that man should never die,
Though she breed of the fools of the earth, and the dregs of
the city sty.
But thou, О son, О son, of very love wert born.
When our hope fulfilled bred hope, and fear was a folly ;
outworn;
On the eve of the toil and the battle all sorrow and grief we
weighed.
We hoped and we were not ashamed, we knew and we were
not afraid.
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Now waneth the night and the moon-ah, son, it is piteous
That never again in my life shall I dare to speak to thee
thus.
But sure from the wise and the simple shall the mighty
come to birth;
And fair were my fate, beloved, if I be yet on the earth
When the world is awaken at last, and from mouth to mouth
they tell
Of thy love and thy deeds and thy valour, and thy hope that
nought can quell.
V
NEW BIRTH

It was twenty-five years ago that I lay in my mother's lap
New born to life, nor knowing one whit of all that should
hap:*
That day was I won from nothing to the world of struggle
,
and pain,
Twenty-five years ago-and to-night am I born again.
I look and behold the days of the years that are passed
away.
And my soul is full of their wealth, for oft were they blithe
and gay
As the hours of bird and of beast: they have made me calm
and strong
To wade the stream of confusion, the river of grief and
wrong.

A rich man was my father, but he skulked ere I was born,
And gave my mother money, but left her life to scorn;
And we dwelt alone in our village: I knew not my mother's
'shame,'
But her love and her wisdom I knew till death and the parting
came.

Then a lawyer paid me money, and I lived awhile at a school.
And learned the lore of the ancients, and how the knave
and the fool
Have been mostly the masters of earth: yet the earth seemed
fair and good
With the wealth of field and homestead, and garden and
river and wood;
And I was glad amidst it, and little of evil I knew
As I did in sport and pastime such deeds as a youth might do,
Who deems he shall live for ever. Till at last it befel on a
day
That I came across our Frenchman at the edge of the newmown hay,
A-fishing as he was wont, alone as he always was;
So I helped the dark old man to bring a chub to grass.
And somehow he knew of my birth, and somehow we came
to be friends.
Till he got to telling me chapters of the tale that never
ends;
The battle of grief and hope with riches and folly and
wrong.
He told how the weak conspire, he told of the fear of the
strong;
He told of dreams grown deeds, deeds done ere time was
• ripe.
Of hope that melted in air like the smoke of his evening
pipe;
Of the fight long after hope in the teeth of all despair;
Of battle and prison and death, of life stripped naked and
bare.
But to me it all seemed happy, for I gilded all with the gold
Of youth that believes not in death, nor knoweth of hope
grown cold.
I hearkened and learned, and longed with a longing that
had no name.
Till I went my ways to our village and again departure
came.
I
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Wide now the world was grown, and I saw things clear
and grim.
That awhile agone smiled on me from the dream-mist
doubtful and dim.
I knew that the poor were poor, and had no heart or hope;
And I knew that I was nothing with the least of evils to
cope;
So I thought the thoughts of a man, and I fell into bitter
mood.
Wherein, except as a picture, there was nought on the earth
that was good;
Till I met the woman I love, and she asked, as folk ask of
the wise.
Of the root and meaning of things that she saw in the world
of lies.
I told her all I knew, and the tale told lifted the load
That made me less than a man; and she set my feet on the
road.
So we left our pleasure behind to seek for hope and for
7
life.
And to London we came, if perchance there smouldered the
embers of strife
Such as our Frenchman had told of; and I wrote to him to
ask
If he» would be our master, and set the learners their
task.
But "dead" was the word on the letter when it came back
to me.
And all that we saw henceforward with our own eyes must
we see.
So we looked and wondered and sickened; not for ourselves
indeed:
My father by now had died, but he left enough for my need;
And besides, away in our village the joiner's craft had I
learned.
And I worked as other men work, and money and wisdom
I earned.
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Yet little from day to day in street or workshop I met
To nourish the plant of hope that deep in my heart had
been set.
The life of the poor we learned, and to me there was nothing
new
In their day of little deeds that ever deathward drew.
But new was the horror of London that went on all the
while
That rich men played at their ease for name and fame to
beguile
The days of their empty lives, and praised the deeds they
.
did.
As though they had fashioned the earth and found out the
sun long hid;
Though some of them busied themselves from hopeless day
to day
With the lives of the slaves of the rich and the hell wherein
they lay.
They wrought meseems as those who should make a bar
gain with hell.
That it grow a little cooler, and thus for ever to dwell.
So passed the world on its ways, and weary with waiting
we were.
Men ate and drank and married; no wild cry smote the
'
air.
No great crowd ran together to greet the day of doom;
And ever more and more seemed the town like a monstrous
tomb
To us, the Pilgrims of Hope, until to-night it came,
And Hope on the stones of the street is written in letters of
flame.

This is how it befel: a workmate of mine had heard
Some bitter speech in my mouth, and he took me up at the
word,
And said: "Come over to-morrow to our Radical spoutingplace,-*
4*
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For there, if we hear nothing new, at least we shall see a
new face;
He is one of those Communist chaps, and 'tis like that you
two may agree."
So we went? and the street was as dull and as common as
aught you could see;
Dull and dirty the room. Just over the chairman's chair
Was a bust, a Quaker's face with nose cocked up in the air;
There were common prints on the wall of the heads of the
party fray,*
And Mazzini* dark and lean amidst them gone astray.
Some thirty men we were of the kind that I knew full well.
Listless, rubbed down to the type of our easy-going hell.
My heart sank down as I entered, and wearily there I sat
While the chairman strove to end his maunder of this and
of that.
And partly shy he seemed, and partly indeed ashamed
Of the grizzled man beside him as his name to us he named.
He rose, thickset and short, and dressed in shabby blue.
And even as he began it seemed as though I knew
The thing he was going to say, though I never heard it
before.
He spoke, were it well, were it ill, as though a message he
bore,
A word that he could not refrain from many a million of
men.
Nor aught seemed the sordid room and the few that were
listening then
Save the hall of the labouring earth and the world which
was to be.
Bitter to many the message, but sweet indeed unto me.
Of man without a master, and earth without a strife.
And every soul rejoicing in the sweet and bitter of life:
Of peace and good-will he told, and I knew that in faith he
spake.
But his words were my very thoughts, and I saw the battle
awake.
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And I followed from end to end; and triumph grew in my
heart
As he called on each that heard him to arise and play his
part
In the tale of the new-told gospel, lest as slaves they should
live and die.

He ceased, and I thought the hearers would rise up with
one cry.
And bid him straight enrol them; but they, they applauded
indeed,
For the man was grown full eager, and had made them
hearken and heed:
But they sat and made no sign, and two of the glibber
kind
Stood up to jeer and to carp, his fiery words to blind.
I did not listen to them, but failed not his voice to hear
When he rose to answer the carpers, striving to make more
clear
That which was clear already; not overwell, I knew,
He answered the sneers and the silence, so hot and eager
he grew;
But my hope full well he answered, and when he called
again
On men to band together lest they live and die in vain.
In fear lest he should escape me, I rose ere the meeting
was done.
And gave him my name and my faith-and I was the only
one.
He smiled as he heard the jeers, and there was a shake of
the hand.
He spoke like a friend long .known; and lol I was one of the
band.
And now the streets seem gay and the high stars glittering
x
bright;
And for me, I sing amongst them, for my heart is full and
light.
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I see the deeds to be done and the day to come on the
earth.
And riches vanished away and sorrow turned to mirth;
I see the city squalor and the country stupor gone.
And we a part of it all-we twain no longer alone
In the days to come of the pleasure, in the days that are of
the fightI was born once long ago: I am born again to-night.

VI
THE NEW PROLETARIAN

How near to the goal are we now, and what shall we live
to behold?
Will it come a day of surprise to the best of the hopeful
and bold?
Shall the sun arise some morning and see men falling to
work.
Smiling and loving their lives, not fearing the ill that may
lurk
In every house on their road, in the very ground that they
tread?
Shall the sun see famine slain, and the fear of children
dead?
Shall he look adown on men set free from the burden of care.
And the earth grown like to himself,* so comely, clean and
fair?
Or else will it linger and loiter, till hope deferred hath
spoiled
All bloom of the life of man-yea, the day for which we
have toiled?
Till our hearts be turned to stone by the griefs that we have
borne,
And our loving kindness seared by love from our anguish
torn.
54

Till our hope grow a wrathful fire, and the light of the
second birth
Be a flame to bum up the weeds from the lean impoverished
• earth.
What's this? Meseems it was but a little while ago
When the merest sparkle of hope set all my heart aglow!
Th6 hope of the day was enough; but now 'tis the very
day
That wearies my hope with longing. What's changed or gone
away?
Or what is it drags at my heart-strings ?-is it aught save the
coward's fear?
In this little room where I sit is all that I hold most
dearMy love, and the love we have fashioned, my wife and the
little lad.
Yet the four walls look upon us with other -eyes than they
had.
For indeed a thing hath happened. Last week at my craft
I worked.
Lest oft in the grey of the morning my heart should tell me
I shirked;
But to-day I work for us three, lest he and she and I
In the mud of the street should draggle till we come to the
workhouse or die.

Not long to tell is the story, for, as I told you before,
A lawyer paid me the money which came from my father's
store.
Well, now the lawyer is dead, and a curious tangle of
theft.
It seems, is what he has lived by, and none of my money is
left.
So I who have worked for my pleasure now work for utter
‘
need:
In 'the noble army of labour' I now am a soldier indeed.
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"You are young, you belong to the class that you love,' saith
the rich man's sneer;
'Work on with your class and be thankful.' All that I hearken
to hear.
Nor heed the laughter much; have patience a little while,
I will tell you what's in my heart, nor hide a jot by guile.
When I worked pretty much for my pleasure I really worked
with a will.
It was well and workmanlike done, and my fellows knew
my skill.
And deemed me one of themselves though they called me
gentleman Dick,
Since they knew I had some money; but now that to work
I must stick.
Or fall into utter ruin, there's something gone, I find;
The work goes, cleared is the job, but there's something left
behind;
I take up fear with my chisel, fear lies 'twixt me and my
plane,
And I wake in the merry morning to a new unwonted
pain.
That's fear: I shall live it down-and many a thing besides
Till I win the poor dulled heart which the workman's
jacket hides.
Were it not for the Hope of Hopes I know my journey's
end
And would wish I had ne’er been born the weary way to
wend.
Now further, well you may think we have lived no gentle
man's life.
My wife is my servant, and I am the servant of my wife.
And we make no work for each other; but country folk we
were.
And she sickened sore for the grass and the breath of the
fragrant air
That had made her lovely and strong; and so up here we
. .
came
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To the northern slopes of the town to live with a country
•
dame.
Who can talk of the field-folks' ways: not one of the newest
the house.
The woodwork worn to the bone, its panels the land of the
x
mouse.
Its windows rattling and loose, its floors all up and down;
But this at least it was, just a cottage left in the town.
There might you sit in our parlour in the Sunday
afternoon
And watch the sun through the vine-leaves and fall to
dreaming that soon
You would see the grey team passing, their fetlocks wet with
the brook.
Or the shining mountainous straw-load: there the summer
,
moon would look
Through the leaves on the lampless room, wherein we sat
we twain,
All London vanished away; and the morn of the summer rain
Would waft us the scent of the hay; or the first faint yellow
leaves
Would flutter adown before us and tell of the acres of
sheaves.
All this hath our lawyer eaten, and to-morrovf must we go
To a room near my master's shop, in the purlieus of Soho.
No words of its shabby meanness! But that is our prison-cell
In the jail of weary London. Therein for us must dwell
The hope of the world that shall be, that rose a glimmering
spark
As the last thin flame of our pleasure sank quavering in the
dark.
Again the rich man jeereth: "The man is a coward, or
worseHe bewails his feeble pleasure; he quails before the curse
Which many a man endureth with calm and smiling face.*
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Nay, the man is a man, by your leave! Or put yourself in
his place.
And see if the tale reads better. The haven of rest
destroyed,
And nothing left of the life that was once so well enjoyed
But leave to live and labour, and the glimmer of hope
deferred.
Now know I the cry of the poor no more as a story heard,’
But rather a wordless wail forced forth from the weary
heart.
Now, now when hope ariseth I shall surely know my part.

There's a little more to tell. When those last words were
said,
At least I was yet а-working, and earning daily bread.
But now all that is changed, and meseems adown the stair
That leads to the nethermost pit, man, wife and child must
fare.
When I joined the Communist folk, I did what in me lay
To learn the grounds of their faith. I read day after day
Whatever books I could handle, and heard about and
about
What talk was going amongst them;-and I burned up doubt
after doubt,
Until it befel.at last that to others I needs must speak
(Indeed, they pressed me to that while yet I was weaker
than weak).
So I began the business, and in street-corners I spake
To knots of men. Indeed, that made my very heart ache.
So hopeless it seemed; for some stood by like men of wood;
And some, though fain to listen, but a few words under
stood;
And some but hooted and jeered: but whiles across some I
came
Who were keen and eager to hear; as in dry flax the flame
So the quick thought flickered amongst them: and that
indeed was a feast
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So about the streets I went, and the work on my hands
increased;
And to say the very truth betwixt the smooth and the
rough*
It was work and hope went with it, and I liked it well
enough:
Nor made I any secret of all that I was at
But daily talked in our shop and spoke of this and of that.
Then vanished my money away, and like a fool I told
Some one or two of the loss. Did that make the master
bold?
Before I was one of his lot, and as queer as my head
might be
I might do pretty much as I liked. Well now he sent for me
And spoke out in very words my thought of the rich man's
jeer:
"Well, sir, you have got your wish, as far as I can hear, ‘
And are now no thief of labour, but an honest working
man:
Now I'll give you a word of warning: stay in it as long as
you can,
This working lot that you like so: you're pretty well off as
you are.
So take another warning: I have thought you went too far.
And now I am quite sure of it; so make an end of your
talk
At once and for ever henceforth, or out of my shop you walk;
There are plenty of men to be had who are quite as good as
you.
And mind you, anywhere else you’ll scarce get work to do,
Unless you rule your tongue;-good morning; stick to your
work."
The hot blood rose to my eyes, somewhere a thought did
lurk
To finish both him and tl^e job: but I knew now what I was.
And out of the little office in helpless rage did I pass
sa

And went to my work, a slave, for the sake of my child and
my sweet.
Did men look for the brand on my forehead that eve as I
went through the street?
And what was the end after all? Why, one of my shopmates
heard
My next night's speech in the street, and passed on some
bitter word.
And that week came a word with my money: "You needn't
come again."
And the shame of my four days' silence had been but grief
in vain.

Well I see the days before me: this time we shall not die
Nor go to the workhouse at once: I shall get work by-and-by,
And shall work in fear at first, and at last forget my fear.
And drudge on from day to day, since it seems that I hold
life dear.
'Tis the lot of many millions! Yet if half of those millions
knew
The hope that my heart hath learned, we should find a deed
to do.
And who or what should withstand us? And I, e'en I
might live
To know the love of my fellows and the gifts that earth can
give.
VII
IN PRISON-AND AT HOME

The first of the nights is this, and I cannot go to bed;
I long for the dawning sorely, although when the night shall
be dead.
Scarce to me shall the day be alive. Twice twenty-eight
nights more.
Twice twenty-eight long days till the evil dream be o'er!

And he, does he count the hours as he lies in his prisoncell?
Does he nurse and cherish his pain? Nay; I know his strong
heart well.
Swift shall his soul fare forth; he is here, and bears me
away.
Till hand in hand we depart toward the hope of the earlier
day.
Yea, here or there he sees it: in the street, in the cell, he
sees
The vision he made me behold mid the stems of the blossom
ing trees,
When spring lay light on the earth, and first and at last I
knew
How sweet was his clinging hand, how fair were the deeds
he would do.
Nay, how wilt thou weep and be soft and cherish a pleasure
in pain.
When the days and their task are before thee and awhile
thou must work for twain?
О face, thou shalt lose yet more of thy fairness, be thinner
no doubt.
And be waxen white and worn by the day that he cometh
out!
Hand, how pale thou shalt be! how changed from the sun
burnt hand
That he kissed as it handled the rake in the noon of the
summer land!
Let me think then it is but a trifle: the neighbours have told
me so;
'Two months! why that is nothing and the time will
speedily go."
'Tis nothing-O empty bed, let me work then for his
sake!
I will copy out the paper which he thought the News might
take.
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If my eyes may see the letters; 'tis a picture of our life
And the little deeds of our days ere we thought of prison
and strife.
Yes, neighbour, yes I am early-and I was late last night;
Bedless I wore through the hours and made a shift to
write.
It was kind of you to come, nor will it grieve me at all
To tell you why he's in prison and how the thing did befal;
For I know you are with us at heart, and belike will join
us soon.
It was thus-we went to a meeting on Saturday afternoon.
At a new place down in the West, a wretched quarter
enough,
Where the rich men's houses are elbowed by ragged streets
and rough.
Which are worse than they seem to be. (Poor thing! you
know too well
How pass the days and the nights within that bricken hell!)
There, then, on a bit of waste we stood 'twixt the rich and
the poor;
And Jack was the first to speak; that was he that you met
at the door
Last week. It was quiet at first; and dull they most of them
stood
As though they heeded nothing, nor thought of bad or of
good.
Not even that they were poor, and haggard and dirty and
dull:
Nay, some were so rich indeed that they with liquor were
full.
And dull wrath rose in their souls as the hot words went by
their ears.
For they deemed they were mocked and rated by men that
were more than their peers.
But for some, they seemed to think that a prelude was all
this
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To the preachment of saving of souls, and hell, and endless
bliss;
While some (O the hearts of slaves!) although they might
understand.
When they heard their masters and feeders called thieves
of wealth and of land.
Were as angry as though they were cursed. Withal there
were some that heard.
And stood and pondered it all, and garnered a hope and a
word.
Ah! heavy my heart was grown as I gazed on the terrible
throng.
Lo! these that should have been the glad and the deft and
the strong.
How were they dull and abased as the very filth of the
road!
And who should waken their souls or clear their hearts of
. the load?
The crowd was growing and growing, and therewith the
jeering grew;
And now that the time was come for an ugly brawl I knew.
When I saw how midst of the workmen some well-dressed
men there came.
Of the scum of the well-to-do, brutes void.of pity or shame;
The thief is a saint beside them. These raised a jeering
noise.
And our speaker quailed before it, and the hubbub drowned
his voice.
Then Richard put him aside and rose at once in his place.
And over the rags and the squalor beamed out his beautiful
face.
And his sweet voice rang through the tumult, and I think
the crowd would have hushed
And hearkened his manly words; but a well-dressed reptile
pushed
Right into the ring about us and screeched out infamies
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That sickened the soul to hearken; till he caught my angry
eyes
And my voice that cried out at him, and straight on me he
turned,
A foul word smote my heart and his cane on my shoulders
burned.
But e'en as a kestrel stoops down Richard leapt from his
stool
And drave his strong right hand amidst the mouth of the
fool.
Then all was mingled together, and away from him was I
torn.
And, hustled hither and thither, on the surging crowd was
borne;
But at last I felt my feet, for the crowd began to thin,
And I looked about for Richard that away from thence we
might win;*
When lo, .the police amidst us, and Richard hustled along
Betwixt a pair of blue-coats* as the doer of all the wrong!

Little longer, friend, is the story; I scarce have seen him
again;
I could not get him bail despite my trouble and pain;
And this morning he stood in the dock: for all that that
might avail.
They might just as well have dragged him at once to the
destined jail.
The police had got their man and they meant to keep him
there.
And whatever tale was needful they had no trouble to swear.

Well, the white-haired fool on the bench* was busy it seems
that day.
And so with the words "Two months," he swept the case
. ■
away;
Yet he lectured my man ere he went, but not for the riot
indeed
64

For which he was sent to prison, but for holding a dangerous
creed.
"What have you got to do to preach such perilous stuff?
To take some care of yourself should find you work enough.
If you needs must preach or lecture, then hire a chapel or
hall;
Though indeed if you take my advice you'll just preach
nothing at all.
But stick to your work: you seem clever; who knows but
you might rise.
And become a little builder should you condescend to be
wise?
For in spite of your silly sedition, the land that we live in
is free.
And opens a pathway to merit for you as well as for me."
Ah, friend, am I grown light-headed with the lonely grief
of the night,
That I babble of this babble? Woe’s me, how little and
light
Is this beginning of trouble to all that yet shall be
borneAt worst but as the shower that lays but a yard of the
corn
Before the hailstorm cometh and flattens the field to the
earth.

О for a word from my love of the hope of the second
birth I
Could he clear my vision to see the sword creeping out of
the sheath
Inch by inch as we writhe in the toils of our living death!
Could he but strengthen my heart to know that we cannot
fail;
For alas, I am lonely here-helpless and feeble and frail;
I am e'en as the poor of the earth, e'en they that are now
alive;
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And where is their might and their cunning with the mighty
of men to strive?
Though they that come after be strong to win the day and
the crown,
Ah, ever must we the deedless to the deedless dark go
down.
Still crying, "To-morrow, to-morrow, to-morrow yet shall be
The new-born sun's arising o'er happy earth and sea"And we not there to greet it-for to-day and its life we
yearn.
And where is the end of toiling and whitherward now shall
we turn
But to patience, ever patience, and yet and yet to bear,And yet, forlorn, unanswered as oft before to hear.
Through the tales of the ancient fathers and the dreams that
mock our wrong.
That cry to the naked heavens, 'How long, О Lord! how
long?*

VIII
THE HALF OF LIFE GONE

The days have slain the days, and the seasons have gone by
And brought me the summer again; and here on the grass
''
I lie
As erst I lay and was glad ere I meddled with right and
with wrong.
Wide lies the mead as of old, and the river is creeping
along
By the side of the elm-clad bank that turns its weedy
stream.
And grey o'er its hither lip the quivering rushes gleam.
There is work in the mead as of old; they are eager at
winning the hay,*
While every sun sets bright and begets a fairer day.
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The forks shine white in the sun round the yellow red
wheeled wain.
Where the mountain of hay grows fast; and now from out
of the lane
Comes the ox-team drawing another, comes the bailiff and
the beer.
And thump, thump, goes the farmer's nag o'er the narrow
bridge of the weir.
High up and light are the clouds, and though the swallows
flit
So high o'er the sunlit earth, they are well a part of it.
And so, though high over them, are the wings of the wander
ing heme;*
In measureless depths above him doth the fair sky quiver
and bum;
The dear sun floods the land as the morning falls toward
noon.
And a little wind is awake in the best of the latter June.
They are busy winning the hay, and the life and the picture
they make.
If I were as once I was, I should deem it made for my sake;
For here if one need not work is a place for happy rest.
While one's thought wends over the world, north, south,
and east and west.
There are the men and the maids, and the wives and the
gaffers grey
Of the fields I know so well, and but little changed are
they
Since I was a lad amongst them; and yet how great is the
change I
Strange are they grown unto me; yea, I to myself am
strange.
Their talk and their laughter mingling with the music of
the meads
Has now no meaning to me to help or to hinder my needs.
So far from them have I drifted. And yet amidst them goes
5*
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A part of myself, my boy, and of pleasure and pain he
knows.
And deems it something strange when he is other than glad.
Lo now! the woman that stoops and kisses the face of the
lad,
And puts a rake in his hand and laughs in his laughing
faceWhose is the voice that laughs in the old familiar place?
Whose should it be but my love's, if my love were yet on the
earth?
Could she refrain from the fields where my joy and her joy
had birth,
When I was there and her child, on the grass that knew her
feet
Mid the flowers that led her on when the summer eve was
sweet?
No, no, it is she no longer; never again can she come
And behold the hay-wains creeping o'er the meadows of
her home;
No more can she kiss her son or put the rake in his hand
That she handled a while agone in the midst of the hay
making band.
Her laughter is gone and her life; there is no such thing on
the earth,
No share for me then in the stir, no share in the hurry and
mirth.

Nay, let me look and believe that all these will vanish
away.
At least when the night has fallen, and that she will be there
•
mid the hay.
Happy and weary with work, waiting and longing for love.
There will she be, as of old, when the great moon hung
above.
And lightless and dead was the village, and nought but the
weir was awake;
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There will she rise to meet me, and my hands will she hasten
to take.
And thence shall we wander away, and over the ancient
bridge
By many a rose-hung hedgerow, -till we reach the sun-burnt
ridge
And the great trench digged by the Romans:* there then
awhile shall we stand.
To watch the dawn come creeping o'er the fragrant lovely
land,
Till all the world awaketh, and draws us down, we twain.
To the deeds of the field and the fold and the merry
summer's gain.
Ah thus, only thus shall I see her, in dreams of the day or
the night,
When my soul is beguiled of its sorrow to remember past
delight.
She is gone. She was and she is not; there is no such thing
on the earth
But e'en as a picture painted; and for me there is void and
dearth
That I cannot name or measure.
Yet for me and all these she died,
E'en as she lived for awhile, that the better day might
betide.
Therefore I live, and I shall live till the last day's work
shall fail.
Have patience now but a little and I will tell you the tale
Of how and why she died, and why I am weak and worn.
And have wandered away to the meadows and the place
where I was born:
But here and to-day I cannot; for ever my thought will
stray
To that hope fulfilled for a little and the bliss of the earlier
day.
Of the great world's hope and anguish to-day I scarce can
think:
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Like a ghost from the lives of the living and their earthly
deeds I shrink.
I will go adown by the water and over the ancient bridge.
And wend in our footsteps of old till I come to the sun-burnt
ridge,
And the great trench digged by the Romans; and thence
awhile will I gaze.
And see three teeming counties stretch out till they fade in
the haze;
And in all the dwellings of man that thence mine eyes shall
see,
What man as hapless as I am beneath the sun shall be?
О fool, what words are these? Thou hast a sorrow to nurse.
And thou hast been bold and happy; but these, if they
utter a curse,
No sting it has and no meaning-it is empty sound on the air.
Thy life is full of mourning, and theirs so empty and
bare
That they have no words of complaining; nor so happy have
they been
That they may measure sorrow or tell what grief may mean.
And thou, thou hast deeds to do, and toil to meet thee soon;
Depart and ponder on these through the sun-worn afternoon.

IX

A NEW FRIEND

I have promised to tell you the story of how I was left
alone
Sick and wounded and sore, and why the woman is
gone
That I deemed a part of my life. Tell me when all is told.
If you deem it fit that the earth, that the world of men
should hold

My work and my weariness still; yet think of that other
life.
The child of me and of her, and the years and the coming
strife.

After I came out of prison our living was hard to earn
By the work of my hands, and of hers; to shifts we had to
turn.
Such as the poor know well, and the rich cannot understand,
And just out of the gutter we stood,* still loving and hand in
hand.

Do you ask me if still amidst all I held the hunt in view.
And the hope of the morning of life, all the things I should
do and undo?
Be easy, I am not a coward: nay little prudence I learned,
I spoke and I suffered for speaking, and my meat by my
manhood was burned.*
When the poor man thinks-and rebels, the whip lies ready
anear;
But he who is rebel and rich may live safe for many a
year.

While he warms his heart with pictures of all the glory to
come.
There's the storm of the press and the critics maybe, but
sweet is his home.
There is meat in the mom and the even, and rest when the
day is done.
All is fair and orderly there as the rising and setting sunAnd I know both the rich and the poor.
Well, I grew bitter they said;
'Tis not unlike that I did, for bitter indeed was my bread.
And surely the nursling plant shall smack of its nourishing
soil.
And here was our life in short, pinching and worry and
toil,
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One petty fear thrust out by another come in its place.
Each scrap of life but a fear, and the sum of it wretched and
base.
E'en so fare millions of men, where men for money are
made,
Where the poor are dumb and deedless, where the rich are
not afraid.
Ah, am I bitter again? Well, these are our breeding-stock.
The very base of order, and the state's foundation rock;
Is it so good and so safe that their manhood should be
outworn
By the struggle for anxious life, the dull pain dismally borne.
Till all that was man within them is dead and vanished
away?
Were it not even better that all these should think on a day
As they look on each other's sad faces, and see how many
they are:
"What are these tales of old time of men who were mighty
in war?
They fought for some city's dominion, for the name of a
forest or field;
They fell that no alien's token should be blazoned on their
shield;
And for this is their valour praised and dear is their
renown.
And their names are beloved for ever and they wear the
patriot’s crown;
And shall we then wait in the streets and this heap of
misery.
Till their stones rise up to help us or the far heavens set us
free?
For we, we shall fight for no name, no blazon on banner or
shield;
But that man to man may hearken and the earth her
increase yield;
That never again in the world may be sights like we have
seen;
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That never again in the world may be men like we have
been.
That never again like ours may be manhood spoilt and
blurred.'
Yea even so was I bitter, and this was my evilest word:
"Spend and be spent for our hope, and you at least shall be
free,
Though you be rugged and coarse, as wasted and worn as
you be."
Well, "bitter" I was, and denounced, and scarcely at last
might we stand
From out of the very gutter, as we wended hand in hand.
I had written before for the papers, but so "bitter" was I
grown.
That none of them now would have me that could pay me
half-a-crown.
And the worst seemed closing around us; when as it needs
must chance,
I spoke at some Radical Club of the Great Revolution in
France.*
Indeed I said nothing new to those who had learned it all.
And yet as something strange on some of the folk did it
fall.
It was late in the terrible war, and France to the end drew
nigh.*
And some of us stood agape to see how the war would
die.
And what would spring from its ashes. So when the talk
was o’er
And after the stir and excitement I felt the burden I bore
Heavier yet for it all, there came to speak to me
A serious well-dressed man, a "gentleman," young I could
see.
And we fell to talk together, and he shyly gave me praise,
And asked, though scarcely in words, of my past and my
'better days."
Well, there,-I let it all out, and I flushed as I strode along,

(For we were walking by now) and bitterly spoke of the
wrong.
Maybe I taught him something, but ready he was to learn.
And had come to our workmen meetings some knowledge
of men to learn.
He kindled afresh at my words, although to try him I spake
More roughly than I was wont; but every word did he
take
For what it was really worth, nor even laughter he spared.
As though he would look on life of its rags of habit
bared.*
Well, why should I be ashamed that he helped me at my
need?
My wife and my child, must I kill them? And the man was
a friend indeed.
And the work that he got me I did (it was writing, you
understand)
As well as another might do it. To be short, he joined our
band
Before many days were over, and we saw him everywhere
That we workmen met together, though I brought him not
to my lair.
Eager he grew for the Cause, and we twain grew friend and
friend:
He was dainty of mind and of body; most brave, as he
showed in the end;
Merry despite of his sadness, quick-witted and speedy to
see:
Like a perfect knight of old time as the poets would have
them to be.
That was the friend that I won by my bitter speech at last.
He loved me; he grieved my soul: now the love and the
grief are past;
He is gone with his eager learning, his sadness and his
mirth.
His hope and his fond desire. There is no such thing on the
earth.
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He died not unbefriended-nor unbeloved maybe.
Betwixt my life and his longing there rolls a boundless sea.
And what are those memories now to all that I have to do.
The deeds to be done so many, the days of my life so few?
X

READY TO DEPART

I said of my friend new-found that at first he saw not my
lair;
Yet he and I and my wife were together here and there;
And at last as my work increased and my den to a dwelling
grew.
He came there often enough, and yet more together we drew.
Then came a change in the man; for a month he kept
away,
Then came again and was with us for a fortnight every
day.
But often he sat there silent, which was little his wont with
*
us.*
And at first I had no inkling of what constrained him thus;
I might have thought that he faltered, but now and again
there came.
When we spoke of the Cause and its doings, a flash of his
eager flame,
And he seemed himself for a while; then the brightness
would fade away,
And he gloomed and shrank from my eyes.
Thus passed day after day,
And grieved I grew, and I pondered: till at last one eve
we sat
In the fire-lit room together, and talked of this and that,
But chiefly indeed of the war and what would come of it;
For Paris drew near to its fall,* and wild hopes 'gan* to flit
Amidst us Communist folk; and we talked of what might
be done
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When the Germans had gone their ways and the two were
left alone,
Betrayers and betrayed in war-worn wasted France.
As I spoke the word "betrayed," my eyes met his in a glance,
And swiftly he turned away; then back with a steady gaze
He turned on me; and it seemed as when a sword-point
plays
Round the sword in a battle's beginning and the coming on
of strife.
For I knew though he looked on me, he saw not me, but
my wife:
And he reddened up to the brow, and the tumult of the
blood
Nigh blinded my eyes for a while, that I scarce saw bad or
good.
Till I knew that he was arisen and had gone without a word.
Then I turned about unto her, and a quivering voice I heard
Like music without a meaning, and twice I heard my name.
"O Richard, Richard!" she said, and her arms about me
came,
And her tears and the lips that I loved were on my face
once more.
A while I clung to her body, and longing sweet and sore
Beguiled my heart of its sorrow; then we sundered and sore
she wept.
While fair pictures of days departed about my sad heart
crept.
And mazed I felt and weary. But we sat apart again.
Not speaking, while between us was the sharp and bitter
pain
As the sword 'twixt the lovers bewildered in the fruitless
marriage bed.
Yet a while, and we spoke together, and I scarce knew what
I said.
But it was not wrath or reproaching, or the chill of love-born
hate; f
For belike around and about us, we felt the brooding fate.
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We were gentle and kind together, and if any had seen us so.
They had said, "These two are one in the face of all trouble
and woe.'
But indeed as a wedded couple we shrank from the eyes of
men.
As we dwelt together and pondered on the days that come
not again.
Days passed and we dwelt together; nor Arthur came for
awhile;
Gravely it was and sadly, and with no greeting smile.
That we twain met at our meetings: but no growth of hate
was yet,
Though my heart at first would be sinking as our thoughts
and our eyes they met:
And when he spake amidst us and as one we two agreed.
And I knew of his faith and his wisdom, then sore was my
heart indeed.
We shrank from meeting alone: for the words we had to say
Our thoughts would nowise fashion-not yet for many a day.

Unhappy days of all days! Yet О might they come again!
So sore as my longing returneth to their trouble and sorrow
and pain!
But time passed, and once we were sitting, my wife and I
in our room,
And it was in the London twilight and the February gloom.
When there came a knock, and he entered all pale, though
bright were his eyes.
And I knew that something had happened, and my heart
to my mouth did arise.
"It is over," he said "-and beginning; for Paris has fallen
at last,*
And who knows what ne^t shall happen after all that has
happened and passed?
There now may we all be wanted."
I took up the word: "Well then
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Let us go, we three together, and there to die like men."

"Nay," he said, "to live and be happy like men." Then he
flushed up red.
And she no less as she hearkened, as one thought through
their bodies had sped.
Then I reached out my hand unto him, and I kissed her
once on the brow.
But no word craving forgiveness, and no word of pardon
e'en now.
Our minds for our mouths might fashion.
In the February gloom
And into the dark we sat planning, and there was I in the
room,
And in speech I gave and I took; but yet alone and apart
In the fields where I once was a youngling whiles wandered
the thoughts of my heart,
And whiles in the unseen Paris, and the streets made ready
for war.
Night grew and we lit the candles, and we drew together
more.
And whiles we differed a little as we settled what to do.
And my soul was cleared of confusion as nigher the deedtime drew.
Well, I took my child into the country, as we had settled
there.
And gave him o'er to be cherished by a kindly woman's care,
A friend of my mother's, but younger: and for Arthur, I let
him give
His money, as mine was but little, that the boy might
flourish and live.
Lest we three, or I and Arthur, should perish in tumult and
war.
And at least the face of his father he should look on never
more.
You cry out shame on my honour? But yet remember again

That a man in my boy was growing; must my passing pride
and pain
Undo the manhood within him and his days and their doings
blight?
So I thrust my pride away, and I did what I deemed was right.
And left him down in our country.
And well may you think indeed
How my sad heart swelled at departing from the peace of
river and mead.
But I held all sternly aback and again to the town did
I pass.
And as alone I journeyed, this was' ever in my heart:
'They may die; they may live and be happy; but for me I
know my part.
In Paris to do my utmost, and there in Paris to die!"
And I said, 'The day of the deeds and the day of deliver
ance is. nigh.*
XI
A GLIMPSE OF THE COMING DAY
It was strange indeed, that journey! Never yet had I
crossed the sea
Or looked on another people than the folk that had fostered me.
And my heart rose up and fluttered as in the misty night
We came on the fleet of the fishers slow rolling in the light
Of the hidden moon, as the sea dim under the false dawn lay;
And so like shadows of ships through the night they faded
away.
And Calais pier was upon us. Dreamlike it was indeed
As we sat in the train together, and toward the end made
speed.
But a dull sleep came upon me, and through the sleep a
dream
Of the Frenchman who once was my master by the side of
the willowy stream;
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And he talked and told me tales of the war unwaged as yet.
And the victory never won, and bade me never forget,
While I walked on, still unhappy, by the home of the darkstriped perch.
Till at last, with a flash of light and a rattle and side-long
lurch,
I woke up dazed and witless, till my sorrow awoke again.
And the grey of the morn was upon us as we sped through
the poplar plain.
By the brimming streams and the houses with their grey
roofs warped and bent.
And the horseless plough in the furrow, and things fair and
innocent.
And there sat my wife before me, and she, too, dreamed as
she slept;
For the slow tears fell from her eyelids as in her sleep she
wept.
But Arthur sat by my side and waked; and flushed was his
face,
And his eyes were quick to behold the picture of each fair
place
That we flashed by as on we hurried; and I knew that the
joy of life
Was strongly stirred within him by the thought of the coming
strife.
Then I too thought for a little. It is good in grief's
despite.
It is good to see earth’s pictures, and so live in the day and
the light.
Yea, we deemed that to death we were hastening, and it
made our vision clear.
And we knew the delight of our life-days, and held their
sorrow dear.
But now when we came unto Paris and were out in the sun
and the street,
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It was strange to see the faces that our wondering eyes did
meet;
Such joy and peace and pleasure! That folk were glad we
knew.
But knew not the why and the wherefore; and we who had
just come through
The vanquished land and down-cast and there at St. Denis*
e'en now
Had seen the German soldiers, and heard their bugles blow.
And the drum and fife go rattling through the freshness of
the mornYet here we beheld all joyous the folk they had make forlorn!
So at last from a grey stone building we saw a great flag fly.
One colour, red and solemn 'gainst the blue of the spring
tide sky,
And we stopped and turned to each other, and as each at
each did we gaze,
The city's hope enwrapped us with joy and great amaze.

As folk in a dream we washed and we ate, and in all detail.
Oft told and in many a fashion, did we have all yesterday's
tale:
How while we were threading our tangle of trouble in
London there.
And I for my part, let me say it, within but a step of
despair,
In Paris the day of days had betid; for the vile dwarf's
stroke,
To madden Paris and crush her, had been struck and the
dull sword broke;
There was now no foe and no fool in the city, and Paris was
free;*
And e'en as she is this morning, to-morrow all France
will be.
We heard, and our hearts were saying, "In a little while all
the earth-'
And that day at last of all days I knew what life was worth;
6—2618

For I saw What few have beheld, a folk with all hearts gay.
Then at last I knew indeed that our word of the coming day,
That so oft in grief and in sorrow I had preached, and
scarcely knew
If it was but despair of the present or the hope of the day
that was dueI say that I saw it now, real, solid and at hand.

And strange how my heart went back to our little nook of
the land.
And how plain and clear I saw it, as though I longed
indeed
To give it a share of the joy and the satisfaction of need
That here in the folk I beheld. For this in our country
spring
Did the starlings bechatter the gables, and the thrush in the
thorn-bush sing.
And the green cloud spread o'er the willows, and the little
children rejoice
And shouts midst a nameless longing to the morning's min
gled voice;
For this was the promise of spring-tide, and the new leaves
longing to burst,
And the white roads threading the acres, and the sun
warmed meadows athirst.
Once all was the work of sorrow and the life without
reward.
And the toil that fear hath bidden, and the folly of master
and lord;
But now are all things changing, and hope without a fear
Shall speed us on through the story of the changes of the
year.
Now spring shall pluck the garland that summer weaves for
all,
And autumn spread the banquet and winter fill the hall.
О earth, thou kind bestower, thou ancient fruitful place.
How lovely and beloved now gleams thy happy facel
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And О mother, mother, I said, hadst thou known as I lay
in thy lap.
And for me thou hopedst and fearedst, on what days my
life should hap,
Hadst thou known of the death that I look for, and the
deeds wherein I should deal,
How calm had been thy gladness! How sweet hadst thou
smiled on my weal!
As some woman of old hadst thou wondered, who hath
brought forth a god of the earth.
And in joy that knoweth no speech she dreams of the happy
birth.
Yea, fair were those hours indeed, whatever hereafter might
come,
And they swept over all my sorrow, and all thought of my
wildered home.
But not for dreams of rejoicing had we come across the sea:
That day we delivered the letters that our friends had given
to me.
And we craved for some work for the cause. And what work
was there indeed,
But to learn the business of battle and the manner of dying
at need?
We three could think of none other, and we wrought our
best therein;
And both of us made a shift the sergeant's stripes to win.
For diligent were we indeed: and he, as in all he did.
Showed a cheerful ready talent that nowise might be hid,
And yet hurt the pride of no man that he needs must step
before.
But as for my wife, the brancard* of the ambulance-women
she wore.
And gently and bravely would serve us; and to all as a sister
to beA sister amidst of the strangers-and, alas! a sister to me.
6*
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XII

MEETING THE WAR-MACHINE
So we dwelt in the war-girdled city as a very part of its life.
Looking back at it all from England, I an atom of the
strife,
I can see that I might have seen what the end would be from
1
the first.
The hope of man devoured in the day when the Gods are
athirst.
But those days we lived, as I tell you, a life that was not
our own;
And we saw but the hope of the world, and the seed that
the ages had sown,
Spring up now a fair-blossomed tree from the earth lying
over the dead;
Earth quickened, earth kindled to spring-tide with the blood
that her lovers have shed.
With the happy days cast off for the sake of her happy
day,
With the love of women foregone, and the bright youth
worn away,
With the gentleness stripped from the lives thrust into the
jostle of war,
With the hope of the hardy heart forever dwindling afar.
О Earth, Earth, look on thy lovers, who knew all thy gifts
and thy gain.
But cast them aside for thy sake, and caught up barren
pain!
Indeed of some art thou mindful, and ne'er shalt forget
their tale.
Till shrunk are the floods of thine ocean and thy sun is
waxen pale.
But rather I bid thee remember e'en these of the latter
days,
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Who were fed by no fair promise and made drunken by no
praise.
For them no opening heaven reached out the martyr's
crown;
No folk delivered wept them, and no harvest of renown
They reaped with the scythe of battle; nor round their dying
bed
Did kindly friendly farewell the dew of blessing shed;
In the sordid streets of the city mid a folk that knew them
not.
In the living death of the prison didst thou deal them out
their lot.
Yet foundst them deeds to be doing; and no feeble folk
were they
To scowl on their own undoing and wail their lives away;
But oft were they blithe and merry and deft from the strife
to wring
Some joy that others gained not midst their peaceful way
faring.
So fared they, giftless ever, and no help of fortune sought.
Their life was thy deliverance, О Earth, and for thee they
fought;
Mid the jeers of the happy and deedless, mid failing friends
they went
To their foredoomed fruitful ending on the love of thee
intent.

Yea and we were a part of it all, the beginning of the end,
That first fight of the uttermost battle whither all the nations
wend;
And yet could I tell you its story, you might think it little
and mean.
For few of you now will be thinking of the day that might
have been,
And fewer still meseemeth of the day that yet shall be,
That shall light up that first beginning and its tangled
misery.
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machine is the war that now men
wage;
Nor have we hold of its handle, we gulled of our heritage,
We workmen slaves of machines. Well, it ground us small
enough
This machine of the beaten Bourgeois; though oft the work
was rough
' That it turned out for its money. Like other young soldiers
at first
I scarcely knew the wherefore why our side had had the
worst;
For man to man and in knots we faced the matter well;
And I thought, well to-morrow or next day a new tale will
be to tell.
I was fierce and not afraid; yet О were the jvood-sides fair.
And the crofts and the sunny gardens, though death they
harboured there!
And few but fools are fain of leaving the world outright.
And the story over and done, and an end of the life and the
light.
No hatred of life, thou knowest, О Earth, mid the bullets
I bore.
Though pain and grief oppressed me that I never may suffer
more.
But in those days past over did life and death seem one;
Yea the life had we attained to which could never be
undone.
For indeed a very

You would have me tell of the fighting? Well, you know it
was new to me.
Yet it soon seemed as if it had been for ever, and ever would
be.
The morn when we made that sally, some thought (and yet
not I)
That a few days and all would be over: just a few had got
to die,
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And the rest would be happy thenceforward. But njy stub
born country blood
Was bidding me hold my halloo till we were out of the
wood.*
And that was the reason perhaps why little disheartened
I was.
As we stood all huddled together that night in a helpless
mass,
As beaten men are wont: and I knew enough of war
To know midst its unskilled labour what slips full often are.

There was Arthur unhurt beside me, and my wife come
back again.
And surely that eve between us there was love though no
lack of pain
As we talked all the matter over, and our hearts spake more
than our lips;
And we said, "We shall learn, we shall learn-yea, e'en from
disasters and slips."
Well, many a thing we learned, but we learned not how to
prevail
O'er the brutal war-machine, the ruthless grinder of bale,-*
By the bourgeois world it was made, for the bourgeois world;
and we,
We were e'en as the village weaver 'gainst the power-loom,*
maybe.
It drew on nearer and nearer, and we 'gan to look to the
endWe three, at least-and our lives began with death to blend;
Though we were long a-dying-though I dwell on yet as a
ghost
In the land where we once were happy, to look on the loved
and the lost.
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XIII
THE STORY'S ENDING

How can I tell you the story of the Hope and its defence?
We wrought in a narrow circle; it was hither and thither
and thence;
To the walls, and back for a little; to the fort and there to
abide.
Grey-beards and boys and women; they lived there-and
they died;
Nor counted much in the story. I have heard it told since
then,
And mere lies our deeds have turned to in the mouths of
happy men,
And e'en those will be soon forgotten as the world wends
on its way.
Too busy for truth or kindness. Yet my soul is seeing the
day
When those who are now but children the new generation
shall be.
And e'en in our land of commerce and the workshop over
the sea,
Amid them shall spring up the story; yea the very breath of
the air
To the yearning hearts of the workers true tale of it all shall
bear.
Year after year shall men meet with the red flag over head,
And shall call on the help of the vanquished and the kind
ness of the dead.
And time that weareth most things, and the years that
overgrow
The tale of the fools triumphant, yet clearer and clearer
shall show
The deeds of the helpers of menfolk to every age and
clime,
The deeds of the cursed and the conquered that were wise
before their time.
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Of these were my wife and my friend; there they ended their
wayfaring
Like the generations before them thick thronging as leaves
of the spring.
Fast falling as leaves of the autumn as the ancient singer
hath said.
And each one with a love and a story. Ah the grief of the
early dead!
"What is all this talk?" you are saying; "why all this long
delay?"
Yes, indeed, it is hard in the telling. Of things too grievous
to say
I would be, but cannot be, silent. Well, I hurry on to the
endFor it drew to the latter ending of the hope that we helped
to defend.
The forts were gone and the foemen drew near to the thin’
manned wall.
And it wanted not many hours to the last hour and the fall,
And we lived amid the bullets and seldom went away.
To what as yet were the streets by night-tide* or by day.
We three, we fought together, and I did the best I could.
Too busy to think of the ending; but Arthur was better
than good;
Resourceful, keen and eager, from post to post he ran,
To thrust out aught that was moving and bring up the
uttermost man.
He was gone on some such errand, and was absent a little
space,
When I turned about for a moment and saw my wife's fair
face,
And her foot set firm on the rampart, as she hastened here
and there,
To some of our wounded comrades such help as she could
to bear.
Then straight she looked upon me with such lovely, friendly
eyes
i
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Of the days gone by and remembered, that up from my
heart 'gan rise
The choking sobbing passion; but I kept it aback, and
smiled.
And waved my hand aloft-But therewith her face turned
wild
In a moment of time, and she stared along the length of the
wall.
And I saw a man who was running and crouching, stagger
and fall.
And knew it for Arthur at once; but voiceless toward him
she ran,
I with her, crying aloud. But or ever we reached the man,
Lo! a roar and a crash around us and my sick brain whirling
around.
And a white light turning to black, and no sky and no air
and no ground.
And then what I needs must tell of as a great blank; but
indeed
No words to tell of its horror hath language for my need:
As a map is to a picture, so is all that my words can say.

But when I came to myself, in a friend's house sick I lay
Amid strange blended noises, and my own mind wandering
there;
Delirium in me indeed and around me everywhere.
That passed, and all things grew calmer, I with them: all
the stress
That the last three months had been on me now sank to
helplessness.
I bettered, and then they told me the tale of what had
betid;
And first, that under the name of a friend of theirs I was
hid.
Who was slain by mere misadventure, and was English as
was I,
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And no rebel, and had due papers wherewith I might well
slip by
When I was somewhat better. Then I knew, though they
had not told.
How all was fallen together, and my heart grew sick and
cold.
And yet indeed thenceforward I strove my life to live.
That e'en as I was and so hapless I yet might live to strive.
It was but few words they told me of that murder great and
grim.
And how with the blood of the guiltless the city's streets did
swim.
And of other horrors they told not, except in a word or
two.
When they told of their scheme to save me from the hands
of the villainous crew.
Whereby I guessed what was happening in the main without detail.
And so at last it came to their telling the other tale
Of my wife and my friend; though that also methought I
knew too well.
Well, they said that I had been wounded by the fragment
of a shell.
Another of which had slain her outright, as forth she ran
Toward Arthur struck by a bullet. She never touched the
man
Alive and she also alive; but thereafter as they lay
Both dead on one litter together, then folk who knew not us.
But were moved by seeing the twain so fair and so piteous.
Took them for husband and wife who were fated there to
die.
Or, it may be lover and lover indeed-but what know I?

Well, you know that I 'scaped from Paris, and crossed the
narrow sea.
And made my way to the country where we twain were
wont to be.
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And that is the last and the latest of the tale I have to tell.
I came not here to be bidding my happiness farewell.
And to nurse my grief and to win me the gain of a wounded
life.
That because of the bygone sorrow may hide away from the
strife.
I came to look to my son, and myself to get stout and strong.
That two men there might be hereafter to battle against the
wrong;
And I cling to the love of the past and the love of the day
to be.
And the present, it is but the building of the man to be
strong in me.

A KING’S LESSON

It is told of Matthias Corvinus, king of Hungary*-the
Alfred the Great of his time and people-that he once heard
(once only?) that some (only some, my lad?) of his peasants
were over-worked and under-fed. So he sent for his Council,
and bade come thereto also some of the mayors of the good
towns, and some of the lords of land and their bailiffs, and
asked them of the truth thereof; and in diverse ways they all
told one and the same tale, how the peasant carles were
stout and well able to work and had enough and to spare of
meat and drink, seeing that they were but churls; and how if
they worked not at the least as hard as they did, it would be
ill for them and ill for their lords; for that the more the churl
hath the more he asketh; and that when he knoweth wealth,
he knoweth the lack of it also, as it fared with our first par
ents in the Garden of God.* The King sat and said but little
while they spake, but he misdoubted them that they were
liars. So the Council brake up with nothing done; but the
King took the matter to heart, being, as kings go,* a just
man, besides being more valiant than they mostly were, even
in the old feudal time. So within two or three days, says the
tale, he called together such lords and councillors as he
deemed fittest, and bade busk them for a ride; and when they
were ready he and they set out, over rough and smooth;
decked out in all the glory of attire which was the wont of
those days. Thus they rode till they came to some village or
thorpe* of the peasant folk, and through it to the vineyards
where men were working on the sunny southern slopes that
went up from the river: my tale does not say whether that
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were Theis, or Donau,* or what river. Well, I judge it was
late spring or early summer, and the vines but just beginning
to show their grapes; for the vintage is late in those lands,
and some of the grapes are not gathered till the first frosts
have touched them, whereby the wine made from them is the
stronger and sweeter. Anyhow there were the peasants, men
and women, boys and young maidens, toiling and swinking;*
some hoeing between the vine-rows, some bearing baskets of
dung up the steep slopes, some in one way, some in another,
labouring for the fruit they should never eat, and the wine
they should never drink. Thereto turned the King and got off
his horse and began to climb up the stony ridges of the vine
yard, and his lords in like manner followed him, wonder
ing in their hearts what was toward; but to the one who was
following next after him he turned about and said with a
smile, "Yea, lords, this is a new game we are playing to-day,
and a new knowledge will come from it." And the lord smiled,
but somewhat-sourly.
As for the peasants, great was their fear of those gay and
golden lords. I judge that they did not know the King, since
it was little likely that any one of them had seen his face; and
they knew of him but as the Great Father, the mighty war
rior who kept the Turk from harrying their thorpe. Though,
forsooth, little matter was it to any man there whether Turk
or Magyar was their over-lord, since to one master or an
other they had to pay the due tale of labouring days in the
year, and hard was the livelihood that they earned for them
selves on the days when they worked for themselves and their
wives and children.
Well, belike they knew not the King; but amidst those rich
lords they saw and knew their own lord, and of him they
were sore afraid. But nought it availed them to flee away*
from those strong men and strong horses-they who had been
toiling from before the rising of the sun, and now it wanted
little more than an hour of noon: besides, with the King and
lords was a guard of crossbowmen, who were left the other
side of the vineyard wall-keen-eyed Italians of the moun
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tains, straight shooters of the bolt.* So the poor folk fled not;
nay they made as if all this were none of their business, and
went on with their work. For indeed each man said to him
self, "If I be the one that is not slain, to-morrow I shall lack
bread if I do not work my hardest to-day; and maybe I shall
be headman if some of these be slain and I live."
Now comes the King amongst them and says: "Good fel
lows, which of you is the headman?"
Spake a man, sturdy and sunburnt, well on in years and
grizzled: "I am the headman, lord."
"Give me thy hoe, then," says the King; "for now shall I
order this matter myself, since these lords desire a new game,
and are fain to work under me at vine-dressing. But do thou
stand by me and set me right if I order them wrong: but the
rest of you go play!"
The carle knew not what to think, and let the King stand
with his hand stretched out, while he looked askance at his
own lord and baron, who wagged his head at him grimly
as one who says, "Do it, dog!"
Then the carle lets the hoe come into the King's hand;
and the King falls to, and orders his lords for vine-dressing,
to each his due share of the work; and whiles the carle said
yea and whiles nay to his ordering. And then ye should have
seen velvet cloaks cast off, and mantles of fine Flemish scar
let go to the dusty earth; as the lords and knights busked
them to the work.
So they buckled to; and to most of them it seemed good
game to play at vine-dressing. But one there was who, when
his scarlet cloak was off, stood up in a doublet of glorious
Persian web of gold and silk, such as men make not now,
worth a hundred florins the Bremen ell.* Unto him the King
with no smile on his face gave the job of toing and froing*
up and down the hill with the biggest and the frailest dung
basket that there was; and thereat the silken lord screwed
up a grin, that was sport to see, and all the lords laughed;
and as he turned away he said, yet so that none heard him,
"Do I serve this son's son of a whore that he should bid me
7—2618

97

carry dung?" For you must know that the King's father,
John Hunyad,* one of the great warriors of the world, the
Hammer of the Turks, was not gotten in wedlock, though
he were a king's son.
Well, they sped the work bravely for a while, and loud
was the laughter as the hoes smote the earth and the flint
stones tinkled and the cloud of dust rose up; the brocaded
dung-bearer went up and down, cursing and swearing by
the White God and the Black;* and one would say to another,
"See ye how gentle blood outgoes churls' blood, even when
the gentle does the churl's work: these lazy loons smote but
one stroke to our three." But the King, who worked no worse
than any, laughed not at all; and meanwhile the poor folk
stood by, not daring to speak a word one to the other; for
they were still sore afraid, not now of being slain on the spot,
but this rather was in their hearts: "These great and strong
lords and knights have come to see what work a man may
do without dying: if we are to have yet more days added to
our year's tale of lords' labour, then are we lost without rem
edy." And their hearts sank within them.
So sped the work; and the sun rose yet higher in the
heavens, and it was noon and more. And now there was no
more laughter among those toiling lords, and the strokes of
the hoe and mattock came far slower, while the dung-bearer
sat down at the bottom of the hill and looked out on the
river; but the King yet worked on doggedly, so for shame
the other lords yet kept at it. Till at last the next man to the
King let his hoe drop with a clatter, and swore a great oath.
Now he was a strong black-bearded man in the prime of
life, a valiant captain of that famous Black Band that had so
often rent the Turkish array; and the King loved him for
his sturdy valour; so he says to him, "Is aught wrong. Cap
tain?"
"Nay, lord," says he, "ask the headman carle yonder what
ails us."
"Headman," says the King, "what ails these strong knights?
Have I ordered them wrongly?"
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"Nay, but shirking ails them, lord," says he, "for they are
weary; and no wonder, for they have been playing hard, and
are of gentle blood."
'Is that so, lord," says the King, "that ye are weary al
ready?"
Then the rest hung their heads and said nought, all save
that captain of war; and he said, being a bold man and no
liar: "King, I see what thou wouldst be at; thou hast brought
us here to preach us a sermon from that Plato* of thine;
and to say sooth, so that I may swink no more, and go eat
my dinner, now preach thy worst! Nay, if thou wilt be priest
I will be thy deacon. Wilt thou that I ask this labouring carle
a thing or two?"
"Yea," said the King. And there came, as it were, a cloud
of thought over his face.
Then the captain straddled his legs and looked big, and
said to the carle: "Good fellow, how long have we been work
ing here?"
"Two hours or thereabout, judging by the sun above us,"
says he.
"And how much of thy work have we done in that while?"
says the captain, and winks his eye at him withal.
"Lord," says the carle, grinning a little despite himself, "be
not wroth with my word. In the first half-hour ye did fiveand-forty minutes' work, of ours, and in the next half-hour
scant a thirty minutes' work, and the third half-hour a fifteen
minutes' work, and in the fourth half-hour two minutes'
work." The grin now had faded from his face, but a gleam
came into his eyes as he said: "And now, as I suppose, your
day's work is done, and ye will go to your dinner, and eat
the sweet and drink the strong; and we shall eat a little ryebread, and then be working here till after the sun has set
and the moon has begun to cast shadows. Now for you, I wot
not how ye shall sleep nor where, nor what white body ye
shall hold in your arms while the night flits and the stars
shine; but for us, while the stars yet shine, shall we be at it
again, and bethink ye for what! I know not what game and
7*
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play ye shall be devising for to-morrow as ye ride back home;
but for us when we come back here to-morrow, it shall be as
if there had been no yesterday and nothing done therein, and
that work of that to-day shall be nought to us also, for we
shall win no respite from our toil thereby, and the morrow of
to-morrow will all be to begin again once more, and so on
and on till no to-morrow abideth us. Therefore, if ye are
thinking to lay some new tax or tale upon us, think twice
of it, for we may not bear it. And all this I say with the less
fear, because I perceive this man here beside me, in the black
velvet jerkin and the gold chain on his neck, is the King;
nor do I think he will slay me for my word since he hath so
many a Turk before him and his mighty sword!"
Then said the captain: "Shall I smite the man, О King?
or hath he preached thy sermon for thee?"
"Smite not, for he hath preached it," said the King. "Hear
ken to the carle's sermon, lords and councillors of mine! Yet
when another hath spoken our thought, other thoughts are
born therefrom, and now have I another sermon to preach;
but I will refrain me as now. Let us down and to our dinner."
So they went, the King and his gentles, and sat down by
the river under the rustle of the poplars, and they ate and
drank and were merry. And the King bade bear up the
brokfen meats to the vine-dressers, and a good draught of
the archers' wine, and to the headman he gave a broad
gold piece, and to each man three silver pennies. But when
the poor folk had all that under their hands, it was to them
as though the kingdom of heaven had come down to
earth.
In the cool of the evening home rode the King and his
lords. The King was distraught and silent; but at last the
captain, who rode beside him, said to him: "Preach me now
thine after-sermon,* О King?"
"I think thou knowest it already," said the King, "else
hadst thou not spoken in such wise to the carle; but tell me
what is thy craft and the craft of all these, whereby ye live
as the potter by making pots, and so forth?"
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Said the captain: "As the potter lives by making pots, so
we live by robbing the poor."
Again said the King. "And my trade?"
Said he, "Thy trade is to be a king of such thieves, yet
no worser than the rest".
The King laughed.
"Bear that in mind," said he, "and then shall I tell thee
my thought while yonder carle spake. 'Carle,' I thought,
'were I thou or such as thou, then would I take in my hand
a sword or a spear, or were it only a hedge-stake, and bid
others do the like, and forth would we go; and since we
would be so many, and with nought to lose save a miserable
life, we would do battle and prevail, and make an end of
the craft of kings and of lords and of usurers, and there
should be but one craft in the world, to wit, to work merrily
for ourselves and to live merrily thereby.'"
Said the captain: This then is thy sermon. Who will heed
it if thou preach it?"
Said the King: "They who will take the mad king and put
him in a king's madhouse, therefore do I forbear to preach
it Yet it shall be preached."
"And not heeded," said the captain, "save by those who
head and hang the setters forth of new things* that are good
for the world. Our trade is safe for many and many a gener
ation."
And therewith they came to the King's palace, and they
ate and drank and slept and the world went on its ways.

A DREAM OF JOHN ^ALL*

Chapter I

THE MEN OF KENT

Sometimes I am rewarded for fretting myself so much
about present matters by a quite unasked-for pleasant dream.
I mean when I am asleep. This dream is as it were a present
of an architectural peep-show. I see some beautiful and noble
building new made, as it were for the occasion, as clearly as
if I were awake, not vaguely or absurdly, as often happens
in dreams, but with all the detail clear and reasonable. Some
Elizabethan house with its scrap of earlier fourteenth-century
building, and its later degradations of Queen Anne and Silly
Billy and Victoria,* marring but not destroying it, in an old
village once a clearing amid the sandy woodlands of Sussex.
Or an old and unusually curious church, much churchwardened,* and beside it a fragment of fifteenth-century domestic
architecture amongst the not unpicturesque lath and plaster
of a Essex farm, and looking natural enough among the
sleepy elms and the meditative hens scratching about in the
litter of the farmyard, whose trodden yellow straw comes
up to the very jambs of the richly carved Norman doorway*
of the church. Or sometimes 'tis a splendid collegiate church,
untouched by restoring parson and architect,* standing amid
an island of shapely trees and flower-beset cottages of thatched
grey stone and cob, amidst the narrow stretch of bright
green watermeadows that wind between the sweeping Wilt
shire downs, so well beloved of William Cobbett.* Or some
newseen and yet familiar cluster of houses in! a grey village
of the upper Thames overtopped by the delicate tracery of a
fourteenth-century church, or even sometimes the very build
ings of the past untouched by the degradation of the sordid
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utilitarianism that cares not and knows not of beauty and
history: as once, when I was journeying (in a dream of the
night) down the well-remembered reaches of the Thames be
twixt Streatley and Wallingford,* where the foothills of the
White Horse* fall back from the broad stream, I came upon
a clear-seen mediceval town standing up with roof and tower
and spire within its walls, grey and ancient, but untouched
from the days of its builders of old. All this I have seen in
the dreams of the night clearer than I can force myself to
see them in dreams of the day. So that it would have been
nothing new to me the other night to fall into an architectur
al dream if that were all, and yet I have to tell of things strange
and new that befell me after I had fallen asleep. I had
begun my sojourn in the Land of Nod* by a very confused
attempt to conclude that it was all right for me to have an
engagement to lecture at Manchester and Mitcham Fair
Green* at half-past eleven at night on one and the same Sun
day, and that I could manage pretty well. And then I had
gone on to try to make the best of addressing a large openair audience in the costume I was really then wearing-to wit,
my night-shirt, reinforced for the dream occasion by a pair
of braceless trousers. The consciousness of this fact so bothered
me, that the earnest faces of my audience-who would
not notice it, but were clearly preparing terrible anti-Social
ist posers for me-began to fade away and my dream grew
thin, and I awoke (as I thought) to find myself lying on a
strip of wayside waste by an oak copse just outside a country
village.
I got up and rubbed my eyes and looked about me, and
the landscape seemed unfamiliar to me, though it was, as
to the lie of the land, an ordinary English low-country, swell
ing into rising ground here and there. The road was narrow,
and I was convinced that it was a piece of Roman road* from
its straightness. Copses were scattered over the country, and
there were signs of two or three villages and hamlets in sight
bpsides the one near me, between which and me there was
some orchard-land, where the early apples were beginning
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to redden on the trees. Also, just on the other side of the
road and the ditch which ran along it, was a small close of about
a quarter of an acre, neatly hedged with quick,* which was
nearly full of white poppies, and, as far as I could see for the
hedge, had also a good few rosebushes of the bright-red
nearly single kind, which I had heard are the ones from
which rose-water used to be distilled. Otherwise the land was
quite unhedged, but all under tillage of various kinds, mostly
in small strips. From the other side of a copse not far off rose
a tall spire white and brand-new, but at once bold in outline
and unaffectedly graceful and also distinctly English in char
acter. This, together with the unhedged tillage and a certain
unwonted trimness and handiness about the enclosures of
the garden and orchards, puzzled me for a minute or two,
as I did not understand, new as the spire was, how it could
have been designed by a modern architect; and I was of
course used to the hedged tillage and tumble-down bankrupt
looking surroundings of our modern agriculture. So that the
garden-like neatness and trimness of everything surprised
me. But after a minute or two that surprise left me entirely;
and if what I saw and heard afterwards seems strange to
you, remember that it did not seem strange to me at the
time except where now and again I shall tell you of it. Also,
once for all, if I were to give you the very words of those
who spoke to me you would scarcely understand them, al
though their language was English too, and at the time I
could understand them at once.
Well, as I stretched myself and turned my face toward the
village, I heard horse-hoofs on the road, and presently a
man and horse showed on the other end of the stretch of
road and drew near at a swinging trot with plenty of clash
of metal. The man soon came up to me, but paid me no
more heed than throwing me a nod. He was clad in armour
of mingled steel and leather, a sword girt to his side, and
over his shoulder a long-handled bill-hook. His armour was
fantastic in form and well wrought; but by this time I was
quite used to the strangeness of him, and merely muttered
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to myself, "Не is coming to summon the squire to the leet;"*
so I turned toward the village in good earnest. Nor, again,
was I surprised at my own garments, although I might well
have been from their unwontedness. I was dressed in a black
cloth gown reaching to my ankles, neatly embroidered
about the collar and cuffs, with wide sleeves gathered in at
the wrists; a hood with a sort of bag hanging down from
it was on my head, a broad red leather girdle round my
waist, on one side of which hung a pouch embroidered very
prettily and a case made of hard leather chased with a hunt
ing scene, which I knew to be a pen and ink case; on the
other side a small sheath-knife, only an arm in case of dire
necessity.
Well, I came into the village, where I did not see (nor by
this time expected to see) a single modern building, although
many of them were nearly new, notably the church, which
was large, and quite ravished my heart with its extreme
beauty, elegance, and fitness. The chancel of this was so new
that the dust of the stone still lay white on the midsummer
grass beneath the carvings of the windows. The houses were
almost all built of oak frame-work filled with cob or plaster
well whitewashed; though some had their lower stories of
rubble-stone, with their windows and doors of well-moulded
free-stone. There was much curious and inventive carving
about most of them; and though some were old and much
worn, there was the same look of deftness and trimness,
and even beauty, about every detail in them which I noticed
before in the field-work. They were all roofed with oak
shingles, mostly grown as grey as stone; but one was so
newly built that its roof was yet pale and yellow. This was a
corner house, and the corner post of it had a carved niche
wherein stood a gaily painted figure holding an anchorSt. Clement* to wit, as the dweller in the house was a black
smith. Half a stone's throw from the east end of the church
yard wall was a tall cross of stone, new like the church, the
head beautifully carved with a crucifix amidst leafage. It
stood on a set of wide stone steps, octagonal in shape, where
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three roads from other villages met and formed a wide open
space on which a thousand people or more could stand to
gether with no great crowding.
All this I saw, and also that there was a goodish many
people about, women and children, and a few old men at
the doors, many of them somewhat gaily clad, and that men
were coming into the village street by the other end to that
by which I had entered, by twos and threes, most of them
carrying what I could see were bows in cases of linen yellow
with wax or oil; they had quivers at their backs, and most of
them a short sword by their left side, and a pouch and knife
on the right; they were mostly dressed in red or brightish
green or blue cloth jerkins, with a hood on the head gener
ally of another colour. As they came nearer I saw that the
cloth of their garments was somewhat coarse, but stout and
serviceable. I knew, somehow, that they had been shooting
at the butts, and, indeed, I could still hear a noise of men
thereabout, and even now and again when the wind set
from that quarter the twang of the bowstring and the plump
of the shaft in the target.
I leaned against the churchyard wall and watched these
men, some of whom went straight into their houses and some
loitered about still; they were rough-looking fellows, tall and
stout, very black some of them, and some red-haired, but
most had hair burnt by the sun into the colour of tow; and,
indeed, they were all burned and tanned and freckled var
iously. Their arms and buckles and belts and the finishings
and hems of their garments were all what we should now
call beautiful, rough as the men were; nor in their speech
was any of that drawling snarl or thick vulgarity which one
is used to hear from labourers in civilisation; not that they
talked like gentlemen either, but full and round and bold,
and they were merry and good-tempered enough; I could
see that, though I felt shy and timid amongst them.
One of them strode up to me across the road, a man some
six feet high, with a short black beard and black eyes and
berry-brown skin, with a huge bow in his hand bare of the
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case, a knife, a pouch, and a short hatchet, all clattering
together at his girdle.
"Well, friend," said he, "thou lookest partly mazed; what
tongue hast thou in thine head?"
"A tongue that can tell rhymes," said I.
"So I thought," said he. "Thirstest thou any?"
"Yea, and hunger," said I.
And therewith my hand went into my purse, and came
out again with but a few small and thin silver coins with a
cross stamped on each, and three pellets in each corner of
the cross. The man grinned.
"Aha!" said he, "is it so? Never heed it, mate. It shall be
a song for a supper this fair Sunday evening. But first, whose
man art thou?"
"No one's man," said I, reddening angrily; "I am my own
master."
He grinned again.
"Nay, that's not the custom of England, as one time belike
it will be. Methinks thou comest from heaven down, and hast
had a high place there too."
He seemed to hesitate a moment, and then leant forward
and whispered in my ear: “John the Miller, that ground
small, small, small,”* and stopped and winked at me, and from
between my lips without my mind forming any meaning
came the words,"The king's son of heaven shall pay for all."*
He let his bow fall on to his shoulder, caught my right
hand in his and gave it a great grip, while his left hand fell
among the gear at his belt, and I could see that he half drew
his knife.
"Well, brother," said he, "stand not here hungry in the
highway when there is flesh and bread in the Rose yonder.
Come on."
And with that he drew me along toward what was clearly
a tavern door, outside which men were sitting on a couple
of benches and drinking meditatively from curiously shaped
earthen pots glazed green and yellow, some with quaint
devices on them.
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Chapter II
THE MAN FROM ESSEX

I entered the door and started at first with my old as
tonishment, with which I had woke up, so strange and beau
tiful did this interior seem to me, though it was but a pot
house parlour. A quaintly-carved sideboard held an array
of bright pewter pots and dishes and wooden and earthen
bowls; a stout oak table went up and down the room, and
a carved oak chair stood by the chimney-corner, now filled
by a very old man dim-eyed and white-bearded. That, ex
cept the rough stools and benches on which the company
sat, was all the furniture. The walls were panelled roughly
enough with oak boards to about six feet from the floor, and
about three feet of plaster above that was wrought in a pat
tern of a rose stem running all round the room, freely and
roughly done, but with (as it seemed to my unused eyes)
wonderful skill and spirit. On the hood of the great chimney
a huge rose was wrought in the plaster and brightly painted
in its proper colours. There were a dozen or more of the
men I had seen coming along the street sitting there, some
eating and all drinking; their cased bows leaned against the
wall, their quivers hung on pegs in the panelling, and in a
corner of the room I saw half-a-dozen bill-hooks that looked
made more for war than for hedge-shearing, with ashen
handles some seven foot long. Three or four children were
running about among the legs of the men, heeding them
mighty little in their bold play, and the men seemed little
troubled by it, although they were talking earnestly and
seriously too. A well-made comely girl leaned up against
the chimney close to the gaffer's chair, and seemed to be in
waiting on the company: she was clad in a close-fitting gown
of bright blue cloth, with a broad silver girdle, daintily
wrought, round her loins; a rose wreath was on her head
and her hair hung down unbound; the gaffer grumbled a few
words to her from time to time, so that I judged he was
her grandfather.
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The men all looked up as we came into the room, my
mate leading me by the hand, and he called out in his rough,
good-tempered voice, “Here, my masters, I bring you tidings
and a tale; give it meat and drink that it may be strong and
sweet."
"Whence are thy tidings. Will Green?" said one.
My mate grinned again with the pleasure of making his
joke once more in a bigger company: "It seemeth from
heaven, since this good old lad hath no master," said he.
"The more fool he to come here," said a thin man with a
grizzled beard, amidst the laughter that followed, "unless he
had the choice given him between hell and England."
"Nay," said I, "I come not from heaven, but from Essex."
As I said the word a great shout sprang from all mouths
at once, as clear and sudden as a shot from a gun. For I
must tell you that I knew somehow, but I know not how,
that the men of Essex were gathering to rise against the
poll-groat bailiffs* and the lords that would turn them all
into villeins* again, as their grandfathers had been. And
the people was weak and the lords were poor; for many a
mother's son had fallen in the war in France in the old king's
time, and the Black Death* had slain a many; so that the
lords had bethought them: "We are growing poorer, and
these upland-bred villeins are growing richer, and the guilds
of craft are waxing in the towns, and soon what will there
be left for us who cannot weave and will not dig? Good it
were if we fell on all who are not guildsmen or men of free
land, if we fell on soccage tenants* and others, ’and brought
both the law and the strong hand on them, and made them
all villeins in deed as they are now in name; for now these
rascals make more than their bellies need of bread, and their
backs of homespun, and the overplus they keep to themselves;
and we are more worthy of it than they. So let us get
the collar on their necks again, and make their day's work
longer and their bever-time* shorter, as the good statute of
the old king bade. And good it were if the Holy Church were
to look to it (and the Lollards* might help herein) that all
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these naughty and wearisome holidays were done away with;
or that it should be unlawful for any man below the degree
of a squire to keep the holy days of the church, except in the
heart and the spirit only, and let the body labour meanwhile;
for does not the Apostle say, 'If a man work not, neither
should he eat'? And if such things were done, and such an
estate of noble rich men and worthy poor men upholden
for ever, then would it be good times in England, and life
were worth the living."
All this were the lords at work on, and such talk I knew
was common not only among the lords themselves, but also
among their sergeants and very serving-men. But the people
would not abide it; therefore, as I said, in Essex they were on
the point of rising, and word had gone how that at St. Albans*
they were wellnigh at blows with the Lord Abbot's soldiers;
that north away at Norwich* John Lister* was wiping the
woad from his arms, as who would have to stain them red
again, but not with grain or madder; and that the valiant
tiler of Dartford* had smitten a poll-groat bailiff to death
with his lathe-rending axe for mishandling a young maid,
his daughter; and that the men of Kent were on the move.
Now, knowing all this I was not astonished that they
shouted at the thought of their fellows the men of Essex, but
rather that they said a little more about it; only Will Green
saying quietly, "Well, the tidings shall be told when our fel
lowship is greater; falf-to now on the meat, brother, that we
may the sooner have thy tale." As he spoke the blue-clad
damsel bestirred herself and brought me a clean trencherthat is, a square piece of thin oak board scraped clean-and
a pewter pot of liquor. So without more ado, and as one
used to it, I drew my knife out of my girdle and cut myself
what I would of the flesh and bread on the table. But Will
Green mocked at me as I cut, and said, "Certes,* brother,
thou hast not been a lord's carver, though but for thy word
thou mightest have been his reader. Hast thou seen Oxford,
scholar?"
A vision of grey-roofed houses and a long winding street
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and the sound of many bells came over me at that word as
I nodded "Yes" to him, my mouth full of salt pork and ryebread; and then I lifted my pot and we made the clattering
mugs kiss and I drank, and the fire of the good Kentish
mead ran through my veins and deepened my dream of
things past, present, and to come, as I said: "Now hearken
a tale since ye will have it so. For last autumn I was in
Suffolk at the good town of Dunwich, and thither came the
keels from Iceland, and on them were some men of Iceland,
and many a tale they had on their tongues; and with these
men I foregathered, for I am in sooth a gatherer of tales, and
this that is now at my tongue's end is one of them."
So such a tale I told them, long familiar to me; but as
I told it the words seemed to quicken and grow, so that I
knew not the sound of my own voice, and they ran almost
into rhyme and measure as I told it; and when I had done
there was silence awhile, till one man spake, but not loudly:
"Yea, in that land was the summer short and the winter
long; but men lived both summer and winter; and if the
trees grew ill and the corn throve not, yet did the plant
called man thrive and do well. God send us such men even
here."
"Nay," said another, "such men have been and will be,
and belike are not far from this same door even now."
"Yea," said a third, "hearken a stave of Robin Hood; maybe
that shall hasten the coming of one I wot of." And he fell
to singing in a clear voice, for he was a young man, and to
a sweet wild melody, one of those ballads which in an in
complete and degraded form you have read perhaps. My
heart rose high as I heard him, for it was concerning the
struggle against tyranny for the freedom of life, how that the
wildwood and the heath, despite of wind and weather, were
better for a free man than the court and the cheaping-town;
of the taking from the rich to give to the poor; of the life
of a man doing his own will and not the will of another
man commanding him for the commandment's sake. The
men all listened eagerly, and at whiles took up as a refrain
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a couplet at the end of a stanza with their strong and rough,
but not unmusical voices. As they sang, a picture of the wild
woods passed by me, as they were indeed, no park-like dainty
glades and lawns, but rough and tangled thicket and bare
waste and heath, solemn under the morning sun, and dreary
with the rising of the evening wind and the drift of the night
long rain.
When he had done, another began in something of the
same strain, but singing more of a song than a story ballad;
and thus much I remember of it:
The Sheriff is made a mighty lord.
Of goodly gold he hath enow,*
And many a sergeant girt with sword;
But forth will we and bend the bow.
We shall bend the bow on the lily lea
Betwixt the thorn and the oaken tree.

With stone and lime is the burg* wall built.
And pit and prison are stark and strong,
And many a true man there is spilt.
And many a right man doomed by wrong.
So forth shall we and bend the bow
And the king's writ never the road shall know.
Now yeomen walk ye warily.
And heed ye the houses where ye go.
For as fair and as fine as they may be,
Lest behind your heels the door clap to.
Fare forth with the bow to the lily lea
Betwixt the thorn and the oaken tree.

Now bills and bows! and out a-gate!
And turn about on the lily lea!
And though their company be great
The grey-goose wing shall set us free.
Now bent is the bow in the green abode
And the king's writ knoweth not the road.
So over the mead and over the hithe.
And away to the wild-wood wend we forth;
There dwell we yeomen bold and blithe
Where the Sheriff's word is nought of worth.
Bent is the bow on the lily lea
Betwixt the thorn and the oaken tree.
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But here the song dropped suddenly, and one of the men
held up his hand as who would say, Hist! Then through the
open window came the sound of another song, gradually
swelling as though sung by men on the march. This time
the melody was a piece of the plain-song of the church, fa
miliar enough to me to bring back to my mind the great
arches of some cathedral in France and the canons singing
in the choir.
All leapt up and hurried to take their bows from wall
and corner; and some had bucklers withal, circles of leather,
boiled and then moulded into shape and hardened: these
were some two hand-breaths across, with iron or brass boss
es in the centre. Will Green went to the corner where the
bills leaned against the wall and handed them round to the
first-comers as far as they would go, and out we all went
gravely and quietly into the village street and the fair sun
light of the calm afternoon, now beginning to turn towards
evening. None had said anything since we first heard the
new-come singing, save that as we went out of the door the
ballad-singer clapped me on the shoulder and said:
"Was it not sooth that I said, brother, that Robin Hood
should bring us John Ball?"

Chapter 111
THEY MEET AT THE CROSS

The street was pretty full of men by then we were out
in it, and all faces turned toward the cross. The song still
grew nearer and louder, and even as we looked we saw it
turning the corner through the hedges of the orchards and
closes, a good clump of men, more armed, as it would seem,
than our villagers, as the low sun flashed back from many
points of bright iron and steel. The words of the song could
now be heard, and amidst them I could pick out Will Green's
late challenge to me and my answer; but as I was bending
all my mind to disentangle more words from the music, sud
8—2618
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denly from the new white tower behind us clashed out the
church bells, harsh and hurried at first, but presently falling
into measured chime; and at the first sound of them a great
shout went up from us and was echoed by the new-comers,
"John Ball hath rung our bell!" Then we pressed on, and pres
ently we were all mingled together at the cross.
Will Green had good-naturedly thrust and pulled me for
ward, so that I found myself standing on the lowest step
of the cross, his seventy-two inches of man on one side of
me. He chuckled while I panted, and said:
"There's for thee a good hearing and seeing stead,* old
lad. Thou art tall across thy belly and not otherwise, and
thy wind, belike, is none of the best,* and but for me thou
wouldst have been amidst the thickest of the throng, and
have heard words muffled by Kentish bellies and seen little
but swinky* woollen elbows and greasy plates and jacks.
Look no more on the ground, as though thou sawest a hare,
but let thine eyes and thine ears be busy to gather tidings
to bear back to Essex-or heaven!"
I grinned good-fellowship at him but said nothing, for
in truth my eyes and ears were as busy as he would have
them to be. A buzz of general talk went up from the throng
amidst the regular cadence of the bells, which now seemed
far away and as it were that they were not swayed by hands,
but were living creatures making that noise of their own
wills.
I looked around and saw that the new-comers mingled
with us must have been a regular armed band; all had buck
lers slung at their backs, few lacked a sword at the side.
Some had bows, some "staves"-that is, bills, pole-axes, or
pikes. Moreover, unlike our villagers, they had defensive
arms. Most had steel-caps on their heads, and some had body
armour, generally a "jack," or coat into which pieces of iron
or horn were quilted; some had also steel or steel-and-leather
arm or thigh pieces.* There were a few mounted men among
them, their horses being big-boned hammer-headed beasts,
that looked as if they had been taken from plough or wag
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gon, but their riders were well armed with steel armour on
their heads, legs, and arms. Amongst the horsemen I noted
the man that had ridden past me when I first awoke; but he
seemed to be a prisoner, as he had a woollen hood on his
head instead of his helmet, and carried neither bill, sword,
nor dagger. He seemed by no means ill-at-ease, however, but
was laughing and talking with the men who stood near him.
Above the heads of the crowd, and now slowly working
towards the cross, was a banner on a high-raised cross-pole,
a picture of a man and woman half-clad in skins of beasts
seen against a background of green trees, the man holding
a spade and the woman a distaff and spindle rudely done
enough, but yet with a certain spirit and much meaning;
and underneath this symbol of the early world and man's
first contest with nature were the written words:
When Adam delved and Eve span
Who was then the gentleman.*

The banner came on and through the crowd, which at
last opened where we stood for its passage, and the bannerbearer turned and faced the throng and stood on the first
step of the cross beside me.
A man followed him, clad in a long dark-brown gown of
coarse woollen, girt with a cord, to which hung a "pair of
beads" (or rosary, as we should call it to-day) and a book in
a bag. The man was tall and big-boned, a ring of dark hair
surrounded his priest's tonsure; his nose was big but clear
cut and with wide nostrils; his shaven face showed a longish
upper lip and a big but blunt chin; his mouth was big and the
lips closed firmly; a face not very noteworthy but for his
grey eyes well opened and wide apart, at whiles lighting up
his whole face with a kindly smile, at whiles set and stem,
at whiles resting in that look as if they were gazing at some
thing a long way off, which is the wont of the eyes of the
poet or enthusiast.
He went slowly up the steps of the cross and stood at the
top with one hand laid on the shaft, and shout upon shout
8*
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broke forth from the throng. When the shouting died away
into a silence of the human voices, the bells were still quietly
chiming with that far-away voice of theirs, and the long
winged dusky swifts, by no means scared by the concourse,
swung round about the cross with their wild squeals; and
the man stood still for a little, eyeing the throng, or rather
looking first at one and then another man in it, as though
he were trying to think what such an one was thinking of,
or what he were fit for. Sometimes he caught the eye of one
or other, and then that kindly smile spread over his face, but
faded off it into the sternness and sadness of a man who has
heavy and great thoughts hanging about him.
But when John Ball first mounted the steps of the cross
a lad at some one's bidding had run off to stop the ringers,
and so presently the voice of the bells fell dead, leaving on
men's minds that sense of blankness or even disappointment
which is always caused by the sudden stopping of a sound
one has got used to and found pleasant. But a great ex
pectation had fallen by now on all that throng, and no word
was spoken even in a whisper, and all men's hearts and eyes
were fixed upon the dark figure standing straight up now
by the tall white shaft of the cross, his hands stretched out
before him, one palm laid upon the other. And for me, as I
made ready to hearken, I felt a joy in my soul that I had
never yet felt.

Chapter IV

THE VOICE OF JOHN BALL

So now I heard John Ball; how he lifted up his voice and
said:
"Ho, all ye good people! I am a priest of God, and in my
day's work it cometh that I should tell you what ye should
do, and what ye should forbear doing, and to that end I am
come hither: yet first, if I myself have wronged any man
here, let him say wherein my wrongdoing lieth, that I may
ask his pardon and his pity."
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A great hum of good-will ran through the crowd as he
spoke; then he smiled as in a kind of pride, and again he
spoke:
"Wherefore did ye take me out of the archbishop's prison
but three days agone, when ye lighted the archbishop's house
for the candle of Canterbury, but that I might speak to you
and pray you: therefore I will not keep silence, whether
I have done ill, or whether I have done well. And herein,
good fellows and my very brethren, I would have you to
follow me; and if there be such here, as I know full well
there be some, and may be a good many, who have been
robbers of their neighbours ('And who is my neighbour?'
quoth the rich man), or lechers, or despiteful haters, or tale
bearers, or fawners on rich men for the hurt of the poor (and
that is the worst of all)-Ah, my poor brethren who have gone
astray, I say not to you, go home and repent lest you mar
our great deeds, but rather come afield and there repent.
Many a day have ye been fools, but hearken unto me and
I shall make you wise above the wisdom of the earth; and
if ye die in your wisdom, as God wot ye well may, since the
fields ye wend to bear swords for daisies, and spears for
bents, then shall ye be, though men call you dead, a part
and parcel of the living wisdom of all things,* very stones
of the pillars that uphold the joyful earth.
"Forsooth, ye have heard it said that ye shall do well in
this world that in the world to come ye may live happily
for ever; do ye well then, and have your reward both on
earth and in heaven; for I say to you that earth and heaven
are not two but one; and this one is that which ye know, and
are each one of you a part of, to wit, the Holy Church, and
in each one of you dwelleth the life of the Church, unless
ye slay it. Forsooth, brethren, will ye murder the Church
any one of you, and go forth a wandering man and lonely,
even as Cain did who slew his brother? Ah, my brothers.
what an evil doom is this, to be an outcast from the Church,
to have none to love you and to speak with you, to be with
out fellowship! Forsooth, brothers, fellowship is heaven.
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and lack of fellowship is hell: fellowship is life, and lack of
fellowship is death: and the deeds that ye do upon the earth,
it is for fellowship's sake that ye do them, and the life that
is in it, that shall live on and on for ever, and each one of
you part of it, while many a man's life upon the earth from
the earth shall wane.
"Therefore, I bid you not dwell in hell but in heaven, or
while ye must, upon earth, which is a part of heaven, and
forsooth no foul part.
"Forsooth, he that waketh in hell and feeleth his heart fail
him, shall have memory'of the merry days of earth, and how
that when his heart failed him there, he cried on his fellow,
were it his wife or his son or his brother or his gossip or
his brother sworn in arms, and how that his fellow heard
him and came and they mourned together under the sun, till
again they laughed together and were but half sorry between
them. This shall he think on in hell, and cry on his fellow
to help him, and shall find that therein is no help because
there is no fellowship, but every man for himself. Therefore,
I tell you that the proud, despiteous rich man, though he
knoweth it not, is in hell already, because he hath no fellow;
and he that hath so hardy a heart that in sorrow he thinketh
of fellowship, his sorrow is soon but a story of sorrow-a
little change in the life that knows not ill."
He left off for a little; and indeed for some time his voice
had fallen, but it was so clear and the summer evening so
soft and still, and the silence of the folk so complete, that
every word told.* His eyes fell down to the crowd as he
stopped speaking, since for some little while they had been
looking far away into the blue distance of summer; and the
kind eyes of the man had a curious sight before him in that
crowd, for amongst them were many who by this time were
not dry-eyed, and some wept outright in spite of their black
beards, while all had that look as if they were ashamed of
themselves, and did not want others to see how deeply they
were moved, after the fashion of their race when they are
strongly stirred. I looked at Will Green beside me: his right
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hand clutched his bow so tight, that the knuckles whitened;
he was staring straight before him, and the tears were run
ning out of his eyes and down his big nose as though with
out his will, for his face was stolid and unmoved all the time,
till he caught my eye, and then he screwed up the strangest
face, of scowling brow, weeping eyes, and smiling mouth,
while he dealt me a sounding thump in the ribs with his left
elbow, which, though it would have knocked me down but
for the crowd, I took as an esquire does the accolade which
makes a knight of him.
But while I pondered all these things, and how men fight
and lose the battle, and the thing that they fought for comes
about in spite of their defeat, and when it comes turns out
not to be what they meant, and other men have to fight for
what they meant under another name-while I pondered all
this, John Ball began to speak again in the same soft and
clear voice with which he had left off.
"Good fellows, it was your fellowship and your kindness
that took me out of the archbishop's prison three days agone,
though God wot ye had nought to gain by it save outlawry
and the gallows; yet lacked I not your fellowship before ye
drew near me in the body, and when between me and Can
terbury street was yet a strong wall, and the turnkeys and
sergeants and bailiffs.
"For hearken my friends and helpers; many days ago,
when April was yet young, I lay there, and the heart that
I had strung up to bear all things because of the fellowship
of men and the blessed saints and the angels and those that
are, and those that are to be, this heart, that I had strung
up like a strong bow, fell into feebleness, so that I lay there
a longing for the green fields and the white-thorn bushes
and the lark singing over the corn, and the .talk of good
fellows round the ale-house bench, and the babble of the
little children, and the team on the road and the beasts
afield, and all the life of earth; and I alone all the while,
near my foes and afar from my friends, mocked and flouted
and starved with cold and hunger; and so weak was my
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heart that though I longed for all these things yet I saw
them not, nor knew them but as names; and I longed so sore
to be gone that I chided myself that I had once done well;
and I said to myself:
"Forsooth, hadst thou kept thy tongue between thy teeth
thou mightest have been something, if it had been but a
parson of a town, and comfortable to many a poor man;
and then mightest thou have clad here and there the naked
back, and filled the empty belly, and holpen* many, and men
would have spoken well of thee, and of thyself thou hadst
thought well; and all this hast thou lost for lack of a word
here and there to some great man, and a little winking of
the eyes amidst murder and wrong and unruth; and now
thou art nought and helpless, and the hemp for thee is sown
and grown and heckled and spun, and lo there, the rope for
thy gallows-tree !-all for nought, for nought.
"Forsooth, my friends, thus I thought and sorrowed in
my feebleness that I had not been a traitor to the Fellow
ship of the Church, for e'en so evil was my foolish imagina
tion.
'Yet, forsooth, as I fell a pondering over all the comfort
and help that I might have been and that I might have had,
if I had been but a little of a trembling cur to creep and
crawl before abbot and bishop and baron and bailiff, came
the thought over me of the evil of the world wherewith I,
John Ball, the rascal hedge-priest,* had fought and striven
in the Fellowship of the saints in heaven and poor men upon
earth.
"Yea, forsooth, once again I saw as of old, the great tread
ing down the little, and the strong beating down the weak.
and cruel men fearing not, and kind men daring not, and
wise men caring not; and the saints in heaven forbearing
and yet bidding me not to forbear; forsooth, I knew once
more that he who doeth well in fellowship, and because of
fellowship, shall not fail though he seem to fail to-day, but
in days hereafter shall he and his work yet be alive, and
men be holpen by them to strive again, and yet again; and yet
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indeed even that was little, since, forsooth, to strive was my
* pleasure and my life.
"So I became a man ofice more, and I rose up to my feet
and went up and down my prison what I could for my hopp
les,* and into my mouth came words of good cheer, even such
as we to-day have sung, and stoutly I sang them, even as
we now have sung them; and then ^id I rest me, and once
more thought of those pleasant fields where I would be, and
all the life of man and beast about them, and I said to myself
that I should see them once more before I died, if but once
it were.
"Forsooth, this was strange, that whereas before I longed
for them and yet saw them not, now that my longing was
slaked my vision was cleared, and I saw them as though
the prison walls opened to me and I was out of Canterbury *
street and amidst the green meadows of April; and there
withal along with me folk that I have known and who are
dead, and folk that are living; yea, and all those of the
Fellowship on earth and in heaven; yea, and all that are
here this day. Overlong were the tale to tell of them, and
of the time that is gone.
"So thenceforward I wore through the days with no such
faint heart, until one day the prison opened verily and in
the daylight, and there were ye, my fellows; in the dooryour faces glad, your hearts light with hope, and your hands
heavy with wrath; then I saw and understood what was to
do. Now, therefore, do ye understand it!"
His voice was changed, and grew louder than loud now,
as he cast his hands abroad towards that company with
those last words of his; and I could feel that all shame and
fear was falling from those men, and that mere fiery man
hood was shining through their wonted English shamefast*
stubbornness, and that they were moved indeed and saw
the road before them. Yet no man spoke, rather the silence
of the men folk deepened, as the sun's rays grew more level
and more golden, and the swifts wheeled about shriller and
louder than before.
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Then again John Ball spoke and said, "In good sooth, I
deem ye wot no worse than I do what is to do-and first
that somewhat we shall do-since it is for him that is lonely
or in prison to dream of fellowship, but for him that is of a
fellowship to do and not to dream.
"And next, ye know who is the foeman, and that is the
proud man, the oppressor, who scometh fellowship, and him
self is a world to himself and needeth no helper nor helpeth
any, but, heeding no law, layeth law on other men because
he is rich; and surely every one that is rich is such an one,
nor may be other.
"Forsooth in the belly of every rich man dwelleth a devil
of hell, and when the man would give his goods to the poor,
the devil within him gainsayeth it, and saith, 'Wilt thou
then be of the poor, and suffer cold and hunger and mocking
as they suffer, then give thou thy goods to them, and keep
them not.' And when he would be compassionate, again saith
the devil to him, 'If thou heed these losels* and turn on them
a face like to their faces, and deem of them as men, then shall
they scorn thee, and evil shall come of it, and even one day
they shall fall on thee to slay thee when they have learned
that thou art but as they be.'
"Ah, woe worth the while! too oft he sayeth sooth, as
the wont of the devil is, that lies may be bom of the barren
truth; and sooth it is that the poor deemeth the rich to be
other than he, and meet to be his master, as though, forsooth
the poor were come of Adam, and the rich of him that made
Adam, that is God; and thus the poor man oppresseth
the poor man, because he feareth the oppressor. Nought
such are ye, my brethren; or else why are ye gathered
here in harness to bid all bear witness of you that ye
are the sons of one man and one mother, begotten of the
earth?"
As he said the words there came a stir among the weapons
of the throng, and they pressed closer round the cross, yet
withheld the shout as yet which seemed gathering in their
bosoms.
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And again he said:
'Forsooth, too many rich men there are in this realm; and
yet if there were but one, there would be one too many, for
all should be his thralls. Hearken, then, ye men of Kent.
For overlong belike have I held you with words; but the love
of you constrained me, and the joy that a man hath to babble
to his friends and his fellows whom he hath not seen for a
long season.
"Now, hearken, I bid you: To the rich men that eat up a
realm there cometh a time when they whom they eat up,
that is the poor, seem poorer than of wont, and their com
plaint goeth up louder to the heavens; yet it is no riddle
to say that oft at such times the fellowship of the poor is
waxing stronger, else would no man have heard his cry.
Also at such times is the rich man become fearful, and so
waxeth in cruelty, and of that cruelty do people misdeem
that it is power and might waxing. Forsooth, ye are stronger
than your fathers, because ye are more grieved than they,
and ye should have been less grieved than they had ye been
horses and swine; and then, forsooth, would ye have been
stronger to bear; but ye, ye are not strong to bear, but to do.
"And wot ye why we are come to you this fair eve of holi
day? and wot ye why I have been telling of fellowship to
you? Yea, forsooth, I deem ye wot well, that it is for this
cause, that ye might bethink you of your fellowship with the
men of Essex."
His last word let loose the shout that had been long on
all men's lips, and great and fierce it was as it rang shatter
ing through the quiet upland village. But John Ball held
up his hand, and the shout was one and no more.
Then he spoke again:
"Men of Kent, I wot well that ye are not so hard bested
as those of other shires, by the token of the day when behind
the screen of leafy boughs ye met Duke William* with bill
and bow as he wended Londonward from that woeful field
of Senlac; but I have told of fellowship, and ye have heark
ened and understood what the Holy Church is, whereby ye
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know that ye are fellows of the saints in heaven and the poor
men of Essex; and as one day the saints shall call you to the
heavenly feast, so now do the poor men call you to the battle.
"Men of Kent, ye dwell fairly here, and your houses are
framed of stout oak beams, and your own lands ye till; un
less some accursed lawyer with his false lying sheepskin*
and forged custom of the Devil's Manor* hath stolen it from
you; but in Essex slaves they be and villeins, and worse they
shall be, and the lords swear that ere a year be over ox and
horse shall go free in Essex, and man and woman shall draw
the team and the plough; and north away in the east coun
tries dwell men in poor halls of wattled reeds and mud, and
the north-east wind from off the fen whistles through them;
and poor they be to the letter; and there him whom the lord
spareth, the bailiff squeezeth, and him whom the bailiff forgetteth, the Easterling Chapman* sheareth; yet be these stout
men and valiant, and your very brethren.
"And yet if there be any man here so base as to think that
a small matter, let him look to it that if these necks abide
under the yoke, Kent shall sweat for it ere it be long; and
ye shall lose acre and close and woodland, and be servants
in your own houses, and your sons shall be the lords' lads,
and your daughters their lemans, and ye shall buy a bold
word with many stripes, and an honest deed with a leap from
the gallows-tree.
"Bethink ye, too, that ye have no longer to deal with Duke
William, who, if he were a thief and a cruel lord, was yet a
prudent man and a wise warrior; but cruel are these, and
headstrong, yea, thieves and fools in one-and ye shall lay
their heads in the dust."
A shout would have arisen again, but his eager voice rising
higher yet, restrained it as he said:
And how shall it be then when these are gone? What else
shall ye lack when ye lack masters? Ye shall not lack for the
fields ye have tilled, nor the houses ye have built, nor the
cloth ye have woven; all these shall be yours, and whatso ye
will of all that the earth beareth; then shall no man mow the
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deep grass for another, while his own kine lack cowmeat;
and he that soweth shall reap,* and the reaper shall eat in
fellowship the harvest that in fellowship he hath won,- and
he that buildeth a house shall dwell in it with those that he
biddeth of his free will; and the tithe barn* shall garner* the
wheat for all men to eat of when the seasons are untoward,
and the raindrift hideth the sheaves in August; and all shall
be without money and without price. Faithfully and merrily
then shall all men keep the holidays of the Church in peace
of body and joy of heart. And man shall help man, and the
saints in heaven shall be glad, because men no more fear
each other; and the churl shall be ashamed and shall hide
his churlishness till it be gone, and he be no more a churl;
and fellowship shall be established in heaven and on the
earth."
Chapter V

THEY HEAR TIDINGS OF BATTLE AND MAKE
THEM READY
He left off as one who had yet something else to say;
and, indeed, I thought he would give us some word as to the
trysting-place, and whither the army was to go from it; be
cause it was now clear to me that this gathering was but
a band of an army. But much happened before John Ball
spoke again from the cross, and it was on this wise.*
When there was silence after the last shout that the crowd
had raised a while ago, I thought I heard a thin sharp noise
far away, somewhat to the north of the cross, which I took
rather for the sound of a trumpet or horn, than for the voice
of a man or any beast. Will Green also seemed to have heard
it, for he turned his head sharply and then back again, and
looked keenly into the crowd as though seeking to catch
some one's eye. There was a very tall man standing by the
prisoner on the horse near the outskirts of the crowd, and
holding his bridle. This man, who was well-armed, I saw look
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up and say something to the prisoner^ who stooped down
and seemed to whisper him in turn. The tall man nodded his
head and the prisoner got off his horse, which was a cleanerlimbed, better-built beast than the others belonging to the
band, and the tall man quietly led him a little way from the
crowd, mounted him, and rode off northward at a smart pace.
Will Green looked on sharply at all this, and when the
man rode off, smiled as one who is content, and deems that
all is going well, and settled himself down again to listen to
the priest.
But now when John Ball had ceased speaking, and after
another shout, and a hum of excited pleasure and hope that
followed it, there was silence again, and as the priest ad
dressed himself to speaking once more, he paused and turned
his head towards the wind, as if he heard something,
which certainly I heard, and belike every one in the throng,
though it was not over-loud, far as sounds carry in clear
quiet evenings. It was the thump-a-thump of a horse draw
ing near at a hand-gallop along the grassy upland road; and
I knew well it was the tall man coming back with tidings,
the purport of which I could well guess.
I looked up at Will Green's face. He was smiling as one
pleased, and said softly as he nodded to me, "Yea, shall we
see the grey-goose fly this eve?"*
But John Ball said in a great voice from the cross, "Hear
ye the tidings on the way, fellows! Hold ye together and
look to your gear; yet hurry not, for no great matter shall
this be. I wot well there is little force between Canterbury
and Kingston, for the lords are looking north of Thames
toward Wat Tyler* and his men. Yet well it is, well it is!"
The crowd opened and spread out a little, and the men
moved about in it, some tightening a girdle, some getting
their side arms more within reach of their right hands, and
those who had bows stringing them.
Will Green set hand and foot to the great shapely piece
of polished red yew, with its shining horn tips, which he
carried, and bent it with no seeming effort; then he reached
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out his hand over his shoulder and drew out a long arrow,
smooth, white, beautifully balanced, with a barbed iron head
at one end, a horn nock and three strong goose feathers at
the other. He held it loosely between the finger and thumb of
his right hand, and there he stood with a thoughtful look
on his face, and in his hands one of the most terrible weapons
which a strong man has ever carried, the English long-bow
and cloth-yard shaft.*
But all this while the sound of the horse's hoofs was grow
ing nearer, and presently from the comer of the road amidst
the orchards broke out our long friend, his face red in the
sun near sinking now. He waved his right hand as he came
in sight of us, and sang out, "Bills and bows I bills and bows 1"
and the whole throng turned towards him and raised a great
shout.
He reined up at the edge of the throng, and spoke in a
loud voice, so that all might hear him:
"Fellows, these are the tidings; even while our priest was
speaking we heard a horn blow far off; so I bade the sergeant
we have taken, and who is now our fellow-in-arms, to tell
me where away it was that there would be folk a-gathering,
and what they were; and he did me to wit that may happen <
Sir John Newton was stirring from Rochester Castle; or,
maybe, it was the sheriff and Rafe Hopton with him; so I rode
off what I might towards Hartlip, and I rode warily, and that
was well, for as I came through a little wood between Hart
lip and Guildstead, I saw beyond it a gleam of steel, and
lo in the field there a company, and a pennon of Rafe Hop
ton's arms, and that is blue and thereon three silver fish: and
a pennon of the sheriff's arms, and that is a green tree; and
withal another pennon of three red kine, and whose they
be I know not.1
"There tied I my horse in the middle of the wood, and
myself I crept along the dyke to see more and to hear some
what; and no talk I heard to tell of save at whiles a big
1 Probably one of the Calverlys, a Cheshire family, one of whom was
a noted captain in the French Wars.
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knight talking to five or six others, and saying somewhat,
wherein came the words London and Nicholas Bramber,*
and King Richard;* but I saw that of men-at-arms and
sergeants there might be a hundred, and of bows not many,
but of those outland arbalests maybe a fifty; and so, what
with one and another of servants and tip-staves* and lads,
some three hundred, well armed, and the men-at-arms of
the best. Forsooth, my masters, there had I been but a
minute, ere the big knight broke off his talk, and cried out to
the music to blow up, 'And let us go look on these villeins,'
said he; and withal the men began to gather in a due and
ordered company, and their faces turned hitherward; for
sooth, I got to my horse, and led him out of the wood on the
other side, and so to saddle and away along the green roads;
neither was I seen or chased. So look ye to it, my masters,
for these men will be coming to speak with us; nor is there
need for haste, but rather for good speed; for in some twenty
or thirty minutes will be more tidings to hand."
By this time one of our best-armed men had got through
the throng and was standing on the cross beside John Ball.
When the long man had done, there was confused noise of
talk for a while, and the throng spread itself out more and
more, but not in a disorderly manner; the bowmen drawing
together toward the outside, and the bill-men* forming
behind them. Will Green was still standing beside me and
had hold of my arm, as though he knew both where he and
I were to go.
"Fellows," quoth the captain from the cross, "belike this
stour* shall not live to be older than the day, if ye get not into
a plump together* for their arbalestiers* to shoot bolts into,
and their men-at-arms to thrust spears into. Get you to the
edge of the crofts and spread out there six feet between man
and man, and shoot, ye bowmen, from the hedges, and ye
with the staves keep your heads below the level of the hedges,
or else for all they be thick* a bolt may win its way in."
He grinned as he said this, and there was laughter enough
in the throng to have done honour to a better joke.
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Then he sung out, "Hob Wright, Rafe Wood, John
Pargetter, and thou Will Green, bestir ye and marshal the
bowshot; and thou Nicholas Woodyer shall be under me
Jack Straw* in ordering of the staves. Gregory Tailor and
John Clerk, fair and fine are ye clad in the arms of the
Canterbury bailiffs; ye shall shine from afar; go ye with the
banner into the highway, and the bows on either side shall
ward you; yet jump, lads, and over the hedge with you
when the bolts begin to fly your way! Take heed, good
fellows all, that our business is to bestride the highway, and
not let them get in on our flank the while; so half to the
right, half to the left of the highway. Shoot straight and
strong, and waste no breath with noise; let the loose of the
bow-string cry for you! and look you! think it no loss of
manhood to cover your bodies with tree and bush; for one
of us who know is worth a hundred of those proud fools.
To it, lads, and let them see what the grey goose bears
between his wings!* Abide us here, brother John Ball, and
pray for us if thou wilt; but for me, if God will not do for
Jack Straw what Jack Straw would do for God were he in
like case, I can see no help for it."
"Yea, forsooth," said the priest, "here will I abide you my
fellows if ye come back; or if ye come not back, here will I
abide the foe. Depart, and the blessing of the Fellowship be
with you."
Down then leapt Jack Straw from the cross, and the whole
throng set off without noise or hurry, soberly and steadily
in outward seeming. Will Green Ted me by the hand as if I
were a boy, yet nothing he said, being forsooth intent on his
charge. We were some four hundred men in all; but I said
to myself that without some advantage of the ground we
were lost men before the men-at-arms that long Gregory
Tailor had told us of; for I had not seen as yet the yard-long
shaft at its work.
We and somewhat more than half of our band turned into
the orchards on the left of the road, through which the level
rays of the low sun shone brightly. The others took up their
9—2618
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position on the right side of it. We kept pretty near to the
road till we had got through all the closes save the last,
where we were brought up by a hedge and a dyke, beyond
which lay a wide-open nearly treeless space, not of tillage,
as at the other side of the place, but of pasture, the common
grazing ground of the township. A little stream wound
about through the ground, with a few willows here and
there; there was only a thread of water in it in this hot
summer tide, but its course could easily be traced by the
deep blue-green of the rushes that grew plenteously in the
bed. Geese were lazily wandering about and near this
brook, and a herd of cows, accompanied by the town bull,
were feeding on quietly, their heads all turned one way;
while half a dozen calves marched close together side by
side like a plump of soldiers, their tails swinging in a kind of
measure to keep off the flies, of which there was great
plenty. Three or four lads and girls were sauntering about,
heeding or not heeding the cattle. They looked up toward
us as we crowded into the last close, and slowly loitered off
toward the village. Nothing looked like battle; yet battle
sounded in the air; for now we heard the beat of the horsehoofs of the men-at-arms coming on towards us like the
rolling of distant thunder, and growing louder and louder
every minute; we were none too soon in turning to face them.
Jack Straw was on our side of the road, and with a few
gestures and a word or two he got his men into their places.
Six archers lined the hedge along the road where the banner
of Adam and Eve, rising above the grey leaves of the apple
trees, challenged the new-comers; and of the billmen also he
kept a good few ready to guard the road in case the enemy
should try to rush it with the horsemen. The road, not being
a Roman one, was, you must remember, little like the firm
smooth country roads that you are used to; it was a mere
track between the hedges and fields, partly grass-grown, and
cut up by the deep-sunk ruts hardened by the drought of
sumfiier. There was a stack of fagot and small wood on the
other side, and our men threw themselves upon it and set to
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work to stake the road across for a rough defence against the
horsemen.
What befell more on the road itself I had not much time
to note, for our bowmen spread themselves out along the
hedge that looked into the pasture-field, leaving some six
feet between man and man; the rest of the billmen went
along with the bowmen, and halted in clumps of some half
dozen along their line, holding themselves ready to help the
bowmen if the enemy should run up under their shafts, or to
run on to lengthen the line in case they should try to break
in on our flank. The hedge in front of us was of quick. It
had been -strongly plashed in the past February, and was
stiff and stout. It stood on a low bank (moreover, the level
of the orchard was some thirty inches higher than that of the
field, and the ditch some two foot deeper than the face of
the field. The field went winding round to beyond the church,
making a quarter of a circle about the village, and at the
western end of it were the butts whence the folk were coming
from shooting when I first came into the village street.
Altogether, to me who knew nothing of war the place
seemed defensible enough. I have said that the road down
which Long Gregory came with his tidings went north;
and that was its general direction; but its first reach was
nearly east, so that the low sun was not in the eyes of any of
us, and where Will Green took his stand, and I with him, it
was nearly at our backs.
Chapter VI
THE BATTLE AT
THE TOWNSHIP'S END

Our men had got into their places leisurely and coolly
enough, and with no lack of jesting and laughter. As we
went along the hedge by the road, the leaders tore off leafy
twigs from the low oak bushes therein, and set them for a
rallying sign in their hats and headpieces, and two or three of
them had horns for blowing.
9*
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Will Green, when he got into his place, which was thirty
yards from where Jack Straw and the billmen stood in the
corner of the two hedges, the road hedge and the hedge
between the close and held, looked to right and left of him a
moment, then turned to the man on the left and said:
“Look you, mate, when you hear our horns blow ask no
more questions, but shoot straight and strong at whatso
cometh towards us, till ye hear more tidings from Jack Straw
or from me. Pass that word onward."
Then he looked at me and said:
“Now, lad from Essex, thou hadst best sit down out of the
way at once: forsooth I wot not why I brought thee hither.
Wilt thou not back to the cross, for thou art little of a
fighting-man?"
"Nay," said I, "I would see the play. What shall come
of it?"
"Little," said he; "we shall slay a horse or twain maybe.
I will tell thee, since thou hast not seen a fight belike, as I
have seen some, that these men-at-arms cannot run fast
either to the play or from it, if they be а-foot; and if they
come on a horseback, what shall hinder me to put a shaft
into the poor beast? But down with thee on the daisies, for
some shot there will be first."
As he spoke he was pulling off his belts and other gear
and his coat, which done, he laid his quiver on the ground,
girt him again, did his axe and buckler on to his girdle, and
hung up his other attire on the nearest tree behind us.
Then he opened his quiver and took out of it some two
dozen of arrows, which he stuck in the ground beside him
ready to his hand. Most of the bowmen within sight were
doing the like.
As I glanced toward the houses I saw three or four bright
figures moving through the orchards, and presently noted
that they were women, all clad more or less like the girl in
the Rose, except that two of them wore white coifs on their
heads. Their errand there was clear, for each carried a
bundle of arrows under her arm.
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One of them came straight up to Will Green, and I could
see at once that she was his daughter. She was tall and
strongly made, with black hair like her father, somewhat
comely, though no great beauty; but as they met, her eyes
smiled even more than her mouth, and made her face look
very sweet and kind, and the smile was answered back in a
way so quaintly like to her father's face, that I too smiled for
goodwill and pleasure.
"Well, well, lass," said he, "dost thou think that here is
Crecy field* toward, that ye bring all this artillery? Turn
back, my girl, and set the pot on the fire; for that shall we
need when we come home, I and this ballad-maker here."
"Nay," she said, nodding kindly at me, "if this is to be
no Crecy, then may I stop to see as well, as the ballad
maker, since he hath neither sword nor staff?"
"Sweetling,"* he said, "get thee home in haste. This play
is but little, yet mightest thou be hurt in it; and trust me the
time may come, sweetheart, when even thou and such as
thou shalt hold a sword or a staff. Ere the moon throws a
shadow we shall be back."
She turned away lingering, not without tears on her fqce,
laid the sheaf of arrows at the foot of the tree, and hastened
off through the orchard. I was going to say something, when
Will Green held up his hand as who would bid us hearken.
The noise of the horse hoofs, after growing nearer and
nearer, had ceased suddenly, and a confused murmur of
voices had taken the place of it.
"Get thee down, and take cover, old lad," said Will
Green; "the dance will soon begin, and ye shall hear the
music presently."
Sure enough as I slipped down by the hedge close to
which I had been standing, I heard the harsh twang of the
bow-strings, one, two, three, almost together, from the
road, and even the whew of the shafts though that was
drowned in a moment by a confused but loud and threaten
ing shout from the other side, and again the bowstrings
clanged, and this time a far-off clash of arms followed, and
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therewithal that cry of a strong man that comes without his
will, and is so different from his wonted voice that one has a
guess thereby of the change that death is. Then for a while
was almost silence; nor did our horns blow up, though some
half-dozen of the billmen had leapt into the road when the
bows first shot. But presently came a great blare of trum
pets and horns from the other side, and therewith as it were
a river of steel and bright coats poured into the field before
us, and still their horns blew as they spread out toward the
left of our line; the cattle in the pasture-field, heretofore
feeding quietly, seemed frightened silly by the sudden noise,
and ran about tail in air and lowing loudly; the old bull
with his head a little lowered, and his stubborn legs planted
firmly, growling threateningly; while the geese about the
brook waddled away gobbling and squeaking; all which
seemed so strange to us along with the threat of sudden
death that rang out from the bright array over against us,
that we laughed outright, the most of us, and Will Green
put down his head in mockery of the bull and grunted like
him, whereat we laughed yet more. He turned round to me
as he nocked his arrow, and said:
"I would they were just fifty paces nigher, and they move
not. Ho! Jack Straw, shall we shoot?"
For the latter-named was nigh us now; he shook his head
and said nothing as he stood looking at the enemy's line.
"Fear not but they are the right folk, Jack," quoth Will
Green.
"Yea, yea," said he, "but abide awhile; they could make
nought of the highway, and two of their sergeants had a
message from the grey-goose feather. Abide, for they have
not crossed the road to our right hand, and belike have not
seen our fellows on the other side, who are now for a bushment to them."*
I looked hard at the man. He was a tall, wiry, and broadshouldered fellow, clad in a handsome armour of bright
steel that certainly had not been made for a yeoman, but
over it he had a common linen smock-frock or gabardine,
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like our field workmen wear now or used to wear, and in his
helmet he carried instead of a feather a wisp of wheaten
straw. He bore a heavy axe in his hand besides the sword he
was girt with, and round his neck hung a great horn for
blowing. I should say that I knew that there were at least
three "Jack Straws" among the fellowship of the discon
tented, one of whom was over in Essex.
As we waited there, every bowman with his shaft nocked
on the string, there was a movement in the line opposite,
and presently came from it a little knot of three men, the
middle one on horseback, the other two armed with long
handled glaives; all three well muffled up in armour. As
they came nearer I could see that the horseman had a tabard
over his armour, gaily embroidered with a green tree on a
gold ground, and in his hand a trumpet.
"They are come to summon us. Wilt thou that he speak, ,.
Jack?" said Will Green.
"Nay," said the other; "yet shall he have warning first.
Shoot when my horn blows!"
And therewith he came up to the hedge, climbed over,
slowly because of his armour, and stood some dozen yards
out in the field. The man on horseback put his trumpet to
his mouth and blew a long blast, and then took a scroll into
his hand and made as if he were going to read; but Jack
Straw lifted up his voice and cried out:
"Do it not, or thou art but dead! We will have no
accursed lawyers and their sheep-skins here! Go back to
those that sent thee—"
But the man broke in in a loud harsh voice:
"Ho! Ye People! what will ye gathering in arms?"
Then cried Jack Straw:
"Sir Fool, hold your peace* till ye have heard me, or else
we shoot at once. Go back to those that sent thee, and tell
them that we free men of Kent are on the way to London to
speak with King Richard, and to tell him that which he
wots not; to wit, that there is a. certain sort of fools and
traitors to the realm who would put collars on our necks and
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make beasts of us, and that it is his right and his devoir to do
as he swore when he was crowned and anointed at West
minster on the Stone of Doom,* and gainsay these thieves
and traitors; and if he be too weak, then shall we help him;
and if he will not be king, then shall we have one who will
be, and that is the King's Son of Heaven. Now, therefore,
if any withstand us on our lawful errand as we go to speak
with our own kinc^and lord, let him look to it. Bear back
this word to them that sent thee. But for thee, hearken,
thou bastard of an inky sheep-skin! get thee gone and tarry
not; three times shall I lift up my hand, and the third time
look to thyself, for then shalt thou hear the loose of our bow
strings, and after that nought else till thou hearest the devil
bidding thee welcome to hell!"
Our fellows shouted, but the summoner began again, yet
in a quavering voice.
"Ho! Ye People! what will ye gathering in arms? Wot
ye not that ye are doing or shall do great harm, loss, and
hurt to the king's lieges—"
He stopped; Jack Straw's hand was lowered for the second
time. He looked to his men right and left, and then turned
rein and turned tail, and scuttled back to the main body at
his swiftest. Huge laughter rattled out all along our line as
Jack Straw climbed back into the orchard grinning also.
Then we noted more movement in the enemy's line.
They were spreading the archers and arbalestiers to our
left, and the men-at-arms and others also spread somewhat
under the three pennons of which Long Gregory had told
us, and which were plain enough to us in the clear evening.
Presently the moving line faced us, and the archers set off at
a smart pace toward us, the men-at-arms holding back a
little behind them. I knew now that they had been within
bowshot all along, but our men were loth to shoot before
their first shots would tell, like those half-dozen in the road
when, as they told me afterwards, a plump of their men-atarms had made a show of falling on.
But now as soon as those men began to move on us
-136

directly in face, Jack Straw put his horn to his lips and blew
a loud rough blast that was echoed by five or six others
along the orchard hedge. Every man had his shaft nocked
on the string; I watched them, and Will Green specially;
he and his bow and its string seemed all of a piece, so easily
by seeming did he draw the nock of the arrow to his
ear. A moment, as he took his aim, and then-O then did
I understand the meaning of the awe with which the ancient
poet speaks of the loose of the god Apollo's bow,* for terrible
indeed was the mingled sound of the twanging bowstring
and the whirring shaft so close to me.
I was now on my knees right in front of Will and saw all
clearly; the arbalestiers (for no long-bow men were over
against our stead) had all of them bright headpieces, and
stout body-armour of boiled leather with metal studs, and
as they came towards us, I could see over their shoulders
great wooden shields hanging at their backs. Further to our
left their long-bow men had shot almost as soon as ours, and
I heard or seemed to hear the rush of the arrows through the
apple-boughs and a man's cry therewith; but with us the
long-bow had been before the cross-bow; one of the
arbalestiers fell Outright, his great shield clattering down on
him, and moved no more; while three others were hit and
were crawling to the rear. The rest had shouldered their
bows and were aiming, but I thought unsteadily; and before
the triggers were drawn again Will Green had nocked and
loosed, and not a few others of our folk; then came the
wooden hail of the bolts rattling through the boughs, but all
overhead and no one hit.
The next time Will Green nocked his arrow he drew with
a great shout, which all our fellows took up; for the arbalest
iers instead of turning about in their places covered by their
great shields and winding up their cross-bows for a second
shot, as is the custom of such soldiers, ran huddling together
toward their men-at-arms, our arrows driving thump-thump
into their shields as they ran: I saw four lying on the field
dead or sore wounded.
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But our archers shouted again, and kept on each plucking
the arrows from the ground, and nocking and loosing
swiftly but deliberately at the line before them; indeed now
was the time for these terrible bowmen, for as Will Green
told me afterwards they always reckoned to kill through
cloth or leather at five hundred yards, and they had let
the cross-bow men come nearly within three hundred, and
these were now all mingled and muddled up with the menat-arms at scant five hundred yards' distance; and belike,
too, the latter were not treating them too well, but seemed
to be belabouring them with their spear-staves in their anger
at the poorness of the play; so that as Will Green said it was
like shooting at hay-ricks.
All this you must understand lasted but a few minutes,
and when our men had been shooting quite coolly, like
good workmen at peaceful work, for a few minutes more,
the enemy's line seemed to clear somewhat; the pennon with
the three red kine showed in front and three men armed
from head to foot in gleaming steel, except for their short
coats bright with heraldry, were with it. One of them (and
he bore the three kine on his coat) turned round and gave
some word of command, and an angry shout went up from
them, and they came on steadily towards us, the man with
the red kine on his coat leading them, a great naked sword
in his hand: you must note that they were all on foot; but
as they drew nearer I saw their horses led by grooms and
pages coming on slowly behind them.
Sooth said Will Green that the men-at-arms run not fast
either to or fro the fray,-* they came on no faster than a hasty
walk, their arms clashing about them and the twang of the
bows and whistle of the arrows never failing all the while,
but going on like the push of the westerly gale, as from time
to time the men-at-arms shouted, "Ha! ha! out! out! Kentish
thieves!"
But when they began to fall on. Jack Straw shouted out,
"Bills to the field! bills to the field!"
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Then all our blllmen ran up and leapt over the hedge into
the meadow and stood stoutly along the ditch under our
bows, Jack Straw in the forefront handling his great axe.
Then he cast it into his left hand, caught up his horn and
winded it loudly. The men-at-arms drew near steadily,
some fell under the arrow-storm, but not a many; for
though the target was big, it was hard, since not even the
cloth-yard shaft could pierce well-wrought armour of plate,
and there was much armour among them. Withal the arbalestiers were shooting again, but high and at a venture, so they
did us no hurt.
But as these soldiers made wise by the French war* were
now drawing near, and our bowmen were casting down
their bows and drawing their short swords, or handling their
axes, as did Will Green, muttering, "Now must Hob
Wright's gear end this play"-while this was а-doing, lo, on
a sudden a flight of arrows from our right on the flank, of the
sergeants' array, which stayed them somewhat; not because
it slew many men, but because they began to bethink them
that their foes were many and all around them; then the
road-hedge on the right seemed alive with armed men, for
whatever could hold sword or staff amongst us was there;
every bowman also leapt our orchard-hedge sword or axe
in hand, and with a great shout, billmen, archers, and all,
ran in on them; half-armed, yea, and half-naked some of
them; strong and stout and lithe and light withal, the wrath
of battle and the hope of better times lifting up their hearts
till nothing could withstand them. So was all mingled to
gether, and for a minute or two was a confused clamour
over which rose a clatter like the riveting of iron plates,
or the noise of the street of coppersmiths at Florence; then
the throng burst open and the steel-clad sergeants and
squires and knights ran huddling and shuffling towards their
horses; but some cast down their weapons and threw up their
hands and cried for peace and ransom: and some stood and
fought desperately, and slew some till they were hammered
down by many strokes, and of these were the bailiffs and tip
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staves, and the lawyers and their men, who could not run
and hoped for no mercy.
I looked as on a picture and wondered, and my mind was
at strain to remember something forgotten, which yet had
left its mark on it. I heard the noise of the horse-hoofs of the
fleeing men-at-arms (the archers and arbalestiers had scat
tered before the last minutes of the play), I heard the con
fused sound of laughter and rejoicing down in the meadow,
and close by me the evening wind lifting the lighter twigs
of the trees, and far away the many noises of the quiet
country, till light and sound both began to fade from me
and I saw and heard nothing.
I leapt up to my feet, presently and there was Will Green
before me as I had first seen him in the street with coat and
hood and the gear at his girdle and his unstrung bow in his
hand; his face smiling and kind again, but maybe a thought
sad.
"Well," quoth I, "what is the tale for the ballad-maker?"
"As Jack Straw said it would be," said he, " 'the end of
the day and the end of the fray'"; and he pointed to the
brave show of the sky over the sunken sun; "the knights fled
and the sheriff dead: two of the lawyer kind slain afield, and
one hanged: and cruel was he to make them cruel: and three
bailiffs knocked on the head-stout men, and so witless, that
none found their brains in their skulls; and five arbalestiers
and one archer slain, and a score and a half of others, mostly
men come back from the French wars, men of the Com
panions* there, knowing no other craft than fighting for
gold; and this is the end they are paid for. Well, brother,
saving the lawyers who belike had no souls, but only parch
ment deeds and libels of the same, God rest their souls!"
He fell a musing; but I said. "And of our Fellowship were
any slain?"
"Two good men of the township," he said, "Hob Horner
and Antony Webber, were slain outright. Hob with a shaft
and Antony in the hand-play, and John Pargetter hurt very
sore on the shoulder with a glaive: and five more men of the
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Fellowship slain in the hand play, and some few hurt, but
not sorely. And as to those slain, if God give their souls
rest it is well: for little rest they had on the earth belike; but
for me, I desire rest no more."
I looked at him and our eyes met with no little love; and
I wondered to see how wrath and grief within him were
contending with the kindness of the man, and how clear the
tokens of it were in his face.
"Come now, old lad," said he, "for I deem that John
Ball and Jack Straw have a word to say to us at the cross
yet, since these men broke off the telling of the tale; there
shall we know what we are to take in hand to-morrow. And
afterwards thou shalt eat and drink in my house this once,
if never again."
So we went through the orchard closes again; and others
were about and anigh us, all turned towards the cross as
we went over the dewy grass, whereon the moon was just
beginning to throw shadows.
Chapter VII
MORE WORDS AT THE CROSS

I got into my old place again on the steps of the cross.
Will Green beside me, and above me John Ball and Jack
Straw again. The moon was half-way up the heavens now,
and the short summer night had begun, calm and fragrant,
with just so much noise outside our quiet circle as made one
feel the world alive and happy.
We waited silently until we had heard John Ball and the
story of what was to do; and presently he began to speak:
"Good people, it is begun, but not ended. Which of you
is hardy enough to wend the road to London to-morrow?"
'All! All!" they shouted.
"Yea," said he, "even so I deemed of you. Yet forsooth
hearken! London is a great and grievous city; and mayhappen when ye come thither it shall seem to you overgreat
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to deal with, when ye remember the little townships and the
cots ye came from.
"Moreover, when ye dwell here in Kent ye think forsooth
of your brethren in Essex or Suffolk, and there belike an
end. But from London ye may have an inkling of all the
world, and over-burdensome maybe shall that seem to you,
a few and a feeble people.
"Nevertheless I say to you, remember the Fellowship, in
the hope of which ye have this day conquered; and when ye
come to London be wise and wary; and that is as much as
to say, be bold and hardy; for in these days are ye building
a house which shall not be overthrown, and the world shall
not be too great or too little to hold it: for indeed it shall
be the world itself, set free from evil-doers for friends to
dwell in."
He ceased awhile, but they hearkened still, as if some
thing more was coming. Then he said:
"To-morrow we shall take the road for Rochester; and
most like it were well to see what Sir John Newton in the
castle may say to us: for the man is no ill man, and hath
a tongue well-shapen for words, and it were well that we
had him out of the castle and away with us, and that we
put a word in his mouth to say to the King. And wot ye
well, good fellows, that by then we come to Rochester we
shall be a goodly company, and ere we come to Blackheath
a very great company; and at London Bridge who shall
stay our host?
"Therefore there is nought that can undo us except our
own selves and our hearkening to soft words from those who
would slay us. They shall bid us go home and abide peace
fully with our wives and children while they, the lords and
councillors and lawyers, imagine counsel and remedy for
us; and even so shall our own folly bid us; and if we hearken
thereto we are undone indeed; for they shall fall upon our
peace with war, and our wives and children they shall take
from us, and some of us they shall hang, and some they shall
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scourge, and the others shall be their yoke-beasts-yea, and
worse, for they shall lack meat more.
"To fools hearken not, whether they be yourselves or
your foemen, for either shall lead you astray.
"With the lords parley not, for ye know already what
they would say to you, and that is, 'Churl, let me bridle
thee and saddle thee, and eat thy livelihood that thou win
nest, and call thee hard names because I eat thee up; and
for thee, speak not and do not, save as I bid thee.'
"All that is the end of their parleying.
"Therefore be ye bold, and again bold, and thrice bold!
Grip the bow, handle the staff, draw the sword, and set on
in the name of the Fellowship!"
He ended amid loud shouts; but straightway answering
shouts were heard, and a great noise of the winding of horns,
and I misdoubted a new onslaught; and some of those in
the throng began to string their bows and handle their bills;
but Will Green pulled me by the sleeve and said:
"Friends are these by the winding of their horns; thou
art quit for this night, old lad." And then Jack Straw cried
out from the cross: "Fair and softly, my masters! These be
men of our Fellowship, and are for your guests this night;
they are from the bents this side of Medway, and are with
us here because of the pilgrimage road, and that is the best
in these parts, and so the shortest to Rochester. And doubt
ye nothing of our being taken unawares this night; for I
have bidden and sent out watchers of the ways, and neither
a man's son nor a mare's son may come in on us without
espial. Now make we our friends welcome. Forsooth, I
looked for them an hour later; and had they come an hour
earlier yet, some heads would now lie on the cold grass which
shall lie on a feather bed to-night. But let be, since all is well!
"Now get we home to our houses, and eat and drink and
slumber this night, if never once again, amid the multitude
of friends and fellows; and yet soberly and without riot,
since so much work is to hand. Moreover the priest saith,
bear ye the dead men, both friends and foes, into the chancel of
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the church, and there this night he will wake them: but after
to-morrow let the dead abide to bury their dead!"
Therewith he leapt down from the cross, and- Will and I
bestirred ourselves and mingled with the new-comers. They
were some three hundred strong, clad and armed in all
ways like the people of our township, except some half
dozen whose armour shone cold like ice under the moon
beams. Will Green soon had a dozen of them by the sleeve
to come home with him to board and bed, and then I lost
him for some minutes, and turning about saw John Ball
standing behind me, looking pensively on all the stir and
merry humours of the joyous uplanders.
"Brother from Essex," said he, "shall I see thee again
to-night? I were fain of speech with thee; for thou seemest
like one that has seen more than most."
"Yea," said I, "if ye come to Will Green's house, for thither
am I bidden."
"Thither shall I come," said he, smiling kindly, "or no
man I know in field. Lo you. Will Green looking for some
thing, and that is me. But in his house will be song and the
talk of many friends; and forsooth I have words in me that
crave to come out in a quiet place where they may have
each one his own answer. If thou art not afraid of dead
men who were alive and wicked this morning, come thou
to the church when supper is done, and there we may talk
all we will."
Will Green was standing beside us before he had done,
with his hand laid on the priest's shoulder, waiting till he
had spoken out; and as I nodded Yea to John Ball he said:
"Now, master priest, thou hast spoken enough this two
or three hours, and this my new brother must tell and talk
in my house; and there my maid will hear his wisdom which
lay still under the hedge e'en now when the bolts were
abroad. So come ye, and ye good fellows, come!"
So we turned away together into the little street. But
while John Ball had been speaking to me I felt strangely,
as though I had more things to say than the words I knew
144

could make clear: as if I wanted to get from other people a
new set of words. Moreover, as we passed up the street
again I was once again smitten with the great beauty of the
scene; the houses, *the church with its new chancel and
tower, snow-white in the moonbeams now: the dresses and
arms of the people, men and women (for the latter were now
mixed up with the men); their grave sonorous language, and
the quaint and measured forms of speech, were again become
a wonder to me and affected me almost to tears.

Chapter VIII

SUPPER AT WILL GREEN'S
I walked along with the others musing as if I did not
belong to them, till we came to Will Green's house. He was
one of the wealthier of the yeomen, and his house was one
of those I told you of, the lower story of which was built
of stone. It had not been built long, and was very
trim and neat. The fit of wonder had worn off me again by
then I reached it, or perhaps I should give you a closer
description of it, for it was a handsome yeoman's dwelling
of that day, which is as much as saying it was very beautiful.
The house on the other side of it, the last house in the village,
was old or even ancient; all built of stone, and except for a
newer piece built on' to it-а hall, it seemed-had round
arches, some of them handsomely carved. I knew that this
was the parson’s house; but he was another sort of priest
than John Ball, and what for fear, what for hatred, had gone
back to his monastery with the two other chantrey priests
who dwelt in that house; so that the men of the township,
and more especially the women, were thinking gladly how
John Ball should say mass in their new chancel on the
morrow.
b
Will Green's daughter was waiting for him at the door
and gave him a close and eager hug, and had a kiss to spare
for each of us withal: a strong girl she was, as I have said.
10—2618

145

and sweet and wholesome also. She made merry with her
father; yet it was easy to see that her heart was in her mouth
all along.* There was a younger girl some twelve summers
old, and a lad of ten, who were easily to be known for his
children; an old woman also, who had her livelihood there,
and helped the household; and moreover three long young
men, who came into the house after we had sat down, to
whom Will nodded kindly. They were brisk lads and smart,
but had been afield after the beasts that evening, and had
not seen the fray.
The room we came into was indeed the house, for there
was nothing but it on the ground floor, but a stair in the
corner went up to the chamber or loft above. It was much
like the room at the Rose, but bigger; the cupboard better
wrought, and with more vessels on it, and handsomer.
Also the walls, instead of being panelled, were hung with a
coarse loosely-woven stuff of green worsted with birds and
trees woven into it. There were flowers in plenty stuck about
the room, mostly of the yellow blossoming flag or flowerde-luce, of which I had seen plenty in all the ditches, but
in the window near the door was a pot full of those same
white poppies I had seen when I first woke up; and the
table was all set forth with meat and drink, a big salt
cellar of pewter in the middle, covered with a white cloth.
We sat down, the priest blessed the meat in the name of
the Trinity, and we crossed ourselves hnd fell to. The victual
was plentiful of broth and flesh meat, and bread and cher
ries, so we ate and drank, and talked lightly together when
we were full.
Yet was not the feast so gay as might have been. Will
Green had me to sit next to him, and on the other side sat
John Ball, but the priest had grown somewhat distraught,
and sat as one thinking of somewhat that was like to escape
his thought. Will GreeQ looked at his daughter from time
to time, and whiles his eyes glanced round the fair chamber
as one who loved it, and his kind face grew sad, yet never
sullen. When the herdsmen came into the hall they fell
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straightway to asking questions concerning those of the
Fellowship who had been slain in the fray, and of their
wives and children; so that for a while thereafter no man
cared to jest, for they were a neighbourly and kind folk, and
were sorry both for the dead, and also for the living that
should suffer from that day's work.
So then we sat silent awhile. The unseen moon was
bright over the roof of the house, so that outside ail was
gleaming bright save the black shadows, though the moon
came not into the room, and the white wall of the tower
was the whitest and the brightest thing we could see.
Wide open were the windows, and the scents of the
fragrant night floated in upon us, and the sounds of the
men at their meat or making merry about the township;
and whiles we heard the gibber of an owl from the trees
westward of the church, and the sharp cry of a blackbird
made fearful by the prowling stoat, or the far-off lowing of
a cow from the upland pastures; or the hoofs of a horse
trotting on the pilgrimage road (and one of our watchers
would that be).
Thus we sat awhile, and once again came that feeling
over me of wonder and pleasure at the strange and beau
tiful sights, mingled with the sights and sounds and scents
beautiful indeed, yet not strange, but rather long familiar
to me.
But now Will Green started in his seat where he sat with
his daughter hanging over his chair, her hand amidst his
thick black curls, and she weeping softly, I thought; and
his rough strong voice broke the silence.
"Why, lads and neighbours, what ails us? If the knights
who fled from us this eve were to creep back hither and look
in at the window, they would deem that they had slain us
after all, and that we were but the ghosts of the men who
fought them. Yet, forsooth, fair it is at whiles to sit with
friends and let the summer night speak for us and tell us
its tales. But now, sweetling, fetch the mazer and the
wine."
10*
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"Forsooth," said John Ball, "if ye laugh not over-much
now, ye shall laugh the more on the morrow of to-morrow,
as ye draw nearer to the play of point and edge."
"That is sooth," said one of the upland guests. "So it was
seen in France when we fought there; and the eve of fight
was sober and the morn was merry."
"Yea," said another, "but there, forsooth, it was for
nothing ye fought; and to-morrow it shall be for a fair
reward."
"It was for life we fought," said the first.
"Yea," said the second, "for life; and leave to go home
and find the lawyers at their fell game. Ho, Will Green,
call a health over the cup!"
For now Will Green had a bowl of wine in his hand. He
stood up and said: "Here, now, I call a health to the wrights
of Kent who be turning our plough-shares into swords and
our pruning-hooks into spears! Drink around, my masters!"
Then he drank, and his daughter filled the bowl' brim
ming again and he passed it to me. As I took it I saw that
it was of light polished wood curiously speckled, with a
band of silver round it, on which was cut the legend, "In
the name of the Trinity fill the cup and drink to me." And
before I drank, it came upon me to say, "To-morrow, and the
fair days afterwards!"
Then I drank a great draught of the strong red wine,
and passed it on; and every man said something over it
as "The road to London Bridge!" "Hob Carter and his
mate!" and so on, till last of all John Ball drank, saying:
"Ten years hence, and the freedom of the Fellowship!"
Then he said to Will Green: "Now, Will, must I need,
depart to go and wake the dead, both friend and foe* in the
church yonder; and whoso of you will be shriven let him
come to me thither in the morn, nor spare for as little after
sunrise as it may be. And this our friend and brother from
over the water of Thames, he hath will to talk with me and
I with him; so now will I take him by the hand: and so
God keep you, fellows!"
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I rose to meet him as he came round the head of the
table, and took his hand. Will Green turned round to me
and said:
"Thou wilt come back again timely, old lad; for betimes
on the morrow must we rise if we shall dine at Rochester."
I stammered as I yea-said him; for John Ball was looking
strangely at me with a half-smile, and my heart beat anx
iously and fearfully: but we went quietly to the door
and so out into the bright moonlight.
I lingered a little when we had passed the threshold,
and looked back at the yellow-lighted window and the
shapes of the men that I saw therein with a grief and long
ing that I could not give myself a reason for, since I was to
come back so soon. John Ball did not press me to move
forward, but held up his hand as if to bid me hearken. The
folk and guests there had already shaken themselves down
since our departure, and were gotten to be reasonably
merry it seemed; for one of the guests, he who had spoken
of France before, had fallen to singing a ballad of the war
to a wild and melancholy tune. I remember the first
rhymes of it, which I heard as I turned away my head and
we moved on toward the church:
"On a fair field of France
We fought on a morning
So lovely as it lieth
Along by the water.
There was many a lord there
Mowed men in the medley,
'Midst the banners of the barons
And bold men of the knighthood.
And spearmen and sergeants
And shooters of the shaft."

Chapter IX
BETWIXT THE LIVING AND THE DEAD
We entered the church through the south porch under
a round-arched door carved very richly, and with a sculp
ture over the doorway and under the arch, which, as far as
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I could see by the moonlight, figured St. Michael and the
Dragon.* As I came into the rich gloom of the nave I noticed
for the first time that I had one of those white poppies in my
hand; I must have taken it out of the pot by the window as I
passed out of Will Green's house.
The nave was not very large, but it looked spacious too;
it was somewhat old, but well-built and handsome; the
roof of curved wooden rafters with great tie-beams going
from wall to wall. There was no light in it but that of the
moon streaming through the windows, which were by no
means large, and were glazed with white fretwork, with
here and there a little figure in very deep rich colours. Two
larger windows near the east end of each aisle had just been
made so that the church grew lighter toward the east, and
I could see all the work on the great screen between the nave
and chancel which glittered bright in new paint and gild
ing: a candle glimmered in the loft above it, before the huge
rood that filled up the whole space between the loft and the
chancel arch. There was an altar at the east end of each
aisle, the one on the south side standing against the outside
wall, the one on the north against a traceried gaily-painted
screen, for that aisle ran on along the chancel. There were a
few oak benches near this second altar, seemingly just made,
and well carved and moulded; otherwise the floor of the
nave, which was paved with a quaint pavement of glazed
tiles like the crocks I had seen outside as to ware, was quite
clear, and the shafts of the arches rose out of it white and
beautiful under the moon as though out of a sea, dark but
with gleams struck over it.
The priest let me linger and look round, when he had
crossed himself and given me the holy water; and then I saw
that the walls were figured all over with stories, a huge
St. Christopher with his black beard looking like Will Green,
being close to the porch by which we entered, and above the
chancel arch the Doom of the last Day, in which the painter
had not spared either kings or bishops, and in which a lawyer
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with his blue coif* was one of the. chief figures in the group
which the Devil was hauling off to hell.
"Yea," said John Ball, ' 'tis a goodly church and fair as
you may see 'twixt Canterbury and London as for its kind;
and yet do I misdoubt me where those who are dead are
housed, and where those shall house them after they are
dead, who built this house for God to dwell in. God grant
they be cleansed at last; forsooth one of them who is now
alive is a foul swine and a cruel wolf. Art thou all so sure,
scholar, that all such have souls? and if it be so,' was it well
done of God to make them? I speak to thee thus, .for I think
thou art no delator; and if thou be, why should I heed it,
since I think not to come back from this journey."
I looked at him and, as it were, had some ado to answer
him; but I said at last, "Friend, I never saw a soul, save in
the body; I cannot tell."
He crossed himself and said, "Yet do I intend that ere
many days are gone by my soul shall be in bliss among the
fellowship of the saints, and merry shall it be, even before'
my body rises from the dead; for wisely I have wrought in
the world, and I wot well of friends that are long ago gone
from the world, as St. Martin, and St. Francis, and St. Tho
mas of Canterbury,* who shall speak well of me to the heav
enly Fellowship, and I shall in no wise lose my reward."
I looked shyly at him as he spoke; his face looked sweet
and calm and happy, and I would have said no word to
grieve him; and yet belike my eyes looked wonder on him:
he seemed to note it and his face grew puzzled. "How deemest thou of these things?" said he: "why do men die else, if
it be otherwise than this?"
I smiled: "Why then do they live?" said I.
Even in the white moonlight I saw his face flush, and he
cried out in a great voice, "To do great deeds or to repent
them that they ever were born."
"Yea," said I, "they live to live because the world liveth."
He stretched out his hand to me and grasped mine, but said
no more; and went on till we came to the door in the rood
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screen; then he turned to me with his hand on the ring-latch,
and said, “Hast thou seen many dead men?"
"Nay, but few," said I.
"And I a many," said he; "but come now and look on
these, our friends first and then our foes, so that ye may not
look to see them while we sit and talk of the days that are
to be on the earth before the Day of Doom cometh."
So he opened the door, and we went into the chancel; a
light burned on the high altar before the host, and looked
red and strange in the moonlight that came through the
wide traceried windows unstained by the pictures and be-’
flowerings* of the glazing; there were new stalls for the
priests and vicars where we entered, carved more abun
dantly and beautifully than any of the woodwork I had yet
seen, and everywhere was rich and fair colour and delicate
and dainty form. Our dead lay just before the high altar on
low biers, their faces all covered with linen cloths, for some
of them had been sore smitten and hacked in the fray. We
went up to them and John Ball took the cloth from the face
of one; he had been shot to the heart with a shaft and his
face was calm and smooth. He had been a young man fair
and comely, with hair flaxen almost to whiteness; he lay
there in his clothes as he had fallen, the hands crossed over
his breast and holding a rush cross. His bow lay on one side
of him, his quiver of shafts and his sword on the other.
John Ball spake to me while he held the corner of the
sheet: "What sayest thou, scholar? feelest thou sorrow of
heart when thou lookest on this, either for the man himself,
or for thyself and the time when thou shalt be as he is?"
I said, "Nay, I feel no sorrow for this; for the man is not
here: this is an empty house, and the master has gone from
it. Forsooth, this to me is but as a waxen image of a man;
nay, not even that, for if it were an image, it would be an
image of the man as he was when he was alive. But here is no
life nor semblance of life, and I am not moved by it; nay, I
am more moved by the man's clothes and war-gear-fhere
js more life in them than in him."
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'Thou sayest sooth," said he; "but sorrowest thou not for
thine own death when thou lookest on him?"
I said, "And how can I sorrow for that which I cannot so
much as think of? Bethink thee that while I am alive I can
not think that I shall die, or believe in death at all, although
I know well that I shall die-I can but think of myself as
living in some new way."
Again he looked on me as if puzzled; then his face cleared
as he said, 'Yea, forsooth, and that is what the Church
meaneth by death, and even that I look for; and that here
after I shall see all the deeds that I have done in the body,
and what they really were, and what shall come of them;
and ever shall I be a member of the Church, and that is the
Fellowship; then, even as now."
I sighed as he spoke; then I said, "Yea, somewhat in this
fashion have most of men thought, since no man that is can
conceive of not being; and I mind me that in those stories of
the old Danes,* their common word for a man dying is to
say, 'He changed his life.'"
"And so deemest thou?"
/
I shook my head and said nothing.
"What hast thou to say hereon?" said he, "for there seemeth something betwixt us twain as it were a wall that parteth us."
"This," said I, 'that though I die and end, yet mankind
yet liveth, therefore I end not, since I am a man; and even
so thou deemest, good friend; or at the least even so thou
doest, since now thou art ready to die in grief and torment
rather than be unfaithful to the Fellowship, yea rather than
fail to work thine utmost for it; whereas, as thou thyself
saidst at the cross, with a few words spoken and a little
huddling-up of the truth, w^h a few pennies paid, and a few
masses sung, thou mightest have had a good place on this
earth and in that heaven. And as thou doest, so now doth
many a poor man unnamed and unknown, and shall do while
the world lasteth: and they that do less than this, fail because
of fear, and are ashamed of their cowardice, and make many
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tales to themselves to deceive themselves, lest they should
grow too much ashamed to live. And trust me if this were
not so, the world would not live, but would die, smothered
by fits own stink. Is the wall betwixt us gone, friend?"
He smiled as he looked at me, kindly, but sadly and shame
fast, and shook his head.
Then in a while he said, "Now ye have seen the images of
those who were our friends, come and see the images of those
who were once our foes."
So he led the way through the side screen into the chancel
aisle, and there on the pavement lay the bodies of the foe
men, their weapons taken from them and they stripped of
their armour, but not otherwise of their clothes, and their
faces mostly, but not all, covered. At the east end of the
aisle was another altar, covered with a rich cloth beautifully
figured, and on the wall over it was a deal of tabernacle
work, in the mid-most niche of it an image painted and gilt
of a gay knight on horseback, cutting his own cloak in two
with his sword to give a cantie of it to a half-naked beggar.
"Knowest thou any of these men?" said I.
He said, "Some I should know, could I see their faces; but
let them be."
"Were they evil men?" said I.
"Yea," he said, "some two or three. But I will not tell thee
of them; let St. Martin, whose house this is, tell their story
if he will. As for the rest they were hapless fools, or else
men who must earn their bread somehow, and were driven
to this bad way of earning it; God rest their souls! I will be
no tale bearer, not even to God."
So we stood musing a little while, I gazing not on the dead
men, but on the strange pictures on the wall, which were
richer and deeper coloured than those in the nave; till at last
John Ball turned to me and laid his hand on my shoulder.
I started and said, "Yea, brother; now must I get me back
to Will Green's house, as I promised to do so timely."
"Not yet, brother," said he; "I have still much to say to
thee, and the night is yet young. Go we and sit in the stalls of
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the vicars, and let us ask and answer on matters concerning
the fashion of this world of menfolk, and of this land wherein
we dwell; for once more I deem of thee that thou hast seen
things which I have not seen, and could not have seen."
With that word he led me back into the chancel, and we sat
down side by side in the stalls at the west end of it, facing the
high altar and the great east window. By this time the
chancel was getting dimmer as the moon wound round the
heavens; but yet was there a twilight of the moon, so that I
could still see the things about me for all the brightness of
the window that faced us; and this moon twilight would last,
I knew, until the short summer night should wane, and the
twilight of the dawn begin to show us the colours of all
things about us.
So we sat, and I gathered my thoughts to hear what he
would say, and I myself was trying to think what I should
ask of him; for I thought of him as he of me, that he had
seen things which I could not have seen.

Chapter X
THOSE TWO TALK OF THE DAYS TO COME

"Brother," said John Ball, "how deemest thou of our ad
venture? I do not ask thee if thou thinkest we are right to
play the play like men, but whether playing like men we
shall fail like men?"
"Why dost thou ask me?" said I; "how much further than
beyond this church can I see?"
"Far further," quoth he, "for I wot that thou art a scholar
and hast read books; and withal, in some way that I cannot
name, thou knowest more than we; as though with thee the
world had lived longer than with us. Hide not, therefore,
what thou hast in thine heart, for I think after this night I
shall see thee no more, until we meet in the heavenly Fel
lowship."
"Friend," I said, "ask me what thou wilt; or rather ask
thou the years to come to tell thee some little of their tale;
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and yet methinks thou thyself mayest have some deeming
thereof."
He raised himself on the elbow of the stall and looked me
full in the face, and said to me: "Is it so after all that thou
art no man in the flesh, but art sent to me by the Master of
the Fellowship, and the King's Son of Heaven, to tell me
what shall be? If that be so tell me straight out, since I had
some deeming hereof before; whereas thy speech is like ours
and yet unlike, and thy face hath something in it which is
not after the fashion of our day. And yet take heed, if thou
art such an one, I fear thee not, nay, nor him that sent thee;
nor for thy bidding, nor for his, will I turn back from Lon
don Bridge but will press on, for I do what is meet and right."
"Nay," said I, "did I not tell thee e'en now that I knew
life but not death? I am not dead; and as to who hath sent
me, I say not that I am come by my own will; for I know
not; yet also I know not the will that hath sent me hither.
And this I say to thee, moreover, that if I know more than
thou, I do far less; therefore thou art my captain and I thy
minstrel."
He sighed as one from whom a weight had been lifted,
and said: "Well, then, since thou art alive on the earth and a
man like myself, tell me how deemest thou of our adventure:
shall we come to London, and how shall we fare there?"
Said I, "What shall hinder you to come to London, and to
fare there as ye will? For be sure that the Fellowship in Essex
shall not fail you; nor shall the Londoners who hate the
king's uncles withstand you; nor hath the Court any great
force to meet you in the field; ye shall cast fear and trem
bling into their hearts."
"Even so, I thought," said he; "but afterwards what shall
betide?"
Said I, "It grieves my heart to say that which I think. Yet
hearken; many a man's son shall die who is now alive and
happy, and if the soldiers be slain, and of them most not on
the field, but by the lawyers, how shall the captains escape?
Surely thou goest to thy death."
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He smiled very sweetly, yet proudly, as he Said: *Yea, the
road is long, but the end cometh at last. Friend, many a day
have I been dying; for my sister, with whom I have played
and been merry in the autumn tide about the edges of the
stubble-fields; and we gathered the nuts and bramble-berries
there, and started thence the missel-thrush, and wondered
at his voice and thought him big; and the sparrow-hawk
wheeled and turned over the hedges and the weasel ran
across the path, and the sound of the sheep-bells came to
us from the downs as we sat happy on the grass; and she
is dead and gone from the earth, for she pined from famine
after the years of the great sickness,-* and my brother was
slain in the French wars, and none thanked him for dying
save he that stripped him of his gear; and my unwedded wife
with whom I dwelt in love after I had taken the tonsure,
and all men said she was good and fair, and true she was
and lovely; she also is dead and gone from the earth; and
why should I abide save for the deeds of the flesh which
must be done? Truly, friend, this is but an old tale that men
must die; and I will tell thee another, to wit, that they live:
and I live now and shall live. Tell me then what shall be
fall?”
. ,
Somehow I could not heed him as a living man as much
as I had done, and the voice that came from me seemed less
of me as I answered:
"These men are strong and valiant as any that have been
or shall be, and good fellows also and kindly; but they are
simple, and see no great way before their own noses. The
victory shall they have and shall not know what to do with
it; they shall fight and overcome, because of their lack of
knowledge, and because of their lack of knowledge shall
they be cozened and betrayed when their captains are slain,
and all shall come to nought by seeming; 'and the king's
uncles shall prevail, that both they and the king may come
to the shame that is appointed for them. And yet when the
lords have vanquished, and all England lieth under them
again, yet shall their victory be fruitless; for the free men
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that hold unfree lands shall they not bring under the collar
again, and villeinage shall slip from their hands, till there
be, and not long after ye are dead, but few unfree men in
England; so that your lives and your deaths both shall bear
fruit."
1
"Said I not," quoth John Ball, "that thou wert a sending
from other times? Good is thy message, for the land shall be
free. Tejl on now."
He spoke eagerly, and I went on somewhat sadly: "The
times shall better, though the king and lords shall worsen,
the Gilds of Craft shall wax and become mightier; more re
course shall there be of foreign merchants. There shall be
plenty in the land and not famine. Where a man now earneth
two pennies he shall earn three."
"Yea," said he, "then shall those that labour become strong
and stronger, and so soon shall it come about that all men
shall work and none make to work, and so shall none be
robbed, and at last shall all men labour and live and be
happy, and have the goods of the earth without money and
without price."
"Yea," said I, "that shall indeed come to pass, but not yet
for a while, and belike a long while."
And I sat for long without speaking, and the church grew
darker as the moon waned yet more.
Then I said: "Bethink thee that these men shall yet have
masters over them who have at hand many a law and custom
for the behoof of masters, and being masters can make yet
more laws in the same behoof; and they shall suffer poor
people to thrive just so long as their thriving shall profit the
mastership and no lohger; and so shall it be in those days
I tell of; for there shall be king and lords and knights and
squires still, with servants to do their bidding, and make
honest men afraid; and all these will make nothing and eat
much as aforetime, and the more that is made in the land
the more shall they crave."
"Yea," said he, "that wot I well, that these are of the kin
of the daughters of the horse-leech, but how shall they slake
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their greed, seeing that as thou sayest villeinage shall be
gone? Belike their men shall pay them quit-rents* and do
them service, as freemen may, but all this according to law
and not beyond it; so that though the workers shall be richer
than they now be, the lords shall be no richer, and so all
shall be on the road to being free and equal."
Said I, "Look you, friend; aforetime the lords, for the most
part, held the land and all that was on it, and the men that
were on it worked for them as their horses worked, and
after they were fed and housed all was the lords'; but in the
time to come the lords shall see their men thriving on the
land and shall say once more, 'These men have more than
they need, why have we not the surplus since we are their
lords?' Moreover, in those days shall betide much chaffer
ing for wares between man and man, and country and coun
try; and the lords shall note that if there were less corn and
less men on their lands there would be more sheep, that is
to say more wool for chaffer, and that thereof they should
have abundantly more than aforetime; since all the land they
own, and it pays them quit-rent or service, save here and
there a croft or a close of a yeoman; and all this might grow
wool for them to sell to the Easterlings.* Then shall Eng
land see a new thing, for whereas hitherto men have livecf
on the land and by it, the land shall no longer need them,
but many sheep and a few shepherds shall make wool grow
to be sold for money to the Easterlings, and that money shall
the lords pouch: for, look you, they shall set the lawyers awork and the strong hand moreover, and the land they shall
take to themselves and their sheep; and except for these
lords of land few shall be the free men that shall hold a rood
of land whom the word of their lord may not turn adrift
straightway."
"How mean you?" said John Ball: "shall all men be villeins
again?"
"Nay," said I, "there shall be no villeins in England."
"Surely then," said he, "it shall be worse, and all men save
a few shall be thralls to be bought and sold at the cross."

"Good friend," said I, "it shall not be so; all men shall
be free even as ye would have it; yet, as I say, few indeed
shall have se much land as they can stand upon save by
buying such a grace of their masters."
"And now," said he, "I wot not what thou sayest. I know
a thrall, and he is his master's every hour, and never his
own; and a villein I know, and whiles he is his own and
whiles his lord's; and I know a free man, and he is his own
always; but how shall he be his own if he have nought where
by to make his livelihood? Or shall he be a thief and take
from others? Then is he an outlaw. Wonderful is this thou
tellest of a free man with nought whereby to live!"
"Yet so it shall be," said I, "and by such free men shall
all wares be made."
"Nay, that cannot be; thou art talking riddles," said he;
"for how shall a woodwright make a chest without the wood
and the tools?*
Said I, "He .must needs buy leave to labour of them that
own all things except himself and such as himself."
"Yea, but wherewith shall he buy it?" said John Ball.
'What hath he except himself?"
"With himself then shall he buy it," quoth I, "with his
body and the power of labour that lieth therein; with the
price of his labour shall he buy leave to labour."
"Riddles again!" said he: "how can he sell his labour for
aught else but his daily bread? He must win by his labour
meat and drink and clothing and housing! Can he sell his
labour twice over?"
"Not so," said I, "but this shall he do belike; he shall sell
himself, that is the labour that is in him, to the master that
suffers him to work, and that master shall give to him from
out of the wares he maketh enough to keep him alive, and
to beget children and nourish them till they be old enough
to be sold like himself, and the residue shall the rich man
keep to himself."
John Ball laughed aloud, and said: "Well, I perceive we
are not yet out of the land of riddles. The man may well
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do what thou sayest and live, but he may not do it and live
a free man."
'Thou sayest sooth," said I.
Chapter XI

HARD IT IS FOR THE OLD WORLD TO SEE THE NEW
He held his peace awhile, and then he said: "But no man
selleth himself and his children into thraldom uncompelled;
nor is any fool so great a fool as willingly to take the name
of freeman and the life of a thrall as payment for the very
life of a freeman. Now would I ask thee somewhat else; and
I am the readier to do so since I perceive that thou art a
wondrous seer; for surely no man could of his own wit
have imagined a tale of such follies as thou hast told me.
Now well I wot that men having once shaken themselves
clear of the burden of villeinage, as thou sayest we shall do
(and I bless thee for the word), shall never bow down to this
worser tyranny without sore strife in the world; and surely so
sore shall it be, before our valiant sons give way, that maids
and little lads shall take the sword and the spear, and in
many a field men's blood and not water shall turn the grist
mills of England. But when all this is over, and the tyranny is
established, because there are but few men in the land after
the great war, how shall it be with you then? Will there not
be many soldiers and sergeants and few workers? Surely in
every parish ye shall have the constables to see that the men
work; and they shall be saying every day, 'Such an one,
hast thou yet sold thyself for this day or this week or this
year? Go to now, and get thy bargain done, or it shall be
the worse for thee.' And wheresoever work is going on there
shall be constables again, and those that labour shall labour
under the whip like the Hebrews in the land of Egypt.* And
every man that may, will steal as a dog snatches at a bone;
and there again shall ye need more soldiers and more consta
bles till the land is eaten up by them; nor shall the lords
11—2618
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and the masters even be able to bear the burden of it; nor
will their gains be so great, since that which each man may
do in a day is not right great when all is said."
"Friend," said I, "from thine own valiancy and high heart
thou speakest, when thou sayest that they who fall under
this tyranny shall fight to the death against it. Wars indeed
there shall be in the world, great and grievous, and yet few
on this score; rather shall men fight as they have been fight
ing in France at the bidding of some lord of the manor, or
some king, or at last at the bidding of some usurer and forestaller of the market. Valiant men, forsooth, shall arise in
the beginning of these evil times, but though they shall die
as ye shall, yet shall not their deaths be fruitful as yours
shall be,- because ye, forsooth, are fighting against villeinage
which is waning, but they shall fight against usury which is
waxing. And, moreover, I have been telling thee how it shall
be when the measure of the time is full; and we, looking at
these things from afar, can see them as they are indeed;
but they who live at the beginning of those times and amidst
them, shall not know what is doing around them; they shall
indeed feel the plague and yet not know the remedy; by
little and by little they shall fall from their better livelihood,
and weak and helpless shall they grow, and have no might
to withstand the evil of this tyranny; and then again when
the times mend somewhat and they have but a little more
ease, then shall it be to them like the kingdom of heaven,
and they shall have no will to withstand any tyranny, but
shall think themselves happy that they be pinched some
what less. Also whereas thou sayest that there shall be for
ever constables and sergeants going to and fro to drive
men to work, and that they will not work save under the
lash, thou art wrong and it shall not be so; for there shall
ever be more workers than the masters may set to work, so
that men shall strive eagerly for leave to work; and when
one says, I will sell my hours at such and such a price, then
another will say, and I for so much less; so that never shall
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the lords lack slaves willing to work, but often the slaves
shall lack lords to buy them."
"Thou tellest marvels indeed," said he, "but how then?
if all the churls work not, shall there not be famine and lack
of wares?"
"Famine enough," said I, "yet not from lack of wares; it
shall be clean contrary. What wilt thou say when I tell thee
that in the latter days there shall be such traffic and such
speedy travel across the seas that most wares shall be good
cheap, and bread of all things the cheapest?"
Quoth he: "I should say that then there would be better
livelihood for men, for in times of plenty it is well; for then
men eat that which their own hands have harvested, and
need not to spend of their substance in buying of others.
Truly, it is well for honest men, but not so well for forestallers
and regraters;1 but who heeds what befalls such foul
swine, who filch the money from people's purses, and do not
one hair’s turn of work to help them?"
"Yea, friend," I said, "but in those latter days all power
shall be in the hands of these foul swine, and they shall be
the rulers of all; therefore hearken, for I tell thee that times
of plenty shall in those days be the times of famine, and all
shall pray for the prices of wares to rise, so that the fore
stallers and regraters may thrive, and that some of their well
doing may overflow on to those on whom they live."
"I am weary of thy riddles," he said. "Yet at least I hope
that there may be fewer and fewer folk in the land; as may
well be, if life is then so foul and wretched."
"Alas, poor man!" I said; "nor mayst thou imagine how
foul and wretched it may be for many of the folk; and yet
I tell thee that men shall increase and multiply, till where
1 Forestaller, one who buys up goods when they are cheap, and so
raises the price for his own benefit; forestalls the due and real demand.
Regrater, one who both buys and sells in the same market, or within five
miles thereof; buys say a ton of cheese at 10 a.m. and sells it at 5 p.m. a
penny a pound dearer without moving from his chair. The word "mono
polist" will cover both species of thief.
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there is one man in the land now, there shall be twenty in
those days-yea, in some places ten times twenty."
"I have but little heart to ask thee more questions," said
he; 'and when thou answerest, thy words are plain, but the
things they tell of I may scarce understand. But tell me this:
in those days will men deem that so it must be for ever, as
great men even now tell us of our ills, or will they think
of some remedy?"
I looked about me. There was but a glimmer of light in
the church now, but what there was, was no longer the
strange light of the moon, but the first coming of the kindly
day.
Yea," said John Ball, " 'tis the twilight of the dawn. God
and St. Christopher send us a good day!"
"John Ball," said I, "I have told thee that thy death will
bring about that which thy life has striven for: thinkest thou
that the thing which thou strivest for is worth the labour?
or dost thou believe in the tale I have told thee of the days
to come?"
He said: "I tell thee once again that I trust thee for a
seer; because no man could make up such a tale as thou;
the things which thou tellest are too wonderful for a min
strel, the tale too grievous. And whereas thou askest as to
whether I count my labour lost, I say nay; if so be that in
those latter times (and worser than ours they will be) men
shall yet seek a remedy: therefore again I ask thee, is it so
that they shall?"
"Yea," said I, "and their remedy shall be the same as thine, •
although the days be different: for if the folk be enthralled,
what remedy save that they be set free? and if they have
tried many roads towards freedom, and found that they led
no-whither, then shall they try yet another. Yet in the days
to come they shall be slothful to try it, because their masters
shall be so much mightier than thine, that they shall not
need to show the high hand,* and until the days get to their
evilest, men shall be cozened into thinking* that it is of their
own free will that they must needs buy leave to labour by
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pawning their labour that is to be. Moreover, your lords and
masters seem very mighty to you, each one of them, and so
they are, but they are few; and the masters of the days to
come shall not each one of them seem very mighty to the
men of those days, but they shall be very many, and they
shall be of one intent in these matters without knowing it;
like as one sees the oars of a galley when the rowers are hid
den, that rise and fall as it were with one will.*
"And yet," he said, "shall it not be the same with those
that these men devour? shall not they also have one will?"
"Friend," I said, "they shall have the will to live, as the
wretchedest thing living has: therefore shall they sell them
selves that they may live, as I told thee; and their hard need
shall be their lord's easy livelihood, and because of it he
shall sleep without fear, since their need compelleth them
not to loiter by the way to lament with friend or brother
that they are pinched in their servitude, or to devise means
for ending it. And yet indeed thou sayest it: they also shall
have one will if they but knew it: but for a long while they
shall have but a glimmer of knowledge of it: yet doubt it not
that in the end they shall come to know it clearly, and then
shall they bring about the remedy; and in those days shall it
be seen that thou hast not wrought for nothing, because thou
hast seen beforehand what the remedy should be, even as
those of later days have seen it."
We both sat silent a little while. The twilight was gaining
on the night, though slowly. I looked at the poppy which
I still held in my hand, and bethought me of Will Green,
and said.
"Lo, how the light is spreading: now must I get me back
to Will Green’s house as I promised.'
"Go then," said he, "if thou wilt. Yet meseems before long
he shall come to us; and then mayst thou sleep among the
trees on the green grass till the sun is high, for the host shall
not be on foot very early; and sweet it is to sleep in shadow
by the sun in the full morning when one has been awake
and troubled through the night-tide."
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"Yet I will go now,' said I; "I bid thee good-night, or
rather good-morrow."
Therewith I half rose up; but as I did so the will to depart
left me as though I had never had it, and I sat down again,
and heard the voice of John Ball, at first as one speaking
from far away, but little by little growing nearer and more
familiar to me, and as if once more it were coming from the
man himself whom I had got to know.

Chap ter XII
ILL WOULD CHANGE BE AT WHILES WERE IT NOT
FOR THE CHANGE BEYOND THE CHANGE

He said: "Many strange things hast thou told me that I
could not understand; yea, some my wit so failed to com
pass, that I cannot so much as* ask thee questions concerning
them; but of some matters would I ask thee, and I must hasten, for in very sooth the night is worn old and grey.
Whereas thou sayest that in the days to come, when there
shall be no labouring men who are not thralls after their
new fashion, that their lords shall be many and very many, it
seemeth to me that these same lords, if they be many, shall
hardly be rich, or but very few of them, since they must
verily feed and clothe and house their thralls, so that that
which they take from them, since it will have to be dealt out
amongst many, will not be enough to make many rich; since
out of one man ye may get but one man's work; and pinch
him never so sorely, still as aforesaid ye may not pinch him
so sorely as not to feed him. Therefore, though the eyes of
my mind may see a few lords and many slaves, yet can they
not see many lords as well as many slaves; and if the slaves
be many and the lords few, then some day shall the slaves
make an end of that mastery by the force of their bodies.
How then shall thy mastership of the latter days endure?"
'John Ball," said I, 'mastership hath many shifts whereby
it striveth to keep itself alive in the world. And now hear a
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marvel: whereas thou sayest these two times that out of one
man ye may get but one man's work, in days to come one
man shall do the work of a hundred men-yea, of a- thousand
or more: and this is the shift of mastership that shall make
many masters and many rich men."
John Ball laughed. "Great is my harvest of riddles to4
night," said he; "for even if a man sleep not, and eat and
drink while he is а-working, ye shall but make two men,
or three at the most, out of him."
Said I: "Sawest thou ever a weaver at his loom?"
"Yea," said he, "many a time."
He was silent a little, and then said: "Yet I marvelled not
at it; but now I marvel, because I know what thou wouldst
say. Time was when the shuttle was thrust in and out of all
the thousand threads of the warp, and it was long to do;
but now the spring-staves go up and down as the man's feet
move, and this and that leaf of the warp cometh forward
and the shuttle goeth in one shot through all the thousand
warps.* Yea, so it is that this multiplieth a man many times.
But look you, he is so multiplied already; and so hath he been,
meseemeth, for many hundred years."
"Yea," said I, "but what hitherto needed the masters to
multiply him more? For many hundred years the workman
was a thrall bought and sold at the cross; and for other
hundreds of years he hath been a villein-that is, a working
beast and a part of the stock of the manor on which he
liveth; but then thou and the like of thee shall free him, and
then is mastership put to its shifts; for what should avail the
mastery then, when the master no longer owneth the man by
law as his chattel, nor any longer by law owneth him as stock
of his land, if the master hath not that which he on whom he
liveth may not lack and live withal, and cannot have without
selling himself?"
He said nothing, but I saw his brow knitted and his lips
pressed together as though in anger; and again I said:
"Thou hast seen the weaver at his loom: think how it
should be if he sit no longer before the web and cast the
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shuttle and draw home the sley, but if the shed open of itself
and the shuttle of itself speed through it as swift as the
eye can follow, and the sley come home of itself; and the
weaver standing by and whistling The Hunt's Up\ the while,
or looking to half-a-dozen looms and bidding them what to
do. And as with the weaver so with the potter, and the
smith, and every worker in metals, and all other crafts, that
it shall be for them looking on and tending, as with the
man that sitteth in the cart while the horse draws. Yea, at
last so shall it be even with those who are mere husband
men; and no longer shall the reaper fare afield in the morn
ing with his hook over his shoulder, and smite and bind
and smite again till the sun is down and the moon is up; but
he shall draw a thing made by men into the field with one
or two horses, and shall say the word and the horses shall
go up and down, and the thing shall reap and gather and
bind, and do the work of many men. Imagine all this in thy
mind if thou canst, at least as ye may imagine a tale of en
chantment told by a minstrel, and then tell me what shouldst
thou deem that the life of men would be amidst all this, men
such as these men of the township here, or the men of the
Canterbury gilds."
"Yea," said he; 'but before I tell thee my thoughts of thy
tale of wonder, I would ask thee this: In those days when
men work so easily, surely they shall make more wares
than they can use in one country-side, or one good town,
whereas in another, where things have not gone as well,
they shall have less than they need; and even so it is with us
now, and thereof cometh scarcity and famine; and if people
may not come at each other's goods, it availeth the whole
land little that one country-side hath more than enough
while another hath less; for the goods shall abide there in
the storehouses of the rich place till they perish. So if that
be so in the days of wonder ye tell of (and I see not how
it can be otherwise), then shall men be but little holpen by
making all their wares so easily and with so little labour."
I smiled again and said: "Yea, but it shall not be so; not
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only shall men be multiplied a hundred and a thousand fold,
but the distance of one place from another shall be as no
thing; so that the wares which lie ready for market in Dur
ham* in the evening may be in London on the morrow morn
ing; and the men of Wales may eat corn of Essex* and the
men of Essex wear wool of Wales; so that, so far as the flit
ting of goods to market goes, all the land shall be as one
parish. Nay, what say I? Not as to this land only shall it be
so, but even the Indies, and far countries of which thou knowest not, shall be, so to say, at every man's door, and wares
which now ye account precious and dear-bought, shall then
be common things bought and sold for little price at every
huckster's stall. Say then, John, shall not those days be
merry, and plentiful of ease and contentment for all men?"
"Brother," said he, "meseemeth some doleful mockery lieth
under these joyful tidings of thine; since thou hast already
partly told me to my sad bewilderment what the life of man
shall be in those days. Yet will I now for a little set all that
aside to considef thy strange tale as of a minstrel from
over sea, even as thou biddest me. Therefore I say, that if
men still abide men as I have known them, and unless these
folk of England change as the land changeth-and forsooth
of the men, for good and for evil, I can think no other than
I think now, or behold them other than I have known them
and loved them-I say if the men be still men, what will
happen except that there should be all plenty in the land,
and not one poor man therein, unless of his own free will he
choose to lack and be poor, as a man in religion or such
like; for there would then be such abundance of all good
things, that, as greedy as the lords might be, there would
be enough to satisfy their greed and yet leave good living
for all who laboured with their hands; so that these should
labour far less than now, and they would have time to learn
knowledge, so that there should be no learned or unlearned,
for all should be learned; and they would have time also to
learn how to order the matters of the parish and the hundred,
and of the parliament of the realm, so that the king should
169

take no more than his own; and to order the rule of the
realm, so that all men, rich and unrich, should have part
therein; and so by undoing of evil laws and making of good
ones, that fashion would come to an end whereof thou speakest, that rich men make laws for their own behoof; for they
should no longer be able to do thus when all had part in
making the laws; whereby it would soon come about that
there would be no men rich and tyrannous, but all should
have enough and to spare of the increase of the earth and
the work of their own hands. Yea surely, brother, if ever it
cometh about that men shall be able to make things, and not
men, work for their superfluities, and that the length of trav
el from one place to another be made of no account, and
all the world be a market for all the world, then all shall
live in health and wealth; and envy and grudging shall per
ish. For then shall we have conquered the earth and it shall
be enough; and then shall the kingdom of heaven be come
down to the earth in very deed. Why lookest thou so sad and
sorry? what sayest thou?"
I said: "Hast thou forgotten already what I told thee, that
in those latter days a man who hath nought save his own
body (and such men shall be far the most of men) must needs
pawn his labour for leave to labour? Can such a man be
wealthy? Hast thou not called him a thrall?"
"Yea," he said; 'but how could I deem that such things
could be when those days should be come wherein men could
make things work for them?"
"Poor man!" said I. "Learn that in those very days, when
it shall be with the making of things as with the carter in
the cart, that there he sitteth and shaketh the reins and the
horse draweth and the cart goeth; in those days, I tell thee,
many men shall be as poor and wretched always, year by
year, as they are with thee when there is famine in the land;
nor shall any have plenty and surety of livelihood save those
that shall sit by and look on while others labour; and these,
I tell thee, shall be a many, so that they shall see to the
making of all laws, and in their hands shall be all power, and
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the labourers shall think that they cannot do without these
men that live by robbing them, and shall praise them and
wellnigh pray to them as ye pray to the saints, and the best
worshipped man in the land shall be he who by forestalling
and regrating hath gotten to him the most money."
"Yea," said he, "and shall they who see themselves robbed
worship the robber? Then indeed shall men be changed
from what they are now, and they shall be sluggards, dolts,
and cowards beyond all the earth hath yet borne. Such are
not the men I have known in my life-days, and that now I
love in my death."
"Nay," I said, "but the robbery shall they not see; for have
I not told thee that they shall hold themselves to be free
men? And for why? I will tell thee: but first tell me how it
fares with men now; may the labouring man become a lord?"
He said: "The thing hath been seen that churls have risen
from the dortoir* of the monastery to the abbot's chair and
the bishop's throne; yet not often; and whiles hath a bold
sergeant become a wise captain, and they have made him
squire and knight; and yet but very seldom. And now I
suppose thou wilt tell me that the Church will open her
arms wider to this poor people, and that many through her
shall rise into lordship. But what availeth that? Nought were
it to me if the Abbot of St. Alban's with his golden mitre
sitting guarded by his knights and sergeants, or the Prior
of Merton with his hawks and his hounds, had once been
poor men, if they were now tyrants of poor men; nor would
it better the matter if there were ten times as many Houses
of Religion in the land as now are, and each with a churl's
son for abbot or prior over it."
I smiled and said: "Comfort thyself; for in those days
shall there be neither abbey nor priory in the land, nor monks
nor friars, nor any religious." (He started as I spoke.) "But
thou hast told me that hardly in these days may a poor man
rise to be a lord: now I tell thee that in the days to come
poor men shall be able to become lords and masters and
do-nothings; and oft will it be seen that they shall do so;
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and it shall be even for that cause that their eyes shall be
blinded to the robbing of themselves by others, because they
shall hope in their souls that they may each live to rob
others: and this shall be the very safeguard of all rule and
law in those days."
"Now am I sorrier than thou hast yet made me," said
he; "for when once this is established, how then can it be
changed? Strong shall be the tyranny of the latter days. And
now meseems, if thou sayest sooth, this time of the conquest
of the earth shall not bring heaven down to the earth, as
erst I deemed it would, but rather that it shall bring hell up
on to the earth. Woe's me, brother, for thy sad and weary
foretelling! And yet saidst thou that the men of those days
would seek a remedy. Canst thou yet tell me, brother, what
that remedy shall be, lest the sun rise upon me made hope
less by thy tale of what is to be? And, lo you, soon shall
she rise upon the earth."
In truth the dawn was widening now, and the colours
coming into the pictures on wall and in window; and as well
as I could see through the varied glazing of these last (and
one window before me had as yet nothing but white glass
in it), the ruddy glow, which had but so little a while quite
died out in the west, was now beginning to gather in the
east-the new day was beginning. I looked at the poppy that
I still carried in my hand, and it seemed to me to have with
ered and dwindled. I felt anxious to speak to my companion
and tell him much, and withal I felt that I must hasten, or
for some reason or other I should be too late; so I spoke
at last loud and hurriedly:
"John Ball, be of good cheer; for once more thou knowest,
as I know, that the Fellowship of Men shall endure, however
many tribulations it may have to wear through. Look you,
a while ago was the light bright about us; but it was because
of the moon, and the night was deep notwithstanding, and
when the moonlight waned and died, and there was but a
little glimmer in place of the bright light, yet was the world
glad because all things knew that the glimmer was of day
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and not of night. Lo you, an image of the times to betide
the hope of the Fellowship of Men. Yet forsooth, it may
well be that this bright day of summer which is now dawn
ing upon us is no image of the beginning of the day that
shall be; but rather shall that day-dawn be cold and grey
and surly; and yet by its light shall men see things as they
verily are, and no longer enchanted by the gleam of the
moon and the glamour of the dream-tide. By such grey light
shall wise men and valiant souls see the remedy, and deal
with it, a real thing that may be touched and handled, and
no glory of the heavens to be worshipped from afar off. And
what shall it be, as I told thee before, save that men shall
be determined to be free; yea, free as thou wouldst have
them, when thine hope rises the highest, and thou art think
ing not of the king's uncles, and poll-groat bailiffs, and the
villeinage of Essex, but of the end of all, when men shall
have the fruits of the earth and the fruits of their toil there
on, without money and without price. The time shall come,
John Ball, when that dream of thine that this shall one day
be, shall be a thing that men shall talk of soberly, and as
a thing soon to come about, as even with thee they talk of
the villeins becoming tenants paying their lord quit-rent;
therefore, hast thou done well to hope it; and, if thou heedest
this also, as I suppose thou heedest it little, thy name shall
abide by thy hope in those days to come, and thou shalt not
be forgotten."
I heard his voice come out of the twilight, scarcely seeing
him, though now the light was growing fast, as he said:
"Brother, thou givest me heart again; yet since now I wot
well that thou art a sending from far-off times and far-off
things: tell thou, if thou mayest, to a man who is going to his
death how this shall come about."
'Only this may I tell thee," said I; 'to thee, when thou
didst try to conceive of them, the ways of the days to come
seemed follies scarce to be thought of; yet shall they come to
be familiar things, and an order by which every man liveth,
ill as he liveth, so that men shall deem of them, that thus it
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hath been since the beginning of the world, and that thus it
shall be while the world endure th; and in this wise so shall
they be thought of a long while; and the complaint of the
poor the rich man shall heed, even as much and no more as
he who Heth in pleasure under the lime-trees in the summer
heedeth the murmur of his toiling bees; Yet in time shall
this also grow old, and doubt shall creep in, because men
shall scarce be able to live by that order, and the complaint
of the poor shall be hearkened, no longer as a tale not utterly
grievous, but as a threat of ruin, and a fear. Then shall these
things, which to thee seem follies, and to the men between
thee and me mere wisdom and the bond of stability, seem
follies once again; yet, whereas men have so long lived by
them, they shall cling to them yet from blindness and from
fear; and those that see, and that have thus much conquered
fear that they are furthering the real time that cometh and
not the dream that faileth, these men shall the blind and
the fearful mock and missay,* and torment and murder: and
great and grievous shall be the strife in those days, and many
the failures of the wise, and too oft sore shall be the despair
of the valiant; and back-sliding, and doubt, and contest
between friends and fellows lacking time in the hubbub to
understand each other, shall grieve many hearts and hinder
the Host of the Fellowship: yet shall all bring about the end,
till thy deeming of folly and ours shall be one, and thy hope
and our hope; and then-the Day will have come."
Once more I heard the voice of John Ball: "Now, brother,
I say farewell; for now verily hath the Day of the Earth
come, and thou and I are lonely of each other again; thou
hast been a dream to me as I to thee, and sorry and glad
have we made each other, as tales of old time and the long
ing of times to come shall ever make men to be. I go to life
and to death, and leave thee; and scarce do I know whether
to wish thee some dream of the days beyond thine to tell
what shall be, as thou hast told me, for I know not if that
shall help or hinder thee; but since we have been kind and
very friends, I will not leave thee without a wish of good
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will, so at least I wish thee what thou thyself wishest for
thyself, and that is hopeful strife and blameless peace, which
is to say in one word, life. Farewell, friend."
For some little time, although I had known that the day
light was growing and what was around me, I had scarce
seen the things I had before noted so keenly; but now in a
flash I saw all-the east crimson with sunrise through the
white window on my right hand; the richly-carved stalls and
gilded screen work, the pictures on the walls, the loveliness
of the faultless colour of the mosaic window lights, the altar
and the red light over it looking strange in the daylight, and
the biers with the hidden dead men upon them that lay
before the high altar. A great pain filled my heart at the
sight of all that beauty, and withal I heard quick steps com
ing up the paved church-path to the porch, and the loud
whistle of a sweet old tune therewith; then the footsteps
stopped at the door; I heard the latch rattle, and knew that
Will Green's hand was on the ring of it.
Then I strove to rise up, but fell back again; a white light,
empty of all sights, broke upon me for a moment, and lol
behold, I was lying in my familiar bed, the south-westerly
gale rattling the Venetian blinds and making their hold-fasts
squeak.
I got up presently, and going to the window looked out on
the winter morning; the river was before me broad between
outer bank and bank, but it was nearly dead ebb, and there
was a wide space of mud on each side of the hurrying
stream, driven on the faster as it seemed by the push of the
south-west wind. On the other side of the water the few
willow-trees left us by the Thames Conservancy* looked
doubtfully alive against the bleak sky and the row of wretchedlooking blue-slated houses, although, by the way, the latter
were the backs of a sort of street of "villas" and not a slum;
the road in front of the house was sooty and muddy at once,
and in the air was that sense of dirty discomfort which one
is never quit of in London. The morning was harsh, too, and
though the wind was from the south-west it was as cold as a
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north wind; and yet amidst it all, I thought of the corner
of the next bight of the river which I could not quite see
from where I was, but over which one can see clear of houses
and into Richmond Park,* looking like the open country;
and dirty as the river was, and harsh as was the January
wind, they seemed to woo me toward the country-side, where
away from the miseries of the "Great Wen" I might of my
own will carry on a day-dream of the friends I had made
in the dream of the night and against my will.
But as I turned away shivering and downhearted, on a sud
den came the frightful noise of the "hooters," one after the
other, that call the workmen to the factories, this one the
after-breakfast one, more by token. So I grinned surlily, and
dressed and got ready for my day's "work" as I call it, but
which many a man besides John Ruskin* (though not many
in his position) would call "play."

NEWS FROM NOWHERE

Chapter I

DISCUSSION & BED
Up at the League,* says a friend, there had been one
night a brisk conversational discussion, as to what would hap
pen on the Morrow of the Revolution, finally shading off into
a vigorous statement by various friends of their views on the
future of the fully-developed new society.
Says our friend: Considering the subject, the discussion
was good-tempered; for those present being used to public
meetings and after-lecture debates, if they did not listen
to each others' opinions (which could scarcely be expected
of them), at all events did not always attempt to speak all
together, as is the custom of people in ordinary polite
society when conversing on a subject which interests them.
For the rest, there were six persons present, and consequently
six sections of the party were represented, four of which had
strong but divergent Anarchist opinions. One of the sections,
says our friend, a man whom he knows very well indeed, sat
almost silent at the beginning of the discussion, but at last
got drawn into it, and finished by roaring out very loud, and
damning all the rest for fools; after which befell a period of
noise, and then a lull, during which the aforesaid section,
having said good-night very amicably, took his way home by
himself to a western suburb, using the means of travelling
which civilisation has forced upon us like a habit. As he sat
in that vapour-bath of hurried and discontented humanity, a
carriage of the underground railway, he, like others, stewed
discontentedly, while in self-reproachful mood he turned over
the many excellent and conclusive arguments which, though
they lay at his fingers'" ends, he had forgotten in the just past
12—2618
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discussion. But this frame of mind he was so used to, that it
didn't last him long, and after a brief discomfort, caused by
disgust with himself for having lost his temper (which he
was also well used to), he found himself musing on the sub
ject-matter of discussion, but still discontentedly and unhap
pily. "If I could but see a day of it," he said to himself; "if I
could but see it!"
As he formed the words, the train stopped at his station,
five minutes' walk from his own house, which stood on the
banks of the Thames, a little way above an ugly suspension
bridge. He went out of the station, still discontented and
unhappy, muttering "If I could but see it! if I could but
see it!" but had not gone many steps towards the river before
(says our friend who tells the story) all that discontent and
trouble seemed to slip off him.
It was a beautiful night of early winter, the air just sharp
enough to be refreshing after the hot room and the stinking
railway carriage. The wind, which had lately turned a
point or two north of west, had blown the sky clear of all
cloud save a light fleck or two which went swiftly down the
heavens. There was a young moon halfway up the sky,
and as the home-farer caught sight of it, tangled in the
branches of a tall old elm, he could scarce bring to his mind
the shabby London suburb where he was, and he felt as if
he were in a pleasant country place-pleasanter, indeed, than
the deep country was as he had known it.
He came right down to the river-side, and lingered a
little, looking over the low wall to note the moonlit river,
near upon high water, go swirling and glittering up to
Chiswick Eyot;* as for the ugly bridge below, he did not
notice it or think of it, except when for a moment (says our
friend) it struck him that he missed the row of lights down
stream. Then he turned to his house door and let himself
in; and even as he shut the door to, disappeared all remem
brance of that brilliant logic and foresight which had so
illuminated the recent discussion; and of the discussion
itself there remained no trace, save a vague hope, that was
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now become' a pleasure, for days of peace and rest, and
cleanness and smiling goodwill.
In this mood he tumbled into bed, and fell asleep after
his wont, in two minutes' time; but (contrary to his wont)
woke up again not long after in that curiously wide-awake
condition which sometimes surprises even good sleepers; a
condition under which we feel all our wits preternaturally
sharpened, while all the miserable muddles we have ever
got into, all the disgraces and losses of our lives, will insist
on thrusting themselves forward for the consideration of
those sharpened wits.
In this state he lay (says our friend) till he had almost
begun to enjoy it: till the tale of his stupidities amused
him, and the entanglements before him, which he. saw so
clearly, began to shape themselves into an amusing story
for him.
He heard one o'clock strike, then two and then three;
after which he fell asleep again. Our friend says that from
that sleep he awoke once more, and afterwards went
through such surprising adventures that he thinks that they
should be told to our comrades and indeed the public in
general, and therefore proposes to tell them now. But, says
he, I think it would be better if I told them in the first person,
as if it were myself who had gone through them; which, in
deed, will be the easier and more natural to me, since I un
derstand the feelings and desires of the comrade of whom I
am telling better than any one else in the world does.

Chapter II
A MORNING BATH
Well, I awoke, and found that I had kicked my bedclothes
off; and no wonder, for it was hot and the sun shining bright
ly. I jumped up and washed and hurried on my clothes, but
in a hazy and half-awake condition, as if I had slept for a
long, long while, and could not shake off the weight of slum
12*
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ber. In fact, I rather took it for granted that I was at home
in my own room than saw that it was so.
When I was dressed, I felt the place so hot that I made
haste to get out of the room and out of the house; and my
first feeling was a delicious relief caused by the fresh air
and pleasant breeze; my second, as I began to gather my
wits together, mere measureless wonder: for it was winter
when I went to bed the last night, and now, by witness of
the river-side trees, it was summer, a beautiful bright
morning seemingly of early June. However, there was still
the Thames sparkling under the sun, and near high water,
as last night I had seen it gleaming under the moon.
I had by no means shaken off the feeling of oppression,
and wherever I might have been should scarce have been
quite conscious of the place; so it was no wonder that I felt
rather puzzled in despite of the familiar face of the Thames.
Withal I felt dizzy and queer; and remembering that people
often got a boat and had a swim in mid-stream, I thought I
would do no less. It seems very early, quoth I to myself,
but I daresay I shall find some one at Biffin's* to take me.
However, I didn't get as far as Biffin's, or even turn to my
left thitherward, because just then I began to see that there
was a landing-stage right before me in front of my house:
in fact, on the place where my next-door neighbour had
rigged one up, though somehow it didn't look like that
either. Down I went on to it, and sure enough among the
empty boats moored to it lay a man on his sculls in a solid
looking tub of a boat clearly meant for bathers. He nodded
to me, and bade me good-morning as if he expected me,
so I jumped in without any words, and he paddled away
quietly as I peeled for my swim.* As we went, I looked down
on the water, and couldn't help saying:
"How clear the water is this morning!"
'Is it?" said he; "I didn't notice it. You know the floodtide
always thickens it a bit."
"H'm," said I, "I have seen it pretty muddy even at half
ebb."
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He said nothing in answer, but seemed rather astonished;
and as he now lay just stemming the tide, and I had my
clothes off, I jumped in without more ado. Of course when
I had my head above water again I turned towards the tide,
and my eyes naturally sought for the bridge, and so utterly
astonished -was I by what I saw, that I forgot to strike out,
and went spluttering under water again, and when Lcame
up made straight for the boat; for I felt that I must ask some
questions of my waterman, so bewildering had been the
half sight I had seen from the face of the river with the
water hardly out of my eyes; though by this time I was quit
of the slumbrous and dizzy feeling, and was wide-awake and
clear-headed.
As I got in up the steps which he had lowered, and he
held out his hand to help me, we went drifting speedily up
towards Chiswick; but now he caught up the sculls and
brought her head round again, and said:
"A short swim, neighbour; but perhaps you find the water
cold this morning, after your journey. Shall I put you ashore
at once, or would you like to go down to Putney before
breakfast?"
He spoke in a way so unlike what I should have expected
from a Hammersmith waterman, that I stared at him, as I
answered, "Please to hold her a little; I want to look about
me a bit."
"All right," he said; "it's no less pretty in its way here
than it is off Bam Elms;* it's jolly everywhere this time in
the morning. I'm glad you got up early; it's barely five
o'clock yet."
If I was astonished with my sight of the river banks, I
was no less astonished at my waterman, now that I had
time to look at him and see him with my head and eyes
clear.
He was a handsome young fellow, with a peculiarly
pleasant and friendly look about his eyes,-an expression
which was quite new to me then, though I soon became
familiar with it. For the rest, he was dark-haired and berry
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brown of skin, well-knit and strong, and obviously used to
exercising his muscles, but with nothing rough or coarse
about him, and clean as might be. His dress was not like
any modem work-a-day clothes I had seen, but would have
served very well as a costume for a picture of fourteenth
century life: it was of dark blue cloth, simple enough, but
of fine web, and without a stain on it. He had a brown
leather belt round his waist, and I noticed that its clasp was
of damascened steel beautifully wrought. In short, he seemed
to be like some specially manly and refined young gentleman,
playing waterman for a spree, and I concluded that this was
the case.
I felt that I must make some conversation; so I pointed
to the Surrey bank,* where I noticed some light plank stages
running down the foreshore, with windlasses at the land
ward end of them, and said, "What are they doing with
those things here? If we were on the Tay,* I should have
said that they were for drawing the salmon-nets; but
here—"
"Well," said he smiling, "of course that is what they are
for. Where there are salmon, there are likely to be salmonnets, Tay or Thames; but of course they are not always in
use; we don't want salmon every day of the season."
I was going to say, "But is this the Thames?" but held
my peace in my wonder, and turned my bewildered eyes
eastward to look at the bridge again, and thence to the
shores of the London river; and surely there was enough to
astonish me. For though there was a bridge across the
stream and houses on its banks, how all was changed from
last night! The soap-works with their smoke-vomiting
chimneys were gone; the engineer's works gone; the leadworks gone; and no sound of riveting and hammering came
down the west wind from Thorneycroft's.* Then the bridge!
I had perhaps dreamed of such a bridge, but never seen such
an one out of an illuminated manuscript;* for not even the
Ponte Vecchio at Florence came anywhere near it. It was of
stone arches, splendidly solid, and as graceful as they were
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strong; high enough also to let ordinary river traffic through
easily. Over the parapet showed quaint and fanciful little
buildings, which I supposed to be booths or shops, beset
with painted and gilded vanes and spirelets. The stone was
a little weathered, but showed no marks of the grimy sootiness
which I was used to on every London building more than a
year old. In short, to me a wonder of a bridge.*
The sculler noted my eager astonished look, and said, as
if in answer to my thoughts:
"Yes, it is a pretty bridge, isn't it? Even the up-stream
bridges, which are so much smaller, are scarcely daintier,
and the down-stream ones are scarcely more dignified and
stately."
I found myself saying, almost against my will, "How old
is it?"
"O, not very old," he said; "it was built, or at least opened,
in 2003. There used to be a rather plain timber bridge before
then."
The date shut my mouth as if a key had'been turned in
a padlock fixed to my lips; for I saw that something inex
plicable had happened, and that if I said much, I should
be mixed up in a game of cross questions and crooked
answers. So I tried to look unconcerned, and to glance in
a matter-of-course way at the banks of the river, though
this is what I saw up to the bridge and a little beyond; say
as far as the site of the soap-works. Both shores had a line
of very pretty houses, low and not large, standing back a
little way from the river; they were mostly built of red brick
and roofed with tiles, and looked, above all, comfortable,
and as if they were, so to say, alive and sympathetic with
the life of the dwellers in them. There was a continuous
garden in front of them, going down to the water's edge, in
which the flowers were now blooming luxuriantly, and send
ing delicious waves of summer scent over the eddying stream.
Behind the houses, I could see great trees rising, mostly
planes, and looking down the water there were the reaches
towards Putney almost as if they were a lake with a forest
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shore, so thick were the big trees; and I said aloud, but as
if to myself:
'Well, I'm glad that they have not built over Barn Elms."
I blushed for my fatuity as the words slipped out of my
mouth, and my companion looked at me with a half smile
which I thought I understood; so to hide my confusion I
said, "Please take me ashore now: I want to get my break
fast."
He nodded, and brought her head round with a sharp
stroke, and in a trice we were at the landing-stage again.
He jumped out and I followed him; and of course I was not
surprised to see him wait, as if for the inevitable after-piece
that follows the doing of a service to a fellow-citizen. So
I put my hand into my waistcoat-pocket, and said, "How
much?" though still with the uncomfortable feeling that per
haps I was offering money to a gentleman.
He looked puzzled, and said, "How much? I don't quite
understand what you are asking about. Do you mean the
tide? If so, it is close on the turn now."
I blushed, and said, stammering, "Please don't tak’e it
amiss if I ask you; I mean no offence: but what ought I to
pay you? You see I am a stranger, and don't know your
customs-or your coins."
And therewith I took a handful of money out of my
pocket, as one does in a foreign country. And by the way,
I saw that the silver had oxydised, and was like a blackleaded stove in colour.
He still seemed puzzled, but not at all offended; and he
looked at the coins with some curiosity. I thought, Well
after all, he is a waterman, and is considering what he may
venture to take. He seems such a nice fellow that I'm sure
I don't grudge him a little over-payment. I wonder, by the
way, whether I couldn't hire him as a guide for a day or
two, since he is so intelligent.
Therewith my new friend said thoughtfully:
'I think I know what you mean. You think that I have
done you a service; so you feel yourself bound to give me
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something which I am not to give to a neighbour, unless he
has done something special for me. I have heard of this
kind of thing: but pardon me for saying, that it seems to us
a troublesome and roundabout custom; and we don't know
how to manage it. And you see this ferrying and giving
people casts about the water is my business, which I would
do for anybody; so to take gifts in connection with it would
look very queer. Besides, if one person gave me something,
then another might, and another, and so on; and I hope
you won't think me rude if I say that I shouldn't know
where to stow away so many mementos of friendship."
And he laughed loud and merrily, as if the idea of being
paid for his work was a very funny joke. I confess I began
to be afraid that the man was mad, though he looked sane
enough; and I was rather glad to think that I was a good
swimmer, since we were so close to a deep swift stream.
However, he went on by no means like a madman:
"As to your coins, they are curious, but not very old;
they seem to be all of the reign of Victoria; you might give
them to some scantily-furnished museum. Qurs has enough
of such coins, besides a fair number of earlier ones, many of
which are beautiful, whereas these nineteenth century ones
are so beastly ugly, ain't they? We have a piece of Edward
III, with the king in a ship, and little leopards and fleursde-lys all along the gunwale, so delicately worked. You see,"
he said, with something of a smirk, "I am fond of working
in gold and fine metals; this buckle here is an early piece of
mine."
No doubt I looked a little shy of him under the influence
of that doubt as to his sanity. So he broke off short, and
said in a kind voice:
"But I see that I am boring you, and I ask your pardon. '
For, not to mince matters, I can tell that you are a stranger,
and must come from a place very unlike England. But also
it is clear that it won't do to overdose you with information
about this place, and that you had best suck it in little by
little. Further, I should take it as very kind in you if you
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would allow me to be the showman of our new world to
you, since you have stumbled on me first. Though indeed
it will be a mere kindness on your part, for almost anybody
would make as good a guide, and many much better."
There certainly seemed no flavour in him of Colney
Hatch,* and besides I thought I could easily shake him off
if it turned out that he really was mad; so I said:
"It is a very kind offer, but it is difficult for me to accept
it, unless—" I was going to say, Unless you will let me
pay you properly; but fearing to stir up Colney Hatch
again, I changed the sentence into, "I fear I shall be taking
you away from your work-or your amusement."
"O," he said, "don't trouble about that, because it will
give me an opportunity of doing a good turn to a friend of
mine, who wants to take my work here. He is a weaver
from Yorkshire, who has rather overdone himself between
his weaving and his mathematics» both indoor work, you
see; and being a great friend of mine, he naturally came to
me to get him some outdoor work. If you think you can
put up with me, pray take me as your guide."
He added presently: "It is true that I have promised to
go up-stream to some special friends of mine, for the hay
harvest; but they won't be ready for us for more than a
week: and besides, you might go with me, you know, and
see some very nice people, besides making notes of our ways
in Oxfordshire. You could hardly do better if you want to
see the country."
I felt myself obliged to thank him, whatever might come
of it; and he added eagerly:
"Well, then, that's settled. I will give my friend a call;
he is living in the Guest House like you» and if he isn't up
yet, he ought to be this fine summer morning."
Therewith he took a little silver bugle-horn from his
girdle and blew two or three sharp but agreeable notes on
it; and presently from the house which stood on the site of
my old dwelling (of which more hereafter) another young
man came sauntering towards us. He was not so well
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looking or so strongly made as my sculler friend, being
sandy-haired, rather pale, and not stout-built; but his face
was not wanting in that happy and friendly expression
which I had noticed in his friend. As he came up smiling
towards us, I saw with pleasure that I must give up the
Colney Hatch theory as to the waterman, for no two mad
men ever behaved as they did before a sane man. His
dress also was of the same cut as the first man's, though
somewhat gayer, the surcoat being light green with a golden
spray embroidered on the breast, and his belt being of fili
gree silver-work.
He gave me good-day very civilly, and greeting his friend
joyously, said:
"Well, Dick, what is it this morning? Am I to have my
work, or rather your work? I dreamed last night that we
were off up the river fishing."
"All right. Bob," said my sculler; "you will drop into my
place, and if you find it too much, there is George Brightling on the look-out for a stroke of work, and he lives close
handy to you. But see, here is a stranger who is willing to
amuse me to-day by taking me as his guide about our
countryside, and you may imagine I don't want to lose the
opportunity; so you had better take to the boat at once.
But in any case I shouldn’t have kept you out of it for long,
since I am due in the hayfields in a few days."
The newcomer rubbed his hands with glee, but turning
to me, said in a friendly voice:
"Neighbour, both you and friend Dick are lucky, and will
have a good time to-day, as indeed I shall too. But you
had better both come in with me at once and get something
to eat, lest you should forget your dinner in your amusement.
I suppose you came into the Guest House after I had gone
to bed last night?"
I nodded, not caring to enter into a long explanation
which would have led to nothing, and which in truth by
this time I should have begun to doubt myself. And we all
three turned toward the door of the Guest House.
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Chapter III
THE GUEST HOUSE
AND BREAKFAST THEREIN

I lingered a little behind the others to have a stare at this
house, which, as I have told you, stood on the site of my
old dwelling.
It was a longish building with its gable ends turned away
from the road, and long traceried windows coming rather
low down set in the wall that faced us. It was very hand
somely built of red brick with a lead roof; and high up
above the windows there ran a frieze of figure subjects in
baked clay, very well executed, and designed with a force
and directness which I had never noticed in modern work
before. The subjects I recognised at once, and indeed was
very particularly familiar with them.
However, all this I took in in a minute; for we were
presently within doors, and standing in a hall with a floor
of marble mosaic and an open timber roof. There were no
windows on the side opposite to the river, but arches below
leading into chambers, one of which showed a glimpse of a
garden beyond, and above them a long space of wall gaily
painted (in fresco, I thought) with similar subjects to those
of the frieze outside; everything about the place was hand
some and generously solid as to material; and though it was
not very large (somewhat smaller than Crosby Hall* per
haps), one felt in it that exhilarating sense of space and
freedom which satisfactory architecture always gives to an
unanxious man who is in the habit of using his eyes.
In this pleasant place, which of course I knew to be the
hall of the Guest House, three young women were flitting
to and fro. As they were the first of the sex I had seen on
this eventful morning, I naturally looked at them very at
tentively, and found them at least as good as the gardens, the
architecture, and the male men. As to their dress, which of
course I took note of, I should say that they were decently
veiled with drapery, and not. bundled up with millinery;
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that they were clothed like women, not upholstered like
arm-chairs, as most women of our time are. In short, their
dress was somewhat between that of the ancient classical
costume and the simpler forms of the fourteenth-century
garments, though it was clearly not an imitation of either:
the materials were light and gay to suit the season. As to
the women themselves, it was pleasant indeed to see them,
they were so kind and happy-looking in expression of face,
so shapely and well-knit of body, and thoroughly healthylooking and strong. All were at least comely, and one of
them very handsome and regular of feature. They came up
to us at once merrily and without the least affectation of
shyness, and all three shook hands with me as if I were a
friend newly come back from a long journey: though I could
not help noticing that they looked askance at my garments;
for I had on my clothes of last night, and at the best was
never a dressy person.
A word or two from Robert the weaver, and they bustled
about on our behoof, and presently came and took us by the
hands and led us to a table in the pleasantest corner of the
hall, where our breakfast was spread for us; and, as we sat
down, one of them hurried out by the chambers aforesaid,
and came back again in a little while with a great bunch of
roses, very different in size and quality to what Hammer
smith had been wont to grow, but very like the produce of
an old country garden. She hurried back thence into the
buttery, and came back once more with a delicately made
glass, into which she put the flowers and set them down in
the midst of our table. One of the others, who had run off
also, then came back with a big cabbage-leaf filled with
strawberries, some of them barely ripe, and said as she set
them on the table, 'There, now; I thought of that before
I got up this morning; but looking at the stranger here
getting into your boat, Dick, put it out of my head; so that
I was not before all the blackbirds: however, there are a few
about as good as you will get them anywhere in Hammer
smith this morning."
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Robert patted her on the head in a friendly manner; and
we fell to on our breakfast, which was simple enough, but
most delicately cooked, and set on the table with much
daintiness. The bread was particularly good, and was of
several different kinds, from the big, rather close, dark
coloured, sweet-tasting farmhouse loaf, which was most to
my liking, to the thin pipe-stems of wheaten crust, such as
I have eaten in Turin.
As I was putting the first mouthfuls into my mouth, my
eye caught a carved and gilded inscription on the panelling,
behind what we should have called the High Table* in an
Oxford college hall, and a familiar name in it forced me to
read it through. Thus it ran:
"Guests and neighbours, on the site of this Guest-hall
once stood the lecture-room of the Hammersmith So
cialists*
Drink a glass to the memory! May 1962."
It is difficult to tell you how I felt as I read these words,
and I suppose my face showed how much I was moved, for
both my friends looked curiously at me, and there was
silence between us for a little while.
Presently the weaver, who was scarcely so well mannered
a man as the ferryman, said to me rather awkwardly:
"Guest, we don't know what to call you: is there any
indiscretion in asking you your name?"
"Well," said I, "I have some doubts about it myself; so
suppose you call me Guest, which is a family name, you
know, and add William to it if you please."
Dick nodded kindly to me; but a shade of anxiousness
passed over the weaver's face, and he said:
"I hope you don't mind my asking, but would you tell me
where you come from? I am curious about such things for
good reasons, literary reasons."
Dick was clearly kicking him underneath the table; but
he was not much abashed, and awaited my answer some
what eagerly. As for me, I was just going to blurt out
190

"Hammersmith," when I bethought me what an entangle
ment of cross purposes that would lead us into; so I took
time to invent a lie with circumstance, guarded by a little
truth, and said:
x
"You see, I have been such a long time away from
Europe that things seem strange to me now; but I was born
and bred on the edge of Epping Forest; Walthamstow and
Woodford,* to wit."
"A pretty place too," broke in Dick; "a very jolly place,
now that the trees have had time to grow again since the
great clearing of houses in 1955."
Quoth the irrepressible weaver: "Dear neighbour, since
you knew the Forest some time ago, could you tell me what
truth there is in the rumour that in the nineteenth century the
trees were all pollards?"
This was catching me on my archaeological natural-history
side, and I fell into the trap without any thought of where
and when I was; so I began on it, while one of the girls, the
handsome one, who had been scattering little twigs of laven
der and other sweet-smelling herbs about the floor, came
near to listen, and stood behind me with her hand on my
shoulder, in which she held some of the plant that I used
to call balm; its strong sweet smell brought back to my
mind my very early days in the kitchen-garden at Woodford,
and the large blue plums which grew on the wall beyond the
sweet-herb patch,-a connection of memories which all boys
will see at once.
I started off: "When I was a boy, and for long after, ex
cept for a piece about Queen Elizabeth's Lodge, and for
the part about High Beech, the Forest was almost wholly
made up of pollard hornbeams mixed with holly thickets.
But when the Corporation of London* took it over about
twenty-five years ago, the topping and lopping, which was
a part of the old commoners' rights, came to an end, and
the trees were let to grow. But I have not seen the place
now for many years, except once, when we Leaguers* went
a-pleasuring to High Beech. I was very much shocked then
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to see how it was built-over and altered; and the other day
we heard that the philistines were going to landscape-garden
it. But what you were saying about the building being
stopped and the trees growing is only too good news;only you know—"
At that point I suddenly remembered Dick's date, and
stopped short rather confused. The eager weaver didn't
notice my confusion, but said hastily, as if he were almost
aware of his breach of good manners, "But, I say, how old
are you?"
Dick and the pretty girl both burst out laughing, as if
Robert's conduct were excusable on the grounds of eccen
tricity; and Dick said amidst his laughter:
"Hold hard,* Bob; this questioning of guests won't do.
Why, much learning is spoiling you. You remind me of the
radical cobblers in the silly old novels, who, according to
the authors, were prepared to trample down all good
manners in the pursuit of utilitarian knowledge.* The fact
is, I begin to think that you have so muddled your head
with mathematics, and with grubbing into those idiotic old
books about political economy (he he!), that you scarcely
know how to behave. Really, it is about time for you to
take to some open-air work, so that you may clear away the
cobwebs from your brain."
The weaver only laughed good-humouredly; and the girl
went up to him and patted his cheek and said laughingly
"Poor fellow! he was born so."
As for me, I was a little puzzled, but I laughed also, partly
for company's sake, and partly with pleasure at their unanxious happiness and good temper; and before Robert could
make the excuse to me which he was getting ready, I said:
"But, neighbours" (I had caught up that word), "I don't
in the least mind answering questions, when I cam do so:
ask me as many as you please; it's fun for me. I will tell you
all about Epping Forest when f was a boy, if you please; and
as to my age, I'm not a fine lady, you know, so why shouldn't
I tell you? I'm hard on fifty-six."
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In spite of the recent lecture on good manners, the weaver
could not help giving a long "whew" of astonishment, and
the others were so amused by his naivete that the merriment
flitted all over their faces, though for courtesy's sake they
forbore actual laughter; while I looked from one to the
other in a puzzled manner, and at last said:
"Tell me, please, what is amiss: you know I want to learn
from you. And please laugh; only tell me."
Well, they did laugh, and I joined them again, for the .
above-stated reasons. But at last the pretty woman said
coaxingly:
"Well, well, he is rude, poor fellow! but you see I may as
well tell you what he is thinking about: he means that you
look rather old for your age. But surely there need be no
wonder in that, since you have been travelling; and clearly
from all you have been saying, in unsocial countries.* It
has often been said, and no doubt truly, that one ages very
quickly if one lives amongst unhappy people. Also they say
that southern England is a good place for keeping good
looks." She blushed and said: "How old am I, do you think?"
"Well," quoth I, "I have always been told that a woman
is as old as she looks, so without offence or flattery, I should
say that you were twenty."
She laughed merrily, and said, "I am well served out for
fishing for compliments, since I have to tell you the truth, to
wit, that I am forty-two."
I stared at her, and drew musical laughter from her
again; but I might well stare, for there was not a careful
line on her face,* her skin was as smooth as ivory, her cheeks
full and round, her lips as red as the roses she had brought
in; her beautiful arms, which she had bared for her work,
firm and well-knit from shoulder to wrist. She blushed a
little under my gaze, though it was clear that she had taken
me for a man of eighty; so to pass it off I said:
"Well, you see, the old saw is proved right again, and
I ought not to have let you tempt me into asking you a rude
question."
13—2618
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She laughed again, and said: "Well, lads, old and young,
I must get to my work now. We shall be rather busy here
presently; and I want to clear it off soon, for I began to read
a pretty old book yesterday, and I want to get on with it this
morning: so good-bye for the present."
She waved a hand to us, and stepped lightly down the
hall, taking (as Scott* says) at least part of the sun from our
table as she went.
When she was gone, Dick said, "Now, guest, won't you
ask a question or two of our friend here? It is only fair that
you should have your turn."
"I shall be very glad to answer them," said the weaver.
"If I ask you any questions, sir," said I, "they will not
be very severe; but since I hear that you are a weaver, I
should like to ask you something about that craft, as I am
or was-interested in it."
"O," said he, "I shall not be of much use to you there,
I'm afraid. I only do the most mechanical kind of weaving,
and am in fact but a poor craftsman, unlike Dick here.
Then besides the weaving, I do a little with machine
printing and composing, though I am little use at the finer
kinds of printing; and moreover machine printing is begin
ning to die out, along with the waning of the plague of book
making, so I have had to turn to other things that I have a
taste for, and have taken to mathematics; and also I am
writing a sort of antiquarian book about the peaceable and
private history, so to say, of the end of the nineteenth
eentury,-more for the sake of giving a picture of the
country before the fighting began than for anything else.
That was why I asked you those questions about Epping
Forest. You have rather puzzled me, I confess, though your
information was so interesting, But later on, I hope, we
may have some more talk together, when our friend Dick
isn't here. I know he thinks me rather a grinder, and
despises me for not being very deft with my hands: that's the
way nowadays. From what I have read of the nineteenth
century literature (and I have read a good deal), it is clear
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to me that this is a kind of revenge for the stupidity of that
day, which despised everybody who could use his hands.
But, Dick, old fellow. Ne quid nimisl* Don't overdo it!"
"Come now," said Dick, "am I likely to? Am I not the
most tolerant man in the world? Am I not quite contented so
long as you don't make me learn mathematics, or go into
your new science of cesthetics, and let me do a little practical
assthetics with my gold and steel, and the blowpipe and the
nice little hammer? But, hillo!* here comes another questioner
for you, my poor guest. I say, Bob, you must help me to
defend him now."
"Here, Boffin,"* he cried out, after a pause; "here we
are, if you must have it!"
I looked over my shoulder, and saw something flash and
gleam in the sunlight that lay across the hall; so I turned
round, and at my ease saw a splendid figure slowly
sauntering over the pavement; a man whose surcoat. was em
broidered most copiously as well as elegantly, so that the
sun flashed back from him as if he had been clad in golden
armour. The man himself was tall, dark-haired, and exceed
ingly handsome, and though his face was no less kindly in
expression than that of the others, he moved with that some
what haughty mien which great beauty is apt to give to both
men and women. He came and sat down at our table with a
smiling face, stretching out his long legs and hanging his
arm over the chair in the slowly graceful way which tall and
well-built people may use without affectation. He was a man
in the prime of life, but looked as happy as a child who has
just got a new toy. He bowed gracefully to me and said:
"I see clearly that you are the guest, of whom Annie has
just told me, who have come from some distant country
that does not know of us, or our ways of life. So-1 daresay
you would not mind answering me a few questions; for you
see—"
Here Dick broke in: "No, please. Boffin! let it alone for
the present. Of course you want the guest to be happy and
comfortable; and how can that be if he has to trouble him13*
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self with answering all sorts of questions while he is still
confused with the new customs and people about him? No,
no: I am going to take him where he can ask questions him
self, and have them answered; that is, to my great-grand
father in Bloomsbury: and I am sure you can't have anything
to say against that. So instead of bothering, you had much
better go out to James Allen's and get a carriage for me, as
I shall drive him up myself; and please tell Jim to let me
have the old grey, for I can drive a wherry much better than
a carriage. Jump up, old fellow, and don't be disappointed;
our guest will keep himself for you and your stories."
I stared at Dick; for I wondered at his speaking to such
a dignified-looking personage so familiarly, not to say curtly;
for I thought that this Mr. Boffin, in spite of his well-known
name out of Dickens, must be at the least a senator of these
strange people. However, he got up and said, "All right,
old oar-wearer, whatever you like; this is not one of my
busy days; and though" (with a condescending bow to me)
"my pleasure of a talk with this learned guest is put off, I
admit that he ought to see your worthy kinsman as soon
as possible. Besides, perhaps he will be the better able to
answer my questions after his own have been answered."
And therewith he turned and swung himself out of the
hall.
When he was well gone, I said: "Is it wrong to ask what
Mr. Boffin is? whose name, by the way, reminds me of many
pleasant hours passed in reading Dickens."
Dick laughed. "Yes, yes," said he, "as it does us, I see
you take the allusion. Of course his real name is not Boffin,
but Henry Johnson; we only call him Boffin as a joke, partly
because he is a dustman, and partly because he will dress
so showily, and get as much gold on him as a baron of the
Middle Ages. As why should he not if he likes? only we are
his special friends, you know, so of course we jest with him."
I held my tongue for some time after that; but Dick went
on:
"He is a capital fellow, and you can't help liking him;
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but he has a weakness: he will spend his time in writing
reactionary novels, and is very proud of getting the local
colour right, as he calls it; and as he thinks you come from
some forgotten corner of the earth, where people are un
happy, and consequently interesting to a story-teller, he
thinks he might get some information out of you. O, he will
be quite straightforward with you, for that matter. Only for
your own comfort beware of him!"
"Well, Dick," said the weaver, doggedly, "I think his nov
els are very good."
"Of course you do," said Dick; "birds of a feather flock
together; mathematics and antiquarian novels stand on much
the same footing. But here he comes again."
And in effect the Golden Dustman hailed us from the hall
door; so we all got up and went into the porch, before which,
with a strong grey horse in the shafts, stood a carriage ready
for us which I could not help noticing. It was light and
handy, but had none of that sickening vulgarity which I
had known as inseparable from the carriages of our time,
especially the "elegant" ones, but was as graceful and pleas
ant in line as a Wessex waggon. We got in, Dick and I. The
girls, who had come into the porch to see us off, waved
their hands to us; the weaver nodded kindly; the dustman
bowed as gracefully as a troubadour; Dick shook the reins,
and we were off.
Chapter IV
A MARKET BY THE WAY

We turned away from the river at once, and were soon
in the main road that runs through Hammersmith. But I
should have had no guess as to where I was, if I had not
started from the waterside; for King Street was gone, and
the highway ran through wide sunny meadows and garden
like tillage. The Creek, which we crossed at once, had been
rescued from its culvert, and as we went over its pretty
bridge we saw its waters, yet swollen by the tide, covered
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with gay boats of different sizes. There were houses about,
some on the road, some amongst the fields with pleasant
lanes leading down to them, and each surrounded by a teem
ing garden. They were all pretty in design, and as solid
as might be, but countrified in appearance, like yeomen's
dwellings; some of them of red brick like those by the
river, but more of timber and plaster, which were by the
necessity of their construction so like mediaeval houses of
the same materials that I fairly felt as if I were alive in the
fourteenth century; a sensation helped out by the costume
of the people that we met or passed, in whose dress there
was nothing "modern." Almost everybody was gaily dressed,
but especially the women, who were so well-looking, or
even so handsome, that I could scarcely refrain my tongue
from calling my companion's attention to the fact. Some
faces I saw that were thoughtful, and in these I noticed
great nobility of expression, but none that had a glimmer
of unhappiness, and the greater part (we came upon a good
many people) were frankly and openly joyous.
I thought I knew the Broadway by the lie of the roads
that still met there. On the north side of the road was a range
of buildings and courts, low, but very handsomely built and
ornamented, and in that way forming a great contrast to the
unpretentiousness of the houses round about; while above
this lower building rose the steep lead-covered roof and the
buttresses and higher part of the wall of a great hall, of a
splendid and exuberant style of architecture, of which one
can say little more than that it seemed to me to embrace the
best qualities of the Gothic of northern Europe with those
of the Saracenic and Byzantine, though there was no copying
of any one of these styles. On the other, the south side, of the
road was an octagonal building with a high roof, not unlike
the Baptistry at Florence in outline, except that it was sur
rounded by a lean-to that clearly made an arcade or cloisters
to it: it also was most delicately ornamented.
This whole mass of architecture which we had come upon
so suddenly from amidst the pleasant fields was not only
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exquisitely beautiful in itself but it bore upon it the expres
sion of such generosity and abundance of life that I was
exhilarated to a pitch that I had never yet reached. I fairly
chuckled for pleasure. My friend seemed to understand it,
and sat looking on me with a pleased and affectionate in
terest. We had pulled up amongst a crowd of carts, wherein
sat handsome healthy-looking people, men, women, and
children very gaily dressed, and which were clearly market
carts, as they were full of very tempting-looking country pro
duce.
I said, "I need not ask if this is a market, for I see clearly
that it is; but what market is it that it is so splendid? And
what is the glorious hall there, and what is the building on
the south side?"
"O," said he, "it is just our Hammersmith market; and I
am glad you like it so much, for we are really proud of it.
Of course the hall inside is our winter Mote-House,* for in
summer we mostly meet in the fields down by the river op
posite Barn Elms. The building on our right hand is our
theatre: I hope you like it."
"I should be a fool if I didn't," said I.
He blushed a little as he said: "I am glad of that, too, be
cause I had a hand in it; I made the great doors, which are
of damascened bronze. We will look at them later in the day,
perhaps: but we ought to be getting on now. As to the mar
ket, this is not one of our busy days; so we shall do better
with it another time, because you will see more people."
I thanked him, and said: "Are these the regular country
people? What very pretty girls there are amongst them."
As I spoke, my eye caught the face of a beautiful woman,
tall, dark-haired, and white-skinned, dressed in a pretty
light-green dress in honour of the season and the hot day,
who smiled kindly on me, and more kindly still, I thought,
on Dick; so I stopped a minute, but presently went on:
'I ask because I do not see any of the country-looking
people I should have expected to see at a market-I mean
selling things there."
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"I don't understand," said he, t"what kind of people you
would expect to see; nor quite what you mean by 'country'
people. These are the neighbours, and that like they run
in the Thames valley.* There are parts of these islands which
are rougher and rainier than we are here, and there people
are rougher in their dress; and they themselves are tougher
and more hard-bitten them we are to look at. But some
people like their looks better than ours; they say they have
more character in them-that's the word. Well, it's a matter
of taste.-Anyhow, the cross between us and them generally
turns out well," added he, thoughtfully.
I heard him, though my eyes were turned away from him,
for that pretty girl was just disappearing through the gate
with her big basket of early peas, and I felt that disappointed
kind of feeling which overtakes one when one has seen an
interesting or lovely face in the streets which one is never
likely to see again; and I was silent a little. At last I said:
'What I mean is, that I haven't seen any poor people about
-not one."
He knit his brows, looked puzzled, and said: "No, natur
ally; if anybody is poorly, he is likely to be within doors, or
at best crawling about the garden: but I don't know of any
one sick at present. Why should you expect to see poorly
people on the road?"
"No, no," I said; "I don't mean sick people. I mean poor
people, you know; rough people."
"No," said he, smiling merrily, "I really do not know. The
fact is, you must come along quick to my great-grandfather,
who will understand you better than I do. Come on, Grey
locks!" Therewith he shook the reins, and we jogged along
merrily eastward.

Chapter V
CHILDREN ON THE ROAD
Past the Broadway there were fewer houses on either side.
We presently crossed a pretty little brook that ran across a
piece of land dotted over with trees, and awhile after came
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to another market and town-hall, as we should call it.
Although there was nothing familiar to me in its surround
ings, I knew pretty well where we were, and was not sur
prised when my guide said briefly, "Kensington Market."
Just after this we came into a short street of houses; or
rather, one long house on either side of the way, built of
timber and plaster, and with a pretty arcade over the foot
way before it.
Quoth Dick: "This is Kensington* proper. People are apt
to gather here rather thick, for they like the romance of the
wood; and naturalists haunt it, too; for it is a wild spot
even here, what there is of it; for it does not go far to the
south: it goes from here northward and west right over Pad
dington and a little way down Notting Hill: thence it runs
north-east to Primrose Hill, and so on; rather a narrow strip
of it gets through Kingsland to Stoke-Newington and Clap
ton, where it spreads out along the heights above the Lea
marshes; on the other side of which, as you know, is Epping
Forest holding out a hand to it. This part we are just coming
to is called Kensington Gardens; though why 'gardens' I
don't know."
I rather longed to say, "Well, I know"; but there were so
many things about me which I did not know, in spite of his
assumptions, that I thought it better to hold my tongue.
The road plunged at once into a beautiful wood spreading
out on either side, but obviously much further on the north
side, where even the oaks and sweet chestnuts were of a good
growth; while the quicker-growing trees (amongst which I
thought the planes and sycamores too numerous) were very
big and fine-grown.
It was exceedingly pleasant in the dappled shadow, for
the day was growing as hot as need be, and the coolness
and shade soothed my excited mind into a condition of
dreamy pleasure, so that I felt as if I should like to go on for
ever through that balmy freshness. My companion seemed
to share in my feelings, and let the horse go slower and
slower as he sat inhaling the green forest scents, chief
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amongst which was the smell of the trodden bracken near
the way-side.
Romantic as this Kensington wood was, however, it was
not lonely. We came on many groups both coming and
going, or wandering in the edges of the wood. Amongst
these were many children from six or eight years old up to
sixteen or seventeen. They seemed to me to be especially
fine specimens of their race, and were clearly enjoying them
selves to the utmost; some of them were hanging about little
tents pitched on the greensward, and by some of these fires
were burning, with pots hanging over them gipsy fashion.
Dick explained to me that there were scattered houses in
the forest, and indeed we caught a glimpse of one or two.
He said they were mostly quite small, such as used to be
called cottages when there were slaves in the land, but they
were pleasant enough and fitting for the wood.
"They must be pretty well stocked with children," said I,
pointing to the many youngsters about the way.
"O," said he, "these children do not all come from the
near houses, the woodland houses, but from the countryside
generally. They often make up parties, and come to play in
the woods for weeks together in summer-time, living in
tents, as you see. We rather encourage them to it; they
learn to do things for themselves, and get to notice the wild
creatures; and, you see, the less they stew inside houses the
better for them. Indeed, I must tell you that many grown
people will go to live in the forests through the summer;
though they for the most part go to the bigger ones, like
Windsor,* or the Forest of Dean,* or the northern wastes.
Apart from the other pleasures of it, it gives them a little
rough work, which I am sorry to say is getting somewhat
scarce for these last fifty years."
He broke off, and then said, "I tell you all this, because I
see that if I talk I must be answering questions, which you
are thinking, even if you are not speaking them out; but my
kinsman will tell you more about it."
I saw that I was likely to get out of my depth again, and
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so merely for the sake of tiding over an awkwardness and to
say something, I said:
"Well, the youngsters here will be all the fresher for
school when the summer gets over and they have to go back
again."
"School?" he said; "yes, what do you mean by that word?
I don't see how it can have anything to do with children.
We talk, indeed, of a school of herring, and a school of
painting, and in the former sense we might talk of a school
of children-but otherwise," said he, laughing, "I must own
myself beaten."
Hang it! thought I, I can't open my mouth without dig
ging up some new complexity. I wouldn't try to set my
friend right in his etymology; and I thought I had best say
nothing about the boy-farms which I had been used to call .
schools, as I saw pretty clearly that they had disappeared;
and so I said after a little fumbling, "I was using the word in
the sense of a system of education."
"Education?" said he, meditatively, "I know enough Latin
to know that the word must come from educere, to lead
out; and I have heard it used; but I have never met any
body who could give me a clear explanation of what it
means."
You may imagine how my new friends fell in my esteem
when I heard this frank avowal; and I said, rather contemptu
ously, "Well, education means a system of teaching young
people."
"Why not old people also?" said he with a twinkle in his
eye. "But," he went on, "I can assure you our children learn,
whether they go through a 'system of teaching' or not. Why,
you will not find one of these children about here, boy or
girl, who cannot swim, and every one of them has been used
to tumbling about the little forest ponies-there's one of them
now! They all of them know how to cook; the bigger lads
can mow; many can thatch and do odd jobs at carpentering;
or they know how to keep shop. I can tell you they know
plenty of things."
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"Yes, but their mental education, the teaching of their
minds," said I, kindly translating my phrase.
"Guest," said he, "perhaps you have not learned to do
these things I have been speaking about; and if that's the
case, don’t you run away with the idea that it doesn't take
some skill to do them, and doesn't give plenty of work for
one's mind: you would change your opinion if you saw a
Dorsetshire lad thatching, for instance. But, however, I un
derstand you to be speaking of book-learning; and as to
that, it is a simple affair. Most children, seeing books lying
about, manage to read by the time they are four years old;
though I am told it has not always been so. As to writing,
we do not encourage them to scrawl too early (though scrawl
a little they will), because it gets them into a habit of ugly
. writing; and what's the use of a lot of ugly writing being
done, when rough printing can be done so easily. You un
derstand that handsome writing we like, and many people
will write their books out when they make them, or get them
written; I mean books of which only a few copies are needed
-poems, and such like, you know. However, I am wandering
from my lambs;* but you must excuse me, for I am interested
in this matter of writing, being myself a fair writer."
"Well," said I, "about the children; when they know how
to read and write, don't they learn something else-languages,
for instance?"
'Of course," he said; 'sometimes even before they can read,
they can talk French, which is the nearest language talked
on the other side of the water; and they soon get to know
German also, which is talked by a huge number of communes
and colleges on the mainland. These are the principal lan
guages we speak in these islands, along with English or
Welsh, or Irish, which is another form of Welsh; and chil
dren pick them up very quickly, because their elders all
know them; and besides our guests from oversea often bring
’ their children with them, and the little ones get together,
and rub their speech into one another."
'And the older languages?" said I.
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"О yes," said he, "they mostly learn Latin and Greek along
with the modem ones, when they do anything more than
merely pick up the latter."
"And history?" said I; "how do you teach history?"
"Well," said he, "when a person can read, of course he
reads what he likes to; and he can easily get some one to tell
him what are the best books to read on such or such a sub
ject, or to explain what he doesn't understand in the books
when he is reading them."
"Well," said I, "what else do they learn? I suppose they
don't all learn history?"
"No, no," said he; "some don't care about it; in fact, I don't
think many do. I have heard my great-grandfather say that
it is mostly in periods of turmoil and strife and confusion
that people care much about history; and you know," said
my friend, with an amiable smile, "we are not like that
now. No; many people study facts about the make of things
and the matters of cause and effect, so that knowledge in
creases on us, if that be good; and some, as you heard about
friend Bob yonder, will spend time over mathematics. 'Tis
no use forcing people's tastes."
Said I: "But you don't mean that children learn all these
things?"
Said he: "That depends on what you mean by children;
and also you must remember how much they differ. As a rule,
they don't do much reading, except for a few storybooks,
till they are about fifteen years old; we don't encourage
early bookishness, though you will find some children who
will take to books very early; which perhaps is not good for
them; but it's no use thwarting them; and very often it
doesn't last long with them, and they find their level before
they are twenty years old. You see, children are mostly
given to imitating their elders, and when they see most peo
ple about them engaged in genuinely amusing work, like
house-building and street-paving, and gardening, and the
like, that is what they want to be doing; so I don't think
we need fear having too many book-learned men."
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What could I say? I sat and held my peace, for fear of
fresh entanglements. Besides, I was using my eyes with all
my might, wondering as the old horse jogged on, when I
should come into London proper, and what it would be like
now.
But my companion couldn't let his subject quite drop, and
went on meditatively:
"After all, I don't know that it does them much harm, even
if they do grow up book-students. Such people as that, 'tis
a great pleasure seeing them so happy over work which is
nob much sought for. And besides, these students are gener
ally such pleasant people; so kind and sweet-tempered; so
humble, and at the same time so anxious to teach everybody
all that they know. Really, I like those that I have met pro
digiously."
This seemed to me such very queer talk that I was on the
point of asking him another question; when just as we came
to the top of a rising ground, down a long glade of the wood
on my right I caught sight of a stately building whose out
line was familiar to me, and I cried out, "Westminster Ab
bey!"*
"Yes," said Dick, "Westminster Abbey-what there is left
of it."
"Why, what have you done with it?" quoth I in terror.
'What have we done with it?" said he; "nothing much,
save clean it. But you know the whole outside was spoiled
centuries ago: as to the inside, that remains in its beauty
after the great clearance, which took place over a hundred
years ago, of the beastly monuments to fools and knaves,*
which once blocked it up, as great-grandfather says."
We went on a little further, and I looked to the right again,;
and said, in rather a doubtful tone of voice, "Why, there are
the Houses of Parliament! Do you still use them?"
He burst out laughing, and was some time before he
could control himself; then he clapped me on the back and
said:
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'I take you,* neighbour; you may well wonder at our keep
ing them standing, and I know something about that, and
my old kinsman has given me books to read about the strange
game that they played there. Use them! Well, yes, they
are used for a sort of,subsidiary market, and a storage place
for manure, and they are handy for that, being on the water
side. I believe it was intended to pull them down quite at
the beginning of our days; but there was, I am told, a queer
antiquarian society, which had done some service in past
times, and which straightway set up its pipe against their
destruction, as it has done with many other buildings, which
most people looked upon as worthless, and public nui
sances; and it was so energetic, and had such good reasons
to give, that it generally gained its point; and I must say
that when all is said I am glad of it: because you know at
the worst these silly old buildings serve as a kind of foil
to the beautiful ones which we build now. You will see sev
eral others in these parts; the place my great-grandfather
lives in, for instance, and a big building called St. Paul's.*
And you see, in this matter we need not grudge a few poorish
buildings standing, because we can always build elsewhere;
nor need we be anxious as to the breeding of pleasant work
in such matters, for there is always room for more and more
work in a new building, even without making it pretentious.
For instance, elbow-room within doors is to me so delightful
that if I were driven to it I would almost sacrifice out-door
space to it. Then, of course, there is the ornament, which,
as we must all allow, may easily be overdone in mere living
houses, but can hardly be in mote-halls and markets, and
so forth. I must tell you, though, that my great-grandfather
sometimes tells me I am a little cracked on this subject of
fine building; and indeed I do think that the energies of
mankind are chiefly of use to them for such work; for in that
direction I can see no end to the work, while in many others
a limit does seem possible.’
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Chapter VI
A LITTLE SHOPPING

As he spoke, we came suddenly out of the woodland into
a short street of handsomely built houses, which my com
panion named to me at once as Piccadilly: the lower part
of these I should have called shops, if it had not been that,
as far as I could see, the people were ignorant of the arts
of buying and selling. Wares were displayed in their finely
designed fronts, as if to tempt people in, and people stood
and looked at them, or went in and came out with parcels
under their arms, just like the real thing. On each side of
the street ran an elegant arcade to protect foot-passengers,
as in some of the old Italian cities. About half-way down, a
huge building of the kind I was now prepared to expect told
me that this also was a centre of some kind, and had its spe
cial public buildings.
Said Dick: "Here, you see, is another market on a different
plan from most others: the upper stories of these houses are
used for guest-houses; for people from all about the country
are apt to drift up hither from time to time, as folk are
very thick upon the ground, which you will see evidence of
presently, and there are people who are fond of crowds,
though I can't say that I am."
I couldn't help smiling to see how long a tradition would
last. Here was the ghost of London still asserting itself as
a centre,-an intellectual centre, for aught I knew. However,
I said nothing, except that I asked him to drive very slowly,
as the things in the booths looked exceedingly pretty.
"Yes," said he, "this is a very good market for pretty things,
and is mostly kept for the handsomer goods, as the Houses'*
of-Parliament market, where they set out cabbages and tur
nips and such like things, along with beer and the rougher
kind of wine, is so near."
Then he looked at me curiously, and said, "Perhaps you
would like to do a little shopping, as 'tis called?"
I looked at what I could see of my rough blue duds, which
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I had plenty of opportunity of contrasting with the gay attire
of the citizens we had come across; and I thought that if, as
seemed likely, I should presently be shown about as a cu
riosity for the amusement of this most unbusinesslike people,
I should like to look a little less like a discharged ship's
purser. But in spite of all that had happened, my hand went
down into my pocket again, where to my dismay it met
nothing metallic except two rusty old keys, and I remembered
that amidst our talk in the guest hall at Hammersmith I
had taken the cash out of my pocket to show to the pretty
Annie, and had left it lying there. My face fell fifty per cent.,
and Dick, beholding me, said rather sharply:
"Hilloa, Guestl what's the matter now? Is it a wasp?"
"No," said I, "but I've left it behind."
"Well," said he, "whatever you have left behind, you can
get in this market again, so don't trouble yourself about it."
I had come to my senses by this time, and remembering
the astounding customs of this country, had no mind for
another lecture on social economy and the Edwardian coin
age; so I said only:
"My clothes- Couldn't I? You see- What do you think
could be done about them?"
He didn't seem in the least inclined to laugh, but said
quite gravely:
"O don't get new clothes yet. You see, my great-grandfather
is an antiquarian, and he will want to see you just as you are.
And, you know, I mustn't preach to you, but surely it wouldn't
be right for you to take away people's pleasure of studying
your attire, by just going and making yourself like everybody
else. You feel that, don't you?" said he, earnestly.
I did not feel it my duty to set myself up for a scarecrow
amidst this beauty-loving people, but I saw I had got across
some ineradicable prejudice, and that it wouldn't do to quar
rel with my new friend. So I merely said, 'O certainly, cer
tainly."
"Well," said he, pleasantly, "you may as well see what the
inside of these booths is like: think of something you want."
14—2618
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Said I: "Could I get some tobacco and a pipe?"
"Of course," said he; "what was I thinking of, not asking
you before? Well, Bob is always telling me that we nonsmokers are a selhsh lot, and I m afraid he is right. But come
along; here is a place just handy."
Therewith he drew rein and jumped down, and I followed.
A very handsome woman, splendidly clad in figured silk,
was slowly passing by, looking into the windows as she
went. To her quoth Dick: "Maiden, would you kindly hold
our horse while we go in for a little?" She nodded to us with
a kind smile, and fell to patting the horse with her pretty
hand.
"What a beautiful creature Г said I to Dick as we entered.
"What, old Greylocks?" said he, with a sly grin.
"No, no," said I; "Goldylocks,-the lady."
"Well, so she is," said he. " 'Tis a good job there are so
many of them that every Jack may have his Jill:* else I fear
that we should get fighting for them. Indeed," said he, be
coming very grave, "I don't say that it does not happen
even now, sometimes. For you know love is not a very
reasonable thing, and perversity and self-will are commoner
than some of-our moralists think." He added, in a still more
sombre tone: "Yes, only a month ago there was a mishap
down by us, that in the end cost the lives of two men and a
woman, and, as it were, put out the sunlight for us for a
while. Don't ask me about it just now; I may tell you about
it later on."
By this time we were within the shop or booth, which had
a counter, and shelves on the walls, all very neat, though
Without any pretence of showiness, but otherwise not very
different to what I had been used to. Within were a couple
of children-а brown-skinned boy of about twelve, who sat
reading a book, and a pretty little girl of about a year older,
who was sitting also reading behind the counter; they were
obviously brother and sister.
"Good morning, little neighbours," said Dick. "My friend
here wants tobacco and a pipe; can you help him?"
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"О yes, certainly," said the girl with a sort o£ demure alert
ness which was somewhat amusing. The boy looked up, and
fell to staring at my outlandish attire, but presently reddened
and turned his head, as if he knew that he was not behav
ing prettily.
"Dear neighbour," said the girl, with the most solemn
countenance of a child playing at keeping shop, "what to
bacco is it you would like?"
"Latakia,"* quoth I, feeling as if I were assisting at a child's
game, and wondering whether I should get anything but
make-believe.
But the girl took a dainty little basket from a shelf beside
her, went to a jar, and took out a lot of tobacco and put the
filled basket down on the counter before me, where I could
both smell and see that it was excellent Latakia.
"But you haven't weighed it," said I, "and-and how much
am I to take?"
"Why," she said, "I advise you to cram your bag, because
you may be going where you can't get Latakia. Where is your
bag?"
I fumbled about, and at last pulled out my piece of cotton
print which does duty with me for a tobacco pouch. But
the girl looked at it with some disdain, and said:
"Dear neighbour, I can give you something much better
than that cotton rag." And she tripped up the shop and came
back presently, and as she passed the boy whispered some
thing in his ear, and he nodded and got up and went out.
The girl held up in her finger and thumb a red morocco bag,
gaily embroidered, and said, "There, I have chosen one for
you, and you are to have it: it is pretty, and will hold a lot."
Therewith she fell to cramming it with the tobacco, and
laid it down by me and said, "Now for the pipe: that also
you must let me choose for you; there are three pretty ones
just come in."
She disappeared again, and came back with a big-bowled
pipe in her hand, carved out of some hard wood very elabo
rately, and mounted in gold sprinkled with little gems. It
14*
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was, in short, as pretty and gay a toy as I had ever seen;
something like the best kind of Japanese work, but better.
"Dear me!" said I, when I set eyes on it, "this is altogether
too grand for me, or for anybody but the Emperor of the
World. Besides, I shall lose it: I always lose my pipes."
The child seemed rather dashed, and said, "Don't you like
it, neighbour?"
'O yes," I said, 'of course I like it."
"Well, then, take it," said she, "and don't trouble about
losing it. What will it matter if you do? Somebody is sure
to find it, and he will use it, and you can get another."
I took it out of her hand to look at it, and while I did so,
forgot my caution, and said, "But however am I to pay for
such a thing as this?"
Dick laid his hand on my shoulder as I spoke, and turning
I met his eyes with a comical expression in them, which
warned me against another exhibition of extinct commercial
morality; so I reddened and held my tongue, while the girl
simply looked at me with the deepest gravity, as if I were a
foreigner blundering in my speech, for she clearly didn't
understand me a bit.
"Thank you so very much," I said at last, effusively, as I
put the pipe in my pocket, not without a qualm of doubt as
to whether I shouldn't find myself before a magistrate
presently.
"0, you are so very welcome," said the little lass, with an
affectation of grown-up manners at their best which was very
quaint. "It is such a pleasure to serve dear old gentlemen
like you; specially when one can see at once that you have
come from far over sea."
"Yes, my dear," quoth I, "I have been a great traveller."
As I told this lie from pure politeness, in came the lad
again, with a tray in his hands, on which I saw a long flask
and two beautiful glasses. "Neighbours," said the girl (who
did all the talking, her brother being very shy, clearly),
"please to drink a glass to us before you go, since we do not
have guests like this every day."
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Therewith the boy put the tray on the counter and solemnly
poured out a straw-coloured wine into the long bowls. Noth
ing loth, I drank, for I was thirsty with the hot day,- and
thinks I, I am yet in the world, and the grapes of the Rhine*
have not yet lost their flavour,- for if ever I drank good Stein
berg, I drank it that morning; and I made a mental note to
ask Dick how they managed to make fine wine when there
were no longer labourers compelled to drink rot-gut* instead
of the fine wine which they themselves made.
"Don't you drink a glass to us, dear little neighbours?"
said I.
"I don't drink wine," said the lass; "I like lemonade bet
ter: but I wish your health!"
"And I like ginger-beer better," said the little lad.
Well, well, thought I, neither have children's tastes changed
> much. And therewith we gave them good day and went
out of the booth.
To my disappointment, like a change in a dream, a tall old
man was holding our horse instead of the beautiful woman.
He explained to us that the maiden could not wait, and that
he had taken her place; and he winked at us and laughed
when he saw how our faces fell, so that we had nothing for
it but to laugh also.
"Where are you going?" said he to Dick.
"To Bloomsbury," said Dick.
"If you two don't want to be alone. I'll come with you,"
said the old man.
"All right," said Dick, "tell me when you want to get down
and I'll stop for you. Let's get on."
So we got under way again; and I asked if children gener
ally waited on people in the markets. "Often enough," said
he, "when it isn't a matter of dealing with heavy weights,
but by no means always. The children like to amuse them
selves with it, and it is good for them, because they handle
a lot of diverse wares and get to learn about them, how they
are made, and where they come from, and so on. Besides;
it is such very easy work that anybody can do it. It is said
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that in the early days of our epoch there were a good many
people who were hereditarily afflicted with a disease called
Idleness, because they were the direct descendants of those
who in the bad times used to force other people to work for
them-the people, you know, who are called slave-holders or
employers of labour in the history books. Well, these Idle
ness-stricken people used to serve booths all their time, be
cause they were fit for so little. Indeed, I believe that at one
time they were actually compelled to do some such work, be
cause they, especially the women, got so ugly and produced
such ugly children if their disease was not treated sharply,
that the neighbours couldn't stand it. However, I am happy
to say that all that is gone by now; the disease is either ex
tinct, or exists in such a mild form that a short course of
aperient medicine carries it off. It is sometimes called the
Blue-devils now, or the Mulleygrubs.* Queer names, ain't
they?*
"Yes," said I, pondering much. But the old man broke in:
"Yes, all that is true, neighbour; and I have seen some
of those poor women grown old. But my father used to know
some of them when they were young; and he said that they
were as little like young women as might be: they had hands
like bunches of skewers, and wretched little arms like sticks;
and waists like hour glasses, and thin lips and peaked noses
and pale cheeks; and they were always pretending to be
offended at anything you said or did to them. No wonder
they bore ugly children, for no one except men like them
could be in love with them—poor things!"
He stopped, and seemed to be musing on his past life, and
then said:
'And do you know, neighbours, that once on a time people
were still anxious about that disease of Idleness: at one time
we gave ourselves a great deal of trouble in trying to cure
people of it. Have you not read any of the medical books on
the subject?"
"No," said I; for the old man was speaking to me.
"Well," said he, 'it was thought at the time that it was
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the survival of the old mediaeval disease of leprosy: it seems
it was very catching, for many of the people afflicted by it
were much secluded, and were waited upon by a special class
of diseased persons queerly dressed up, so that they might
be known. They wore amongst other garments, breeches
made of worsted velvet, that stuff which used to be called
plush some years ago.'
All this seemed very interesting to me, and I should like
to have made the old man talk more. But Dick got rather
restive under so much ancient history: besides, I suspect he
wanted to keep me as fresh as he could for his great-grand
father. So he burst out laughing at last, and said: 'Excuse me,
neighbours, but I can't heln it. Fancy peonle not liking to
work!-it's too ridiculous. Why, even you like to work, old
fellow-sometimes,* said he, affectionately patting the old
horse with the whip. 'What a queer disease! it may well be
called Mulleygrubs!’
And he laughed out again most boisterously; rather too
much so, I thought, for his usual good manners; and I laughed
with him for company's sake, but from the teeth outward
only; for I saw nothing funny in people not liking to work,
as you may well imagine.

Chapter VII

>

TRAFALGAR SQUARE*
And now again I was busy looking about me, for we were
quite clear of Piccadilly Market, and were in a region of
elegantly-built much ornamented houses, which I should have
called villas if they had been ugly and pretentious, which
was very far from being the case. Each house stood in a
garden carefully cultivated, and running over with flowers.
The blackbirds were singing their best amidst the garden
trees, which, except for a bay here and there, and occasional
groups of limes, seemed to be all fruit trees: there were a
great many cherry trees, now all laden with fruit, and several
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times as we passed by a garden we were offered baskets of
fine fruit by children and young girls. Amidst all these gar
dens and houses it was of course impossible to trace the sites
of the old streets, but it seemed to me that the main road
ways were the same as of old.
We came presently into a large open space, sloping some
what toward the south, the sunny site of which had been
taken advantage of for planting an orchard, mainly, as I
could see, of apricot trees, in the midst of which was a pretty
gay little structure of wood, painted and gilded, that looked
like a refreshment stall. From the southern side of the said
orchard ran a long road, chequered over with the shadow of
tall old pear trees, at the end of which showed the high tower
of the Parliament House, or Dung Market.
A strange sensation came over me,- I shut my eyes to keep
out the sight of the sun glittering on this fair abode of gar
dens, and for a moment there passed before them a phan
tasmagoria of another day. A great space surrounded by tall
ugly houses, with an ugly church at the comer and a non- *
descript ugly cupolaed building at my back; the roadway
thronged with a sweltering and excited crowd, dominated by
omnibuses crowded with spectators. In the midst a paved befountained square, populated only by a few men dressed in
blue, and a good many singularly ugly bronze images (one
on top of a tall column*). The said square guarded up to the
edge of the roadway by a fourfold line of big men clad in
blue, and across the southern roadway the helmets of a band
of horse-soldiers, dead white in the greyness of the chilly
November afternoon—
I opened my eyes to the sunlight again and looked round
me, and cried out among the whispering trees and odorous
blossoms, "Trafalgar Square!"
"Yes," said Dick, who had drawn rein again, "so it is. I
don't wonder at your finding the name ridiculous: but after
all, it was nobody's business to alter it, since the name of a
dead folly doesn't bite. Yet sometimes I think we might have
given it a name which would have commemorated the great
216

battle which was fought on the spot itself in 1952*,-that was
important enough, if the historians don't lie."
"Which they generally do, or at least did," said the old
man. "For instance, what can you make of this, neigh
bours? I have read a muddled account in a book-O a
stupid book!-called James' Social Democratic History,* of
a fight which took place here in or about the year 1887* (I am
bad at dates). Some people, says this story, weye going to
hold a ward-mote* here, or some such thing, and the Govern
ment of London, or the Council, or the Commission, or what
not other barbarous half-hatched body of fools,* fell upon
these citizens (as they were then called) with the armed
hand. That seems too ridiculous to be true; but according
to this version of the story, nothing much came of it, which
certainly is too ridiculous to be true."
"Well," quoth I, "but after all your Mr. James is right so
far, and it is true; except that there was no fighting, merely
unarmed and peaceable people attacked by ruffians armed
with bludgeons."
"And they put up with that?" said Dick, with the first un
pleasant expression I had seen on his good-tempered face.
Said I, reddening: "We had to put up with it; we couldn't
help it."
The old man looked at me keenly, and said: "You seem to
know a great deal about it, neighbour! And is it really true
that nothing came of it?"
"This came of it," said I, "that a good many people were
sent to prison because of it."
'What, of the bludgeoners?" said the old man. "Poor devils!"
"No, no," said I, "of the bludgeoned."
Said the old man rather severely: 'Friend, I expect that
you have been reading some rotten collection of lies, and
have been taken in by it too easily."
'I assure you," said I, 'what I have been saying is true."
"Well, well, I am sure you think so, neighbour," said the
old man, "but I don't see why you should be so cocksure."
As I couldn't explain why, J held my tongue. Meanwhile
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Dick, who had been sitting with knit brows, cogitating, spoke
at last, and said gently and rather sadly:
"How strange to think that there have been men like
ourselves, and living in this beautiful and happy country,
who I suppose had feelings and affections like ourselves, who
could yet do such dreadful things."
"Yes," said I, in a didactic tone; 'yet after all, even those
days were a great improvement on the days that had gone
before them. Have you not read of the Mediaeval period,
and the ferocity of its criminal laws; and how in those days
men fairly seemed to have enjoyed tormenting their fellowmen?-nay, for the matter of that, they made their God a
tormentor and a jailer rather than anything else."
"Yes," said Dick, 'there are good books on that period
also, some of which I have read. But as to the great im
provement of the nineteenth century, I don't see it. After
all, the Mediaeval folk acted after their conscience, as your
remark about their God (which is true) shows, and they
were ready to bear what they inflicted on others; whereas
the nineteenth century ones were hypocrites and pretended
to be humane, and yet went on tormenting those whom they
dared to treat so bv shutting them up in prison, for no reason
at all, excent that thev were what they themselves, the prisonmasfers, had forced them to be. O, it's horrible to think of!"
"But nerhaps," said I, "they did not know what the prisons
were like."
Dick seemed roused, and even angry. "More shame for
them," said he, "when you and I know it all these years
afterwards. Look you, neighbour, they couldn't fail to know
what a disarace a prison is to the Commonwealth at the best,
and that their prisons were a good step on towards being at
the worst."
Quoth I: "But have you no prisons at all now?"
As soon as the words were out of my mouth, I felt that
I had made a mistake, for Dick flushed red and frowned, and
the old man looked surprised and pained; and presently
Dick said angrily, yet as if restraining himself somewhat:
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"Man alive! how can you ask such a question? Have
I not told you that we know what a prison means by the
undoubted evidence of really trustworthy books, helped out
by our own imaginations? And haven't you specially called
me to notice that the people about the roads and streets look
happy? and how could they look happy if they knew that
their neighbours were shut up in prison, while they bore
such things quietly? And if there were people in prison,
you couldn't hide it from folk, like you may an occasional
man-slaying,- because that isn't done of set purpose, with a
lot of people backing up the slayer in cold blood, as this
prison business is. Prisons, indeed! О no, no, no!"
He stopped, and began to cool down, and said in a kind
voice: "But forgive me! I needn't be so hot about it, since
there are not any prisons: I'm afraid you will think the
worse of me for losing my temper. Of course, you, coming
from the outlands, cannot be expected to know about these
things. And now I'm afraid I have made you feel uncomfort
able."
In a way he had; but he was so generous in his heat, that
I liked him the better for it, and I said: "No, really 'tis all
my fault for being so stupid. Let me change the subject, and
ask you what the stately building is on our left just showing
at the end of that grove of plane trees?"
"Ah," he said, "that is an old building built before the
middle of the twentieth century, and as you see, in a queer
fantastic style not over beautiful; but there are some fine
things inside it, too, mostly pictures, some very old. It is
called the National Gallery; I have sometimes puzzled as to
what the name means: anyhow, nowadays wherever there is
a place where pictures are kept as curiosities permanently it
is called a National Gallery, perhaps after this one. Of
course there are a good many of them up and down the
country."
I didn't try to enlighten him, feeling the task too heavy;*
but I pulled out my magnificent pipe and fell a-smoking,
and the old horse jogged on again. As we went, I said:
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"This pipe is a very elaborate toy, and you seem so reason
able in this country, and your architecture is so good, that
I rather wonder at your turning out such trivialities."
It struck me as I spoke that this was rather ungrateful of
me, after having received such a fine present; but Dick didn't
seem to notice my bad manners, but said:
"Well, I don't know; it is a pretty thing, and since nobody
need make such things unless they like, I don't see why they
shouldn't make them, if they like. Of course, if carvers were
scarce they would all be busy on the architecture, as you
call it, and then these 'toys' (a good word) would not be
made; but since there are plenty of people who can carve-in
fact, almost everybody, and as work is somewhat scarce, or
we are afraid it may be, folk do not discourage this kind of
petty work.'
He mused a little, and seemed somewhat perturbed; but
presently his face cleared, and he said: "After all, you must
admit that the pipe is a very pretty thing, with the little peo
ple under the trees all cut so clean and sweet;-too elaborate
for a pipe, perhaps, but-well, it is very pretty."
"Too valuable for its use, perhaps," said I.
"What's that?" said he; "I don't understand."
I was just going in a helpless way to try to make him
understand, when we came by the gates of a big rambling
building, in which work of some sort seemed going on.
"What building is that?" said I, eagerly,- for it was a pleasure
amidst all these strange things to see something a little like
what I was used to: "it seems to be a factory."
"Yes," he said, "I think I know what you mean, and that's
what it is; but we don't call them factories now, but Bandedworkshops; that is, places where people collect who want to
work together."
"I suppose," said I, 'power of some sort is used there?'
'No, no,' said he. "Why should people collect together
to use power, when they can have it at the places where
they live, or hard by, any two or three of them; or any one,
for the matter of that? No; folk collect in these Banded220

workshops to do hand-work in which working together is
necessary or convenient; such work is often very pleasant.
In there, for instance, they make pottery and glass,-there,
you can see the tops of the furnaces. Well, of course it's
handy to have fair-sized ovens and kilns and glass-pots, and
a good lot of things to use them for: though of course there
are a good many such places, as it would be ridiculous if a
man had a liking for pot-making or glass-blowing that he
should have to live in one place or be obliged to forego the
work he liked."
"I see no smoke coming from the furnaces," said I.
"Smoke?" said Dick; "why should you see smoke?"
I held my tongue, and he went on: "It’s a nice place
inside, though as plain as you see outside. As to the crafts,
throwing the clay must be jolly work: the glass-blowing is
rather a sweltering job; but some folk like it very much
indeed; and I don't much wonder: there is such a sense of
power, when you have got deft in it, in dealing with the hot
metal. It makes a lot of pleasant work," said he, smiling,
"for however much care you take of such goods, break they
will, one day or another, so there is always plenty to do."
I held my tongue and pondered.
We came just here on a gang of men road-mending, which
delayed us a little; but I was not sorry for it; for all I had
seen hitherto seemed a mere part of a summer holiday; and
I wanted to see how this folk would set to on a piece of real
necessary work. They had been resting, and had only just
begun work again as we came up; so that the rattle of the
picks was what woke me from my musing. There were
about a dozen of them, strong young men, looking much
like a boating party at Oxford would have looked in the
days I remembered, and not more troubled with their
work: their outer raiment lay on the road-side in an orderly
pile under the guardianship of a six-year-old boy, who had
his arm thrown over the neck of a big mastiff, who was as
happily lazy as if the summer day had been made for him
alone. As I eyed the pile of clothes, I could see the gleam
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of gold and silk embroidery on it, and judged that some of
these workmen had tastes akin to those of the Golden Dust
man of Hammersmith. Beside them lay a good big basket
that had hints about it of cold pie and wine: a half dozen
of young women stood by watching the work or the workers,
both of which were worth' watching, for the latter smote
great strokes and were very deft in their labour, and as hand
some clean-built fellows as you might find a dozen of in a
summer day. They were laughing and talking merrily
with each other and the women, but presently their fore
man looked up and saw our way stopped. So he stayed his
pick and sang out, "Spell hp, mates!* here are neighbours
want to get past." Whereon the others stopped also, and
drawing around us, helped the old horse by easing our wheels
over the half undone road, and then, like men with a pleasant
task on hand, hurried back to their work, only stopping to
give us a smiling good-day; so that the sound of the picks
broke out again before Greylocks had taken to his jog-trot.
Dick looked back over his shoulder at them and said:
"They are in luck to-day: it’s right down good sport trying
how much pick-work one can get into an hour; and I can
see those neighbours know their business well. It is not a
mere matter of strength getting on quickly with such work;
is it, guest?"
"I should think not," said I, "but to tell you the truth, I
have never tried my hand at it."
"Really?" said he gravely, "that seems a pity; it is good
work for hardening the muscles, and I like it; though I admit
it is pleasanter the second week than the first. Not that I am
a good hand at it: the fellows used to chaff me at one job
where I was working, I remember, and sing out to me, 'Well
rowed, stroke!' 'Put your back into it, bow!'"
"Not much of a joke," quoth I.
"Well," said Dick, "everything seems like a joke when we
have a pleasant spell of work on, and good fellows merry
about us; we feel so happy, you know." Again I pondered
silently.
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Chapter VIII
AN OLD FRIEND

We now turned into a pleasant lane where the branches
of great plane trees nearly met overhead, but behind them
lay low houses standing rather close together.
"This is Long Acre,"* quoth Dick; "so there must once
have been a cornfield here. How curious it is that places
change so, and yet keep their old names! Just look how thick
the houses stand! and they are still going on building, look
you!"
"Yes," said the old man, "but I think the cornfields
must have been built over before the middle of the nine
teenth century. I have heard that about here was one of the
thickest parts of the town. But I must get down here, neigh
bours; I have got to call on a friend who lives in the gardens
behind this Long Acre. Good-bye and good luck. Guest!"
And he jumped down and strode away vigorously, like a
young man.
"How old should you say that neighbour will be?" said
I to Dick as we lost sight of him; for I saw that he was old,
and yet he looked dry and sturdy like a piece of old oak; a
type of old man I was not used to seeing.
'O, about ninety, I should say," said Dick.
"How long-lived your people must be!" said I.
"Yes," said Dick, "certainly we have beaten the threescore-and-ten of the old Jewish proverb-book.* But then you
see that was written of Syria, a hot dry country, where people
live faster than in our temperate climate. However, I don't
think it matters much, so long as a man is healthy and
happy while he is alive. But now. Guest, we are so near to
my old kinsman's dwelling-place that I think you had better
keep all future questions for him."
I nodded a yes; and therewith we turned to the left, and
went down a gentle slope through some beautiful rosegardens, laid out on what I took to be the site of Endell Street.
We passed on, and Dick drew rein an instant as we came
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across a long straightish road with houses scantily scattered
up and down it. He waved his hand right and left, and
said, "Holbom that side, Oxford Road that. This was once a
very important part of the crowded city outside the ancient
walls of the Roman and Mediceval burg: many of the feudal
nobles of the Middle Ages, we are told, had big houses on
either side of Holborn. I daresay you remember that the
Bishop of Ely's house is mentioned in Shakespeare's play of
King Richard II; and there are some remains of that still left.
However, this road is not of the same importance, now that
the ancient city is gone, walls and all."
He drove on again, while I smiled faintly to think how
the nineteenth century, of which such big words have been
said, counted for nothing in the memory of this man, who
read Shakespeare and had not forgotten the Middle Ages.
We crossed the road into a short narrow lane between
the gardens, and came out again into a wide road, on one
side of which was a great and long building, turning its
gables away from the highway, which I saw at once was
another public group. Opposite to it was a wide space of
greenery, without any wall or fence of any kind. I looked
through the trees and saw beyond them a pillared portico
quite familiar to me-no less old a friend, in fact, than the
British Museum.* It rather took my breath away, amidst
all the strange things I had seen; but I held my tongue and
let Dick speak. Said he:
"Yonder is the British Museum, where my great-grand
father mostly lives; so I won't say much about it. The
building on the left is the Museum Market, and I think we
had better turn in there for a minute or two; for Greylocks
will be wanting his rest and his oats; and I suppose you will
stay with my kinsman the greater part of the day; and to
say the truth, there may be some one there whom I par
ticularly want to see, and perhaps have a long talk with."
He blushed and sighed, not altogether with pleasure, I
thought; so of course I said nothing, and he turned the
horse under an archway which brought us into a very large
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paved quadrangle, with a big sycamore tree in each comer
and a plashing fountain in the midst. Near the fountain
were a few market stalls, with awnings over them of gay
striped linen cloth, about which some people, mostly women
and children, were moving quietly, looking at the goods ex
posed there. The ground floor of the building round the
quadrangle was occupied by a wide arcade or cloister, whose
fanciful but strong architecture I could not enough admire.
Here also a few people were sauntering or sitting reading on
the benches.
Dick said to me apologetically: "Here as elsewhere there
is little doing to-day; on a Friday you would see it thronged,
and gay with people, and in the afternoon there is generally
music about the fountain. However, I daresay we shall have
a pretty good gathering at our mid-day meal."
We drove through the quadrangle and by an archway,
into a large handsome stable on the other side, where we
speedily stalled the old nag and made him happy with horse
meat, and then turned and walked back again through the
market, Dick looking rather thoughtful, as it seemed to me.
I noticed that people couldn't help looking at me rather
hard; and considering my clothes and theirs, I didn't
wonder; but whenever they caught my eye they made me
a very friendly sign of greeting.
We walked straight into the forecourt of the Museum,
where, except that the railings were gone, and the whisper
ing boughs of the trees were all about, nothing seemed
changed; the very pigeons were wheeling about the build
ing and clinging to the ornaments of the pediment as I had
seen them of old.
Dick seemed grown a little absent, but he could not for
bear giving me an architectural note, and said:
"It is rather an ugly old building, isn't it? Many people
have wanted to pull it down and rebuild it: and perhaps
if work does really get scarce we may yet do so. But, as
my great-grandfather will tell you, it would not be quite a
straightforward job; for there are wonderful collections in
15—2618
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there of all kinds of antiquities, besides an enormous library
with many exceedingly beautiful books in it, and many most
useful ones as genuine records, texts of ancient works and the
like; and the worry and anxiety, and even risk, there would
be in moving all this has saved the buildings themselves.
Besides, as we said before, it is not a bad thing to have some
record of what our forefathers thought a handsome building.
For there is plenty of labour and material in it."
"I see there is," said I, "and I quite agree with you. But
now hadn't we better make haste to see your great-grand
father?"
In fact, I could not help seeing that he was rather dally
ing with the time. He said, "Yes, we will go into the house
in a minute. My kinsman is too old to do much work in
the Museum, where he was a custodian of the books for
many years; but he still lives here a good deal; indeed I
think," said he, smiling, "that he looks upon himself as a
part of the books, or the books a part of him, I don't know
which."
He hesitated a little longer, then flushing up, took my
hand, and saying, "Come along, then!" led me toward the door
of one of the old official dwellings.

Chapter IX

CONCERNING LOVE
"Your kinsman doesn't much care for beautiful buildings, |
then," said I, as we entered' the rather dreary classical house;
which indeed was as bare as need be, except for some big
pots of the June flowers which stood about here and there:
though it was very clean and nicely whitewashed.
"О, I don't know," said Dick, rather absently. "He is get
ting old, certainly, for he is over a hundred and five, and no
doubt he doesn't care about moving. But of course he could
live in a prettier house if he liked: he is not obliged to live
in one place any more than any one else. This way, Guest."
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And he led the way upstairs, and opening a door we went
into a fair-sized room of the old type, as plain as the rest
of the house, with a few necessary pieces of furniture, and
those very simple and even rude, but solid and with a good
deal of carving about them, well designed but rather crudely
executed. At the furthest corner of the room, at a desk near
the window, sat a little old man in a roomy oak chair, well
be-cushioned. He was dressed in a sort of Norfolk-jacket of
blue serge worn threadbare, with breeches of the same, and
grey worsted stockings. He jumped up from his chair, and
cried out in a voice of considerable volume for such an old
man, "Welcome, Dick, my lad; Clara is here, and will be more
than glad to see you; so keep your heart up."
"Clara here?" quoth Dick; "if I had known, I would not
have brought-At least, I mean I would—"
He was stuttering and confused, clearly because he was
anxious to say nothing to make me feel one too many. But
the old man, who had not seen me at first, helped him out by
coming forward and saying to me in a kind tone:
"Pray pardon me, for I did not notice that Dick, who is
big enough to hide anybody, you know, had brought a friend
with him. A most hearty welcome to you! All the more, as
I almost hope that you are going to amuse an old man by
giving him news from over sea, for I can see that you are
come from over the water and far-off countries."
He looked at me thoughtfully, almost anxiously, as he
said in a changed voice, "Might I ask you where you come
from, as you are so clearly a stranger?"
I said in an absent way: "I used to live in England, and
now I am come back again; and I slept last night at the
Hammersmith Guest House."
He bowed gravely, but seemed, I thought, a little dis
appointed with my answer. As for me, I was now looking
at him harder than good manners allowed of, perhaps; for
in truth his face, dried-apple-like as it was, seemed strangely
familiar to me; as if I had seen it before-in a looking-glass
it might be, said I to myself.

"Well/ said the old man, "wherever you come from, you
are come among friends. And I see my kinsman Richard
Hammond has an air about him as if he had brought you
here for me to do something for you. Is that so, Dick?"
Dick, who was getting still more absent-minded and kept
looking uneasily at the door, managed to say, "Well, yes,
kinsman: our guest finds things much altered, and cannot
understand it; nor can I; so I thought I would bring him
to you, since you know more of all that has happened within
the last two hundred years than anybody else does.-What's
that?"
And he turned toward the door again. We heard foot
steps outside; the door opened, and in came a very beau
tiful young woman, who stopped short on seeing Dick, and
flushed as red as a rose, but faced him nevertheless. Dick
looked at her hard, and half reached out his hand toward
her, and his whole face quivered with emotion.
The old man did not leave them long in this shy discom
fort, but said, smiling with an old man's mirth: "Dick, my
lad, and you, my dear Clara, I rather think that we two
oldsters are in your way; for I think you will have plenty to
say to each other. You had better go into Nelson's room
up above; I know he has gone out; and he has just been
covering the walls all over with mediaeval books, so it will
be pretty enough even for you two and your renewed
pleasure."
The girl reached out her hand to Dick, and taking his led
him out of the room, looking straight before her; but it was
easy to see that her blushes came from happiness, not anger;
as, indeed, love is far more self-conscious than wrath.
When the door had shut on them the old man turned to
me, still smiling, and said:
"Frankly, my dear guest, you will do me a great service
if you are come to set my old tongue wagging. My love of
talk still abides with me, or rather grows on me; and though
it is pleasant enough to see these youngsters moving about
and playing together so seriously, as if the whole world

depended on their kisses (as indeed it does somewhat), yet
I don't think my tales of the past interest them much. The
last harvest, the last baby, the last knot of carving in the
market-place, is history enough for them. It was different,
I think, when I was a lad, when we were not so assured of
peace and continuous plenty as we are now-Well, well!
Without putting you to the question, let me ask you this:
Am I to consider you as an enquirer who knows a little of
our modern ways of life, or as one who comes from some
place where the very foundations of life are different from
ours,-do you know anything or nothing about us?"
He looked at me keenly and with growing wonder in his
eyes as he spoke; and I answered in a low voice:
"I know only so much of your modern life as I could
gather from using my eyes on the way here from Hammer
smith, and from asking some questions of Richard Ham
mond, most of which he could hardly understand."
The old man smiled at this. "Then," said he, "I am to
speak to you as—"
"As if I were a being from another planet," said I.
The old man, whose name, by the bye, like his kinsman's,
was Hammond, smiled and nodded, and wheeling his seat
round to me, bade me sit in a heavy oak chair, and said,
as he saw my eyes fix on its curious carving:
"Yes, I am much tied to the past, my past, you under
stand. These very pieces of furniture belong to a time before
my early days; it was my father who got them made; if
they had been done within the last fifty years they would
have been much cleverer in execution; but I don't think I
should have liked them the better. We were almost begin
ning again in those days: and they were brisk, hot-headed
times. But you hear how garrulous I am: ask me questions,
ask me questions about anything, dear guest; since I must
talk, make my talk profitable to you."
I was silent for a minute, and then I said, somewhat
nervously: 'Excuse me if I am rude; but I am so much in
terested in Richard, since he has been so kind to me, a
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perfect stranger, that I should like to ask a question about
him.'
"Well,” said old Hammond, 'if he were not 'kind,' as you
call it, to a perfect stranger he would be thought a strange
person, and people would be apt to shun him. But ask on,
ask on! don't be shy of asking.'
Said I: "That beautiful girl, is he going to be married to
her?”
"Well,* said he, 'yes, he is. He has been married to her
once already, and now I should say it is pretty clear that
he will be married to her again.*
"Indeed," quoth I, wondering what that meant.
'Here is the whole tale," said old Hammond; "a short one
enough; and now I hope a happy one: they lived together
two years the first time; were both very young; and then she
got it into her head that she was in love with somebody else.
So she left poor Dick; I say poor Dick, because he had not
found any one else. But it did not last long, only about a
year. Then she came to me, as she was in the habit of bring
ing her troubles to the old carle, and asked me how Dick
was, and whether he was happy, and all the rest of it. So
Iх saw how the land lay, and said that he was very unhappy,
and not at all well; which last at any rate was a lie. There,
you can guess the rest. Clara came to have a long talk with
me to-day, but Dick will serve her turn much better. Indeed,
if he hadn't chanced in upon me to-day I should have had
to have sent for him to-morrow."
"Dear me," said I. "Have they any children?"
"Yes," said he, "two; they are staying with one of my
daughters at present, where, indeed, Clara has mostly been.
I wouldn't lose sight of her, as I felt sure they would come
together again: and Dick, who is the best of good fellows,
really took the matter to heart. You see, he had no other love
to run to, as she had. So I managed it all; as I have done
with such like matters before."
"Ah," said I, "no doubt you wanted to keep them out
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of the Divorce Court: but I suppose it often has to settle
such matters."
"Then you suppose nonsense," said he. "I know that there
> used to be such lunatic affairs as divorce courts. But just
consider; all the cases that came into them were matters
of property quarrels: and I think, dear guest," said he, smil
ing, "that though you do come from another planet, you can
see from the mere outside look of our world that quarrels
about private property could not go on amongst us in our
days."
Indeed, my drive from Hammersmith to Bloomsbury, and
all the quiet happy life I had seen so many hints of, even
apart from my shopping, would have been enough to tell
me that "the sacred rights of property," as we used to think
of them, were now no тогё. So I sat silent while the old
man took up the thread of the discourse again, and said:
"Well, then, property quarrels being no longer possible,
what remains in these matters that a court of lhw could
deal with? Fancy a court for enforcing a contract of pas
sion or sentiment! If such a thing were needed as a reductio
ad dbsurdum* of the enforcement of contract, such a folly
would do that for us."
He was silent again a little, and then said: "You must
understand once for all that we have changed these matters;
or rather, that our way of looking at them has changed, as
we have changed within the last two hundred years. We
do not deceive ourselves, indeed, or believe that we can get
rid of all the trouble that besets the dealings between the
sexes. We know that we must face the unhappiness that
comes of man and woman confusing the relations between
natural passion, and sentiment, and the friendship which,
when things go well, softens the awakening from passing
illusions: but we are not so mad as to pile up degradation
on that unhappiness by engaging in sordid squabbles about
livelihood and position, and the power of tyrannising over
the children who have been the result of love or lust."
Again he paused awhile, and again went on: "Calf love.
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mistaken for a heroism that shall be life-long, yet early
waning into disappointment; the inexplicable desire that
comes on a man of riper years to be the all-in-all to some
one woman, whose ordinary human kindness and human
beauty he has idealised into superhuman perfection, and
made the one object of his desire; or lastly the reasonable
longing of a strong and thoughtful man to become the most
intimate friend of some beautiful and wise woman, the very
type of the beauty and glory of the world which we love so
well,-as we exult in all the pleasure and exaltation of spirit
which goes with these things, so we set ourselves to bear the
sorrow which not unseldom goes with them also; remember-1
ing those lines of the ancient poet (I quote roughly from mem
ory one of the many translations of the nineteenth century):
'For this the Gods have fashioned man's grief and evil day
That still for man hereafter might be the tale and the lay.'*

"Well, well, 'tis little likely anyhow that all tales shall be
lacking, or all sorrow cured."
He was silent for some time, and I would not interrupt
him. At last he began again: "But you must know that we
of these generations are strong and healthy of body, and
live easily; we pass our lives in reasonable strife with nature,
exercising not one side of ourselves only, but all sides, taking
the keenest pleasure in all the life of the world. So it is a
point of honour with us not to be self-centred; not to sup
pose that the world must cease because one man is sorry;
therefore we should think it foolish, or if you will, criminal,
to exaggerate these matters of sentiment and sensibility: we
are no more inclined to eke out our sentimental sorrows than
to cherish our bodily pains; and we recognise that there are
other pleasures besides love-making. You must remember,
also, that we are long-lived, and that therefore beauty both
in man and woman is not so fleeting as it was in the days
when we were burdened so heavily by self-inflicted diseases.
So we shake off these griefs in a way which perhaps the
sentimentalists of other times would think contemptible and
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unheroic, but which we think necessary and manlike. As on
the other hand, therefore, we have ceased to be commer
cial in our love-matters, so also we have ceased to be arti
ficially foolish. The folly which comes by nature, the un
wisdom of the immature man, or the older man caught in a
trap, we must put up with that, nor are we much ashamed
of it; but to be conventionally sensitive or sentimental-my
friend, I am old and perhaps disappointed, but at least I
think we have cast off some of the follies of the older world.'
He paused, as if for some words of mine; but I held my
peace: then he went on: "At least, if we suffer from the
tyranny and fickleness of nature or our own want of experi
ence, we neither grimace about it, nor lie. If there must be
sundering betwixt those who meant never to sunder, so it
must be: but there need be no pretext of unity when the
reality of it is gone: nor do we drive those who well know
that they are incapable of it to profess an undying sentiment
which they cannot really feel: thus it is that as that mon
strosity of venal lust is no longer possible, so also it is no
longer needed. Don't misunderstand me. You did not
seem shocked when I told you that there were no law-courts
to enforce contracts of sentiment or passion; but so curiously
are men made, that perhaps you will be shocked when I tell
you that there is no code of public opinion which takes the
place of such courts, and which might be as tyrannical and
unreasonable as they were. I do not say that people don't
judge their neighbours' conduct, sometimes, doubtless, un
fairly. But I do say that there is no unvarying conventional
set of rules by which people are judged; no bed of Procrus
tes* to stretch or cramp their minds and lives; no hypocritical
excommunication which people are forced to pronounce,
either by unconsidered habit, or by the unexpressed threat
of the lesser interdict if they are lax in their hypocrisy. Are
you shocked now?"
"N-o-no," said I, with some hesitation. 'It is all so
different."
'At any rate," said he, "one thing I think I can answer
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for: whatever sentiment there is, it is real-and general; it
is not confined to people very specially refined. I am also
pretty sure, as I hinted to you just now, that there is not
by a great way as much suffering involved in these matters
either to men or to women as there used to be. But excuse
me for being so prolix on this question! You know you asked
to be treated like a being from another planet."
"Indeed I thank you very much," said I. "Now may I
ask you about the position of women in your society?"
He laughed very heartily for a man of his years, and said:
"It is not without reason that I have got a reputation as a
careful student of history. I believe I really do understand
'the Emancipation of Women movement' of the nineteenth
century. I doubt if any other man now alive does."
"Well?" said I, a little bit nettled by his merriment.
"Well," said he, "of course you will see that all that is a
dead controversy now. The men have no longer any oppor
tunity of tyrannising over the women, or the women over
the men; both of which things took place in those old times.
The women do what they can do best, and what they like
best, and the men are neither jealous of it or injured by it.
This is such a commonplace that I am almost ashamed to
state it."
I said, "O; and legislation? do they take any part in that?"
Hammond smiled and said: 'I think you may wait for an
answer to that question till we get on to the subject of legis
lation. There may be novelties to you in that subject also."
"Very well," I said; "but about this woman question? I
saw at the Guest House that the women were waiting on
the men: that seems a little like reaction, doesn't it?"
"Does it?" said the old man; "perhaps you think house
keeping an unimportant occupation, not deserving. of re
spect. I believe that was the opinion of the 'advanced'
women of the nineteenth century, and their male backers.
If it is yours, .1 recommend to your notice an old Nor
wegian folk-lore tale* called How the Man minded the
House, or some such title; the result of which minding was
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that, after various tribulations, the man and the family cow
balanced each other at the end of a rope, the man hanging
half-way up the chimney, the cow dangling from the roof,
which, after the fashion of the country, was of turf and
sloping down low to the ground. Hard on the cow, I think.
Of course no such mishap could happen to such a superior
person as yourself," he added, chuckling.
I sat somewhat uneasy under this dry gibe. Indeed, his
manner of treating this latter part of the question seemed to
me a little disrespectful.
"Come, now my friend," quoth he, "don't you know
that it is a great pleasure to a clever woman to manage a
house skilfully, and to do it so that all the house-mates about
her look pleased, and are grateful to her? And then, you
know, everybody likes to be ordered about by a pretty
woman: why, it is one of the pleasantest forms of flirtation.
You are not so old that you cannot remember that. Why,
I remember it well."
And the old fellow chuckled again, and at last fairly burst
out laughing.
"Excuse me," said he, after a while; "I am not laughing
at anything you could be thinking of, but at that silly nine
teenth-century fashion, current amongst rich so-called cujtivated people, of ignoring all the steps by which their daily
dinner was reached, as matters too low for their lofty intelli
gence. Useless idiots! Come, now, I am a 'literary man,'
as we queer animals used to be called, yet I am a pretty
good cook myself."
"So am I," said I.
"Well, then," said he, "I really think you can understand
me better than you would seem to do, judging by your
words and your silence."
Said I: "Perhaps that is so; but people putting in practice
commonly this sense of interest in the ordinary occupations
of life rather startles me. I will ask you a question or two
presently about that. But I Want to return to the position
of women amongst you. You have studied the 'emancipa235

tion of women' business of the nineteenth century: don’t
you remember that some of the 'superior' women wanted to
emancipate the more intelligent part of their sex from the
bearing of children?"
The old man grew quite serious again. Said he: "I do
remember about that strange piece of baseless folly, the
result, like all other follies of the period, of the hideous class
tyranny which then obtained. What do we think of it now?
you would say. My friend, that is a question easy to answer.
How could it possibly be but that maternity should be
highly honoured amongst us? Surely it is a matter of course
that the natural and necessary pains which the mother must
go through form a bond of union between man and woman,
an extra stimulus to love and affection between them, and
that this is universally recognised. For the rest, remember
that all the artificial burdens of motherhood are now done
away with. A mother has no longer any mere sordid
anxieties for the future of her children. They may indeed
turn out better or worse; they may disappoint her highest
hopes; such anxieties as these are a part of the mingled
pleasure and pain which goes to make up the life of man
kind. But at least she is spared the fear (it was most com
monly the certainty) that artificial disabilities would make
her children something less than men and women; she knows
that they will live and act according to the measure of their
own faculties. In times past, it is clear that the 'Society' of
the day helped its Judaic god, and the 'Man of Science' of
the time, in visiting the sins of the father upon the children.*
How to reverse this process, how to take the sting out of
heredity, has for long been one of the most constant cares of
the thoughtful men amongst us. So that, you see, the ordinar
ily healthy woman (and almost all our women are both
healthy and at least comely), respected as a child-bearer and
rearer of children, desired as a woman, loved as a companion,
unanxious for the future of her children, has far more instinct
for maternity than the poor drudge and mother of drudges
of past days could ever have had; or than her sister of the
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upper classes, brought up in affected ignorance of natural
facts, reared in an atmosphere of mingled prudery and
prurience."
'You speak warmly," I said, "but I can see that you are
right."
"Yes," he said, "and I will point out to you a token of all
the benefits which we have gained by our freedom. What
did you think of the looks of the people whom you have
come across to-day?"
Said I: "I could hardly have believed that there could be
so many good-looking people in any civilised country."
He crowed a little, like the old bird he was. "What! are
we still civilised?" said he. "Well, as to our looks, the Eng
lish and Jutish blood,* which on the whole is predominant
here, used not to produce much beauty. But I think we
have improved it I know a man who has a large collection
of portraits printed from photographs of the nineteenth cen
tury, and going over those and comparing them with the
everyday faces in these times, puts the improvement in our
good looks beyond a doubt. Now, there are some people
who think it not too fantastic to connect this increase of
beauty directly with our freedom and good sense in the
matters we have been speaking of: they believe that a child
born from the natural and healthy love between a man and
a woman, even if that be transient, is likely to turn out
better in all ways, and especially in bodily beauty, than the
birth of the respectable commercial marriage bed, or of the
dull despair of the drudge of that system. They say. Pleasure
begets pleasure. What do you think?"
'I am much of that mind," said I.

Chapter X
QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

"Well," said the old man, shifting in his chair, "you must
get on with your questions. Guest; I have been some time
answering this first one."
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Said I: "I want an extra word or two about your ideas of
education; although I gathered from Dick that you let your
children run wild and didn't teach them anything; and in
short, that you have so refined your education, that now you
have none."
"Then you gathered left-handed,"* quoth he. "But of
course I understand your point of view about education,
which is that of times past, when 'the struggle for life,' as
men used to phrase it (i.e., the struggle for a slave's rations
on one side, and for a bouncing share of the slave-holders'
privilege on the other), pinched 'education' for most people
into a niggardly dole of not very accurate information;
something to be swallowed by the beginner in the art of
living whether he liked it or not, and was hungry for it or
not: and which had been chewed and digested over and over
again by people who didn't care about it in order to serve
it out to other people who didn't care about it."
I stopped the old man's rising wrath by a laugh, and said:
"Well, you were not taught that way, at any rate, so you
may let your anger run off you a little."
"True, true," said he, smiling. "I thank you for correcting
my ill-temper: I always fancy myself as living in any
period of which we may be speaking. But, however, to put
it in a cooler way: you' expected to see children thrust into
schools when they had reached an age conventionally
supposed to be the due age, whatever their varying faculties
and dispositions might be, and when there, with like dis
regard to facts, to be subjected to a certain conventional
course of 'learning.' My friend, can't you see that such 4
proceeding means ignoring the fact of growth, bodily and
mental? No one could come out of such a mill uninjured;
and those only would avoid being crushed by it who would
have the spirit of rebellion strong in them. Fortunately
most children have had that at all times, or I do not know
that we should ever have reached our present position. Now
you see what it all comes to. In the old times all this was the
result of poverty. In the nineteenth century, society was so
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miserably poor, owing to the systematised robbery on which
it was founded, that real education was impossible for any
body. The whole theory of their so-called education was
that it was necessary to shove a little information into a
child, even if it were by means of torture, and accompanied
by twaddle which it was well known was of no use, or else
he would lack information lifelong: the hurry of poverty
forbade anything else. All that is past; we are no longer
hurried, and the information lies ready to each one's hand
when his own inclinations impel him to seek it. In this as in
other matters we have become wealthy: we can afford to
give ourselves time to grow."
"Yes," said I, "but suppose the child, youth, man, never
wants the information, never grows in the direction you
might hope him to do: suppose, for instance, he objects to
learning arithmetic or mathematics; you can't force him
when he is grown; can't you force him while he is growing,
and oughtn't you to do so?"
"Well," said he, "were you forced to learn arithmetic and
mathematics?"
"A little," said I.
"And how old are you now?"
'Say fifty-six," said I.
"And how much arithmetic and mathematics do you know
now?" quoth the old man, smiling rather mockingly.
Said J: "None whatever, I am sorry to say."
Hammond laughed quietly, but made no other comment
on my admission, and I dropped the subject of education,
perceiving him to be hopeless on that side.
I thought a little, and said: "You were speaking just now
of households: that sounded to me a little like the customs
of past times; I should have thought you would have lived
more in public."
'Phalangsteries,* eh?" said he. "Well, we live as we like,
and we like to live as a rule with certain house-mates that
we have got used to. Remember, again, that poverty is
extinct, and that the Fourierist phalangsteries and all their
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kind, as was but natural at the time, implied nothing but a
refuge from mere destitution. Such a way of life as that
could only have been conceived of by people surrounded by
the worst form of poverty. But you must understand there
with, that though separate households are the rule amongst
us, and though they differ in their habits more or less, yet
no door is shut to any good-tempered person who is content
to live as the other house-mates do: only of course it would
be unreasonable for one man to drop into a household and
bid the folk of it to alter their habits to please him, since he
can go elsewhere and live as he pleases. However, I need
not say much about all this, as you are going up the river
with Dick, and will find out for yourself by experience how
these matters are managed."
After a pause, I said: "Your big towns, now; how about
them? London, which-which I have read about as the
modem Babylon of civilisation,* seems to have disappeared."
"Well, well," said old Hammond, "perhaps after all it is
more like ancient Babylon now than the 'modem Babylon'
of the nineteenth century was. But let that pass. After all,
there is a good deal of population in places between here and
Hammersmith; nor have you seen the most populous part of
the town yet."
"Tell me, then," said I, "how is it towards the east?"
Said he: "Time was when if you mounted a good horse
and rode straight away from my door here at a round trot
for an hour and a half, you would still be in the thick of
London, and the greater part of that would be 'slums,' as
they were called; that is to say, places of torture for innocent
men and women; or worse, stews for rearing and breeding
men and women in such degradation that that torture
should seem to them mere ordinary and natural life."
'I know, I know," I said, rather impatiently. "That was
what was; tell me something of what is. Is any of that left?"
"Not an inch," said he; "but some memory of it abides
with us, and I am glad of it. Once a year, on May-day, we
hold a solemn feast in those easterly communes of London
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id cofnmemorate Hie Clearing of Misery, as it is called.
On that day we have music and dancing, and merry games
and happy feasting on the site of some of the worst of the
old slums, the traditional memory of which we have kept
On that occasion the custom is for the prettiest girls to sing
some of the old revolutionary songs, and those which were
the groans of the discontent, once so hopeless, on the very
spots where those terrible crimes of class-murder were
committed day by day for so many years. To a man like
me, who has studied the past so diligently, it is a curious
and touching sight to see some beautiful girl, daintily clad,
and crowned with flowers from the neighbouring meadows,
standing amongst the happy people, on some mound where
of old time stood the wretched apology for a house, a den
in which men and women lived packed amongst the filth
like pilchards in a cask; lived in such a way that they could
only have endured it, as I said just now, by being degraded
out of humanity-to hear the terrible words of threatening
and lamentation coming from her sweet and beautiful lips,
and she unconscious of their real meaning: to hear her, for
instance, singing Hood's Song of the Shirt,* and to think
•that all the time she does not understand what it is all about
-a tragedy grown inconceivable to her and her listeners.
Think of that, if you can, and of how glorious life is grown 1"
"Indeed," said I, "it is difficult for me to think of it."
And I sat watching how his eyes glittered, and how the
fresh life seemed to glow in his face, and I wondered how at
his age he should think of the happiness of the world, or
indeed anything but his coming dinner.
"Tell me in detail," said I, "what lies east of Bloomsbury*
now?"
Said he: "There are but few houses between this and the
outer part of the old city; but in the city we have a thicklydwelling population. Our forefathers, in the first clearing
of the slums were not in a hurry to pull down the houses in
what was called at the end of the nineteenth century the
business quarter of the town, and what later got to be known
16—2618
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as the Swindling Kens.* You see, these houses, though they
stood hideously thick on the ground, were roomy and fairly
solid in building, and clean, because they were not used for
living in, but as mere gambling booths; so the poor people
from the cleared slums took them for lodgings and dwelt
there, till the folk of those days had time to think of some
thing better for them; so the buildings were pulled down So
gradually that people got used to living thicker on the
ground there than in most places; therefore it remains the
most populous part of London, or perhaps of all these
islands. But it is very pleasant there, partly because of the
splendour of the architecture, which goes further than what
you will see elsewhere. However, this crowding, if it may be
called so, does not go further than a street called Aidgate,* a
name which perhaps you may have heard of. Beyond that
the houses are scattered wide about the meadows there,
which are very beautiful, especially when you get on to the
lovely river Lea* (where old Isaak Walton* used to fish, you
know) about the places called Stratford and Old Ford,*
names which of course you will not have heard of, though
the Romans were busy there once upon a time."
Not heard of them! thought I to myself. How strange!
that I who had seen the very last remnant of the pleasant
ness of the meadows by the Lea destroyed, should have
heard them spoken of with pleasantness come back to them
in full measure.
Hammond went on: "When you get down to the Thames
side you come on the Docks, which are works of the nine
teenth century, and are still in use, although not so thronged
as they once were, since we discourage centralisation all we
can, and we have long ago dropped the pretension to be the
market of the world. About these Docks are a good few
houses, which however, are not inhabited by many people
permanently; I mean, those who use them come and go a
good deal, the place being too low and marshy for pleasant
dwelling. Past the Docks eastward and landward it is all flat
pasture, once marsh, except for a few gardens, and there are
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very few permanent dwellings there: scarcely anything but
a few sheds, and cots for the men who come to look after
the great herds of cattle pasturing there. But however, what ‘
with the beasts and the men, and the scattered red-tiled roofs
and the big hayricks, it does not make a bad holiday to get.
a quiet pony and ride about there on a sunny afternoon of
autumn, and look over the river and the craft passing up and
down, and on to Shooters' Hill and the Kentish uplands, and
then turn round to the wide green sea of the Essex marsh
land, with the great domed line of the sky, and the sun shin
ing down in one flood of peaceful light over the long dis
tance. There is a place called Canning's Town, and further
out, Silvertown,* where the pleasant meadows are at their
pleasantest: doubtless they were once slums, and wretched
enough."
The names grated on my ear, but I could not explain why
to him. So I said: "And south of the river, what is it like?"
He said: "You would find it much the same as the land
about Hammersmith. North, again, the land runs up high,
and there is an agreeable and well-built town called Hamp
stead, which fitly ends London on that side. It looks down
on the north-western end of the forest you passed through."
I smiled. "So much for what was once London," said I.
"Now tell me about the other towns of the country."
He said: "As to the big murky places which were once, as
we know, the centres of manufacture, they have, like the
brick and mortar desert of London, disappeared; only, since
they were centres of nothing but 'manufacture,' and served
no purpose but that of the gambling market, they have left
less signs of their existence than London. Of course, the
great change in the use of mechanical force made this an easy
matter, and some approach to their break-up as centres
would probably have taken place, even if we had not changed
our habits so much: but they being such as they were,
no sacrifice would have seemed too great a price to pay for
getting rid of the 'manufacturing districts,' as they used to
be called. For the rest, whatever coal or mineral we need
16*
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is brought to grass and sent whither it is needed with as little
as possible of dirt, confusion, and the distressing of quiet
people's lives. One is tempted to believe from what one has
read of the condition of those districts in the nineteenth
century, that those who had them under their power worried,
befouled, and degraded men out of malice prepense: but
it was not so; like the miseducation of which we were talk
ing just now, it came of their dreadful poverty. They were
obliged to put up with everything, and even pretend that
they liked it; whereas we can now deal with things reason
ably, and refuse to be saddled with what we do not want."
I confess I was not sorry to cut short with a question his
glorifications of the age he lived in. Said I: "How about the
smaller towns? I suppose you have swept those away entire
ly?"
"No, no," said he, "it hasn't gone that way. On the contrary,
there has been but little clearance, though much rebuilding,
in the smaller towns. Their suburbs, indeed, when they had
any, have melted away into the general country, and space
and elbow-room has been got in their centres: but there are
the towns still with their streets and squares and market
places; so that it is by means of these smaller towns that we
of to-day can get some kind of idea of what the towns of
the older world were like;-I mean to say at their best."
"Take Oxford,* for instance," said I.
"Yes," said he, "I suppose Oxford was beautiful even in
the nineteenth century. At present it has the great interest
of still preserving a great mass of precommercial building,
and is a very beautiful place, yet there are many towns which
have become scarcely less beautiful."
Said I: "In passing, may I ask if it is still a place of learn
ing?"
"Still?" said he, smiling. "Well, it has reverted to some of
its best traditions; so you may imagine how far it is from
its nineteenth-century position. It is real learning, knowledge
cultivated for its own sake-the Art of Knowledge, in short
-which is followed there, not the Commercial
learning of
I
244

the past. Though perhaps you do not know that in the nine
teenth century Oxford and its less interesting sister Cam
bridge* became definitely commercial. They (and especially
Oxford) were the breeding places of a peculiar class of par
asites, who called themselves cultivated people; they were
indeed cynical enough, as the so-called educated classes of
the day generally were; but they affected an exaggeration
of cynicism in order that they might be thought knowing
and worldly-wise. The rich middle classes (they had no re
lation with the working classes) treated them with the kind
of contemptuous toleration with which a mediaeval baron
treated his jester; though it must be said that they were by
no means so pleasant as the old jesters were, being, in fact,
the bores of society. They were laughed at, despised-and
paid. Which last was what they aimed at.'
Dear me! thought I, how apt history is to reverse con
temporary judgments. Surely only the worst of them were
as bad as that. But I must admit that they were mostly prigs,
and that they were commercial. I said aloud, though more to
myself than to Hammond, 'Well, how could they be better
than the age that made them?"
"True," he said, "but their pretensions were higher."
"Were they?" said I, smiling.
'You drive me from corner to corner,' said he, smiling in
turn. "Let me say at least that they were a poor sequence
to the aspirations of Oxford of 'the barbarous Middle Ages.''
'Yes, that will do,' said I.
"Also," said Hammond, "what I have been saying of them
is true in the main. But ask on!"
I said: 'We have heard about London and the manufac
turing districts and the ordinary towns: how about the vil
lages?"
Said Hammond: 'You must know that toward the end of
the nineteenth century the villages were almost destroyed,
unless where they became mere adjuncts to the manufactur
ing districts, or formed a sort of minor manufacturing dis
trict themselves. Houses were allowed to fall into decay and
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actual ruin,- trees were cut down for the sake of the few shil
lings which the poor sticks would fetch; the building became
inexpressibly mean and hideous. Labour was scarce; but
wages fell nevertheless. All the small country arts of life
which once added to the little pleasures of country people
were lost. The country produce which passed through the
hands of the husbandman never got so far as their mouths.
Incredible shabbiness and niggardly pinching reigned over
the fields and acres which, in spite of the rude and careless
husbandry of the times, were so kind and bountiful. Had you
any inkling of all this?'
"I have heard that it was so," said I; "but what followed?"
"The change," said Hammond, "which in these matters
took place very early in our epoch, was most strangely rap
id. People flocked into the country villages, and, so to say,
flung themselves upon the freed land like a wild beast upon
his prey; and in a very little time the villages of England
were more populous than they had been since the four
teenth century, and were still growing fast. Of course, this
invasion of the country was awkward to deal with, and
would .have created much misery, if the folk had still been
under the bondage of class monopoly. But as it was, things
soon righted themselves. People found out what they were
fit for, and gave up attempting to push themselves into oc
cupations in which they must needs fail. The town invaded
the country; but the invaders, like the warlike invaders of
early days, yielded to the influence of their surroundings,
and became country people; and in their turn, as they be
came more numerous than the townsmen, influenced them
also; so that the difference between town and country grew
less and less; and it was indeed this world of the country
vivified by the thought and briskness of townbred folk
which has produced that happy and leisurely but eager life
of which you have had a first taste. Again I say, many blun
ders were made, but we have had time to set them right.
Much was left for the men of my earlier life to deal with.
The crude ideas of the first half of the twentieth century.
■

when m^n were still oppressed by the fear of poverty, and
did not look enough to the present pleasure of ordinary
daily life, spoilt a great deal of what the commercial age
had left us of external beauty: and I admit that it was
but slowly that men recovered from the injuries they had
inflicted on themselves even after they became free. But
slowly as the recovery came, it did come; and the more you
see of us, the clearer it will be to you that we are happy.
That we live amidst beauty without any fear of becoming
effeminate; thqt we have plenty to do, and on the whole
enjoy doing it. What more can we ask of life?"
He paused, as if he were seeking for words with which to
express his thought. Then he said:
"This is how we stand. England was once a country of
clearings amongst the woods and wastes, with a few towns
interspersed, which were fortresses for the feudal army,
markets for the folk, gathering places for the craftsmen. It
then became a country of huge and foul workshops and
fouler gambling-dens, surrounded by an ill-kept, povertystricken farm, pillaged by the masters of the workshops. It
is now a garden, where nothing is wasted and nothing is
spoilt, with the necessary dwellings, sheds, and workshops
scattered up and down the country, all trim and neat and
pretty. For, indeed, we should be too much ashamed of
ourselves if we allowed the making of goods, even on a large
scale, to carry with it the appearance, even, of desolation
and misery. Why, my friend, those housewives we were
talking of just now would teach us better than that."
Said I: "This side of your change is certainly for the bet
ter. But though I shall soon see some of these villages, tell
me in a word or two what they are like, just to prepare me.’
"Perhaps," said he, "you have seen a tolerable picture of
these villages as they were before the end of the nineteenth
century. Such things exist."
"I have seen several of such pictures," said I.
"Well," said Hammond, "our villages are something like
the best of such places, with the church or mote-house of the
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neighbours for their chief building. Only note that there are 1
no tokens of poverty about them: no tumble-down pictur- I
esque: which, to tell you the truth, the artist usually availed . ]
himself' of to veil his incapacity for drawing architecture.
Such things do not please us, even when they indicate no 1
misery. Like the mediasvals, we like everything trim and
clean, and orderly and bright; as people always do when
they have any sense of architectural power; because then
they know that they can have what they want, and they
won't stand any nonsense from Nature in their dealings with
her."
"Besides the villages, are there any scattered country hous
es?" said I.
"Yes, plenty," said Hammond; "in fact, except in the wastes
and forests and amongst the sand-hills (like Hindhead
in Surrey), it is not easy to be out of sight of a house; and
where the houses are thinly scattered they run large, and
are more like the old colleges than ordinary houses as they
used to be. That is done for the sake of society, for a good
many people can dwell in such houses, as the country dwell
ers are not necessarily husbandmen; though they almost
all help in such work at times. The life that goes on in these
big dwellings in the country is very pleasant, especially as
some of the most studious men of our time live in them, and
altogether there is a great variety of mind and mood to be
found in them which brightens and quickens the society
there."
"I am rather surprised," said I, 'by all this, for it seems
to me that after all the country must be tolerably populous."
'Certainly/ said he; 'the population is pretty much the
same as it was at the end of the nineteenth century; we have
spread it, that is all. Of course, also, we have helped to pop
ulate other countries-where we were wanted and were called
for."
Said I: 'One thing, it seems to me, does not go with your
word of 'garden' for the country. You have spoken of wastes
and forests, and I myself have seen the beginning of your
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Middlesex and Essex forest. Why do you keep such things
in a garden? and isn’t it very wasteful to do so?"
"My friend," he said, "we like these pieces of wild nature,
and can afford them, so we have them; let alone that as to
the forests, we need a great deal of timber, and suppose that
our sons and sons’ sons will do the like. As to the land
being a garden, I have heard that they used to have shrub
beries and rockeries* in gardens once; and though I might
not like the artificial ones, I assure you that some of the
natural rockeries of our garden are worth seeing. Go north
this summer and look at the Cumberland and Westmoreland
ones,-where, by the way, you will see some sheep feeding,
so that they are not so wasteful as you think; not so wasteful
as forcing-grounds for fruit out of season,* I think. Go and
have a look at the sheep-walks high up the slopes between
Ingleborough and Pen-y-gwent, and tell me if you think we
waste the land there by not covering it with factories for
making things that nobody wants, which was the chief busi
ness of the nineteenth century.".
"I will try to go there," said I.
"It won’t take much trying," said he.

Chapter XI
CONCERNING GOVERNMENT
"Now," said I, "I have come to the point of asking ques
tions which I suppose will be dry for you to answer and diffi
cult for you to explain; but I have foreseen for some time
past that I must ask them, will I nill I.* What kind of a
government have you? Has republicanism finally triumphed?
or have you come to a mere dictatorship, which some per
sons in the nineteenth century used to prophesy as the ulti
mate outcome of democracy? Indeed, this last question does
not seem so very unreasonable, since you have turned your
Parliament House into a dung-market. Or where do you
house your present Parliament?"
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The old man answered my smile with a hearty laugh, and
said: "Well, well, dung is not the worst kind ot corruption;
fertility may come of that, whereas mere dearth came from
the other kind, of which those walls once held the great
supporters. Now, dear guest, let me tell you that our present
parliament would be hard to house in one place, because the
whole people is our parliament."
"I don't understand," said I.
"No, I suppose not," said he. "I must now shock you by
telling you that we have no longer anything which you, a
native of another planet, would call a government."
"I am not so much shocked as you might think," said I,
"as I know something about governments. But tell me, how
do you manage, and how have you come to this state of
things?"
Said he: "It is true that we have to make some arrange
ments about our affairs, concerning which you can ask
presently; and it is also true that everybody does not always
agree with the details of these arrangements; but, further,
it is true that a man no more needs an elaborate system of
government, with its army, navy, and police, to force him to
give way to the will of the majority of his equals, than he
wants a similar machinery to make him understand that his
head and a stone wall cannot occupy the same space at the
same moment. Do you want further explanation?"
"Well, yes, I do," quoth I.
Old Hammond settled himself in his chair with a look of
enjoyment which rather alarmed me, and made me dread
a scientific disquisition: so I sighed and abided. He said:
"I suppose you know pretty well what the process of gov
ernment was in the bad old times?"
"I am supposed to know," said I.
(Hammond) What was the government of those days? Was
it really the Parliament or any part of it?
(I) No.
(H.) Was not the Parliament on the one side a kind of
watch-committee sitting to see that the interests of the Upper
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Classes took no hurt; and on the other side a sort of blind to
delude the people into supposing that they had some share in
the management of their own affairs?
(I) History seems to show us this.
(H.) To what extent did the people manage their own
affairs?
(I) I judge from what I have heard that sometimes they
forced the Parliament to make a law to legalise some altera
tion which had already taken place.
(H.) Anything else?
(I) I think not. As I am informed, if the people made any
attempt to deal with the cause of their grievances, the law
stepped in and said, this is sedition, revolt, or what not, and
slew or tortured the ringleaders of such attempts.
(H.) If Parliament was not the government then, nor the
people either, what was the government?
(I) Can you tell me?
(H.) I think we shall not be far wrong if we say that
government was the Law-Courts, backed up by the execu
tive, which handled the brute force that the deluded people
allowed them to use for their own purposes; I mean the
army, navy, and police.
(I) Reasonable men must needs think you are right.
(H.) Now as to those Law-Courts. Were they places of
fair dealing according to the ideas of the day? Had a poor
man a good chance of defending his property and person in
them?
(I) It is a commonplace that even rich men looked upon
a law-suit as a dire misfortune, even if they gained the
case; and as for a poor one-why, it was considered a mir
acle of justice and beneficence if a poor man who had
once got into the clutches of the law escaped prison or utter
ruin.
(H.) It seems, then, my son, that the government by
law-courts and police, which was the real government of
the nineteenth century, was not a great success even to the
people of that day, living under a class system which pro
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claimed inequality and poverty as the law of God and the
bond which held the world together.
(I) So it seems, indeed.
(H.) And now that all this is changed, and the "rights
of property," which mean the clenching the fist on a piece
of goods and crying out to the neighbours, You shan't have
this!-now that all this has disappeared so utterly that it
is no longer possible even to jest upon its absurdity, is such
a Government possible?
(I) It is impossible.
(H.) Yes, happily. But for what other purpose than the
protection of the rich from the poor, the strong from the
weak, did this Government exist?
(I) I have heard that it was said that their office was to
defend their own citizens against attack from other coun
tries.
(H.) It was said; but was any one expected to believe this?
For instance, did the English Government defend the English
citizen against the French?
(I) So it was said.
(H.) Then if the French had invaded England and con
quered it, they would not have allowed the English work
man to live well?
(I, laughing) As far as I can make out, the English masters
of the English workmen saw to that: they took from their
workmen as much of their livelihood as they dared, because
they wanted it for themselves.
(H.) But if the French had conquered, would they not
have taken more still from the English workmen?
(I) I do not think so; for in that case the English work
men would have died of starvation; and then the French
conquest would have ruined the French, just as if the English
horses and cattle had died of under-feeding. So that after all,
the English workmen would have been no worse off for the
conquest: their French masters could have got no more from
them than their English masters did.
(H.) This is true; and we may admit that the pretensions
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of the government to defend the poor (i.e., the useful) peo
ple against other countries come to nothing. But that is but
natural; for we have seen already that it was the function of
government to protect the rich against the poor. But did not
the government defend its rich men against other nations?
(I) I do not remember to have heard that the rich needed
defence; because it is said that even when two nations were
at war, the rich men of each nation gambled with each other
pretty much as usual, and even sold each other weapons
wherewith to kill their own countrymen.
(H.) In short, it comes to this, that whereas the so-called
government of protection of property by means of the lawcourts meant destruction of wealth, this defence of the citi
zens of one country against those of another country by means
of war or threat of war meant pretty much the same thing.
(I) I cannot deny it.
(H.) Therefore the government really existed for the de
struction of wealth?
(I) So it seems. And yet—
(H.) Yet what?
(I) There were many rich people in those times.
(H.) You see the consequences of that fact?
(I) I think I do. But tell me out what they were.
(H.) If the government habitually destroyed wealth, the
country must have been poor?
(I) Yes, certainly.
(H.) Yet amidst this poverty the persons for the sake of
whom the government existed insisted on being rich what
ever might happen?
(I) So it was.
(H.) What must happen if in a poor country some people
insist on being rich at the expense of the others?
(I) Unutterable poverty for the others. All this misery
then, was caused by the destructive government of which we
have been speaking?
(H.) Nay, it would be incorrect to say so. The govern
ment itself was but the necessary result of the careless, aim253

Jess tyranny of the times; it was but the machinery of tyran
ny. Now tyranny has come to an end, and we no longer need
such machinery; we could not possibly use it since we are
free. Therefore in your sense of the word we have no govern
ment. Do you understand this now?
(I) Yes, I do. But I will ask you some more questions as to
how you as free men manage your affairs.
(H.) With all my heart. Ask away.
Chapter Xll

CONCERNING THE ARRANGEMENT OF LIFE
"Well," I said, "about those 'arrangements' which you spoke
of as taking the place of government, could you give me any
account of them?"
"Neighbour," he said, "although we have simplified our
lives a great deal from what they were, and have got rid of
many conventionalities and many sham wants, which used to
give our forefathers much trouble, yet our life is too complex
for me to tell you in detail by means of words how it is ar
ranged; you must find that out by living amongst us. It is
true that I can better tell you what we don't do, than what
we do do."
"Well?" said I.
"This is the way to put it," said he: "We have been living
for a hundred and fifty years, at least, more or less in our
present manner, and a tradition or habit of life has been
growing on us; and that habit has become a habit of acting
on the whole for the best. It is easy for us to live without
robbing each other. It would be possible for us to contend
with and rob each other, but it would be harder for us than
refraining from strife and robbery. That is in short the foun
dation of our life and our happiness."
"Whereas in the old days," said I, "it was very hard to live
without strife and robbery. That's what you mean, isn't it,
by giving me the negative side of your good conditions?"
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"Yes," he said, "it was So hard,.that those who habitually
acted fairly to their neighbours were celebrated as saints and
heroes, and were looked up to with the greatest reverence."
"While they were alive?" said I.
"No;" said he, "after they were dead."
"But as to these days," I said; "you don't mean to tell me
that no one ever transgresses this habit of good fellowship?"
"Certainly not," said Hammond, "but when the trans
gressions occur, everybody, transgressors and all, know them
for what they are; the errors of friends, not the habitual ac
tions of persons driven into enmity against society."
"I see," said I: "you mean that you have no 'criminal'
classes."
"How could we have them," said he, "since there is no rich
class to breed enemies against the state by means of the in
justice of the state?"
Said I: "I thought that I understood from something that
fell from you a little while ago that you had abolished civil
law. Is that so, literally?"
"It abolished itself, my friend," said he. "As I said before,
the civil law courts were upheld for the defence of private
✓ property, for nobody ever pretended that it was possible to
make people act fairly to each other by means of brute force.
Well, private property being abolished, all the laws and all
the legal 'crimes' which it had manufactured of course came
to an end. Thou shalt not steal,* had to be translated into,
Thou shalt work in order to live happily. Is there any need
to enforce that commandment by violence?"
"Well," said I, "th^t is understood, and I agree with it;
but how about the crimes of violence? would not their occur
rence (and you admit that they occur) make criminal law
necessary?"
Said he: 'In your sense of the word, we have no criminal ,
law ejjftier. Let us look at the matter closer, and see whence
crimes of violence spring. By far the greater part of these
in past days were the result of the laws of private property,
which forbade the satisfaction of their natural desires to all
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but a privileged few, and of the general visible coercion
which came of those laws. All that cause of violent crime is
gone. Again, many violent acts came from the artificial
perversion of the sexual passions, which caused overweening
jealousy and the like miseries. Now, when you look carefully
into these, you will find that what lay at the bottom of them
was mostly the idea (a law-made idea) of the woman being
the property of the man, whether he were husband, father,
brother, or what not. That idea has of course vanished with
private property, as well as certain follies about the 'ruin' of
women for following their natural desires in an illegal way,
which of course was a convention caused by the laws of
private property.
"Another cognate cause of crimes of violence was the fam
ily tyranny, which was the subject of so many novels and
stories of the past, and which once more was the result of
private property. Of course that is all ended, since families
are held together by no bond of coercion, legal or social, but
by mutual liking and affection, and everybody is free to
come or go as he or she pleases. Furthermore, our standards
of honour and public estimation are very different from the
old ones; success in besting our neighbours is a road to
renown now closed, let us hope for ever. Each man is free to
exercise his special faculty to the utmost, and every one en
courages him in so doing. So that we have got rid of the
scowling envy, coupled by the poets with hatred, and surely
with good reason; heaps of unhappiness and ill-blood were
caused by it, which with irritable and passionate men-i.e.,
energetic and active men-often led to violence."
I laughed, and said: "So that you now withdraw your
admission, and say that there is no violence amongst you?"
"No," said he, "I withdraw nothing: as I told you, such
things will happen. Hot blood will err sometimes.* A man
may strike another, and the stricken strike back again, and
the result be a homicide, to put it at the worst.* But what
'then? Shall we the neighbours make it worse still? Shall we
think so poorly of each other as to suppose that the slain
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man calls on us to revenge him, when we know that if he had
been maimed, he would, when in cold blood and able to
weigh all the circumstances, have forgiven his maimer? Or
will the death of the slayer bring the slain man to life again
and cure the unhappiness his loss has caused?"
"Yes," I said, "but consider, must not the safety of society
be safeguarded by some punishment?"
"There, neighbour!" said the old man, with some exul
tation. "You have hit the mark. That punishment of which
men used to talk so wisely and act so foolishly, what was
it but the expression of their fear? And they had need to
fear, since they-i.e., the rulers of society-were dwelling like
an armed band in a hostile country. But we who live amongst
our friends need neither fear nor punish. Surely if we, in
dread of an occasional rare homicide, an occasional rough
blow, were solemnly and legally to commit homicide and
violence, we could only be a society of ferocious cowards.
Don't you think so, neighbour?"
"Yes, I do, when I come to think of it from that side,"
said I.
"Yet you must understand," said the old man, "that when
any violence is committed, we expect the transgressor to
make any atonement possible to him, and he himself expects
it. But again, think if the destruction or serious injury of a
man momentarily overcome by wrath or folly can be any
atonement to the commonwealth? Surely it can only be an
additional injury to it."
Said I: "But suppose the man has a habit of violence
kills a man a year, for instance?"
"Such a thing is unknown," said he. "In a society where
there is no punishment to evade, no law to triumph over,
remorse will certainly follow transgression."
"And lesser outbreaks of violence," said I, "how do you
deal with them? for hitherto we have been talking of great
tragedies, I suppose?"
Said Hammond: "If the ill-doer is not sick or mad (in
which case he must be restrained till his sickness or madness
17—2618
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is cured) it is clear that grief and humiliation must follow
the ill-deed; and society in general will make that pretty
clear to the ill-doer if he should chance to be dull to it; and
again, some kind of atonement will follow,-at the least, an
open acknowledgment of the grief and humiliation. Is it so
hard to say, I ask your pardon, neighbour?~Well, sometimes
it is hard-and let it be.'
"You think that enough?" said I.
"Yes," said he, "and moreover it is all that we can do.
If in addition we torture the man, we turn his grief into
anger, and the humiliation he would otherwise feel for his
wrong-doing is swallowed up by a hope of revenge for our
wrong-doing to him. He has paid the legal penalty, and
can 'go and sin again'* with comfort. Shall we commit such
a folly, then? Remember Jesus had got the legal penalty
remitted before he said 'Go and sin no more.'* Let alone that in
a society of equals you will not find any one to play the
part of torturer or jailer, though many to act as nurse or
doctor."
"So," said I, "you consider crime a mere spasmodic disease,
which requires no body of criminal law to deal with it?"
"Pretty much so," said he; "and since, as I told you, we
are a healthy people generally, so we are not likely to be
much troubled with this disease."
"Well, you have no civil law, and no criminal law. But
have you no laws of the market, so to say-no regulation
for the exchange of wares? for you must exchange, even if
you have no property."
Said he: "We have no obvious individual exchange, as
you saw this morning when you went а-shopping; but of
course there are regulations of the markets, varying accord
ing to the circumstances and guided by general custom. But
as these are matters of general assent, which nobody dreams
of objecting to, so also we have made no provision for en
forcing them: therefore I dont call them laws. In law, wheth
er it be criminal or civil, execution always follows judg
ment, and some one must suffer. When you see the judge
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On his bench, you see through him, as clearly as if he were
made of glass, the policeman to emprison, and the soldier
to slay some actual living person. Such follies would make
an agreeable market, wouldn't they?"
"Certainly," said I, "that means turning the market into
a mere battlefield, in which many people must suffer as
much as in the battlefield of bullet and bayonet. And from
what I have seen I should suppose that your marketing,
great and little, is carried on in a way that makes it a pleas
ant occupation."
"You are right, neighbour," said he. "Although there are
so many, indeed by far the greater number amongst us, who
would be unhappy if they were not engaged in actually
making things, and things which turn out beautiful under
their hands-there are many, like the housekeepers I was
speaking of, whose delight is in administration and organiza
tion, to use long-tailed words, I mean people who like
keeping things together, avoiding waste, seeing that nothing
sticks fast uselessly.* Such people are thoroughly happy in
their business, all the more as they are dealing with actual
facts, and not merely passing counters round to see what
share they shall have in the privileged taxation of useful
people, which was the business of the commercial folk in
past days. Well, what are you going to ask me next?"

Chapter XIII

CONCERNING POLITICS
Said I: "How do you manage with politics?" Said Ham
mond, smiling: "I am glad that it is of me that you ask the
question: I do believe that anybody else would make you
explain yourself, or try to do so, till you were sickened of
asking questions. Indeed, I believe I am the only man in
England who would know what you mean; and since I know,
I will answer your question briefly by saying that we are
very well off as to politics,-because we have none. If ever
17*
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you make a book out of this conversation, put this in a chap
ter by itself, after the model of old Horrebow's Snakes in
Iceland."*
"I will," said I.

Chapter XIV
HOW MATTERS ARE MANAGED

Said I: "How about your relations with foreign nations?"
"I will not affect not to know what you mean," said he,
"but I will tell you at once that the whole system of rival
and contending nations which played so great a part in the
'government' of the world of civilisation has disappeared
along with the inequality betwixt man and man in society."
"Does not that make the world duller?" said I.
"Why?" said the old man.
"The obliteration of national variety," said I.
"Nonsense," he said, somewhat snappishly. "Cross the
water and see. You will find plenty of variety: the land
scape, the building, the diet, the amusements, all various.
The men and women varying in looks as well as in habits of
thought; the costume far more various than in the commer
cial period. How should it add to the variety or dispel the
dulness, to coerce certain families or tribes, often hetero
geneous and jarring with one another, into certain artificial
and mechanical groups, and call them nations, and stimulate
their patriotism-i.e., their foolish and envious prejudices?"
"Well-I don't know how," said I.
"That's right," said Hammond cheerily; "you can easily
understand that now we are freed from this folly it is obvious
to us that by means of this very diversity the different strains
of blood in the world can be serviceable and pleasant to
each other, without in the least wanting to rob each other:
we are all bent on the same enterprise, making the most of
our lives. And I must tell you whatever quarrels or mis
understandings arise, they very seldom take place between
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people of different race; and consequently since there is less
unreason in them, they are the more readily appeased."
"Good," said I, "but as to those matters of politics; as to
general differences of opinion in one and the same com
munity. Do you assert that there are none?"
"No, not at alt" said he, somewhat snappishly: "but I
do say that differences of opinion about real solid things
need not, and with us do not, crystallise people into parties
permanently hostile to one another, with different theories
as to the build of the universe and the progress of time. Isn't
that what politics used to mean?"
"H'm, well," said I, "I am not so sure of that."
Said he: "I take you, neighbour; they only pretended to this
serious difference of opinion; for if it had existed they could
not have dealt together in the ordinary business of life;
couldn't have eaten together, bought and sold together,
gambled together, cheated other people together, but must
have fought whenever they met: which would not have
suited them at all. The game of the masters of politics
was to cajole or force the public to pay the expense of a
luxurious life and exciting amusement for a few cliques of
ambitious persons: and the pretence of serious difference of
opinion, belied by every action of their lives, was quite good
enough for that. What has all that got to do with us?"
Said I: "Why, nothing, I should hope. But I fear-In short,
I have been told that political strife was a necessary result
of human nature."
"Human nature!" cried the old boy, impetuously: "what
human nature? The human nature of paupers, of slaves, of
slave-holders, or the human nature of wealthy freemen?
Which? Come, tell me that!"
"Well," said I, "I suppose there would be a difference ac
cording to circumstances in people's action about these
matters."
"I should think so, indeed," said he. "At all events, expe
rience shows that it is so. Amongst us, our differences con
cern matters of business, and passing events as to them, and
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could not divide men permanently. As a rule, the immediate I
outcome shows which opinion on a given subject is the right
one; it is a matter of fact, not of speculation. For instance,
it is clearly not easy to knock up a political party on the
question as to whether haymaking in such and such a coun
tryside shall begin this week or next, when all men agree that
it must at latest begin the week after next, and when any man
can go down into the fields himself and see whether the
seeds are ripe enough for the cutting."
Said I: "And you settle these differences, great and small,
by the will of the majority, I suppose?"
"Certainly," said he; "how else could we settle them?
You see in matters which are merely personal which do not
affect the welfare of the community-how a man shall dress,
what he shall eat and drink, what he shall write and read.
and so forth-there can be no difference of opinion, and
everybody does as he pleases. But when the matter is of
common interest to the whole community, and the doing
or not doing something affects everybody, the majority
must have their way; unless the minority were to take up
arms and show by force that they were the effective of real
majority; which, however, in a society of men who are free
and equal is little likely to happen; because in such a com
munity the apparent majority is the real majority, and the
others, as I have hinted before, know that too well to ob
struct from mere pigheadedness; especially as they have
had plenty of opportunity of putting forward their side of
the question".
'How is that managed?" said I.
"Well," said he, "let us take one of our units of manage
ment, a commune, or a ward, or a parish (for we have all
three names, indicating little real distinction between them
now, though time was there was a good deal). In such a
district, as you would call it, some neighbours think that
something ought to be done or undone: a new town-hall
built; a clearance of inconvenient houses; or say a stone
bridge substituted for some ugly old iron one,-there you

have undoing and doing in one. Well, at the next ordinary
meeting of the neighbours, or Mote, as we call it, according
to the ancient tongue of the times before bureaucracy, a
neighbour proposes the change, and of course, if everybody
agrees, there is an end of discussion, except about details.
Equally, if no one backs the proposer-'seconds him,' it
used to be called-the matter drops for the time being; a
thing not likely to happen amongst reasonable men, how
ever, as the proposer is sure to have talked it over with others
before the Mote. But supposing the affair proposed and
seconded, if a few of the neighbours disagree to it, if they
think that the beastly iron bridge will serve a little longer
and they don't want to be bothered with building a new one
just then, they don't count heads that time, but put off the
formal discussion to the next Mote; and meantime arguments
pro and con* are flying about, and some get printed, so that
everybody knows what is going on; and when the Mote
comes together again there is a regular discussion and at last
a vote by show of hands. If the division is a close one,* the
question is again put off for further discussion; if the division
is a wide one, the minority are asked if they will yield to the
more general opinion, which they often, nqy, most com
monly do. If they refuse, the question is debated a third
time, when, if the minority has not perceptibly grown, they
always give way; though I believe there is some half
forgotten rule by which they might still carry it on further;
but I say, what always happens is that they are convinced,
not perhaps that their view is the wrong one, but they cannot
persuade or force the community to adopt it."
"Very good," said I, "but what happens if the divisions
are still narrow?"
Said he: "As a matter df principle and according to the
rule of such cases, the question must then lapse, and the
majority, if so narrow, has to submit to sitting down under
the status quo* But I must tell you that in point of fact the
minority very seldom enforces this rule, but generally yields
in a friendly manner.""
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"But do you know," said I, "that there is something in all
this very like democracy; and I thought that democracy was
considered to be in a moribund condition many, many
years ago."
The old boy's eyes twinkled. "I grant you that our meth
ods have that drawback. But what is to be done? We can't
get any one amongst us to complain of his not always having
his own way in the teeth of the community, when it is clear
that everybody cannot have that indulgence. What is to be
done?"
"Well," said I, "I don't know."
Said he: "The only alternatives to our method that I can
conceive of are these. First, that we should choose out, or
breed, a class of superior persons capable of judging on all
matters without consulting the neighbours; that, in short, we
should get for ourselves what used to be called an aristoc
racy of intellect; or, secondly, that for the purpose of safe
guarding the freedom of the individual will, we should
revert to a system of private property again, and have slaves
and slave-holders once more. What do you think of those two
expedients?"
"Well," said I, "there is a third possibility-to wit, that
every man should be quite independent of every other, and
that thus the tyranny of society should be abolished." .
He looked hard at me for a second or two, and then burst
out laughing very heartily; and I confess that I joined him.
When he recovered himself he nodded at me, and said: "Yes,
yes, I quite agree with you-and so we all do."
"Yes," I said, "and besides, it does not press hardly on the
minority: for, take this matter of the bridge, no man is
obliged to work on it if he doesn't agree to its building. At
least, I suppose not."
He smiled, and said: "Shrewdly put; and yet from the
point of view of the native of another planet. If the man of
the minority does find his feelings hurt, doubtless he may
relieve them by refusing to help in building the bridge. But,
dear neighbour, that is not a very effective salve for the

wound caused by the 'tyranny of a majority’ in our society;
because all work that is done is either beneficial or hurtful
to every member of society. The man is benefited by the
bridge-building if it turns out a good thing, and hurt by it
if it turns out a bad one, whether he puts a hand to it or not;
and meanwhile he is benefiting the bridge-builders by his
work, whatever that may be. In fact, I see no help for him
except the pleasure of saying T told you so' if the bridge
building turns out to be a mistake and hurts him;, if it
benefits him he must suffer in silence. A terrible tyranny
our Communism, is it not? Folk used often to be warned
against this very unhappiness in times past, when for every
well-fed, contented person you saw a thousand miserable
starvelings. Whereas for us, we grow fat and well-liking on
the tyranny; a tyranny, to say the truth, not to be made
visible by any microscope I know. Don't be afraid, my
friend; we are not going to seek for troubles by calling our
peace and plenty and happiness by ill names whose very
meaning we have forgotten!"
He sat musing for a little, and then started and said:
"Are there any more questions, dear guest? The morning is
waning fast amidst my garrulity."
Chapter XV
ON THE LACK OF INCENTIVE TO LABOUR IN A
COMMUNIST SOCIETY

"Yes," said I. "I was expecting Dick and Clara to make
their appearance any moment: but is there time to ask just
one or two questions before they come?"
"Try it, dear neighbour-try it," said old Hammond. "For
the more you ask me the better I am pleased; and at any
rate if they do come and find me in the middle of an answer,
they must sit quiet and pretend to listen till I come to an end.
It won't hurt them; they will find it quite amusing enough to
sit side by side, conscious of their proximity to each other,"
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I smiled, as I was bound to, and said: "Good; I will go on
talking without noticing them when they come in. Now,
this is what I want to ask you about-to wit, how you get
people to work when there is no reward of labour, and es
pecially how you get them to work strenuously?"
"No reward of labour?" said Hammond, gravely. "The
reward of labour is life. Is that not enough?"
"But no reward for especially good work," quoth I.
"Plenty of reward," said he-"the reward of creation. The
wages which God gets, as people might have said time agone.
If you are going to ask to be paid for the pleasure of crea
tion, which is what excellence in work means, the next thing
we shall hear of will be a bill sent in for the begetting of
children."
Well, but," said I, "the man of the nineteenth century
would say there is a natural desire towards the procreation
of children, and a natural desire not to work."
"Yes, yes," said he," "I know the ancient platitude,-wholly
untrue; indeed, to us quite meaningless. Fourier,* whom all
men laughed at, understood the matter better."
"Why is it meaningless to you?" said I.
He said: "Because it implies that all work is suffering, and
we are so far from thinking that, that, as you may have
noticed, whereas we are not short of wealth, there is a kind of
fear growing up amongst us that we shall one day be short
of work. It is a pleasure which we are afraid of losing, not
a pain."
x
"Yes," said I, "I have noticed that, and I was going to ask
you about that also. But in the meantime, what do you posi
tively mean to assert about the pleasurableness of work
amongst you?”
"This, that all work is now pleasurable; either because of
the hope of gain in honour and wealth with which the work
is done, which causes pleasurable excitement, even when
the actual work is not pleasant; or else because it has grown
into a pleasurable habit, as in the case with what you may
call mechanical work; and lastly (and most of our work is of
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this kind) because there is conscious sensuous pleasure in the
work itself; it is done, that is, by artists."
"I see," said I. "Can you now tell me how you have come
to this happy condition? For, to speak plainly, this change
from the conditions of the older world seems to me far
greater and more important than all the other changes you
have told me about as to crime, politics, property, marriage."
"You are right there," said he. "Indeed, you may say
rather that it is this change which makes all the others
possible. What is the object of Revolution? Surely to make
people happy. Revolution having brought its foredoomed
change about, how can you prevent the counter-revolution
from setting in except by making people happy? What! shall
we expect peace and stability from unhappiness? The gath
ering of grapes from thorns and figs from thistles* is a
reasonable expectation compared with that! And happiness
without happy daily work is impossible."
"Most obviously true," said I: for I thought the old boy
was preaching a little. "But answer my question, as to how
you gained this happiness."
"Briefly," said he, "by the absence of artificial coercion,
and the freedom for every man to do what he can do best,
joined to the knowledge of what productions of labour we
really want. I must admit that this knowledge we reached
slowly and painfully."
"Go on," said I, "give me more detail; explain more fully.
For this subject interests me intensely."
"Yes, I will," said he; "but in order to do so I must weary
you by talking a little about the past. Contrast is necessary
for this explanation. Do you mind?"
"No, no," said I.
Said he, settling himself in his chair again for a long talk:
'It is clear from all that we hear and read, that in the last
age of civilisation men had got into a vicious circle in the
matter of production of wares. They had reached a won
derful facility of production, and in order to make the most
of that facility they had gradually created (or allowed to
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grow, rather) a most elaborate system of buying and selling,
which has been called the World-Market; and that WorldMarket, once set a-going, forced them to go on making
more and more of these wares, whether they needed them
or not. So that while (of course) they could not free them
selves from the toil of making real necessaries, they created
in a never-ending series sham or artificial necessaries, which
became, under the iron rule of the aforesaid World-Market,
of equal importance to them with the real necessaries which
supported life. By all this they burdened themselves with a
prodigious mass of work merely for the sake of keeping
their wretched system going."
"Yes-and then?" said I.
"Why, then, since they had forced themselves to stagger
along under this horrible burden of unnecessary produc
tion, it became impossible for them to look upon labour and
its results from any other point of view than one-to wit, the
ceaseless endeavour to expend the least possible amount of
labour on any article made, and yet at the same time to
make as many articles as possible. To this 'cheapening of
production,' as it was called, everything was sacrificed: the
happiness of the workman at his work, nay, his most ele
mentary comfort and bare health, his food, his clothes, his
dwelling, his leisure, his amusement, his education-his life,
in short-did not weigh a grain of sand in the balance
against this dire necessity of 'cheap production' of things,
a great part of which were not worth producing at all. Nay,
we are told, and we must believe it, so overwhelming is the
evidence, though many of our people scarcely can believe it,
that even rich and powerful men, the masters of the poor
devils aforesaid, submitted to live amidst sights and sounds
and smells which it is in the very nature of man to abhor
and flee from, in order that their riches might bolster up
this supreme folly. The whole community, in fact, was cast
into the jaws of this ravening monster, 'the cheap produc
tion' forced upon it by the World-Market."
"Dear me!" said I, "But what happened? Did not their
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cleverness and facility in production master this chaos of mis
ery at last? Couldn't they catch up with the World-Market,
and then set to work to devise means for relieving themselves
from this fearful task of extra labour?"
He smiled bitterly. "Did they even try to?" said he. "I am
not sure. You know that according to the old saw the beetle
gets used to living in dung; and these people, whether they
found the dung sweet or not, certainly lived in it."
His estimate of the life of the nineteenth century made me
catch my breath a little; and I said feebly, "But the laboursaving machines?"
"Heyday!" quoth he. "What's that you are saying? the
labour-saving machines? Yes, they were made to 'save la
bour' (or, to speak more plainly, the lives of men) on one
piece of work in order that it might be expended-I will say
wasted-on another, probably useless, piece of work. Friend,
all their devices for cheapening labour simply resulted in
increasing the burden of labour. The appetite of the WorldMarket grew with what it fed on: the countries within the
ring of 'civilisation' (that is, organised misery) were glutted
with'the abortions of the market, and force and fraud were
used unsparingly to 'open up' countries outside that pale.
This process of 'opening up' is a strange one to those who
have read the professions of the men of that period and do
not understand their practice; and perhaps shows us at its
worst the great vice of the nineteenth century, the use of
hypocrisy and cant to evade the responsibility of vicarious
ferocity.* When the civilised World-Market coveted a coun
try not yet in its clutches, some transparent pretext was
found-the suppression of a slavery different from, and not
so cruel as that of commerce; the pushing of a religion no
longer believed in by its promoters; the 'rescue' of some des
perado or homicidal madman whose misdeeds had got him
into trouble amongst the natives of the barbarous' countryany stick, in short, which would beat the dog* at all. Then
some bold, unprincipled, ignorant adventurer was found (no
difficult task in the days of competition), and he was bribed
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to 'create a market' by breaking up whatever traditional
society there might be in the doomed country, and by de
stroying whatever leisure or pleasure he found there. He
forced wares on the natives which they did not want, and took
their natural products in 'exchange,' as this form of robbery
was called, and thereby he 'created new wants,' to supply
which (that is, to be allowed to live by their new masters)
the hapless, helpless people had to sell themselves into the
slavery of hopeless toil so that they might have something
wherewith to purchase the nullities of 'civilisation.' "Ah," said
the old man, pointing to the Museum, "I have read books
and papers in there, telling strange stories indeed of the deal
ings of civilisation (or organised misery) with 'non-civilisation',- from the time when the British Government deliberately
sent blankets infected with small-pox as choice gifts to in
convenient tribes of Red-skins,* to the time when Africa was
infested by a man named Stanley,* who—"
"Excuse me," said I, "but as you know, time presses; and
I want to keep our question on the straightest line possible;
and I want at once to ask this about these wares made for
the World-Market-how about their quality; these people
who were so clever about making goods, I suppose they made
them well?"
"Quality!" said the old man crustily, for he was rather
peevish at being cut short in his story; "how could they
possibly attend to such trifles as the quality of the wares they
sold? The best of them were of a lowish average, the worst
were transparent make-shifts for the things asked for, which
nobody would have put up with if they could have got any
thing else. It was a current jest of the time that the wares
were made to sell and not to use; a jest which you, as coming
from another planet, may understand, but which our folk
could not."
Said I: "What! did they make nothing well?"
"Why, yes," said he, "there was one class of goods which
they did make thoroughly well, and that was the class of
machines which were used for making things. These were
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usually quite perfect pieces of workmanship, admirably
adapted to the end in view. So that it may be fairly said
that the great achievement of the nineteenth century was
the making of machines which were wonders of invention,
skill, and patience, and which were used for the production
of measureless quantitids of worthless make-shifts. In truth,
the owners of the machines did not consider anything which
they made as wares, but simply as means for the enrichment
of themselves. Of course, the only admitted test of utility in
wares was the finding of buyers for them-wise men or fools,
as it might chance."
"And people put up with this?" said I.
"For a time," said he.
"And then?"
"And then the overturn," said the old man, smiling, "and
the nineteenth century saw itself as a man who has lost his
clothes whilst bathing, and has to walk naked through the
town."
"You are very bitter about that unlucky nineteenth cen
tury," said I.
"Naturally," said he, "since I know so much about it."
He was silent a little, and then said: "There are traditions
-nay, real histories-in our family about it: my grandfather
was one of its victims. If you know something about it, you
will understand what he suffered when I tell you that he was
in those days a genuine artist, a man of genius, and a revo
lutionist."
"I think I do understand," said I: "but now, as it seems,
you have reversed all this?"
"Pretty much so," said he. "The wares which we make
are made because they are needed: men make for their
neighbours' use as if they were making for themselves, not
for a vague market of which they know nothing, and over
which they have to control: as there is no buying and sell
ing, it would be mere insanity to make goods on the chance
of their being wanted; for there is no longer any one
who can be compelled to buy them. So that whatever is made
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is good, and thoroughly fit for its purpose. Nothing can be
made except for genuine use; therefore no inferior goods
are made. Moreover, as aforesaid, we have now found out
what we want, so we make no more than we want; and as
we are not driven to make a vast quantity of useless things,
we have time and resources enough to consider our pleas
ure in making them. All work which would be irksome to
do by hand is done by immensely improved machinery; and
in all work which it is a pleasure to do by hand machinery
is done without. There is no difficulty in finding work which
suits the special turn of mind of everybody; so that no man
is sacrificed to the wants of another. From time to time,
when we have found out that some piece of work was too
disagreeable or troublesome, we have given it up and done
altogether without the thing produced by it. Now, surely you
can see that under these circumstances all the work that we
do is an exercise of the mind and body more or less pleas
ant to be done: so that instead of avoiding work everybody
seeks it: and, since people have got defter in doing the work
generation after generation, it has become so easy to do, that
it seems as if there were less done, though probably more
is produced. I suppose this explains that fear, which I hinted
at just now, of a possible scarcity in work, which perhaps
you have already noticed, and which is a feeling on the in
crease, and has been for a score of years."
"But do you think," said I, "that there is any fear of a work
famine amongst you?"
"No, I do not," said he, "and I will tell why; it is each
man's business to make his own work pleasanter and pleas
anter, which of course tends towards raising the standard of
excellence, as no man enjoys turning out work which is not
a credit to him, and also to greater deliberation in turning
it out; and there is such a vast number of things which can
be treated as works of art, that this alone gives employment
to a host of deft people. Again, if art be inexhaustible, so is
science also; and though it is no longer the only innocent
occupation which is thought worth an intelligent man spend
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ing his time upon, as it once was, yet there are, and I suppose
will be, many people who are excited by its conquest of dif
ficulties, and care for it more than for anything else. Again,
as more and more of pleasure is imported into work, I think
we shall take up kinds of work which produce desirable
wares, but which we gave up because we could not carry
them on pleasantly. Moreover, I think that it is only in
parts of Europe which are more advanced than the rest of
the world that you will hear this talk of the fear of a work
famine. Those lands which were once the colonies of Great
Britain, for instance, and especially America-that part of it,
above all, which was once the United States-are now and
will be for a long while a great resource to us. For these
lands, and, I say, especially the northern parts of America,
suffered so terribly from the full force of the last days of
civilisation, and became such horrible places to live in, that
they are now very backward in all that makes life pleasant.
Indeed, one may say that for nearly a hundred years the peo
ple of the northern parts of America have been engaged in
gradually making a dwelling-place out of a stinking dust
heap; and there is still a great deal to do, especially as the
country is so big.'
'Well," said I, "I am exceedingly glad to think that you
have such a prospect of happiness before you. But I should
like to ask a few more questions, and then I have done for
to-day.”
Chapter XVI

DINNER IN THE HALL
OF THE BLOOMSBURY MARKET
) As I spoke, I heard footsteps near the door; the latch
yielded, and in came our two lovers, looking so handsome
that one had no feeling of shame in looking on at their littleconcealed love-making; for indeed it seemed as if all the
world must be in love with them. As for old Hammond, he
18—2618
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looked on them like an artist who has just painted a picture
nearly as well as he thought he could when he began it, and
was perfectly happy. He said:
"Sit down, sit down, young folk, and don't make a noise.
Our guest here has still some questions to ask me."
"Well, I should suppose so," said Dick; "you have only
been three hours and a half together; and it isn't to be hoped
that the history of two centuries could be told in three hours
and a half: let alone that, for all I know, you may have been
wandering into the realms of geography and craftsman
ship."
"As to noise, my dear kinsman," said Clara, "you will very
soon be disturbed by the noise of the dinner-bell, which I
should think will be very pleasant music to our guest, who
breakfasted early, it seems, and probably had a tiring day
yesterday."
I said: "Well, since you have spoken the word, I begin to
feel that it is so; but I have been feeding myself with wonder
this long time past: really, it's quite true," quoth I, as I saw
her smile, О so prettily!
But just then from some tower high up in the air came the
sound of silvery chimes playing a sweet clear tune, that
sounded to my unaccustomed ears like the song of the first
blackbird in the spring, and called a rush of memories to
my mind, some of bad times, some of good, but all sweetened
now into mere pleasure.
"No more questions now before dinner," said Clara; and
she took my hand as an affectionate child would, and led
me out of the room and down stairs into the forecourt of the
Museum, leaving the two Hammonds to follow as they
pleased.
We went into the market-place which I had been in be
fore, a thinnish stream of elegantly1 dressed people going in
along with us. We turned into the cloister and came to a
1 "Elegant,” I mean, as a Persian pattern is elegant; not like a rich
"elegant" lady out for a morning call. I should rather call that genteel.

richly moulded and carved doorway, where a very pretty
dark-haired young girl gave us each a beautiful bunch of
summer flowers, and we entered a hall much bigger than
that of the Hammersmith Guest House, more elaborate in
its architecture and perhaps more beautiful. I found it diffi
cult to keep my eyes off the wall-pictures (for I thought it
bad manners to stare at Clara all the time, though she was
quite worth it). I saw at a glance that their subjects were
taken from queer old-world myths and imaginations which
in yesterday's world only about half a dozen people in the
country knew anything about; and when the two Hammonds
sat down opposite to us, I said to the old man, pointing to
the frieze:
"How strange to see such subjects here!"
"Why?" said he. "I don't see why you should be surprised;
everybody knows the tales; and they are graceful and
pleasant subjects, not too tragic for a place where people
mostly eat and drink and amuse themselves, and yet full of
incident."
I smiled, and said: "Well, I scarcely expected to find re
cord of the Seven Swans and the King of the Golden Moun
tain and Faithful Henry,* and such curious pleasant imagina
tions as Jacob Grimm* got together from the childhood of
the world, barely lingering even in his time: I should have
thought you would have forgotten such childishness by this
time."
The old man smiled, and said nothing; but Dick turned
rather red, and broke out:
"What do you mean, guest? I think them very beautiful, I
mean not only the pictures, but the stories; and when we
were children we used to imagine them going on in every
wood-end, by the bight of every stream: every house in the
fields was the Fairyland King's House to us. Don't you re
member, Clara?"
"Yes," she said; and it seemed to me as if a slight cloud
came over her fair face. I was going to speak to her on the
subject, when the pretty waitresses came to us smiling, and
18*
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chattering sweetly like reed warblers by the river-side, and
fell to giving us our dinner. As to this, as at our breakfast,
everything was cooked and served with a daintiness which
showed that those who had prepared it were interested in
it; but there was no excess either of quantity or of gourmand
ise; everything was simple, though so excellent of its kind;
and it was made clear to us that this was no feast, only an
ordinary meal. The glass, crockery, and plate were very
beautiful to my eyes, used to the study of mediaeval art; but
a nineteenth-century club-haunter would, I daresay, have
found them rough and lacking in finish; the crockery being
lead-glazed pot-ware, though beautifully ornamented; the
only porcelain being here and there a piece of old oriental
ware. The glass, again, though elegant and quaint, and very
varied in form, was somewhat bubbled and hornier in text
ure than the commercial articles of the nineteenth century.
The furniture and general fittings of the hall were much of a
piece* with the table-gear, beautiful in form and highly
ornamented, but without the commercial "finish" of the join
ers and cabinet-makers of our time. Withal, there was a
total absence of what the nineteenth century calls "comfort"that is, stuffy inconvenience; so that, even apart from the
delightful excitement of the day, I had never eaten my din
ner so pleasantly before.
When we had done eating, and were sitting a little while,
with a bottle of very good Bordeaux wine before us, Clara
came back to the question of the subject-matter of the pic
tures, as though it had troubled her.
She looked up at them, and said: "How is it that though
we are so interested with our life for the most part, yet when
people take to writing poems or painting pictures they sel
dom deal with our modem life, or if they do, take good
care to make their poems or pictures unlike that life? Are
we not good enough to paint ourselves? How is it that we
find the dreadful times of the past so interesting to us-in
pictures and poetry?"
Old Hammond smiled. "It always was so, and I suppose

always will be," said he, 'however it may be explained. It
is true that in the nineteenth century, when there was so
little art and so much talk about it, there was a theory that
art and imaginative literature ought to deal with contempo
rary life; but they never did so; for, if there was any pretence
of it, the author always took care (as Clara hinted just now)
to disguise, or exaggerate, or idealise, and in some way or
another make it strange; so that, for all the verisimilitude
there was, he might just as well have dealt with the times
of the Pharaohs."
"Well," said Dick, "surely it is but natural to like these
things strange; just as when we were children, as I said just
now, we used to pretend to be so-and-so in such-and-such a
place. That's what these pictures and poems do; and why
shouldn't they?"
"Thou hast hit it, Dick," quoth old Hammond; "it is the
child-like part of us that produces works of imagination.
When we are children time passes so slow with us that we
seem to have time for everything."
He sighed, and then smiled and said: "At least let us re
joice that we have got back our childhood again. I drink
to the days that are!"
"Second childhood," said I in a low voice, and then blushed
at my double rudeness, and hoped that he hadn't heard.
But he had, and turned to me smiling, and said: "Yes, why
not? And for my part, I hope it may last long; and that the
world's next period of wise and unhappy manhood, if that
should happen, will speedily lead us to a third childhood: if
indeed this age be not our third. Meantime, my friend, you
must know that we are too happy, both individually and col
lectively, to trouble ourselves about what is to come here
after."
"Well, for my part," said Clara, "I wish we were interest
ing enough to be written or painted about."
Dick answered her with some lover's speech, impossible
to be written down, and then we sat quiet a little.
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Ch ap t e t XVII
HOW THE CHANGE CAME

fc

Dick broke the silence at last, saying: "Guest, forgive us
for a little after-dinner dulness.* What would you like to do?
Shall we have out Greylocks and trot back to Hammersmith?
or will you come with us and hear some Welsh folk sing
in a hall close by here? or would you like presently to come
with me into the City and see some really fine building? orwhat shall it be?"
"Well," said I, "as I am a stranger, I must let you choose
for ihe." *
In point of fact, I did not by any means want to be
"amused" just then; and also I rather felt as if the old map,
with his knowledge of past times, and even a kind of inverted
sympathy for them caused by his active hatred of them, was
as it were a blanket for me against the cold of this very new
world, where I was, so to say, stripped bare of every habitual
thought and way of acting; and I did not want to leave him
too soon. He came to my rescue at once, and said:
"Wait a bit, Dick; there is some one else to be consulted
besides you and the guest here, and that is I. I am not going
to lose the pleasure of his company just now, especially as
I know he has something else to ask me. So go to your
Welshmen, by all means; but first of all bring us another
bottle of wine to this nook, and then be off as soon as you
like; and come again and fetch our friend to go westward,
but not too soon."
Dick nodded smilingly, and the old man and I were soon
alone in the great hall, the afternoon sun gleaming on the
red wine in our tall quaint-shaped glasses. Then said Ham
mond:
"Does anything especially puzzle you about our way of
living, now you have heard a good deal and seen a little
of it?"
Said I: "I think what puzzles me most is how it all came
about."
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'It well may," said he, "so great as the change is. It would
be difficult indeed to tell you the whole story, perhaps im
possible: knowledge, discontent, treachery, disappointment,
ruin, misery, despair-those who worked for the change be
cause they could see further than other people went through
all these phases of suffering; and doubtless all the time the
most of men looked on, not knowing what was doing, think
ing it all a matter of course, like the rising and setting of
the sun-and indeed it was so."
"Tell me one thing, if you can," said I. "Did the change,
the 'revolution' it used to be called, come peacefully?"
"Peacefully?" said he; "what peace was there amongst
those poor confused wretches of the nineteenth century? It
was war from beginning to end: bitter war, till hope and
pleasure put an end to it."
"Do you mean actual fighting with weapons?" said I, "or
the strikes and lock-outs and starvation of which we have
heard?"
"Both, both," he said. "As a matter of fact, the history of
the terrible period of transition from commercial slavery to
freedom may thus be summarised. When the hope of real
ising a communal condition of life for all men arose, quite
late in the nineteenth century, the power of the middle
classes, the then tyrants of society, was so enormous and
crushing, that to almost all men, even those who had, you
may say despite themselves, despite their reason and judg
ment, conceived such hopes, it seemed a dream. So much
was this the case that some of those more enlightened men
who were then called Socialists, although they well knew,
and even stated in public, that the only reasonable condition
of Society was that of pure Communism (such as you now
see around you), yet shrunk from what seemed to them the
barren task of preaching the realisation of a happy dream.
Looking back now, we can see that the great motive-power
of the change was a longing for freedom and equality, akin
if you please to the unreasonable passion of the lover; a
sickness of heart that rejected with loathing the aimless
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solitary life of the well-to-do educated men of that time:
phrases, my dear friend, which have lost their meaning to us
of the present day; so far removed we are from the dreadful
facts which they represent.
"Well, these men, though conscious of this feeling, had
no faith in it, as a means of bringing about the change. Nor
was that wonderful: for looking around them they saw the
huge mass of the oppressed classes too much burdened with
the misery of their lives, and too much overwhelmed by the
selfishness of misery, to be able to form a conception of any
escape from it except by the ordinary way prescribed by the
system of slavery under which they lived; which was nothing
more than a remote chance of, climbing out of the oppressed
into the oppressing class.
"Therefore, though they knew that the only reasonable
aim for those who would better the world was a condition
of equality; in their impatience and despair they managed
to convince themselves that if they could by hook or by crook
get the machinery of production and the management of
property so altered that the 'lower classes' (so the horrible
word ran) might have their slavery somewhat ameliorated,
they would be ready to fit into this machinery, and would
use it for bettering their condition still more and still more,
until at last the result would be a practical equality (they
were very fond of using the word 'practical'), because 'the
rich' would be forced to pay so much for keeping 'the poor'
in a tolerable condition that the condition of riches would
become no longer valuable and-would gradually die out. Do
you follow me?"
"Partly," said I. "Go on."
Said old Hammond: "Well, since you follow me, you will
see that as a theory this was not altogether unreasonable;
but 'practically,' it turned out a failure."
'How so?" said I.
"Well, don't you see," said he, "because it involved the
making of a machinery by those who didn't know what they
wanted the machines to do. So far as the masses of the op
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pressed class furthered this scheme of improvement, they did
it to get themselves improved slave-rations-as many of them
as could. And if those classes had really been incapable of
being touched by that instinct which produced the passion
for freedom and equality aforesaid, what would have hap
pened, I think, would have been this: that a certain part of
the working classes would have been so far improved in con
dition that they would have approached the condition of the
middling rich men; but below them would have been a great
class of most miserable slaves, whose slavery would have
been far more hopeless than the older class-slavery had been."
'What stood in the way of this?" said I.
"Why, of course," said he, "just that instinct for freedom
aforesaid. It is true that the slave-class could not conceive
the happiness of a free life. Yet they grew to understand
(and very speedily too) that they were oppressed by their
masters, and they assumed, you see how justly, that they
could do without them, though perhaps they scarce knew
how; so that it came to this, that though they could not look
forward to the happiness or peace of the freeman, they did
at least look forward to the war which a vague hope told
them would bring that peace about."
"Could you tell me rather more closely what actually
took place?" said I; for I thought him rather vague here.
"Yes," he said, "I can. That machinery of life for the use
of people who didn't know what they wanted of it, and which
was known at the time as State Socialism, was partly put in
motion, though in a very piecemeal way. But it did not work
smoothly; it was, of course, resisted at every turn by ‘the
capitalists; and no wonder, for it tended more and more to
upset the commercial system I have told you of, without pro
viding anything really effective in its place. The result was
growing confusion, great suffering amongst the working
classes, and, as a consequence, great discontent. For a long
time matters went on like this. The power of the upper
classes had lessened, as their command over wealth lessened,
and they could not carry things wholly by the high hand*
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as they had been used to in earlier days. So far the State
Socialists were justified by the result On the other hand, the
working classes were ill-organised, and growing poorer in
reality, in spite of the gains (also real in the long run) which
they had forced from the masters. Thus matters hung in the
balance,* the masters could not reduce their slaves to com
plete subjection, though they put down some feeble and par
tial riots easily enough. The workers forced their masters to
grant them ameliorations, real or imaginary, of their condi
tion, but could not force freedom from them. At last came a
great crash. To explain this you must understand that very
great progress had been made amongst the workers, though
as before said but little in the direction of improved liveli
hood."
I played the innocent and said: "In what direction could
they improve, if not in livelihood?"
Said he: "In the power to bring about a state of things in
which livelihood would be full, and easy to gain. They had
at last learned how to combine after a long period of mis
takes and disasters. The workmen had now a regular organ
isation in the struggle against their masters, a struggle
which for more than half a century had been accepted as an
inevitable part of the conditions of the modern system of
labour and production. This combination had now taken the
form of a federation of all or almost all the recognised wagepaid employments, and it was by its means that those bet
terments of the condition of the workmen had been forced
from the masters: and though they were not seldom mixed
up'with the rioting that happened, especially in the earlier
days of their organisation, it by no means formed an essen
tial part of their tactics; indeed at the time I am now speak
ing of they had got to be so strong that most commonly the
mere threat of a 'strike' was enough to gain any minor point:
because they had given up the foolish tactics of the ancient
trades unions of calling out of work a part only of the work
ers of such and such an industry, and supporting them while
put of work on the labour of those that remained in. By this
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time they had a biggish fund of money for the support of
strikes, and could stop a certain industry altogether for a
time if they so determined."
Said I: "Was there not a serious danger of such moneys
being misused-of jobbery, in fact?"
Old Hammond wriggled uneasily on his seat, and said:
"Though all this happened so long ago, I still feel the
pain of mere shame when I have to tell you that it was more
than a danger: that such rascality often happened; indeed
more than once the whole combination seemed dropping
to pieces because of it: but at the time of which I am tell
ing, things looked so threatening, and to the workmen at
least the necessity of their dealing with the fast-gathering
trouble which the labour-struggle had brought about, was so
clear, that the conditions of the times had begot a deep
seriousness amongst all- reasonable people; a determination
which put aside all non-essentials, and which to thinking
men was ominous of the swiftly-approaching change: such
an element was too dangerous for mere traitors and self-seek
ers, and one by one they were thrust out and mostly joined
the declared reactionaries."
"How about those ameliorations," said I; "what were they?
pr rather of what nature?"
Said he: "Some of them, and these of the most practical
importance to the men's livelihood, were yielded by the
masters by direct compulsion on the part of the men; the
new conditions of labour so gained were indeed only cus
tomary, enforced by no law: but, once established, the mas
ters durst not attempt to withdraw them in face of the grow
ing power of the combined workers. Some again were steps
on the path of 'State Socialism'; the most important of which
can be speedily summed up. At the end of the nineteenth
century the cry arose for compelling the masters to employ
their men a less number of hours in the day: this cry gath
ered volume quickly, and the masters had to yield to it.
But it was, of course, clear that unless this meant a higher
price for work per hour, it would be a mere nullity, and that
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the masters, unless forced, would reduce it to that. Therefore
after a long struggle another law was passed fixing a mini
mum price for labour in the most important industries; which
again had to be supplemented by a law fixing the maximum
price on the chief wares then considered necessary for a
workman's life."
"You were getting perilously near to the late Roman poorrates,"* said I, smiling, "and the doling out of bread to the
proletariat."
"So many said at the time," said the old man drily; "and
it has long been a commonplace that that slough awaits
State Socialism in the end, if it gets to the end, which as you
know it did not with us. However, it went further than this
minimum and maximum business, which by the bye we can
now see was necessary. The government now found it imper
ative on them to meet the outcry of the master class at the
approaching destruction of commerce (as desirable, had they
known it, as the extinction of the cholera, which has since
happily taken place). And they were forced to meet it by a
measure hostile to the masters, the establishment of govern
ment factories for the production of necessary wares, and
markets for their sale. These measures taken altogether did
do something: they were in fact of the nature of regulations
made by the commander of a beleaguered city. But of course
to the privileged classes it seemed as if the end of the world
were come when such laws were enacted.
"Nor was that altogether without a warrant: the spread of
communistic theories, and the partial practice of State Social
ism had at first disturbed, and at last almost paralysed the
marvellous system of commerce under which the old world
had lived so feverishly, and had produced for some few a life
of gambler's pleasure, and for many, or most, a life of mere
misery: over and over again came 'bad times' as they were
called, and indeed they were bad enough for the wage-slaves.
The year 1952 was one of the worst of these times; the work
men suffered dreadfully: the partial inefficient government
factories, which were terribly jobbed, all but broke down, and
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a vast part of the population had for the time being to be fed
on undisguised 'charity' as it was called.
"The Combined Workers watched the situation with min
gled hope and anxiety. They had already formulated their gen
eral demands; but now by a solemn and universal vote of
the whole of their federated societies, they insisted on the
first step being taken toward carrying out their demands:
this step would have led directly to handing over the manage
ment of the whole natural resources of the country, togeth
er with the machinery for using them, into the power of the
Combined Workers, and the reduction of the privileged class
es into the position of pensioners obviously dependent on
the pleasure of the workers. The 'Resolution,' as it was called,
which was widely published in the newspapers of the
day, was in fact a declaration of war, and was so accepted
by the master class. They began henceforward to prepare for
a firm stand against the 'brutal and ferocious communism
of the day,' as they phrased it. And as they were in many
ways still very powerful, or seemed so to be, they still hoped
by means of brute force to regain some of what they had lost,
and perhaps in the end the whole of it. It was said amongst
them on all hands that it had been a great mistake of the vari
ous governments not to have resisted sooner; and the liber
als and radicals (the name as perhaps you may know of the
more democratically inclined part of the ruling classes) were
much blamed for having led the world to this pass by their
mis-timed pedantry and foolish sentimentality: and one Glad
stone,* or Gledstein (probably, judging by this name, of Scan
dinavian descent), a notable politician of the nineteenth cen
tury, was especially singled out for reprobation in this re
spect. I need scarcely point out to you the absurdity of all
this. But terrible tragedy lay hidden behind this grinning
through a horse-collar of the reactionary party.* 'The insati
able greed of the lower classes must be repressed'—'The peo
ple must be taught a lesson'-these were the sacramental phras
es current amongst the reactionists, and ominous enough
they were."
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Hie old man stopped to look keenly at my attentive and
wondering face, and then said:
"I know, dear guest, that I have been using words and
phrases which few people amongst us could understand with
out long and laborious explanation; and not even then per
haps. But since you have not yet gone to sleep, and since I
am speaking to you as to a being from another planet, I may
venture to ask you if you have followed me thus far?"
"O yes," said I, "I quite understand: pray go on; a great
deal of what you have been saying was common-place with
us-when-when—' .
"Yes," said he gravely, "when you were dwelling in the
other planet. Well, now for the crash aforesaid.
"On some comparatively trifling occasion a great meet
ing was summoned by the workmen leaders to meet in
Trafalgar Square* (about the right to meet in which place
there had for years and years been bickering). The civic
bourgeois guard (called the police) attacked the said meet
ing with bludgeons, according to their custom; many people
were hurt in the melee, of whom five in all died, either tram
pled to death on the spot, or from the effects of their cudgel
ling; the meeting was scattered, and some hundred of prison
ers cast into gaol. A similar meeting had been treated in
the same way a few days before at a place called Manches
ter, which has now disappeared. Thus the 'lesson' began. The
whole country was thrown into a ferment by this; meetings
were held which attempted some rough organisation for the
holding of another meeting to retort on the authorities. A
huge crowd assembled in Trafalgar Square and the neigh
bourhood (then a place of crowded streets), and was too big
for the bludgeon-armed police to cope with; there was a
good deal of dry-blow fighting,-* three or four of the people
were killed, and half a score of policemen were crushed to
death in the throng, and the rest got away as they could. This
was a victory for the people as far as it went. The
next day all London (remember what it was in those days)
was in a state of turmoil. Many of the rich fled into the coun
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try; the executive got together soldiery, but did not dare to
use them; and the police could not be massed in any one
place, because riots or threats of riots were everywhere. But
in Manchester, where the people were not so courageous or
not so desperate as in London, several of the popular leaders
were arrested. In London a convention of leaders was got
together from the Federation of Combined Workmen, and
sat under the old revolutionary name of the Committee of
Public Safety; but as they had no drilled and armed body of
men to direct, they attempted no aggressive measures, but
only placarded the walls with somewhat vague appeals to
the workmen not to allow themselves to be trampled upon.
However, they called a meeting in Trafalgar Square for the
day fortnight of the last-mentioned skirmish.*
"Meantime the town grew no quieter, and business came
pretty much to an end. The newspapers-then, as always hith
erto, almost entirely in the hands of the masters-clamoured
to the Government for repressive measures; the rich citizens
were enrolled as an extra body of police, and armed with
bludgeons like them; many of these were strong, well-fed,
full-blooded young men, and had plenty of stomach for fight
ing; but the Government did not dare to use them, and con
tented itself with getting full powers voted to it by the
Parliament for suppressing any revolt, and bringing up more
and more soldiers to London. Thus passed the week after
the great meeting; almost as large a one was held on the
Sunday, which went off peaceably on the whole, as no oppo
sition to it was offered, and again the people cried 'victory.'
But on the Monday the people woke up to find that they
were hungry. During the last few days there had been groups
of men parading the streets asking (or, if you please, de
manding) money to buy food; and what for goodwill, what
for fear, the richer people gave them a good deal. The author
ities of the parishes also (I haven't time to explain that phrase
at present) gave willy-nilly what provisions they could to
wandering people; and the Government, by means of its
feeble national workshops, also fed a good number of half
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starved folk. But in addition to this, several bakers' shops
and other provision stores had been emptied without a great
deal of disturbance. So far, so good. But on the Monday in
question the Committee of Public Safety, on the one hand
afraid of general unorganised pillage, and on the other em
boldened by the wavering conduct of the authorities, sent a
deputation provided with carts and all necessary gear to clear
out two or three big provision stores in the centre of the
town, leaving papers with the shop managers promising to
pay the price of them; and also m the part of the town where
they were strongest they took possession of several bakers'
shops and set men at work in them for the benefit of the
people;-all of which was done with little or no disturbance,
the police assisting in keeping order at the sack of the stores,
as they would have done at a big fire.
"But at this last stroke the reactionaries were so alarmed,
that they were determined to force the executive into action.
The newspapers next day all blazed into the fury of frightened
people, and threatened the people, the Government, and
everybody they could think of, unless 'order were at once
restored.' A deputation of leading commercial people waited
on the Government and told them that if they did not at
once arrest the Committee of Public Safety, they themselves
would gather, a body of men, arm them, and fall on 'the
incendiaries,' as they called them.
"They, together with a number of the newspaper editors,
had a long interview with the heads of the Government and
two or three military men, the deftest in their art that the
country could furnish. The deputation came away from that
interview, says a contemporary eye-witness, smiling and
satisfied, and said no more about raising an antipopular ar
my, but that afternoon left London with their families for
their country seats or elsewhere.
"The next morning the Government proclaimed a state of
siege in London,-a thing common enough amongst the ab
solutist governments on the Continent, but unheard of in
England in those days. They appointed the youngest and clev288

erest of their generals to command the proclaimed district;*
a man1 who had won a certain sort of reputation in the dis
graceful wars in which the country had been long engaged
from time to time. The newspapers were in ecstasies, and
all the most fervent of the reactionaries now came to the
front; men who in ordinary times were forced to keep their
opinions to themselves or their immediate circle, but who
began to look forward to crushing once for all the Socialist,
and even democratic tendencies, which, said they, had been
treated with such foolish indulgence for the last sixty
years.
"But the clever general took no visible action; and yet only
a few of the minor newspapers abused him; thoughtful mep
gathered from this that a plot was hatching. As for the Com
mittee of Public Safety, whatever they thought of their posi
tion, they had now gone too far to draw back; and many of
them, it seems, thought that the Government would not act.
They went on quietly organising their food supply, which
was a miserable driblet when all is said;* and also as a retort
to the state of siege, they armed as many men as they could
in the quarter where they were strongest, but did not attempt
to drill or organise them, thinking, perhaps, that they could
not at the best turn them into trained soldiers till they had
some breathing space. The clever general, his soldiers, and
the police did not meddle with all this in the least in the
world;* and things were quieter in London that week-end;
though there were riots in many places of the provinces, which
were quelled by the authorities without much trouble. The
most serious of these were at Glasgow and Bristol.
"Well, the Sunday of the meeting came, and great crowds
came to Trafalgar Square in procession, the greater part of
the Committee amongst them, surrounded by their band of
men armed somehow or other. The streets were quite peace
ful and quiet, though there were many spectators to see the
procession pass. Trafalgar Square had no body of police in
it; the people took quiet possession of it, and the meeting
began. The armed men stood round the principal platform.
19—2618
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and there were a few others armed amidst the general crowd;
but by far the greater part were unarmed.
"Most people thought the meeting would go off peace
ably; but the members of the Committee had heard from
various quarters that something would be attempted against
them; but these rumours were vague, and they had no idea
of what threatened. They soon found out.
'For before the streets about the Square were filled, a body
of soldiers poured into it from the north-west corner and
took up their places by the houses that stood on the west
side. The people growled at the sight of the red-coats; the
armed men of the Committee stood undecided, not knowing
what to do; and indeed this new influx so jammed the crowd
together that, unorganised as they were, they had little chance
of working through it. They had scarcely grasped the fact
of their enemies being there, when another column of sol
diers, pouring out of the streets which led into the great south
ern road going down to the Parliament House (still exist
ing, and called the Dung Market), and also from the embank
ment by the side of the Thames, marched up, pushing the
crowd into a denser and denser mass, and formed along the
south side of the Square. Then any of those who could see
what was going on, knew at once that they were in a trap,
and could only wonder what would be done with them.
"The closely-packed crowd would not or could not budge,
except under the influence of the height of terror, which
was soon to be supplied to them. A few of the armed men
struggled to the front, or climbed up to the base of the mon
ument which then stood there, that they might face the
wall of hidden fire before them; and to most men (there were
many women amongst them) it seemed as if the end of the
world had come, and to-day seemed strangely different from
yesterday. No sooner were the soldiers drawn up aforesaid
than, says an eye-witness, 'a glittering officer on horseback
came prancing out from the ranks on the south, and read
something from a paper which he held in his hand; which
something, very few heard; but I was told afterwards that
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it was an order for us to disperse, and a warning that he
had legal right to fire on the crowd else, and that he would
do so. The crowd took it as a challenge of some sort, and a
hoarse threatening roar went up from them; and after that
there was comparative silence for a little, till the officer had
got back into the ranks. I was near the edge of the crowd,
towards the soldiers,' says this eye-witness, 'and I saw three
little machines being wheeled out in front of the ranks, which
I knew for mechanical guns. I cried out, "Throw yourselves
down! they are going to fire!" But no one scarcely could
throw himself down, so tight as the crowd were packed.
I heard a sharp order given, and wondered where I
should be the next minute; and then- It was as if the earth
had opened, and hell had come up bodily amidst us. It is no
use trying to describe the scene that followed. Deep lanes
were mowed amidst the thick crowd; the dead and dying
covered the ground, and the shrieks and wails and cries of
horror filled all the air, till it seemed as if there was nothing
else in the world but murder and death. Those of our armed
men who were still unhurt cheered wildly and opened a scat
tering fire on the soldiers. One or two soldiers fell; and I saw
the officers going up and down the ranks urging the men to
fire again; but they received the orders in sullen silence, and
let the butts of their guns fall. Only one sergeant ran to a
machine-gun and began to set it going; but a tall young man,
an officer too, ran out of the ranks and dragged him back by
the collar; and the soldiers stood there motionless whilst
the horror-stricken crowd, nearly wholly unarmed (for most
of the armed men had fallen in that first discharge), drifted
out of the Square. I was told afterwards that the soldiers
on the west side had fired also, and done their part of the
slaughter. How I got out of the Square I scarcely know: I
went, not feeling the ground under me, what with rage and
terror and despair.'
"So says our eye-witness. The number of the slain on the
side of the people in that shooting during a minute was
prodigious; but it was not easy to come at the truth about
19*
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it; it was probably between one and two thousand. Of the
soldiers, six were killed outright, and a dozen wounded.'
I listened, trembling with excitement. The old man's eyes
glittered and his face flushed as he spoke, and told the tale
of what I had often thought might happen. Yet I wondered
that he should have got so elated about a mere massacre, and
I said:
"How fearful! And I suppose that this massacre put an end
to the whole revolution for that time?"
"No, no," cried old Hammond; "it began it!"
He filled his glass and mine, and stood up and cried out,
"Drink this glass to the memory of those who died there, for
indeed it would be a long tale to tell how much we owe
them."
I drank, and he sat down again and went on.
'That massacre of Trafalgar Square began the civil war,
though, like all such events, it gathered head* slowly, and
people scarcely knew what a crisis they were acting in.
"Terrible as the massacre was, and hideous and overpower
ing as the first terror had been, when the people had time to
think about it, their feeling was one of anger rather than
fear; although the military organisation of the state of siege
was now carried out without shrinking by the clever young
general. For though the ruling-classes when the news spread
next morning felt one gasp of horror and even dread, yet
the Government and their immediate backers felt that now
the wine was drawn and must be drunk. However, even the
most reactionary of the capitalist papers, with two
exceptions, stunned by the tremendous news, simply gave
an account of what had taken place, without making
any comment upon it. The exceptions were one, a
so-called 'Liberal' paper (the Government of the day was of
that complexion), which, after a preamble in which it de
clared its undeviating sympathy with the cause of labour,
proceeded to point out that in times of revolutionary dis
turbance it behoved the Government to be just but firm,
and that by far the most merciful way of dealing with the
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poor madmen who were attacking the very foundations of
society (which had made them mad and poor) was to shoot
them at once, so as to stop others from drifting into a posi
tion in which they would run a chance of being shot. In short,
it praised the determined action of the Government as the
acme of human wisdom and mercy, and exulted in the inau
guration of an epoch of reasonable democracy free from the
tyrannical fads of Socialism.
"The other exception was a paper thought to be one of
the most violent opponents of democracy, and so it was; but
the editor of it found his manhood, and spoke for himself
and not for his paper. In a few simple, indignant words he
asked people to consider what a society was worth which
had to be defended by the massacre of unarmed citizens, and
called on the Government to withdraw their state of siege
and put the general and his officers who fired on the people
on their trial for murder. He went further, and declared that
whatever his opinion might be as to the doctrines of the So
cialists, he for one* should throw in his lot with the people,
until the Government atoned for their atrocity by showing
that they were prepared to listen to the demands of men who
knew what they wanted, and whom the decrepitude of society
forced into pushing their demands in some way or other.
"Of course, this editor was immediately arrested by the
military power;' but his bold words were already in the
hands of the public, and produced a great effect: So great
an effect that the Government, after some vacillation, with
drew the state of siege; though at the same time it strength
ened the military organisation and made it more stringent.
Three of the Committee of Public Safety had been slain-in
Trafalgar Square: of the rest, the greater part went back
to their old place of meeting, and there awaited the event
calmly. They were arrested there on the Monday morning,
and would have been shot at once by the general, who was a
mere military machine, if the Government had not shrunk
before the responsibility of killing men without any trial.
There was at first a talk of trying them by a special commis
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sion of judges, as it was called-Le., before a set of men
bound to find them guilty, and whose business it was to do
so. But with the Government the cold fit had succeeded to
the hot one; and the prisoners were brought before a jury
at the assizes. There a fresh blow awaited the Government;
for in spite of the judge's charge, which distinctly instructed
the jury to find the prisoners guilty, they were acquitted,
and the jury added to their verdict a presentment, in which
they condemned the action of the soldiery, in the queer
phraseology of the day, aS 'rash, unfortunate, and unneces
sary.' The Committee of Public Safety renewed its sittings,
and from thenceforth was a popular rallying-point in oppo
sition to the Parliament. The Government now gave way on
all sides, and made a show of yielding to the demands
of the people, though there was a widespread plot for effect
ing a coup d'etat set on foot between the leaders of the
two so-called opposing parties in the parliamentary faction
fight. The well-meaning part of the public was overjoyed,
and thought that all danger of a civil war was over. The
victory of the people was celebrated by huge meetings held
in the parks and elsewhere, in memory of the victims of the
great massacre.
"But the measures passed for the relief of the workers,
though to the upper classes they seemed ruinously revolu
tionary, were not thorough enough to give the people food
and a decent life, and they had to be supplemented by un
written enactments without legality to back them. Al
though the Government and Parliament had the law-courts,
the army, and 'society' at their backs, the Committee of
Public Safety began to be a force in the country, and really
represented the producing classes. It began to improve im
mensely in the days which followed on the acquittal of its
members. Its old members had little administrative capacity,
though with the exception of a few self-seekers and traitors,
they were honest, courageous men, and many of them were
endowed with considerable talent of other kinds. But now
that the times called for immediate action, came forward the
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men capable of setting it on foot; and a new network of
workmen's associations grew up very speedily, whose avowed
single object was the tiding over of the ship of the commu
nity into a simple condition of Communism; and as they
practically undertook also the management of the ordinary
labour-war, they soon became the mouthpiece and interme
diary of the whole of the working classes; and the manu
facturing profit-grinders now found themselves powerless be
fore this combination; unless their committee, Parliament,
plucked up courage to begin the civil war again, and to
shoot right and left, they were bound to yield to the demands
of the men whom they employed, and pay higher and higher
wages for shorter and shorter day's work. Yet one ally they
had, and that was the rapidly approaching breakdown of the
whole system founded on the World-Market and its supply;
which now became so clear to all people, that the middle clas
ses, shocked for the moment into condemnation of the Govern
ment for the great massacre, turned round nearly in a mass,
and called on the Government to look to matters, and put
an end to the tyranny of the Socialist leaders.
"Thus stimulated, the reactionist plot exploded probably
before it was ripe; but this time the people and their leaders
were forewarned, and, before the reactionaries could get
under way, had taken the steps they thought necessary.
'The Liberal Government (clearly by collusion) was beaten
by the Conservatives, though the latter were nominally much
in the minority. The popular representatives in the House*
understood pretty well what this meant, and after an attempt
to fight the matter out by divisions in the House of Com
mons, they made a protest, left the House, and came in a
body to the Committee of Public Safety: and the civil war
began again in good earnest.
"Yet its first act was not one. of mere fighting. The new
Tory Government determined to act, yet durst not re-enact
the state of siege, but it sent a body of soldiers and police to
arrest the Committee of Public Safety in the lump. They
made no resistance, though they might have done so, as they
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had now a considerable body of men who were quite
prepared for extremities. But they were determined to try
first a weapon which they thought stronger than street
fighting.
"The members of the Committee went off quietly to
prison; but they had left their soul and their organisation
behind them. For they depended not on a carefully arranged
centre with all kinds of checks and counter-checks about it,
but on a huge mass of people in thorough sympathy with
the movement, bound together by a great number of links of
small centres with very simple instructions. These instruc
tions were now carried out.
"The next morning, when the leaders of the reaction were
chuckling at the effect which the report in the newspapers
of their stroke would have upon the public-no newspapers
appeared; and it was only towards noon that a few strag
gling sheets, about the size of the gazettes of the seventeenth
century, worked by policemen, soldiers, managers, and press
writers, were dribbled through the streets. They were greedi
ly seized on and read; but by this time the serious part of
their news was stale, and people did not need to be told that
the general strike had begun. The railways did not run, the
telegraph-wires were unserved; flesh, fish, and green stuff
brought to market was allowed to lie there still packed and
perishing; the thousands of middle-class families, who were
utterly dependent for the next meal on the workers, made
frantic efforts through their more energetic members to cater
for the needs of the day, and amongst those of them who
could throw off the fear of what was to follow, there was, I
am told, a certain enjoyment of this unexpected picnic-a
forecast of the days to come, in which all labour grew pleas
ant.
"So passed the first day, and towards evening the Govern
ment grew quite distracted. They had but one resource for
putting down any popular movement-to wit, mere brute
force; but there was nothing for them against which to use
their army and police: no armed bodies appeared in the
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streets; the offices of the Federated Workmen were now, in
appearance, at least, turned into places for the relief of
people thrown out of work, and under the circumstances,
they durst not arrest the men engaged in such business, all
the more, as even that night many quite respectable people
applied at these offices for relief, and swallowed down the
charity of the revolutionists along with their supper. So the
Government massed soldiers and police here and thereand sat still for that night, fully expecting on the morrow
some manifesto from 'the rebels,' as they now began to be
called, which would give them an opportunity of acting in
some way or another. They were disappointed. The ordi
nary newspapers gave up the struggle that morning, and
only one very violent reactionary paper (called the Daily
Telegraph*) attempted an appearance, and rated 'the rebels'
in good set terms for their folly and ingratitude in tearing
out the bowels of their 'common mother,' the English
Nation, for the benefit of a few greedy paid agitators, and
the fools whom they were deluding. On the other hand, the
Socialist papers (of which three only, representing somewhat
different schools, were published in London) came out full
to the throat of well-printed matter. They were greedily
bought by the whole public, who, of course, like the Govern
ment, expected a manifesto in them. But they found no
word of reference to the great subject. It seemed as if their
editors had ransacked their drawers for articles which would
have been in place forty years before, under the technical
name of educational articles. Most of these were admirable
and straightforward expositions of the doctrines and practice
of Socialism, free from haste and spite and hard words, and
came upon the public with a kind of May-day freshness
amidst the worry and terror of the moment; and though the
knowing well understood that the meaning of this move in
the game was mere defiance, and a token of irreconcilable
hostility to the then rulers of society, and though, also, they
were meant for nothing else by 'the rebels,' yet they really
had their effect as 'educational articles.' However, 'education'
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of another kind was acting upon the public with irresistible
power, and probably cleared their heads a little.
'As to the Government, they were absolutely terrified
by this act of 'boycotting' (the slang word then current for
such acts of abstention). Their counsels became wild and
vacillating to the last degree: one hour they were for giving
way for the present till they could hatch another plot; the
next they all but sent an order for the arrest in the luihp of
all the workmen's committees; the next they were on the
point of ordering their brisk young general to take any excuse
that offered for another massacre. But when they called to
mind that the soldiery in that 'Battle' of Trafalgar Square
were so daunted by the slaughter which they had made, that
they could not be got to fire a second volley, they shrank
back again from the dreadful courage necessary for carrying
out another massacre. Meantime the prisoners, brought the
second time before the magistrates under a strong escort of
soldiers, were the second time remanded.
"The strike went on this day also. The workmen's com
mittees were extended, and gave relief to great numbers of
people, for they had organised a considerable amount of
production of food by men whom they could depend upon.
Quite a number of well-to-do people were now compelled
to seek relief of them. But another curious thing happened:
a band of young men of the upper classes armed themselves,
and coolly went marauding in the streets, taking what suited
them of such eatables,and portables that they came across
in the shops which had ventured to open. This operation
they carried out in Oxford Street, then a great street of shops
of all kinds. The Government, being at that hour in one of
their yielding moods, thought this a fine opportunity for
showing their impartiality in the maintenance of 'order,'
and sent to arrest these hungry rich youths; who, however,
surprised the police by a valiant resistance, so that all but
three escaped. The Government did not gain the reputation
for impartiality which they expected from this move; for
they forgot that there were no evening papers; and the
298

account of the skirmish spread wide indeed, but in a dis
torted form; for it was mostly told simply as an exploit of
the starving people from the East-end; and everybody
thought it was but natural for the Government to put them
down when and where they could.
'That evening the rebel prisoners were visited in their
cells by very polite and sympathetic persons, who pointed
out to them what a suicidal course they were following,
and how dangerous these extreme courses were for the
popular cause. Says one of the prisoners: 'It was great sport
comparing notes when we came out anent the attempt of
the Government to "get at" us separately in prison, and how
we answered the blandishments of the highly "intelligent
and refined' persons set on to pump us. One laughed; anoth
er told extravagant long-bow stories to the envoy; a third
held a sulky silence; a fourth damned the polite spy and
bade him hold his jaw-and that was all they got out of us.'
'So passed the second day of the great strike. It was clear
to all thinking people that the third day would bring on the
crisis; for the present suspense and ill-concealed terror was
unendurable. The ruling classes, and the middle-class non
politicians who had been their real strength and support,
were as sheep lacking a shepherd; they literally did not
know what to do.
'One thing they found they, had to do: try to get the
'rebels' to do something. So the next morning, the morning
of the third day of the strike, when the members of the
Committee of Public Safety appeared again before the
magistrate, they found themselves treated with the greatest
possible courtesy-in fact, rather as envoys and ambassadors
than prisoners. In short, the magistrate had received his
orders; and with no more to do than might come of a long
stupid speech which might have been written by Dickens in
mockery, he discharged the prisoners, who went back to
their meeting-place and at once began a due sitting. It was
high time. For this third day the mass was fermenting
indeed. There was, of course, a vast number of working
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people who were not organised in the least in the world:
men who had been used to act as their masters drove them,
or rather as the system drove, of which their masters were a
part. That system was now falling to pieces, and the old
pressure of the master having been taken off these poor men,
it seemed likely that nothing but the mere animal necessities
and passions of men would have any hold on them, and that
mere general overturn would be the result. Doubtless this
would have happened if it had not been that the huge mass
had been leavened by Socialist opinion in the first place,
and in the second place by actual contact with declared
Socialists, many or indeed most of whom were members of
those bodies of workmen above said.
"If anything of this kind had happened some years before,
when the masters of labour were still looked upon as the
natural rulers of the people, and even the poorest and most
ignorant men leaned upon them for support, while they sub
mitted to their fleecing, the entire break-up of all society
would have followed. But the long series of years during
which the workmen had learned to despise their rulers, had
done away with their dependence upon them, and they
were now beginning to trust (somewhat dangerously, as
events proved) in the non-legal leaders whom events had
thrust forward; and though most of these were now become
mere figure-heads, their names and reputations were useful
in this crisis as a stop gap.
"The effect of the news, therefore, of the release of the
Committee gave the Government some breathing time: for
it was received with the greatest joy by the workers, and
even the well-to-do saw in it a resoite from the mere
destruction which they had begun to dread, and the fear of
which most of them attributed to the weakness of the
Government. As far as the passing hour went, perhaps they
were right in this."
"How do you mean?" said I. "What could the Govern
ment have done? I often used to think that they would be
helpless in such a crisis."
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Said old Hammond: "Of course I don't doubt that in the v
long run matters would have come about as they did. But
if the Government could have treated their army as a real
army, and used them strategically as a general would have
done, looking on the people as a mere open enemy to be shot
at and dispersed wherever they turned up, they would
probably have gained the victory at the time."
"But would the soldiers have acted against the people in
this way?" said I.
Said he: 'I think from all I have heard that they would
have done so if they had met bodies of men armed however
badly, and however badly they had been organised. It
seems also as if before the Trafalgar Square massacre they
might as a whole have been depended upon to fire upon an
unarmed crowd, though they were much honeycombed by
Socialism. The reason for this was that they dreaded the
use by apparently unarmed men of an explosive called dyna
mite, of which many loud boasts were made by the workers
on the eve of these events; although it turned out to be of
little use as a material for war in the way that was expected.
Of course the officers of the soldiery fanned this fear to the
utmost, so that the rank and file probably thought on that
occasion that they were being led into a desperate battle
with men who were really armed, and whose weapon was
the more dreadful, because it was concealed. After that
massacre, however, it was at all times doubtful if the regular
soldiers would fire upon an unarmed or half-armed crowd."
Said I: "The regular soldiers? Then there were other com
batants against the people?"
"Yes," said he, "we shall come to that presently."
"Certainly," I said, "you had better go on straight with
your story. I see that time is wearing."
Said Hammond: "The Government lost no time in
coming to terms with the Committee of Public Safety; for
indeed they could think of nothing else than the danger of
the moment. They sent a duly accredited envoy to treat with
these men, who somehow had obtained dominion over peo301

pie's minds, while the formal rulers had no hold except over
their bodies. There is no need at present to go into the de
tails of the truce (for such it was) between these high con
tracting parties, the Government of the empire of Great
Britain and a handful of working-men (as they were called
in scorn in those days), amongst whom, indeed, were some
very capable and 'square-headed' persons,* though, as afore
said, the abler men were not then the recognised leaders.
The upshot of it was that all the definite claims of the
people had to be granted. We can now see that most of
these claims were of themselves not worth either demand
ing or resisting; but they were looked on at that time ^s
most important, and they were at least tokens of revolt
against the miserable system of life which was then begin
ning to tumble to pieces. One Claim, however, was of the
utmost immediate importance, and this the Government
tried hard to evade; but as they were not dealing with fools,
they had to yield at last. This was the claim of recognition
and formal status for the Committee of Public Safety, and
all the associations which it fostered under its wing. This it
is clear meant two things: first, amnesty for 'the rebels,'
great and small, who, without a distinct act of civil war,
could no longer be attacked; and next, a continuance of the
organised revolution. Only one point the Government could
gain, and that was a name. The dreadful revolutionary
title was dropped, and the body, with its branches, acted
under the respectable name of the 'Board of Conciliation
and its local offices.' Carrying this name, it became
the leader of the people in the civil war which soon fol
lowed."
"O," said I, somewhat startled, "so the civil war went on,
in spite of all that had happened?"
- "So it was," said he. "In fact, it was this very legal recog
nition which made the civil war possible in the ordinary
-sense of war; it took the struggle out of the element of mere
massacres on one side, and endurance plus strikes on the
other."
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"And can you tell me in what kind of way the war was
carried on?" said I.
"Yes," he said; "we have records and to spare of all that;
and the essence of them I can give you in a tew words. As
I told you, the rank and file of the army was not to be
trusted by the reactionists; but the officers generally were
prepared for anything, for they were mostly the very
stupidest men in the country. Whatever the Government
might do, a great part of the upper and middle classes were
determined to set on foot a counter revolution; for the Com
munism which now loomed ahead seemed quite unendur
able to them. Bands of young men, like the marauders in
the great strike of whom I told you just now, armed them
selves and drilled, and began on any opportunity or pre
tence to skirmish with the people in the streets. The Govern
ment neither helped them nor put them down, but stood
by, hoping that something might come of it. These 'Friends
of Order,' as they were called, had some successes at first,
and grew bolder; they got many officers of the regular army
to help them, and by their means laid hold of munitions of
war of all kinds. One part of their tactics consisted in their
guarding and even garrisoning the big factories of the
period: they held at one time, for instance, the whole of
that place called Manchester which I spoke of just now.
A sort of irregular war was carried on with varied success
all over the country; and at last the Government, which at
first pretended to ignore the struggle, or treat it as mere
rioting, definitely declared for 'the Friends of Order,' and
joined to their bands whatsoever of the regular army they
could get together, and made a desperate effort to over
whelm 'the rebels,' as they were now once more called, and
as indeed they called themselves.
"It was too late. All ideas of peace on a basis of com
promise had disappeared on either side. The end, it was
seen clearly, must be either absolute slavery for all but the
privileged, or a system of life founded on equality and Com
munism. The sloth, the hopelessness, and, if I may say so.
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the cowardice of the last century, had given place to the
eager, restless heroism of a declared revolutionary period.
I will not say that the people of that time foresaw the life
we are leading now, but there was a general instinct amongst
them towards the essential part of that life, and many men
saw clearly beyond the desperate struggle of the day into
the peace which it was to bring about. The men of that
day who were on the side of freedom were not unhappy,
I think, though they were harassed by hopes and fears, and
sometimes tom by doubts, and the conflict of duties hard to
reconcile."
"But how did the people, the revolutionists, carry on the
war? What were the elements of success on their side?"
I put this question, because I wanted to bring the old
man back to the definite history, and take him out of the
musing mood so natural to an old man.
He answered: "Well, they did not lack organisers; for the
very conflict itself, in days when, as I told you, men of any
strength of mind cast away all consideration for the ordinary
business of life, developed the necessary talent amongst
them. Indeed, from all I have read and heard, I much
doubt whether, without this seemingly dreadful civil war,
the due talent for administration would have been developed
amongst the working men. Anyhow, it was there, and they
soon got leaders far more than equal to the best men amongst
the reactionaries. For the rest, they had no difficulty about
the material of their army; for that revolutionary instinct
so acted on the ordinary soldier in the ranks that the greater
part, certainly the best part, of the soldiers joined the side
of the people. But the main element of their success was this,
that wherever the working people were not coerced, they
worked, not for the reactionists, but for 'the rebels.' The reac
tionists could get no work done for them outside the districts
where they were all-powerful: .and even in those districts
they were harassed by continual risings; and in all cases
and everywhere got nothing done without obstruction
and black looks and sulkiness; so that not only were
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their armies quite worn out with the difficulties which
they had to meet, but the non-combatants who were on
their side were so worried and beset with hatred and a thou
sand little troubles and annoyances that life became almost
unendurable to them on those terms. Not a few of them
actually died of the worry; many committed suicide. Of
course, a vast number of them joined, actively in the cause
of reaction, and found some solace to their misery in the
eagerness of conflict. Lastly, many thousands gave way and
submitted to 'the rebels'; and as the numbers of these latter
increased, it at last became clear to all men that the cause
which was once hopeless, was now triumphant, and that the
hopeless cause was that of slavery and privilege."

Chapter XVIII

THE BEGINNING OF THE NEW LIFE
"Well," said I, "so you got clear out of all your trouble.
Were people satisfied with the new order of things when it
came?"
"People?" he said. "Well, surely all must have been glad
of peace when it came; especially when they found, as they
must have found, that after all, they-even the once richwere not living very badly. As to those who had been poor,
all through the war, which lasted about two years, their
condition had been bettering, in spite of the struggle; and
when peace came at last, in a very short time they made
great strides towards a decent life. The great difficulty was
that the once-poor had such a feeble conception of the real
pleasure of life: so to say, they did not ask enough, did not
know how to ask enough, from the new state of things. It
was perhaps rather a good than an evil thing that the
necessity for restoring the wealth destroyed during the war
forced them into working at first almost as hard as they
had been used to before the Revolution. For all historians
are agreed that there never was a war in which there was
20—2618
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so much destruction of wares, and instruments for making
them as in this civil war."
"I am rather surprised at that," said I.
"Are you? I don't see why," said Hammond.
"Why," I said, "because the party of order would surely
look upon the wealth as their own property, no share of
which, if they could help it, should go to their slaves, sup
posing they conquered. And on the other hand, it was just
for the possession of that wealth that 'the rebels' were fight
ing, and I should have thought, especially when they saw
that they were winning, that they would have been careful
to destroy as little as possible of what was so soon to be their
own."
"It was as I have told you, however," said he. "The party
of order, when they recovered from their first cowardice of
surprise-or, if you please, when they fairly saw that, what
ever happened, they would be ruined, fought with great bit
terness, and cared little what they did, so long as they in
jured the enemies who had destroyed the sweets of life for
them. As to 'the rebels,' I have told you that the outbreak of
actual war made them careless of trying to save the
wretched scraps of wealth that they had. It was a common
saying amongst them. Let the country be cleared of every
thing except valiant living men, rather than that we fall
into slavery again!"
He sat silently thinking a little while, and then said:
"When the conflict was once really begun, it was seen
how little of any value there was in the old world of slavery
and inequality. Don't you see what it means? In the times
which you are thinking of, and of which you seem to know
so much, there was no hope; nothing but the dull jog of the
mill-horse under compulsion of collar and whip; but in that
fighting-time that followed, all was hope: 'the rebels' at least
felt themselves strong enough to build up the world again
from its dry bones,-and they did it, too!" said the old man,
his eyes glittering under his beetling brows. He went on:
"And their opponents at least and at last learned something
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about the reality of life, and its sorrows, which they-their
class, I mean-had once known nothing of. In short, the
two combatants, the workman and the gentleman, between
them—'
"Between them," said I, quickly, "they destroyed commer
cialism!"
'Yes, yes, yes," said he; "that is it. Nor could it have
been destroyed otherwise; except, perhaps, by the whole of
society gradually falling into lower depths, till it should at
last reach a condition as rude as barbarism, but lacking
both the hope and the pleasures of barbarism. Surely the
sharper, shorter remedy was the happiest?"
"Most surely," said I.
"Yes," said the old man, "the world was being, brought
to its second bir^h; how could that take place without a
tragedy? Moreover, think of it. The spirit of the new days,
of our days, was to be delight in the life of the world; intense
and overweening love of the very skin and surface of the
earth on which man dwells, such as a lover has in the fair
flesh of the woman he loves; this, I say, was to be the new
spirit of the time. All other moods save this had been ex
hausted: the unceasing criticism, the boundless curiosity in
the ways and thoughts of man, which was the mood of the
ancient Greek, to whom these things were not so much a
means, as an end, was gone past recovery; nor had there
been really any shadow of it in the so-called science of the
nineteenth century, which, as you must know, was in the
main an appendage to the commercial system; nay, not
seldom an appendage to the police of that system. In spite
of appearances, it was limited and cowardly, because it did
not really believe in itself. It was the outcome, as it was the
sole relief, of the unhappiness of the period which made life
so bitter even to the rich, and which, as you may see with
your bodily eyes, the great change has swept away. More
akin to our way of looking at life was the spirit of the Middle
Ages, to whom heaven and the life of the next world was
such a reality, that it became to them a part of the life upon
20*
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the earth; which accordingly they loved and adorned, in
spite of the ascetic doctrines of their formal creed, which
bade them contemn it.
"But that also, with its assured belief in heaven and hell
as two countries in which to live, has gone, and now we do,
both in word and in deed, believe in the continuous life of
the world of men, and as it were, add every day of that
common life to the little stock of days which our own mere
individual experience wins for us; and consequently we are
happy. Do you wonder at it? In times past, indeed, men
were told to love their kind, to believe in the religion of
humanity and so forth. But look you, just in the degree
that a man had elevation of mind and refinement enough
to be able to value this idea, was he repelled by the obvious
aspect of the individuals composing the mass which he was
to worship; and he could only evade that repulsion by mak
ing a conventional abstraction of mankind that had little
actual or historical relation to the race; which to his eyes
was divided into blind tyrants on the one hand and apathetic
degraded slaves on the other. But now, where is the diffi
culty in accepting the religion of humanity, when the men
and women who go to make up humanity are free, happy,
and energetic at least, and most commonly beautiful of body
also, and surrounded by beautiful things of their own fas
hioning, and a nature bettered and not worsened by contact
with mankind? This is what this age of the world has
reserved for us."
"It seems true," said I, "or ought to be, if what my eyes
have seen is a token of the general life you lead. Can you
now tell me anything of your progress after the years of
the struggle?"
Said he: "I could easily tell you more than you have time
to listen to; but I can at least hint at one of the chief diffi
culties which had to be met: and that was, that when men
began to settle down after the war, and their labour had
pretty much filled up the gap in wealth caused by the
destruction of that war, a kind of disappointment seemed
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coming over us, and the prophecies of some of the reac
tionists of past times seemed as if they would come true,
and a dull level of utilitarian comfort be the end for a while
of our aspirations and success. The loss of the competitive
spur to exertion had not, indeed, done anything to interfere
with the necessary production of the community, but how
if it should make men dull by giving them too much time
for thought or idle musing? But, after all, this dull thunder
cloud only threatened us, and then passed over. Probably,
from what I have told you before, you will have a guess at
the remedy for such a disaster; remembering always that
many of the things which used to be produced-slave-wares
for the poor and mere wealth-wasting wares for the richceased to be made. That remedy was, in short, the pro
duction of what used to be called art, but which has no
name amongst us now, because it has become a necessary
part of the labour of every man who produces."
Said I: "What! had men any time or opportunity for culti
vating the fine arts amidst the desperate struggle for life
and freedom that you have told me of?"
Said Hammond: 'You must not suppose that the new
form of art was founded chiefly on the memory of the art
of the past; although, strange to say, the civil war was much
less destructive of art than of other things, and though what
of art existed under the old forms, revived in a wonderful
way during the latter part of the struggle, especially as
regards music and poetry. The art or work-pleasure, as one
ought to call it, of which I am now speaking, sprung up
almost spontaneously, it seems, from a kind of instinct
amongst people, no longer driven desperately to painful
and terrible overwork, to do the best they could with the
work in hand-to make it excellent of its kind; and when
that had gone on for a little, a craving for beauty seemed
to awaken in men's minds, and they began rudely and
awkwardly to ornament the wares which they made; and
when they had once set to work at that, it soon began to
grow. All this was much helped by the abolition of the
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squalor which our immediate ancestors put up with so cool
ly; and by the leisurely, but not stupid, country-life which
now grew (as I told you before) to be common amongst us.
Thus at last and by slow degrees we got pleasure into our
work; then we became conscious of that pleasure, and cul
tivated it, and took care that we had our fill of it; and then
all was gained, and we were happy. So may it be for ages
and ages!'
The old man fell into a reverie, not altogether without
melancholy I thought; but I would not break it. Suddenly
he started, and said: "Well, dear guest, here are come Dick
and Clara to fetch you away, and there is an end of my
talk; which I daresay you will not be sorry for; the long day
is coming to an end, and you will have a pleasant ride back
to Hammersmith."

Chapter XIX
THE DRIVE BACK TO HAMMERSMITH

I said nothing, for I was not inclined for mere politeness
to him after such very serious talk; but in fact I should
like to have gone on talking with the older man, who could
understand something at least of my wonted ways of looking
at life, whereas, with the younger people, in spite of all their
kindness, I really was a being from another planet. How
ever, I made the best of it, and smiled as amiably as I could
on the young couple; and Dick returned the smile by saying,
"Well, guest, I am glad to have you again, and to find that
you and my kinsman have not quite talked yourselves into
another world; I was half suspecting as I was listening to the
Welshmen yonder that you would presently be vanishing
away from us, and began to picture my kinsman sitting in
the hall staring at nothing and finding that he had been
talking a while past to’nobody."
I felt rather uncomfortable at this speech, for suddenly the
picture of the sordid squabble, the dirty and miserable
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tragedy of the life I had left for a while, came before my
eyes; and I had, as it were, a vision of all my longings for
rest and peace in the past, and I loathed the idea of going
back to it again. But the old man chuckled and said:
"Don't be afraid, Dick. In any case, I have not been talk
ing to thin air; nor, indeed to this new friend of ours only.
Who knows but I may not have been talking to many
people? For perhaps our guest may some day go back to
the people he has come from, and may take a message
from us which may bear fruit for them, and consequently
for us."
Dick looked puzzled, and said: "Well, gaffer, I do not
quite understand what you mean. All I can say is, that I
hope he will not leave us: for don't you see, he is another
kind of man to what we are used to, and somehow he makes
us think of all kind of things; and already I feel as if I could
understand Dickens the better for having talked with
him."
"Yes," said Clara, "and I think in a few months we shall
make him look younger; and I should like to see what he
was like with the wrinkles smoothed out of his face. Don't
you think he will look younger after a little time with
us?"
The old man shook his head, and looked earnestly at me,
but did not answer her, and for a moment or two we were
all silent. Then Clara broke out:
"Kinsman, I don't like this: something or another troubles
me, and I feel as if something untoward were going to hap
pen. You have been talking of past miseries to the guest, and
have been living in past unhappy times, and it is in the air
all round us, and makes us feel as if we were longing for
something that we cannot have."
The old man smiled on her kindly, and said: 'Well, my
child, if that be so, go and live in the present, and you will
soon shake it off." Then he turned to me, and said: "Do you
remember anything like that, guest, in the country from
which you come?"
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The lovers had turned aside now, and were talking togeth
er softly, and not heeding us; so I said, but in a low voice:
"Yes, when I was a happy child on a sunny holiday, and had
everything that I could think of."
"So it is," said he. "You remember just now you twitted
me with living in the second childhood of the world. You will
find it a happy world to live in; you will be happy there
for a while."
Again I did not like his scarcely veiled threat, and was
beginning to trouble myself with trying to remember how I
had got amongst this curious people, when the old man
called out in a cheery voice: "Now, my children, take your
guest away, and make much of him; for it is your business to
make him sleek of skin and peaceful of mind: he has by no
means been as lucky as you have. Farewell, guest!" and he
grasped my hand warmly.
"Good-bye," said I, "and thank you very much for all that
you have told me. I will come and see you as soon as I come
back to London. May I?"
"Yes," he said, "come by all means-if you can."
"It won't be for some time yet," quoth Dick, in his cheery
voice; for when the hay is in up the river, I shall be for tak
ing him a round through the country between hay and wheat
harvest, to see how our friends live in the north country.
Then in the wheat harvest we shall do a good stroke of work,
I should hope,-in Wiltshire by preference; for he will be
getting a little hard with all the open-air living, and I shall
be as tough as nails."
"But you will take me along, won't you, Dick?" said Clara,
laying her pretty hand on his shoulder.
"Will I not?" said Dick, somewhat boisterously. "And we
will manage to send you to bed pretty tired every night; and
you will look so beautiful with your neck all brown, and
your hands too, and you under your gown as white as priv
et, that you will get some of those strange discontented
whims out of your head, my dear. However, our week's hay
making will do all that for you."
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The girl reddened very prettily, and not for shame but
for pleasure; and the old man laughed, and said:
"Guest, I see that you will be as comfortable as need be;
for you need not fear that those two will be too officious with
you: they will be so busy with each other, that they will leave
you a good deal to yourself, I am sure, and that is a real
kindness to a guest, after all. O, you need not be afraid of
being one too many, either: it is just what these birds in a
nest like, to have a good convenient friend to turn to, so that
they may relieve the ecstasies of love with the solid common
place of friendship. Besides, Dick, and much more Clara,
likes a little talking at times; and you know lovers do not
talk unless they get into trouble, they only prattle. Good-bye,
guest; may you be happy!"
Clara went up to old Hammond, threw her arms about
his neck and kissed him heartily, and said: "You are a dear
old man, and may have your jest about me as much as you
please; and it won't be long before we see you again; and
you may be sure we shall make our guest happy; though,
mind you, there is some truth in what you say."
Then I shook hands again, and we went out of the hall
and into the cloisters, and so in the street found Greylocks
in the shafts waiting for us. He was well looked after; for a
little lad of about seven years old had his hand on the rein
and was solemnly looking up into his face; on his back,
withal, was a girl of fourteen, holding a three-year-old sister
on before her; while another girl, about a year older than
the boy, hung on behind. The three were occupied partly
with eating cherries, partly with patting and punching Grey- *
locks, who took all their caresses in good part, but pricked
up his ears when Dick made his appearance. The girls got
off quietly, and going up to Clara, made much of her and
snuggled up to her. And then we got into the carriage,
Dick shook the reins, and we got under way at once, Grey
locks trotting soberly between the lovely trees of the Lon
don streets, that were sending floods of fragrance into the
cool evening air; for it was now getting toward sunset,
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We could hardly go but fair and softly all the way, as
there were a great many people abroad in that cool hour.
Seeing so many people made me notice their looks the more;
and I must say, my taste, cultivated in the sombre greyness,
or rather brownness, of the nineteenth century, was rather
apt to condemn the gaiety and brightness of the raiment;
and I even ventured to say as much to Clara. She seemed
rather surprised, and even slightly indignant, and said: "Well,
well, what's the matter? They are not about any dirty work;
they are only amusing themselves in the fine evening; there
is nothing to foul their clothes. Come, doesn't it all look very
pretty? It isn't gaudy, you know."
Indeed that was true; for many of the people were clad
in colours that were sober enough, though beautiful, and the
harmony of the colours was perfect and most delight
ful.
I said, "Yes, that is so; but how can everybody afford such
costly garments? Look! there goes a middle-aged man in a
sober grey dress; but I can see from here that it is made of
very fine woollen stuff, and is covered with silk embroi
dery."
Said Clara: "He could wear shabby clothes if he pleased,
-that is, if he didn't think he would hurt people's feelings
by doing so."
"But please tell me," said I, "how can they afford it?"
As soon as I had spoken I perceived that I had got back
to my old blunder; for I saw Dick's shoulders shaking with
laughter; but he wouldn't say a word, but handed me over
to the tender mercies of Clara, who said:
'Why, I don't know what you mean. Of course we can
afford it, or else we shouldn't do it. It would be easy enough
for us to say, we will only spend our labour on making our
clothes comfortable: but we don't choose to stop there. Why
do you find fault with us? Does it seem to you as if we
starved ourselves of food in order to make ourselves fine
clothes? or do you think there is anything wrong in liking to
see the coverings of our bodies beautiful like our bodies are?
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-just as a deer's or an otter's skin has been made beautiful
from the first? Come, what is wrong with you?"
I bowed before the storm, and mumbled out some excuse
or other. I must say, I might have known that people who
were so fond of architecture generally, would not be back
ward in ornamenting themselves; all the more as the shape
of their raiment, apart from its colour, was both beautiful
and reasonable-veiling the form, without either muffling or
caricaturing it.
Clara was soon mollified; and as we drove along toward
the wood before mentioned, she said to Dick:
"I tell you what, Dick: now that kinsman Hammond the
Elder has seen our guest in his queer clothes, I think we
ought to find him something decent to put on for our journey
to-morrow: especially since, if we do not, we shall have to
answer all sorts of questions as to his clothes and where
they came from. Besides,'' she said slyly, "when he is clad
in handsome garments he will not be so quick to blame us
for our childishness in wasting our time in making ourselves
look pleasant to each other."
'All right, Clara," said Dick; 'he shall have everything
that you-that he wants to have. I will look something out
for him before he gets up to-morrow."

Chapter XX
THE HAMMERSMITH GUEST-HOUSE AGAIN
Amidst such talk, driving quietly through the balmy eve
ning, we came to Hammersmith, and were well received by
our friends there. Boffin, in a fresh suit of clothes, welcomed
me back with stately courtesy; the weaver wanted to but
ton-hole me and get out of me what old Hammond had said,
but was very friendly and cheerful when Dick warned him
off; Annie shook hands with me, and hoped I had had a
pleasant day-so kindly, that I felt a slight pang as our hands
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parted; for to say the truth, I liked her better than Clara,
who seemed to be always a little on the defensive, whereas
Annie was as frank as could be, and seemed to get honest
pleasure from everything and everybody about her without
the least effort.
We had quite a little feast that evening, partly in my ho
nour, and partly, I suspect, though nothing was said about
it, in honour of Dick and Clara coming together again. The
wine was of the best; the hall was redolent of rich summer
flowers; and after supper we not only had music (Annie, to
my mind, surpassing all the others for sweetness and clear
ness of voice, as well as for feeling and meaning), but at last
we even got to telling stories, and sat there listening, with no
other light but that of the summer moon streaming through
the beautiful traceries of the windows, as if we had belonged
to time long passed, when books were scarce and the art of
reading somewhat rare. Indeed, I may say here, that, though,
as you will have noted, my friends had mostly something to
say about books, yet they were not great readers, consider
ing the refinement of their manners and the great amount of
leisure which they obviously had. In fact, when Dick, espe
cially, mentioned a book, he did so with an air of a man
who has accomplished an achievement; as much as to say,
'There, you see, I have actually read that!”
The evening passed all too quickly for me; since that day,
for the first time in my life, I was having my fill of the
pleasure of the eyes without any of that sense of incongruity,
that drefed of approaching ruin, which had always beset me
hitherto when I had been amongst the beautiful works of art
of the past, mingled with the lovely nature of the present;
both of them, in fact, the result of the long centuries of
tradition, which had compelled men to produce the art, and
compelled nature to run into the mould of the ages. Here
I could enjoy everything without an after-thought of the
injustice and miserable toil which made my leisure; the igno
rance and dulness of life which went to make my keen ap
preciation of history; the tyranny and the struggle full of
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fear and mishap which went to make my romance. The only
weight I had upon my heart was a vague fear as it drew
toward bed-time concerning the place where I should wake
on the morrow: but I choked that down, and went to bed
happy, and in a very few moments was in a dreamless sleep.
Chapter XXI
GOING UP THE RIVER
When I did wake, to a beautiful sunny morning, I leapt
out of bed with my over-night apprehension still clinging
to me, which vanished delightfully however in a moment
as I looked around my little sleeping chamber and saw the
pale but pure-coloured figures painted on the plaster of the
wall, with verses written underneath them which I knew
somewhat over-well. I dressed speedily, in a suit of blue
laid ready for me, so handsome that I quite blushed when I
had got into it, feeling as I did so that excited pleasure of
anticipation of a holiday, which, well remembered as it was,
I had not felt since I was a boy, new come home for the
summer holidays.
It seemed quite early in the morning, and I expected to
have the hall to myself when I came into it out of the cor
ridor wherein was my sleeping chamber; but I met Annie
at once, who let fall her broom and gave me a kiss, quite
meaningless I fear, except as betokening friendship, though
\ she reddened as she did it, not from shyness, but from friend
ly pleasure, and then stood and picked up her broom again,
and went on with her sweeping, nodding to me as if to bid
me stand out of the way and look on; which, to say the
truth, I thought amusing enough, as there were five other
girls helping her, and their graceful figures engaged in the
leisurely work were worth going a long way to see, and
their merry talk and laughing as they swept in quite a scien
tific manner was worth going a long way to hear. But Annie
presently threw me back a word or two as she went on to
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the other end of the hall: ‘Guest/ she said, ‘I am glad that
you are up early, though we wouldn't disturb you; for our
Thames is a lovely river at half-past six on a June morning:
and as it would be a pity for you to lose it, I am told just
to give you a cup of milk and a bit of bread outside there,
and put you into the boat: for Dick and Clara are all ready
now. Wait half a minute till I have swept down this
row/
So presently she let her broom drop again, and came and
took me by the hand and led me out on to the terrace above
the river, to a little table under the boughs, where my bread
and milk took the form of as dainty a breakfast as any one
could desire, and then sat by me as I ate. And in a minute
or two Dick and Clara came to me, the latter looking most
fresh and beautiful in a light silk embroidered gown, which
to my unused eyes was extravagantly gay and bright; while
Dick was also handsomely dressed in white flannel prettily
embroidered. Clara raised her gown in her hands as she gave
me the morning greeting, and said laughingly: "Look, guest!
you see we are at least as fine as any of the people you felt
inclined to scold last night; you see we are not going to make
the bright day and the flowers feel ashamed of themselves.
Now scold me!"
Quoth I: "No, indeed; the pair of you seem as if you were
born out of the summer day itself; and I will scold you when
I scold it."
"Well, you know," said Dick, "this is a special day-all
these days are, I mean. The hay-harvest is in some ways better
than corn-harvest because of the beautiful weather; and real
ly, unless you had worked in the hay-field in fine weather,
you couldn't tell what pleasant work it is. The women look
so pretty at it, too," he said, shyly; "so all things considered,
I think we are right to adorn it in a simple manner."
"Do the women work at it in silk dresses?" said I, smiling.
Dick was going to answer me soberly; but Clara put her
hand over his mouth, and said, "No, no, Dick; not too much
information for him, or I shall think that you are your old

kinsman again. Let him find out for himself: he will not
have long to wait."
"Yes," quoth Annie, "don't make your description of the
picture too fine, or else he will be disappointed when the
curtain is drawn. I don't want him to be disappointed. But
now it's time for you to be gone, if you are to have the best
of the tide, and also of the sunny morning. Good-bye, guest."
She kissed me in her frank friendly way, and almost took
away from me my desire for the expedition thereby; but I
had to get over that, as it was clear that so delightful a
woman would hardly be without a due lover of her own
age. We went down the steps of the landing-stage, and got
into a pretty boat, not too light to hold us and our belong
ings comfortably, and handsomely ornamented; and just as
we got in, down came Boffin and the weaver to see us off.
The former had now veiled his splendour in a due suit of
working clothes, crowned with a fantail hat, which he took
off, however, to wave us farewell with his grave old-Spanishlike courtesy. Then Dick pushed off into the stream, and
bent vigorously to his sculls, and Hammersmith, with its
noble trees and beautiful water-side houses, began to slip
away from us.
As we went, I could not help putting beside his promised
picture of the hay-field as it was then the picture of it as
I remembered it, and especially the images of the women
engaged in the work rose up before me: the row of gaunt
figures, lean, flat-breasted, ugly, without a grace of form or
face about them; dressed in wretched skimpy print gowns,
and hideous flapping sun-bonnets, moving their rakes in a
listless mechanical way. How often had that marred the
loveliness of the June day to me; how often had I longed to
see the hay-fields peopled with men and women worthy of
the sweet abundance of midsummer, of its endless wealth
of beautiful sights, and delicious sounds and scents. And
now, the world had grown old and wiser, and I was to see
my hope realised at last.
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Chapter ХХП
HAMPTON COURT.* AND A PRAISER
OF PAST TIMES

So on we went, Dick rowing in an easy tireless way, and
Clara sitting by my side admiring his manly beauty and
heartily good-natured face, and thinking, I fancy, of nothing
else. As we went higher up the river, there was less differ
ence between the Thames of that day and the Thames as I
remembered it; for setting aside the hideous vulgarity of the
cockney villas of the well-to-do, stockbrokers and other such,
which in older time marred the beauty of the bough-hung
banks, even this beginning of the country Thames was always
beautiful; and as we slipped between the lovely summer green
ery, I almost felt my youth come back to me, and as if I
were on one of those water excursions which I used to enjoy
so much in days when I was too happy to think that there
could be much amiss anywhere.
At last we came to a reach of the river where on the left
hand a very pretty little village with some old houses in it
came down to the edge of the water, over which was a ferry;
and beyond these houses the elm-beset meadows ended in
a fringe of tall willows, while on the right hand went the
tow-path and a clear space before a row of trees, which rose
up behind huge and ancient, the ornaments of a great park:
but these drew back still further from the river at the end of
the reach to make way for a little town of quaint and pretty
houses, some new, some old dominated by the long walls
and sharp gables of a great red-brick pile of building, partly
of the latest Gothic, partly of the court-style of Dutch Wil
liam,* but so blended together by the bright sun and beauti
ful surroundings, including the bright blue river, which it
looked down upon, that even amidst the beautiful buildings
of that new happy time it had a strange charm about it. A
great wave of fragrance, amidst which the lime-tree blossom
was clearly to be distinguished, came down to us from its
unseen gardens, as Clara sat up in her place, and said:
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“О Dick, dear, couldn't we stop at Hampton Court for to
day, and take the guest about the park a little, and show
him those sweet old buildings? Somehow, I suppose because
you have lived so near it, you have seldom taken me to
Hampton Court."
Dick rested on his oars a little, and said: "Well, well Clara,
you are lazy to-day. I didn't feel like stopping short of Shepperton for the night; suppose we just go and have our dinner
at the Court, and go on again about five o'clock?"
"Well," she said, "so be it; but I should like the guest to
have spent an hour or two ia the Park."
"The Park!" said Dick; "why, the whole Thames-side is a
park this time of the year; and for my part, I had rather lie
under an elm-tree on the borders of a wheat-field, with the
bees humming about me and the corn-crake crying from
furrow to furrow, than in any park in England. Besides—"
"Besides," said she, "you want to get on to your dearlyloved upper Thames, and show your prowess down the heavy
swathes of the mowing grass."
She looked at him fondly, and I could tell that she was
seeing him in her mind's eye showing his splendid form at
its best amidst the rhymed strokes of the scythes; and she
looked down at her own pretty feet with a half sigh, as
though she were contrasting her slight woman's beauty with
his man's beauty; as women will when they are really in love,
and are not spoiled with conventional sentiment.
As for Dick, he looked at her admiringly a while, and then
said at last: "Well, Clara, I do wish we were there! But, hilloa!
we are getting back way." And he set to work sculling again,
and in two minutes we were all standing on the gravelly
strand below the bridge, which, as you may imagine, was
no longer the old hideous iron abortion, but a handsome piece
of very solid oak framing.
We went into the Court and straight into the great hall,
so well remembered, where there were tables spread for
dinner, and everything arranged much as in Hammersmith
Guest Hall. Dinner over, we sauntered through the ancient
21—2618
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rooms, where the pictures and tapestry were still preserved,
and nothing was much changed, except that the people whom
we met there had an indefinable kind of look of being at
home and at ease, which communicated itself to me, so that
I felt that the beautiful old place was mine in the best sense
of the word; and my pleasure of past days seemed to add
itself to that of to-day, and filled my whole soul with con
tent.
Dick (who, in spite of Clara's gibe, knew the place very
well) told me that the beautiful old Tudor rooms, which I
remembered had been the dwellings of the lesser fry of
Court flunkies, were now much used by people coming and
going; for, beautiful as architecture had now become, and
although the whole face of the country had quite recovered
its beauty, there was still a sort of tradition of pleasure and
beauty which clung to that group of buildings, and people
thought going to Hampton Court a necessary summer out
ing, as they did in the days when London was so grimy and
miserable. We went into some of the rooms looking into
the» old garden, and were well received by the people in
them, who got speedily into talk with us, and looked with
politely half-concealed wonder at my strange face. Besides
these birds of passage, and a few regular dwellers in the
place, we saw out in the meadows near the garden, down
"the Long Water," as it used to be called, many gay tents
with men, women, and children round about them. As it
seemed, this pleasure-loving people were fond of tent-life
with all its inconveniences, which, indeed, they turned into
pleasure also.
We left this old friend by the time appointed, and I made
some feeble show of taking the sculls; but Dick repulsed me,
not much to my grief, I must say, as I found I had quite
enough to do between the enjoyment of the beautiful time
and my own lazily blended thoughts.
As to Dick, it was quite right to let him pull, for he was
as strong as a horse, and had the greatest delight in bodily
exercise, whatever it was. We really had some difficulty in
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getting him to stop when it was getting rather more than
dusk, and the moon was brightening just as we were off
Runnymede. We landed there, and were looking about for
a place whereon to pitch our tents (for we had brought two
with us), when an old man came up to us, bade us goodevening, and asked if we were housed for that night; and
finding that we were not, bade us home to his house. Noth
ing loth,* we went with him, and Clara took his hand in a
coaxing way which I noticed she used with old men; and
as we went on our way, made some commonplace remark
about the beauty of the day. The old man stopped short,
and looked at her and said: "You really like it then?"
"Yes," she said, looking very much astonished, "don't
you?"
"Well," said he, "perhaps I do. I did, at any rate, when I
was younger; but now I think I should like it cooler."
She said nothing, and went on, the night growing about
as dark as it would be; till just at the rise of the hill we
came to a hedge with a gate in it, which the old man un
latched and led us into a garden, at the end of which we
could see a little house, one of whose little windows was
already yellow with candlelight. We could see even under
the doubtful light of the moon and the last of the western
glow that the garden was stuffed full of flowers; and the
fragrance it gave out in the gathering coolness was so won
derfully sweet, that it seemed the very heart of the delight
of the June dusk; so that we three stopped instinctively, and
Clara gave forth a little sweet "O," like a bird beginning to
sing.
"What's the matter?" said the old man, a little testily, and
pulling at her hand. "There's no dog; or have you trodden
on a thorn and hurt your foot?"
'No, no, neighbour," she said; "but how sweet, how sweet
it is!"
"Of course it is," said he, "but do you care so much for
that?"
She laughed out musically, and we followed suit in our
21*
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gruffer voices; and then she said: "Of course I do, neighbour;
don't you?"
"Well, I don't know," quoth the old fellow; then he added,
as if somewhat ashamed of himself; "Besides, you know,
when the waters are out and all Runnymede is flooded, it's
none so pleasant."
“[ should like it," quoth Dick. "What a jolly sail one
would get about here on the floods on a bright frosty Jan
uary morning!"
"Would you like it?" said our host. "Well, I won't argue
with you, neighbour; it isn't worth while. Come in and have
some supper."
We went up a paved path between the roses, and straight
into a very pretty room, panelled and carved, and as clean
as a new pin; but the chief ornament of which was a young
woman, light-haired and grey-eyed, but with her face and
hands and bare feet tanned quite brown with the sun. Though
she was very lightly clad, that was clearly from choice,
not from poverty, though these were the first cottage-dwellers
I had come across; for her gown was of silk, and on her
wrists were bracelets that seemed to me of great value. She
was lying on a sheep-skin near the window, but jumped up
as soon as we entered, and when she saw the guests behind
the old man, she clapped her hands and cried out with
pleasure, and when she got us into the middle of the room,
fairly danced round us in delight of our company.
"What!" said the old man, "you are pleased, are you,
Ellen?"
The girl danced up to him and threw her arms round him,
and said: "Yes I am, and so ought you to be, grandfather."
"Well, well, I am," said he, "as much as I can be pleased.
Guests, please be seated."
This seemed rather strange to us; stranger, I suspect, to
my friends than to me; but Dick took the opportunity of
both the host and his grand-daughter being out of the room
to say to me, softly: "A grumbler: there are a few of them still.
Once upon a time, I am told, they were quite a nuisance."
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The old man came in as he spoke and sat down beside us
with a sigh, which, indeed, seemed fetched up as if he wanted
us to take notice of it; but just then the girl came in with
the victuals, and the carle missed his mark, what between
our hunger generally and that I was pretty busy watching the
grand-daughter moving about as beautiful as a picture.
Everything to eat and drink, though it was somewhat dif
ferent to what we had had in London, was better than good,
but the old man eyed rather sulkily the chief dish on the
table, on which lay a leash of fine perch, and said:
"H'm, perch! I am sorry we can't do better for you, guests.
The time was when we might have had a good piece of
salmon up from London for you; but the times have grown
mean and petty."
"Yes, but you might have had it now," said the girl, gig
gling, "if you had known that they were coming."
"It's our fault for not bringing it with us, neighbours,"
said Dick, good-humouredly. "But if the times have grown
petty, at any rate the perch haven't; that fellow in the mid
dle there must have weighed a good two pounds when he
was showing his dark stripes and red fins to the minnows
yonder. And as to the salmon, why, neighbour, my friend
here, who comes from the outlands, was quite surprised yes
terday morning when I told him we had plenty of salmon
at Hammersmith. I am sure I have heard nothing of the
times worsening."
/
He looked a little uncomfortable. And the old man, turn
ing to me, said very courteously:
"Well, sir, I am happy to see a man from over the water;
but I really must appeal to you to say whether on the whole
you are not better off in your country; where I suppose,
from what our guest says, you are brisker and more alive,
because you have not wholly got rid of competition. You
see, I have read not a few books of the past days, and cer
tainly they are much more alive than those which are written
now; and good sound unlimited competition was the condi
tion under which they were written,-if we didn't know that
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from the record of history, we should know it from the books
themselves. There is a spirit of adventure in them, and signs
of a capacity to extract good out of evil which our literature
quite lacks now; and I cannot help thinking that our mor
alists and historians exaggerate hugely the unhappiness of
the past days, in which such splendid works of imagination
and intellect were produced."
Clara listened to him with restless eyes, as if she were
excited and pleased; Dick knitted his brow and looked still
more uncomfortable, but said nothing. Indeed, the old man
gradually, as he warmed to his subject, dropped his sneer
ing manner, and both spoke and looked very seriously. But
the girl broke out before I could deliver myself of the answer
I was framing:
"Books, books! always books, grandfather! When will you
understand that after all it is the world we live in which in
terests us; the world of which we are a part, and which we
can never love too much? Look!" she said, throwing open
the casement wider and showing us the white light sparkling
between the black shadows of the moonlit garden, through
which ran a little shiver of the summer night-wind, "look!
these are our books in these days!-and these," she said,
stepping lightly up to the two lovers and laying a hand
on each of their shoulders; "and the guest there, with his
oversea knowledge and experience ;-yes, and even you,
grandfather" (a smile ran over her face as she spoke), "with
all your grumbling and wishing yourself back again in the
good old days,-in which, as far as I can make out, a harm
less and lazy old man like you would either have pretty
nearly starved, or have had to pay soldiers and people to
take the folk's victuals and clothes and houses away from
them by force. Yes, these are our books; and if we want
more, can we not find work to do in the beautiful buildings
that we raise up all over the country (and I know there was
nothing like them in past times), wherein a man can put
forth whatever is in him, and make his hands set forth his
mind and his soul."
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She paused a little, and I for my part could not help
staring at her, and thinking that if she were a book, the
pictures in it were most lovely. The colour mantled in her
delicate sunburnt cheeks; her grey eyes, light amidst the tan
of her face, kindly looked on us all as she spoke. She paused,
and said again:
"As for your books, they were well enough for times when
intelligent people had but little else in which they could
take pleasure, and when they must needs supplement the
sordid miseries of their own lives with imaginations of the
lives of other people. But I say flatly that in spite of all their
cleverness and vigour, and capacity for story-telling, there
is something loathsome about them. Some of them, indeed,
do here and there show some feeling for those whom the his
tory-books call 'poor/ and of the misery of whose lives we
have some inkling; but presently they give it up, and towards
the end of the story we must be contented to see the hero
and heroine living happily in an island of bliss on other people.'s troubles; and that after a long series of sham troubles
(or mostly sham) of their own making, illustrated by dreary
introspective nonsense about their feelings and aspirations,
and all the rest of it; while the world must even then have
gone on its way, and dug and sewed and baked and built
and carpentered round about these useless—animals."
"There!" said the old man, reverting to his dry sulky man
ner again. "There's eloquence! I suppose you like it?"
"Yes," said I, very emphatically.
"Well," said he, "now the storm of eloquence has lulled
for a little, suppose you answer my question ?-that is, if
you like, you know," quoth he, with a sudden access of
courtesy.
"What question?" said I. For I must confess that Ellen's
strange and almost wild beauty had put it out of my
head.
Said he; 'First of all (excuse my catechising), is there
competition in life, after the old kind, in the country whence
you come?"
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'Yes," said I, 'it is the rule there." And I wondered as
I spoke what fresh complications I should get into as a result
of this answer.
"Question two," said the carle: "Are you not on the whole
much freer, more energetic-in a word, healthier and happier-for it?"
I smiled. 'You wouldn't talk so if you had any idea of
our life. To me you seem here as if you were living in heaven
compared with us of the country from which I came."
"Heaven?" said he: "you like heaven, do you?"
"Yes," said I-snappishly, I am afraid; for I was beginning
rather to resent his formula.
"Well, I am far from sure that I do," quoth he. "I think
one may do more with one's life than sitting on a damp
cloud and singing hymns."
I was rather nettled by this inconsequence, and said: "Well,
neighbour, to be short, and without using metaphors, in the
land whence I come, where the competition which produced
those literary works which you admire so much is still the
rule, most people are thoroughly unhappy; here, to me at
least, most people seem thoroughly happy."
"No offence, guest-no offence," said he; "but let me ask
you; you like that, do you?"
His formula, put with such obstinate persistence, made
us all laugh heartily; and even the old man joined in the
laughter on the sly. However, he was by no means beaten,
and said presently:
"From all I can hear, I should judge that a young woman
so beautiful as my dear Ellen yonder would have been a
lady, as they called it in the old time, and wouldn't have
had to wear a few rags of silk as she does now, or to have
browned herself in the sun as she has to do now. What do
you say to that, eh?"
Here Clara, who had been pretty much silent hitherto,
struck in, and said: "Well, really, I don't think that you
would have mended matters, or that they want mending.
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Don't you see that she is dressed deliciously for this beautiful
weather? And as for the sun-burning of your hay-fields, why,
I hope to pick up some of that for myself when we get a
little higher up the river. Look if I don't need a little sun
on my pasty white skin!"
And she stripped up the sleeve from her arm and laid it
beside Ellen's who was now sitting next her. To say the
truth, it was rather amusing to me to see Clara putting her
self forward as a town-bred fine lady, for she was as wellknit and clean-skinned a girl as might be met with any
where at the best. Dick stroked the beautiful arm rather
shyly, and pulled down the sleeve again, while she blushed
at his touch; and the old man said laughingly: "Well, I sup
pose you do like that; don't you?"
Ellen kissed her new friend, and we all sat silent for a
little, till she broke out into a sweet shrill song, and held
us all entranced with the wonder of her clear voice; and the
old grumbler sat looking at her lovingly. The other young
people sang also in due time; and then Ellen showed us to
our beds in small cottage chambers, fragrant and clean as
the ideal of the old pastoral poets; and the pleasure of the
evening quite extinguished my fear of the last night, that I
should wake up in the old miserable world of worn-out
pleasures, and hopes that were half fears.
Chapter XXIII

AN EARLY MORNING BY RUNNYMEDE
Though there were no rough noises to wake me, I could
not lie long abed the next morning, where the world seemed
so well awake, and, despite the old grumbler, so happy; so
I got up, and found that, early as it was, some one had been
stirring, since all was trim and in its place in the little par
lour, and the table laid for the morning meal. Nobody was
afoot in the house as then, however, so I went out a-doors,
and after a turn or two round the superabundant garden, I
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wandered down over the meadow to the river-side, where lay
our boat, looking quite familiar and friendly to me. I walked
up-stream a little, watching the light mist curling up from
the river till the sun gained power to draw it all away; saw
the bleak speckling the water under the willow boughs,
whence the tiny flies they fed on were falling in myriads;
heard the great chub splashing here and there at some be
lated moth or other, and felt almost back again in my boy
hood. Then I went back again to the boat, and loitered there
a minute or two, and then walked slowly up the meadow
towards the little house. I noted now that there were four
more houses of about the same size on the slope away from
the river. The meadow in which I was going was not up for
hay; but a row of flake-hurdles ran up the slope not far
from me on each side, and in the field so parted off from
ours on the left they were making hay busily by now, in the
simple fashion of the days when I was a boy. My feet turned
that way instinctively, as I wanted to see how haymakers
looked in these new and better times, and also I rather expected to see Ellen there. I came to the hurdles and stood
looking over into the hay-field, and was close to the end of
the long line of haymakers who were spreading the low ridges
to dry off the night dew. The majority of these were
young women clad much like Ellen last night, though not
mostly in silk, but in light woollen most gaily embroidered;
the men being all clad in white flannel embroidered in
bright colours. The meadow looked like a gigantic tulip-bed
because of them. All hands were working deliberately but
well and steadily, though they were as noisy with merry talk
as a grove of autumn starlings. Half a dozen of them, men
and women, came up to me and shook hands, gave me the
sele of the morning,* and asked a few questions as to whence
and whither, and wishing me good luck, went back to their
work. Ellen, to my disappointment, was not amongst them,
but presently I saw a light figure come out of the hay-field
higher up the slope, and make for our house; and that was
Ellen, holding a basket in her hand. But before she had
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come to the garden gate, out came Dick and Clara, who,
after a minute's pause, came down to meet me, leaving
Ellen in the garden; then we three went down to the boat,
talking mere morning prattle. We stayed there a little, Dick
arranging some of the matters in her, for we had only taken
up to the house such things as we thought the dew might
damage; and then we went toward the house again; but
when we came near the garden, Dick stopped us by laying
a hand on my arm and said:
"Just look a moment."
I looked, and over the low hedge saw Ellen, shading her
eyes against the sun as she looked toward the hay-field,
a light wind stirring in her tawny hair, her eyes like light
jewels amidst her sunburnt face, which looked as if the
warmth of the sun were yet in it.
'Look, guest," said Dick; "doesn't it all look like one of
those very stories out of Grimm that we were talking about up
in Bloomsbury? Here are we two lovers wandering about
the world, and we have come to a fairy garden, and there
is the very fairy herself amidst of it: I wonder what she will
do for us."
Said Clara demurely, but not stiffly: "Is she a good fairy,
Dick?"
"O yes," said he; "and according to the card,* she would
do better, if it were not for the gnome or wood-spirit, our
grumbling friend of last night."
We laughed at this; and I said, "I hope you see that you
have left me out of the tale."
"Well," said he, "that's true. You had better consider that
you have got the cap of darkness,* and are seeing every
thing, yourself invisible."
That touched me on my weak side of not feeling sure of
my position in this beautiful new country; so in order not to
make matters worse, I held my tongue, and we all went into
the garden and up to the house together. I noticed by the
way that Clara must really rather have felt the contrast be
tween herself as a town madam and this piece of the sum
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mer country that we all admired so, for she had rather
dressed after Ellen that morning as to thinness and scanti
ness, and went barefoot also, except for light sandals.
The old man greeted us kindly in the parlour, and said:
"Well, guests, so you have been looking about to search into
the nakedness of the land: I suppose your illusions of last
night have given way a bit before the morning light? Do
you still like it, eh?"
"Very much," said I, doggedly; "it is one of the prettiest
places on the lower Thames."
"Oho!" said he; "so you know the Thames, do you?"
I reddened, for I saw Dick and Clara looking at me, and
scarcely knew what to say. However, since I had said in
our early intercourse with my Hammersmith friends that I
had known Epping Forest, I thought a hasty generalisation
might be better in avoiding complications than a downright
lie; so I said:
"I have been in this country before; and I have been on
the Thames in those days."
"O," said the old man, eagerly, "so you have been in this
country before. Now really, don't you find it (apart from all
theory, you know) much changed for the worse?"
"No, not at all," said I; "I find it much changed for the
better."
"Ah," quoth he, I fear that you have been prejudiced by
some theory or another. However, of course the time when
you were here before must have been so near our own days
that the deterioration might not be very great: as then we
were, of course, still living under the same customs as we
are now. I was thinking of earlier days than that."
"In short," said Clara, "you have theories about the
change which has taken place."
"I have facts as well," said he. "Look here! from this hill
you can see just four little houses, including this one. Well,
I know for certain that in old times, even in the summer,
when the leaves were thickest, you could see from the same
place six quite big and fine houses; and higher up the water.
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garden joined garden right up to Windsor; and there were
big houses in all the gardens. Ah! England was an important
place in those days."
I was getting nettled, and said: "What you mean is that
you de-cockneyised the place;* and sent the damned flunkies
packing,* and that everybody can live comfortably and
happily, and not a few damned thieves only, who were
centres of vulgarity and corruption wherever they were, and
who, as to this lovely river, destroyed its beauty morally,
and had almost destroyed it physically, when they were
thrown out of it."
There was silence after this outburst, which for the life
of me I could not help, remembering how I had suffered
from cockneyism and its cause on those same waters of old
time. But at last the old man said, quite coolly:
"My dear guest, I really don't know what you mean by
either cockneys, or flunkies, or thieves, or damned; or how
only a few people could live happily and comfortably in a
wealthy country. All I can see is that you are angry, and I
fear with me: so if you like we will change the subject."
I thought this kind and hospitable in him, considering his
obstinacy about his theory; and hastened to say that I did
not mean to be angry, only emphatic. He bowed gravely,
and I thought the storm was over, when suddenly Ellen
broke in:
"Grandfather, our guest is reticent from courtesy; but
really what he has in his mind to say to you ought to be
said; so as I know pretty well what it is, I will say it for him:
for as you know, I have been taught these things by people
who—"
"Yes," said the old man, "by the sage of Bloomsbury, and
others."
"O," said Dick, "so you know my old kinsman Hammond?"
"Yes," said she, "and other people too, as my grandfather
says, and they have taught me things: and this is the upshot
of it. We live in a little house now, not because we have
nothing grander to do than working in the fields, but be
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cause we please; for if we liked, we could go and live in a big
house amongst pleasant companions."
Grumbled the old man: "Just so! As if I would live among
those conceited fellows; all of them looking down upon
me!"
She smiled on him kindly, but went on as if he had not
spoken. "In the past times, when those big houses of which
grandfather speaks were so plenty, we must have lived in a
cottage whether we had liked it or not; and the said cottage
instead of having in it everything we want, would have been
bare and empty. We should not have got enough to eat; our
clothes would have been ugly to look at, dirty and frowsy.
You, grandfather, have done no hard work for years now,
but wander about and read your books and have nothing to
worry you; and as for me, I work hard when I like it,
because I like it, and think it does me good, and knits up my
muscles, and makes me prettier to look at, and healthier
and happier. But in those past days you, grandfather, would
have had to work hard after you were old; and would have
been always afraid of having to be shut up in a kind of
prison along with other old men, half-starved and without
amusement. And as for me, I am twenty years old. In
those days my middle age would be beginning now, and in a
few years I should be pinched, thin, and haggard, beset with
troubles and miseries, so that no one could have guessed
that I was once a beautiful girl.
"Is this what you have had in your mind, guest?" said she,
the tears in her eyes at thought of the past miseries of peo
ple like herself.
"Yes," said I, much moved; "that and more. Of ten-in my
country I have seen that wretched change you have spoken
of, from the fresh handsome country lass to the poor drag
gle-tailed country woman."
The old man sat silent for a little, but presently recovered
himself and took comfort in his old phrase of "Well, you
like it so, do you?"
"Yes," said Ellen, "I love life better than death."
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"О, you do, do you?” said he. "Well, for my part I like
reading a good old book with plenty of fun in it, like Thack
eray's 'Vanity Fair.' Why don't you write books like that
now? Ask that question of your Bloomsbury sage."
Seeing Dick's cheeks reddening a little at this sally, and
noting that silence followed, I thought I had better do some
thing. So I said: "I am only the guest, friends; but I know
you want to show me your river at its best, so don't you
think we had better be moving presently, as it is certainly
going to be a hot day?"

Chapter XXIV
UP THE THAMES THE SECOND DAY

They were not slow to take my hint; and indeed, as to
the mere time of day, it was best for us to be off, as it was
past seven o'clock, and the day promised to be very hot. So
we got up and went down to our boat-Ellen thoughtful and
abstracted; the old man very kind and courteous, as if to
make up for his crabbedness of opinion. Clara was cheerful
and natural, but a little subdued, I thought; and she at least
was not sorry to be gone, and often looked shyly and timidly
at Ellen and her strange wild beauty. So we got into the
boat, Dick saying as he took his place, "Well, it is a fine
day!" and the old man answering, "What! you like that, do
you?" once more; and presently Dick was sending the bows
swiftly through the slow weed-checked stream. I turned
round as we got into mid-stream, and waving my hand to
our hosts, saw Ellen leaning on the old man's shoulder, and
caressing his healthy apple-red cheek, and quite a keen pang
smote me as I thought how I should never see the beautiful
girl again. Presently I insisted on taking the sculls, and I
rowed a good deal that day; which no doubt accounts for
the fact that we got very late to the place which Dick had
aimed at. Clara was particularly affectionate to Dick, as I
noticed from the rowing thwart; but as for him, he was as
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frankly kind and merry as ever; and I was glad to see it, as
a man of his temperament could not have taken her caress
es cheerfully and without embarrassment if he had been
at all entangled by the fairy of our last night's abode.
I need say little about the lovely reaches of the river here.
I duly noted that absence of cockney villas which the old
man had lamented; and I saw with pleasure that my old
enemies the "Gothic" cast-iron bridges had been replaced by
handsome oak and stone ones. Also the banks of the forest
that we passed through had lost their courtly gamekeeperish
trimness, and were as wild and beautiful as need be, though
the trees were clearly well seen to. I thought it best, in order
to get the most direct information, to play the innocent about
Eton and Windsor;* but Dick volunteered his knowledge to
me as we lay in Datchet lock about the first. Quoth he:
"Up yonder are some beautiful old buildings, which were
built for a great college or teaching-place by one of the me
diaeval kings-Edward the Sixth, I think" (I smiled to myself
at his rather natural blunder*). "He meant poor people's
sons to be taught there what knowledge was going in his
days; but it was a matter of course that in the times of which
you seem to know so much they spoilt whatever good there
was in the founder's intentions. My old kinsman says that
they treated them in a very simple way, and instead of teach
ing poor men's sons to know something, they taught rich
men's sons to know nothing. It seems from what he says
that it was a place for the 'aristocracy' (if you know what
that word means; I have been told its meaning) to get
rid of the company of their male children for a great part of
the year. I daresay old Hammond would give you plenty
of information in detail about it.'
"What is it used for now?" said I.
*
"Well," said he, "the buildings were a good deal spoilt by
the last few generations of aristocrats, who seem to have had
a great hatred against beautiful old buildings, and indeed
all records of past history; but it is still a delightful place.
Of course, we cannot use it quite as the founder intended,
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since our ideas about teaching young people are so changed
from the ideas of his time; so it is used now as a dwelling
for people engaged in learning; and folk from round about
come and get taught things that they want to learn; and
there is a great library there of the best books. So that I
don't think that the old dead king would be much hurt if he
were to come to life and see what we are doing there."
"Well," said Clara, laughing, "I think he would miss the
boys."
"Not always, my dear," said Dick, "for there are often
plenty of boys there, who come to get taught; and also," said
he, smiling, "to learn boating and swimming. I wish we could
stop there: but perhaps we had better do that coming down
the water."
The lock-gates opened as he spoke, and out we went, and
on. And as for Windsor, he said nothing till I lay on my
oars (for I was sculling then) in Clewer reach, and looking
up, said, "What is all that building up there?"
Said he: "There, I thought I would wait till you asked,
yourself. That is Windsor Castle: that also I thought I would
keep for you till we come down the water. It looks fine from
here, doesn't it? But a great deal of it has been built or
skinned in the time of the Degradation, and we wouldn't pull
the buildings down, since they were there; just as with the
buildings of the Dung Market. You know, of course, that
it was the palace of our old mediceval kings, and was used
later on for the same purpose by the parliamentary com
mercial sham-kings, as my old kinsman calls them."
"Yes," said I, 'I know all that. What is it used for now?"
"A great many people live there," said he, "as, with all
drawbacks, it is a pleasant place; there is also a well-arranged
store of antiquities of various kinds that have seemed worth
keeping-а museum, it would have been called in the times
you understand so well."
I drew my sculls through the water on that last word, and
pulled as if I were fleeing from those times which I under
stood so well; and we were soon going up the once sorely be22—2618
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cockneyed reaches of the river about Maidenhead, which
now looked as pleasant and enjoyable as the up-river reaches.
The morning was now getting on, the morning of a jewel
of a summer day; one of those days which, if they were
commoner in these islands, would make our climate the best
of all climates, without dispute. A light wind blew from the
west; the little clouds that had arisen at about our breakfast
time had seemed to get higher and higher in the heavens;
and in spite of the burning sun we no more longed for rain
than we feared it. Burning as the sun was, there was a fresh
feeling in the air that almost set us a-longing for the rest of
the hot afternoon, and the stretch of blossoming wheat seen
from the shadow of the boughs. No one unburdened with
very heavy anxieties could have felt otherwise than happy
that morning: and it must be said that whatever anxieties
might lie beneath the surface of things, we didn't seem to
come across any of them.
We passed by several fields where haymaking was going
on, but Dick, and especially Clara, were so jealous of our
up-river festival that they would not allow me to have much
to say to them. I could only notice that the people in the
fields looked strong and handsome, both men and women,
and that so far from there being any appearance of sordid
ness about their attire, they seemed to be dressed specially
for the occasion-lightly, of course, but gaily and with plenty
of adornment.
Both on this day as well as yesterday we had, as you may
think, met and passed and been passed by many craft of one
kind and another. The most part of these were being rowed
like ourselves, or were sailing, in the sort of way that sailing
is managed on the upper reaches of the river; but every now
and then we came on barges, laden with hay or other coun
try produce, or carrying bricks, lime, timber, and the like,
and these were going on their way without any means of pro
pulsion visible to me-just a man at the tiller, with often a
friend or two laughing and talking with him. Dick seeing
on one occasion this day that I was looking rather hard on
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one of these, said: "That is one of our force-barges; it is quite
as easy to work vehicles by force by water as by land."
Г understood pretty well that these "force vehicles" had
taken the place of our old steam-power carrying; but I took
good care not to ask any questions about them, as I knew
well enough both that I should never be able to understand
how they were worked, and that in attempting to do so I
should betray myself, or get into some complication impos
sible to explain; so I merely said, "Yes, of course, I under
stand."
We went ashore at Bisham, where the remains of the old
Abbey and the Elizabethan house that had been added to
them yet remained, none the worse for many years of careful
and appreciative habitation. The folk of the place, however,
were mostly in the fields that day, both men and women; so
we met only two old men there, and a younger one who had
stayed at home to get on with some literary work, which I
imagine we considerably interrupted. Yet I also think that
the hard-working man who received us was not very sorry
for the interruption. Anyhow, he kept on pressing us to stay
over and over again, till at last we did not get away till
the cool of the evening.
However, that mattered little to us; the nights were light,
for the moon was shining in her third quarter, and it was all
one to Dick whether he sculled or sat quiet in the boat: so
we went away a great pace. The evening sun shone bright
on the remains of the old buildings at Medmenham; close
beside which arose an irregular pile of building which Dick
told us was a very pleasant house; and there were plenty of
houses visible on the wide meadows opposite, under the hill;
for, as it seems that the beauty of Hurley had compelled
people to build and live there a good deal. The sun very
low down showed us Henley little altered in outward aspect
from what I remembered it. Actual daylight failed us as we
passed through the lovely reaches of Wargrave and Shiplake;
but the moon rose behind us presently. I should like to have
seen with my eyes what success the new order of things had
22*
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had in getting rid of the sprawling mess with which com
mercialism had littered the banks of the wide stream about
Reading and Caversham: certainly everything smelt too de
liciously in the early night for there to be any of the old
careless sordidness of so-called manufacture; and in answer
to my question as to what sort of a place Reading was, Dick
answered:
‘O, a nice town enough in its way; mostly rebuilt within
the last hundred years; and there are a good many houses
as you can see by the lights just down under the hills yonder.
In fact, it is one of the most populous places on the Thames
round about here. Keep up your spirits, guest! we are close
to our journey's end for the night. I ought to ask your pardon
for not stopping at one of the houses here or higher up; but
a friend, who is living in a very pleasant house in the MapleDurham meads, particularly wanted me and Clara to come
and see him on our way up the Thames; and I thought you
wouldn't mind this bit of night travelling."
He need not have adjured me to keep up my spirits, which
were as high as possible; though the strangeness and excite
ment of the happy and quiet life which I saw everywhere
around me was, it is true, a little wearing off, yet a deep
content, as different as possible from languid acquiescence,
was taking its place, and I was, as it were, really new-born.
We landed presently just where I remembered that river
making an elbow to the north towards the ancient house of
the Blunts; with the wide meadows spreading on the right
hand side, and on the left the long line of beautiful old trees
overhanging the water. As we got out of the boat, I said
to Dick:
"Is it the old house, we are going to?"
"No," he said, "though that is standing still in green old
age, and is well inhabited. I see, by the way, that you know
your Thames well. But my friend Walter Allen, who asked
me to stop here, lives in a house, not very big, which has
been built here lately, because these meadows are so much
liked, especially in summer, that there was getting to be

rather too much of tenting on the open field; so the parishes
here about, who rather objected to that, built three houses
between this and Caversham, and quite a large one at
Basildon, a little higher up. Look, yonder are the lights of
Walter Allen's house!"
So we walked over the grass of the meadows under a flood
of moonlight, and soon came to the house, which was low
and built round a quadrangle big enough to get plenty of
sunshine in it. Walter Allen, Dick's friend, was leaning
against the jamb of the doorway waiting for us, and took
us into the hall without overplus of words. There were not
many people in it, as some of the dwellers there were away
at the haymaking in the neighbourhood, and some, as Wal
ter told us, were wandering about the meadow enjoying the
beautiful moonlit night. Dick's friend looked to be a man of
about forty; tall, black-haired, very kind-looking and
thoughtful; but rather to my surprise there was a shade of
melancholy on his face, and he seemed a little abstracted and
inattentive to our chat, in spite of obvious efforts to listen.
Dick looked on him from time to time, and seemed
troubled; and at last he said: "I say, old fellow, if there is
anything the matter which we didn't know of when you
wrote to me, don't you think you had better tell us about it
at once? or else we shall think we have come here at an un
lucky time, and are not quite wanted."
Walter turned red, and seemed to have some difficulty in
restraining his tears, but said at last: "Of course everybody
here is very glad to see you, Dick, and your friends; but it
is true that we are not at our best, in spite of the fine weath
er and the glorious hay-crop. We have had a death here."
Said Dick: "Well, you should get over that, neighbour:
such things must be."
"Yes," Walter said, "but this was a death by violence and
it seems likely to lead to at least one more; and somehow
it makes us feel rather shy of one another; and to say the
truth, that is one reason why there are so few of us present
to-night."
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"Tell us the story, Walter," said Dick; "perhaps telling it
will help you to shake off your sadness."
Said Walter: "Well, I will; and I will make it short enough,
though I daresay it might be spun out into a long one, as
used to be done with such subjects in the old novels. There
is a very charming girl here whom we all like, and whom
some of us do more than like; and she very naturally liked
one of us better than anybody else. And another of us (I
won't name him) got fairly bitten with love-madness, and
used to go about making himself as unpleasant as he could
—not of malice prepense, of course; so that the girl, who
liked him well enough at first, though she didn't love him,
began fairly to dislike him. Of course, those of us who knew
him best-myself amongst others-advised him to go away,
as he was making matters worse and worse for himself
every day. Well, he wouldn't take our advice (that also, I
suppose, was a matter of course), so we had to tell him that
he must go, or the inevitable sending to Coventry* would
follow; for his individual trouble had so overmastered him
that we felt that we must go if he did not.
"He took that better than we expected, when something
or other-an interview with the girl, I think, and some hot
words with the successful lover following close upon it—
threw him quite off his balance; and he got hold of an axe
and fell upon his rival when there was no one by; and in the
struggle that followed the man attacked hit him an unlucky
blow and killed him. And now the slayer in his turn is so
upset that he is like to kill himself; and if he does, the girl
will do as much, I fear. And all this we could no more help
than the earthquake of the year before last."
"It is very unhappy," said Dick; "but since the man is
dead, and cannot be brought to life again, and since the
slayer had no malice in him, I cannot for the life of me see
why he shouldn't get over it before long. Besides, it was
the right man that was killed and not the wrong. Why
should a man brood over a mere accident for ever? And
the girl?"
342

"As to her/ said Walter, "that whole thing seems to have
inspired her with terror rather than grief. What you say
about the man is true, or it should be; but then you see,
the excitement and jealousy that was the prelude to this tra
gedy had made an evil and feverish element round about
him, from which he does not seem to be able to escape.
However, we have advised him to go away-in fact, to cross
the seas; but he is in such a state that I do not think he can
go unless some one takes him, and I think it will fall to my
lot to do so; which is scarcely a cheerful oulook for me."
"O, you will find a certain kind of interest in it," said
Dick. "And of course he must soon look upon the affair from
a reasonable point of view sooner or later."
"Well, at any rate," quoth Walter, 'now that I have eased
my mind by making you uncomfortable, let us have an end
of the subject for the present. Are you going to take your
guest to Oxford?"
"Why, of course we must pass through it," said Dick,
smiling, "as we are going into the upper waters: but I
thought that we wouldn't stop there, or we shall be belated
as to the haymaking up our way. So Oxford and my learned
lecture on it, all got at second-hand from my old kinsman,
must wait till we come down the water a fortnight hence."
I listened to this story with much surprise, and could not
help wondering at first that the man who had slain the
other had not been put in custody till it could be proved
that he killed his rival in self-defence only. However, the
more I thought of it, the plainer it grew to me that no
amount of examination of witnesses, who had witnessed
nothing but the ill-blood between the two rivals, would have
done anything to clear up the case. I could not help think
ing, also, that the remorse of this homicide gave point to
what old Hammond had said to me about the way in which
this strange people dealt with what I had been used to hear
called crimes. Truly, the remorse was exaggerated; but it
was quite clear that the slayer took the whole consequences
of the act upon himself, and did not expect society to white
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wash him by punishing him. I had no fear any longer that
'the sacredness of human life" was likely to suffer amongst
my friends from the absence of gallows and prison.

Chapter XXV
THE THIRD DAY ON THE THAMES

As we went down to the boat next morning, Walter could
not quite keep off the subject of last night, though he was
more hopeful than he had been then, and seemed to think
that if the unlucky homicide could not be got to go over
sea, he might at any rate go and live somewhere in the neigh
bourhood pretty much by himself; at any rate, that was
what he himself had proposed. To Dick, and I must say to
me also, this seemed a strange remedy; and Dick said as
much. Quoth he:
"Friend Walter, don't set the man brooding on the tragedy
by letting him live alone. That will only strengthen his idea
that he has committed a crime, and you will have him killing
himself in good earnest."
Said Clara: "I don't know. If I may say what I think of it,
it is that he had better have his fill of gloom now, and, so to
say, wake up presently to see how little need there has been
for it; and then he will live happily afterwards. As for his
killing himself, you need not be afraid of that; for, from all
you tell me, he is really very much in love with the woman;
and to speak plainly, until his love is satisfied, he will not
only stick to life as tightly as he can, but will also make the
most of every event of his life-will, so to say, hug himself
up in it; and I think that this is the real explanation of his
taking the whole matter with such an excess of tragedy."
Walter looked thoughtful, and said: "Well, you may be
right; and perhaps we should have treated it all more lightly:
but you see, guest" (turning to me), "such things happen so
seldom, that when they do happen, we cannot help being
much taken up with it. For the rest, we are all inclined to
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excuse our poor friend for making us so unhappy, on the
ground that he does it out of an exaggerated respect for
human life and its happiness. Well, I will say no more about
it; only this: will you give me a cast upstream, as I want to
look after a lonely habitation for the poor fellow, since he
will have it so, and I hear that there is one which would
suit us very well on the downs beyond Streatley; so if you
will put me ashore there I will walk up the hill and look
to it."
"Is the house in question empty?" said I.
"No," said Walter, "but the man who lives there will go
out of it, of course, when he hears that we want it. You see,
we think that the fresh air of the downs and the very empti
ness of the landscape will do our friend good."
"Yes," said Clara, smiling, "and he will not be so far from
his beloved that they cannot easily meet if they have a mind
to-as they certainly will."
This talk had brought us down to the boat, and we were
presently afloat on the beautiful broad stream, Dick driving
the prow swiftly through the windless water of the early
summer morning, for it was not yet six o'clock. We were at
the lock in a very little time; and as we lay rising and rising
on the in-coming water, I could not help wondering that my
old friend the pound-lock, and that of the very simplest and
most rural kind, should hold its place there; so I said:
"I have been wondering, as we passed lock after lock,
that you people, so prosperous as you are, and especially
since you are so anxious for pleasant work to do, have not
invented something which would get rid of this clumsy busi
ness of going upstairs by means of these rude contriv
ances."
Dick laughed. "My dear friend," said he, 'as long as water
has the clumsy habit of running down hill, I fear we must
humour it by going upstairs when we have our faces turned
from the sea. And really I don't see why you should fall foul
of Maple-Durham lock, which I think a very pretty place."
There was no doubt about the latter assertion, I thought.
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as I looked up at the overhanging boughs of the great trees,
with the sun coming glittering through the leaves, and lis
tened to the song of the summer blackbirds as it mingled
with the sound of the backwater near us. So not being able
to say why I wanted the locks away-which, indeed, I didn't
do at all—I held my peace. But Walter said:
'You see, guest, this is not an age of inventions. The last
epoch did all that for us, and we are now content to use
such of its inventions as we find handy, and leaving those
alone which we don't want. I believe, as a matter of fact,
that some time ago (I can't give you a date) some elaborate
machinery was used for the locks, though people did not
go so far as try to make the water run uphill. However, it
was troublesome, I suppose, and the simple hatches, and the
gates, with a big counterpoising beam, were found to answer
every purpose, and were easily mended when wanted with
material always to hand: so here they are, as you see."
"Besides," said Dick, "this kind of lock is pretty, as you
can see; and I can't help thinking that your machine-lock,
winding up like a watch, would have been ugly and would
have spoiled the look of the river: and that is surely reason
enough for keeping such locks as these. Good-bye, old fel
low!" said he to the lock, as he pushed us out through the
now open gates by a vigorous stroke of the boat-hook. May
you live long, and have your green old age renewed for ever!"
On we went; and the water had the familiar aspect to me
of the days before Pangbourne had been thoroughly cockneyfied, as I have seen it. It (Pangbourne) was distinctly a
village still-i.e. a definite group of houses, and as pretty as
might be. The beech-woods still covered the hill that rose
above Basildon; but the flat fields beneath them were much
more populous than I remembered them, as there were five
large houses in sight, very carefully designed so as not to
hurt the character of the country. Down on the green lip
of the river, just where the water turns toward the Goring
and Streatley reaches, were half a dozen girls playing about
on the grass. They hailed us as we were about passing them,

as they noted that we were travellers and we stopped a min
ute to talk with them. They had been bathing and were
light clad and barefooted, and were bound for the meadows
on the Berkshire side, where the haymaking had begun, and
were passing the time merrily enough till the Berkshire folk
came in their punt to fetch them. At first nothing would con
tent them but we must go with them into the hay-field, and
breakfast with them; but Dick put forward his theory of be
ginning the hay-harvest higher up the water, and not spoil
ing my pleasure therein by giving me a taste of it elsewhere,
and they gave way, though unwillingly. In revenge they asked
me a great many questions about the country I came
from and the manners of life there, which I found rather
puzzling to answer; and doubtless what answers I did give
were puzzling enough to them. I noticed both with these
pretty girls and with everybody else we met, that in default
of serious news, such as we had heard at Maple-Durham, they
were eager to discuss all the little details of life: the weather,
the hay-crop, the last new house, the plenty or lack of such
and such birds, and so on; and they talked of these things
not in a fatuous and conventional way, but as taking, I say,
real interest in them. Moreover, I found that the women knew
as much about all these things as the men: could name a
flower, and knew its qualities; could tell you the habitat of
such and such birds and fish, and the like.
It is almost strange what a difference this intelligence
made in my estimate of the country life of that day; for it
used to be said in past times, and on the whole truly, that
outside their daily work country people knew little of the
country, and at least could tell you nothing about it; while
here were these people as eager about all the goings on in the
fields and woods and downs as if they had been Cockneys
newly escaped from the tyranny of bricks and mortar.
I may mention as a detail worth noticing that not only
did there seem to be a great many more birds about of the
non-predatory kinds, but their enemies the birds of prey
were also commoner. A kite hung over our heads as we
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passed Medmenham yesterday; magpies were quite common
in the hedgerows; I saw several sparrow-hawks, and I think
a merlin; and now just as we were passing the pretty bridge
which had taken the place of Basildon railway-bridge, a cou
ple of ravens croaked above our boat, as they sailed off to
the higher ground of the downs. I concluded from all this
that the days of the gamekeeper were over, and did not even
need to ask Dick a question about it.
Chapter XXVI
THE OBSTINATE REFUSERS

Before we parted from these girls we saw two sturdy
young men and a woman putting off from the Berkshire
shore, and then Dick bethought him of a little banter of the
girls, and asked them how it was that there was nobody of
the male kind to go with them across the water, and where
their boats were gone to. Said one, the youngest of the party:
"O, they have got the big punt to load stone from up the
water.'
"Who do you mean by 'they,' dear child?" said Dick.
Said an older girl, laughing: "You had better go and see
them. Look there," and she pointed north-west, "don't you
see building going on there?"
"Yes," said Dick, "and I am rather surprised at this time
of the year; why are they not haymaking with you?"
The girls all laughed at this, and before their laugh was
over, the Berkshire boat had run on to the grass and the girls
stepped in lightly, still sniggering, while the newcomers
gave us the sele of the day. But before they were under way
again, the tall girl said: "Excuse us for laughing, dear neigh
bours, but we have had some friendly bickering with the
builders up yonder, and as we have no time to tell you the
story, you had better go and ask them: they will be glad
to see you-if you don't hinder their work."
They all laughed again at that, and waved us a pretty
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farewell as the punters set them over towards the other shore,
and left us standing on the bank beside our boat.
"Let us go and see them," said Clara; "that is, if you are
not in a hurry to get to Streatley, Walter?"
"O no," said Walter, "I shall be glad of the excuse to have
a little more of your company."
So we left the boat moored there, and went on up the
slow slope of the hill; but I said to Dick on the way, being
somewhat mystified: "What was all that laughing about?
what was the joke?"
"I can guess pretty well," said Dick; "some of them up
there have got a piece of work which interests them, and
they won't go to the haymaking, which doesn't matter at
all, because there are plenty of people to do such easy-hard
work as that; only, since haymaking is a regular festival, the
neighbours find it amusing to jeer good-humouredly at them."
"I see," said I, "much as if in Dickens's time some young
people were so wrapped up in their work that they wouldn't
keep Christmas."
"Just so," said Dick, "only these people need not be young
either."
"But what did you mean by easy-hard work?" said I.
Quoth Dick: 'Did I say that? I mean work that tries the
muscles and hardens them and sends you pleasantly weary to
bed, but which isn't trying in other ways: doesn't harass
you, in short. Such work is always pleasant if you don't
overdo it. Only, mind you, good mowing requires some little
skill. I'm a pretty good mower."
This talk brought us up to the house that was-a-building,
not a large one, which stood at the end of a beautiful orchard
surrounded by an old stone wall. "O yes, I see," said Dick;
"I remember, a beautiful place for a house: but a starveling
of a nineteenth-century house stood there: I am glad they
are rebuilding: it's all stone, too, though it need not have
been in this part of the country: my word, though, they are
making a neat job of it: but I wouldn't have made it all
ashlar."
349

Walter and Clara were already talking to a tall man clad
in his mason's blouse, who looked about forty, but was, I
daresay, older, who had his mallet and chisel in hand; there
were at work in the shed and on the scaffold about half a
dozen men and two women, blouse-clad like the carles, while
a very pretty woman who was not in the work but was
dressed in an elegant suit of blue linen came sauntering up
to us with her knitting in her hand. She welcomed us and
said, smiling: "So you are come up from the water to see
the Obstinate Refusers: where are you going haymaking,
neighbours?"
"O, right up above Oxford," said Dick; "it is rather a late
country. But what share have you got with the Refusers,
pretty neighbour?"
Said she, with a laugh: "О, I am the lucky one who doesn't
want to work; though sometimes I get it, for I serve as
model to Mistress Philippa there when she wants one: she
is our head carver; come and see her."
She led us up to the door of the unfinished house, where
a rather little woman was working with mallet and chisel
on the wall near by. She seemed very intent on what she
was doing, and did not turn round when we came up; but
a taller woman, quite a girl she seemed, who was at work
near by, had already knocked off, and was standing looking
from Clara to Dick with delighted eyes. None of the others
paid much heed to us.
The blue-clad girl laid her hand on the carver's shoulder
and said: "Now, Philippa, if you gobble up your work like
that, you will soon have none to do; and what will become
of you then?"
The carver turned round hurriedly and showed us the
face of a woman of forty (or so she seemed), and said rather
pettishly, but in a sweet voice:
"Don't talk nonsense, Kate, and don’t interrupt me if you
can help it." She stopped short when she saw us, then went
on with the kind smile of welcome which never failed us.
'Thank you for coming to see us, neighbours; but I am sure
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that you won't think me unkind if I go on with my work,
especially when I tell you that I was ill and unable to do
anything all through April and May; and this open air and
the sun and the work together, and my feeling well again too,
make a mere delight of every hour to me; and excuse me, I
must go on."
She fell to work accordingly on a carving in low relief of
flowers and figures, but talked on amidst her mallet strokes:
"You see, we all think this the prettiest place for a house up
and down these reaches; and the site has been so long encum
bered with an unworthy one, that we masons were determined
to pay off fate and destiny for once, and build the prettiest
house we could compass here-and so-and so—"
Here she lapsed into mere carving, but the tall foreman
came up and said: "Yes, neighbours, that is it: so it is going
to be all ashlar because we want to carve a kind of a wreath
of flowers and figures all round it; and we have been much
hindered by one thing or other-Philippa's illness amongst
others,-and though we could have managed our wreath
without her—"
"Could you, though?" grumbled the last-named from the
face of the wall.
"Well, at any rate, she is our best carver, and it would not have been kind to begin the • carving without her. So you
see," said he, looking at Dick and me, "we really couldn't go
haymaking, could we, neighbours? But you see, we are get
ting on so fast now with this splendid weather, that I think
we may well spare a week or ten days at wheat-harvest; and
won't we go at that work then! Come down then to the acres
that lie north and by west at our backs and you shall see good
harvesters, neighbours."
"Hurrah, for a good brag!" called a voice from the scaf
fold above us; "our foreman thinks that an easier job than
putting one stone on another!"
There was a general laugh at this sally, in which the tall
foreman joined; and with that we saw a lad bringing out a
little table into the shadow of the stone-shed, which he set
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down there, and then going back, came out again with the
inevitable big wickered flask and tall glasses, whereon the
foreman led us up to due seats on blocks of stone, and said:
"Well, neighbours, drink to my brag coming true, or I shall
think you don't believe me! Up there!" said he, hailing the
scaffold, "are you coming down for a glass?" Three of the
workmen came running down the ladder as men with good
"building legs" will do; but the others didn't answer, except
the joker (if he must so be called), who called out without
turning round: "Excuse me, neighbours, for not getting down.
I must get on: my work is not superintending, like the gaf
fer's yonder; but, you fellows, send us up a glass to drink the
haymakers' health." Of course, Philippa would not turn away
from her beloved work; but the other woman carver came;
she turned out to be Philippa's daughter, but was a tall
strong girl, black-haired and gipsey-like of face and curious
ly solemn of manner. The rest gathered round us and clinked
glasses, and the men on the scaffold turned about and drank
to our healths; but the busy little woman by the door would
have none of it all, but only shrugged her shoulders when her
daughter came up to her and touched her.
So we shook hands and turned our backs on the Obstinate
Refusers, went down the slope to our boat, and before we
had gone many steps heard the full tune of tinkling trowels
mingle with the humming of the bees and the singing of the
larks above the little plain of Basildon.
Chapter XXVII

THE UPPER WATERS

We set Walter ashore on the Berkshire side, amidst all
the beauties of Streatley, and so went our ways into what
once would have been the deeper country under the foot
hills of the White Horse; and though the contrast between
half-cockneyfied and wholly unsophisticated country existed
no longer, a feeling of exultation rose within me (as it used
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to do) at sight of the familiar and still unchanged hills of the
Berkshire range.
We stopped at Wallingford for our midday meal; of course,
all signs of squalor and poverty had disappeared from
the streets of the ancient town, and many ugly houses had
been taken down and many pretty new ones built, but I
thought it curious, that the town still looked like the old
place I remembered so well; for indeed it looked like that
ought to have looked.
At dinner we fell in with an old, but very bright and in
telligent man, who seemed in a country way to be another
edition of old Hammond. He had an extraordinary detailed
knowledge of the ancient history of the countryside from
the time of Alfred* to the days of the Parliamentary Wars*,
many events of which, as you may know, were enacted
round about Wallingford. But, what was more interesting to
us, he had detailed record of the period of the change to
the present state of things, and told us a great deal about it,
and especially of that exodus of the people from the town
to the country, and the gradual recovery by the town-bred
people on one side, and the country-bred people on the other,
of those arts of life which they had each lost; which loss,
as he told us, had at one time gone so far that not only was
it impossible to find a carpenter or a smith in a village or
small country town, but that people in such places had even
forgotten how to bake bread, and that at Wallingford, for
instance, the bread came down with the newspapers by an
early train from London, worked in some way, the explana
tion of which I could not understand. He told us also that
the townspeople who came into the country used to pick up
the agricultural arts by carefully watching the way in which
the machines worked, gathering an idea of handicraft from
machinery; because at that time almost everything in and
about the fields was done by elaborate machines used quite
unintelligently by the labourers. On the other hand, the old
men amongst the labourers managed to teach the younger
ones gradually a little artisanship, such as the use of the saw
23—2618
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and the plane, the work of the smithy, and so forth; for once
more, by that time it was as much as-or rather, more thana man could do* to fix an ash pole to a rake by handiwork;
so that it would take a machine worth a thousand pounds,
a group of workmen, and half a day's travelling, to do five
shillings' worth of work. He showed us, among other things,
an account of a certain village council who were working
hard at all this business; and the record of their intense ear
nestness in getting to the bottom of some matter which in
time past would have been thought quite trivial, as, for exam
ple, the due proportions of alkali and oil for soap-making for
the village wash, or the exact heat of the water into which a
leg of mutton should be plunged for boiling-all this, joined
to the utter absence of anything like party feeling, which
even in a village assembly would certainly have made its
appearance in an earlier epoch, was very amusing, and at
the same time instructive.
This old man, whose name was Henry Morsom, took us,
after our meal and a rest, into a biggish hall which con
tained a large collection of articles of manufacture and art
from the last days of the machine period to that day; and
he went over them with us, and explained them with great
care. They also were very interesting, showing the transi
tion from the makeshift work of the machines (which was at
about its worst a little after the Civil War before told of)
into the first years of the new handicraft period. Of course,
there was much overlapping of the periods: and at first the
new handwork came in very slowly.
"You must remember," said the old antiquary, "that the
handicraft was not the result of what used to be called ma
terial necessity: on the contrary, by that time the machines
had been so much improved that almost all necessary work
might have been done by them; and indeed many people at
that time, and before it, used to think that machinery would
entirely supersede handicraft; which certainly, on the face
of it, seemed more than likely. But there was another opinion,
far less logical, prevalent amongst the rich people before the

days of freedom, which did not die out at once after that
epoch had begun. This opinion, which from all I can learn
seemed as natural then, as it seems absurd now, was, that
while the ordinary daily work of the world would be done
entirely by automatic machinery, the energies of the more
intelligent part of mankind would be set free to follow the
higher forms of the arts, as well as science and the study of
history. It was strange, was it not, that they should thus ig
nore that aspiration after complete equality which we now
recognise as the bond of all happy human society?"
I did not answer, but thought the more. Dick looked
thoughtful, and said:
"Strange, neighbour? Well, I don't know. I have often
heard my old kinsman say the one aim of all people before
our time was to avoid work, or at least they thought it was;
so of course the work which their daily life iorced them to
do, seemed more like work than that which they seemed to
choose for themselves."
'True enough," said Morsom. "Anyhow, they soon began
to find out their mistake, and that only slaves and slave
holders could live solely by setting machines going."
Clara broke in here, flushing a little as she spoke: "Was
not their mistake once more bred of the life of slavery that
they had been living?-a life which was always looking upon
everything, except mankind, animate and inanimate-'nature,' as people used to call it-as one thing, and mankind as
another. It was natural to people thinking in this way, that
they should try to make 'nature' their slave, since they
thought 'nature' was something outside them."
"Surely," said Morsom; "and they were puzzled as to
what to do, till they found the feeling against a mechanical
life, which had begun before the Great Change amongst peo
ple who had leisure to think of such things, was spreading
insensibly; till at last under the guise of pleasure that was
not supposed to be work, work that was pleasure began to
push out the mechanical toil, which they had once hoped at
the best to reduce to narrow limits indeed, but never to get
23*
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rid of; and which, moreover, they found they could not limit
as they had hoped to do."
"When did this new revolution gather head?" said I.
"In the half-century that followed the Great Change," said
Morsom, "it began to be noteworthy; machine after machine
was quietly dropped under the excuse that the machines
could not produce works of art, and that works of art were
more and more called for. Look here," he said, "here are
some of the works of that time-rough and unskilful in handi
work, but solid and showing some sense of pleasure in the
making."
"They are very curious," said I taking up a piece of pottery
from amongst the specimens which the antiquary was show
ing us; "not a bit like the work of either savages or bar
barians, and yet with what would once have been called a
hatred of civilisation impressed upon them."
"Yes," said Morsom, "you must not look for delicacy there:
in that period you could only have got that from a man who
was practically a slave. But now, you see," said he, leading
me on a little, "we have learned the trick of handicraft, and
have added the utmost refinement of workmanship to the
freedom of fancy and imagination."
I looked, and wondered indeed at the deftness and abund
ance of beauty of the work of men who had at last learned
to accept life itself as a pleasure, and the satisfaction of the
common needs of mankind and the preparation for them, as
work fit for the best of the race. I mused silently; but at
last I said:
"What is to come after this?"
The old man laughed. 'I don't know," said he; "we will
meet it when it comes."
"Meanwhile," quoth Dick, "we have got to meet the rest
of our day's journey; so out into the street and down to the
strand! Will you come a turn with us, neighbour? Our friend
is greedy of your stories."
"I will go as far as Oxford with you," said he; "I want a
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book or two out of the Bodleian Library.* I suppose you will
sleep in the old city?'
"No," said Dick, "we are going higher up; the hay is wait
ing us there, you know."
Morsom nodded, and we all went into the street together,
and got into the boat a little above the town bridge. But
just as Dick was getting the sculls into the rowlocks, the
bows of another boat came thrusting through the low arch.
Even at first sight it was a gay little craft indeed-bright
green, and painted over with elegantly drawn flowers. As it
cleared the arch, a figure as bright and gay-clad as the boat
rose up in it; a slim girl dressed in light blue silk that flut
tered in the draughty wind of the bridge. I thought I knew
the figure, and sure enough, as she turned her head to us, and
showed her beautiful face, I saw with joy that it was none
other than the fairy godmother from the abundant garden on
Runnymede-Ellen, to wit.
We all stopped to receive her. Dick rose in the boat and
cried out a genial good morrow; I tried to be as genial as
Dick, but failed; Clara waved a delicate hand to her; and
Morsom nodded and looked on with interest. As to Ellen,
the beautiful brown of her face was deepened by a flush, as
she brought the gunwale of her boat alongside ours, and
'said:
'You see, neighbours, I had some doubt if you would all
three come back past Runnymede, or if you did, whether
you would stop there; and besides, I am not sure whether
we-my father and I-shall not be away in a week or two,
for he wants to see a brother of his in the north country, and
I should not like him to go without me. So I thought I might
never see you again, and that seemed uncomfortable to me,
and-and so I came after you."
"Well," said Dick, "I am sure we are all very glad of that;
although you may be sure that as for Clara and me, we
should have made a point of coming to see you, and of com
ing the second time, if we had found you away the first.
But, dear neighbour, there you are alone in the boat, and
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you have been sculling pretty hard, I should think, and might
find a little quiet sitting pleasant; so we had better part
our company into two.'
"Yes," said Ellen, "I thought you would do that, so I have
brought a rudder for my boat: will you help me to ship it,
please?"
And she went aft in her boat and pushed along our side
till she had brought the stern close to Dick's hand. He knelt
down in our boat and she in hers, and the usual fumbling
took place over hanging the rudder on its hooks; for, as you
may imagine, no change had taken place in the arrangement
of such an unimportant matter as the rudder of a pleasure
boat. As the two beautiful young faces bent over the rudder,
they seemed to me to be very close together, and though it
only lasted a moment, a sort of pang shot through me as I
looked on. Clara sat in her place and did not look round,
but presently she said, with just the least stiffness in her
tone:
"How shall we divide? Won't you go into Ellen's boat,
Dick, since, without offence to our guest, you are the better
sculler?"
Dick stood up and laid his hand on her shoulder, and said:
"No, no; let Guest try what he can do-he ought to be getting
into training now. Besides, we are in no hurry: we are not
going far above Oxford; and even if we are benighted, we
shall have the moon, which will give us nothing worse of a
night than a greyer day."
"Besides," said I, "I may manage to do a little more with
my sculling than merely keeping the boat from drifting down
stream."
They all laughed at this, as if it had been a very good
joke; and I thought that Ellen’s laugh, even amongst the
others, was one of the pleasantest sounds I had ever heard.
To be short, I got into the new-come boat, not a little
elated, and taking the sculls, set to work to show off a little.
For-must I say it?-I felt as if even that happy world were
made the happier for my being so near this strange girl;
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although I must say that of all the persons I had seen in that
world renewed, she was the most unfamiliar to me, the most
unlike what I could have thought of. Clara, for instance,
beautiful and bright as she was, was not unlike a very pleas
ant and unaffected young lady; and the other girls also
seemed nothing more than specimens of very much improved
types which I had known in other times. But this girl was
not only beautiful with a beauty quite different from that
of "a young lady," but was in all ways so strangely interest
ing; so that I kept wondering what she would say or do next
to surprise and please me. Not, indeed, that there was any
thing startling in what she actually said or did; but it was
all done in a new way, and always with that indefinable in
terest and pleasure of life, which I had noticed more or less
in everybody, but which in her was more marked and more
charming than in any one else that I had seen.
We were soon under way and going at a fair pace through
the beautiful reaches of the river, between Bensington and
Dorchester. It was now about the middle of the afternoon,
warm rather than hot, and quite windless; the clouds high
up and light, pearly white, and gleaming, softened the sun's
burning, but did not hide the pale blue in most places, though
they seemed to give it height and consistency; the sky, in
short, looked really like a vault, as poets have sometimes
called it, and not like mere limitless air, but a vault so vast
and full of light that it did not in any way oppress the spirits. It was the sort of afternoon that Tennyson* must have
been thinking about, when he said of the Lotos-Eaters' land*
that it was a land where it was always afternoon.
Ellen leaned back in the stem and seemed to enjoy herself
thoroughly. I could see that she was really looking at things
and let nothing escape her, and as I watched her, an uncom
fortable feeling that she had been a little touched by love of
the deft, ready and handsome Dick, and that she had been
constrained to follow us because of it, faded out of my mind;
since if it had been so, she surely could not have been so
excitedly pleased, even with the beautiful scenes we were pass
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ing through. For some time she did not say much, but at
last, as we had passed under Shillingford Bridge (new built,
but somewhat on its old lines), she bade me hold the boat
while she had a good look at the landscape through the
graceful arch. Then she turned about to me and said:
"I do not know whether to be sorry, or glad that this is the
first time that I have been in these reaches. It is true that it
is a great pleasure to see all this for the first time; but if I
had had a year or two of memory of it, how sweetly it would
all have mingled with my life, waking or dreaming! I am so
glad Dick has been pulling slowly, so as to linger out the
time here. How do you feel about your first visit to these
waters?"
I do not suppose she meant a trap for me, but anyhow I
fell into it, and said: "My first visit! It is not my first visit
by many a time. I know these reaches well; indeed, I may
say that I know every yard of the Thames from Hammer
smith to Cricklade."
I saw the complication that might follow, as her eyes fixed
mine with a curious look in them, that I had seen before at
Runnymede, when I had said something which made it diffi
cult for others to understand my present position amongst
these people. I reddened, and said, in order to cover my mis
take: "I wonder you have never been up so high as this, since
you live on the Thames, and moreover row so well that it
would be no great labour to you. Let alone," quoth I, insinu
atingly, "that anybody would be glad to row you."
She laughed, clearly not at my compliment (as I am sure
she need not have done, since it was a very commonplace
fact), but at something which was stirring in her mind; and
she still looked at me kindly, but with the above-said keen
look in her eyes, and then she said:
"Well, perhaps it is strange, though I have a good deal to
do at home, what with looking after my father, and dealing
with two or three young men who have taken a special liking
to me, and all of whom I cannot please at once. But you,
dear neighbour; it seems to me stranger that you should
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know the upper river, than that I should not know it; for, as
I understand, you have only been in England a few days.
But perhaps you mean that you have read about it in books,
and seen pictures of it?-though that does not come to much,
either."
"Truly," said I. "Besides, I have not read any books about
the Thames: it was one of the minor stupidities of our time
that no one thought fit to write a decent book about what
may fairly be called our only English river."
The words were no sooner out of my mouth than I saw
that I had made another mistake; and I felt really annoyed
with myself, as I did not want to go into a long explanation
just then, or begin another series of Odyssean lies.* Some
how, Ellen seemed to see this, and she took no advantage of
my slip; her piercing look changed into one of mere frank
kindness, and she said:
"Well, anyhow I am glad that I am travelling these waters
with you, since you know our river so well, and I know little
of it past Pangbourne, for you can tell me all I want to know
about it." She paused a minute, and then said: "Yet you must
understand that the part I do know, I know as thoroughly as
you do. I should be sorry for you to think that I am care
less of a thing so beautiful and interesting as the Thames."
She said this quite earnestly, and with an air of affection
ate appeal to me which pleased me very much; but I could
see that she was only keeping her doubts about me for an
other time.
Presently we came to Day's Lock, where Dick and his
two sitters had waited for us. He would have me go ashore,
as if to show me something which I had never seen before;
and nothing loth I followed him, Ellen by my side, to the
well-remembered Dykes, and the long church beyond them,
which was still used for various purposes by the good folk
of Dorchester: where, by the way, the village guest-house
still had the sign of the Fleur-de-luce which it used to bear
in the days when hospitality had to be bought and sold. This
time, however, I made no sign of all this being familiar to
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me: though as we sat for a while on the mound of the Dykes
looking up at Sinodun and its clear-cut trench, and its sister
mamelon* of Whittenham, I felt somewhat uncomfortable
under Ellen's serious attentive look, which almost drew from
me the cry, "How little anything is changed here!"
We stopped again at Abingdon, which, like Wallingford,
was in a way both old and new to me, since it had been
lifted out of its nineteenth-century degradation, and other
wise was as little altered as might be.
*
Sunset was in the sky as we skirted Oxford by Oseney,-*
we stopped a minute or two hard by the ancient castle to
put Henry Morsom ashore. It was a matter of course that
so far as they could be seen from the river, I missed none of
the towers and spires of that once don-beridden city,-* but the
meadows all round, which, when I had last passed through
them, were getting daily more and more squalid, more and
more impressed with the seal of the "stir and intellectual life
of the nineteenth century," were no longer intellectual, but
had once again become as beautiful as they should be, and
the little hill of Hinksey, with two or three very pretty stone
houses new-grown on it (I use the word advisedly; for they
seemed to belong to it) looked down happily on the full
streams and waving-grass, grey now, but for the sunset, with
its fast-ripening seeds.
The railway having disappeared, and therewith the various
level bridges over the streams of Thames, we were soon
through Medley Lock and in the wide water that washes
Port Meadow, with its numerous population of geese no
wise diminished; and I thought with interest how its name
and use had survived from the older imperfect communal
period, through the time of the confused struggle and tyran
ny of the rights of property, into the present rest and hap
piness of complete Communism.
I was taken ashore again at Godstow,* to see the remains
of the old nunnery, pretty nearly in the same condition as I
had remembered them; and from the high bridge over the
cut close by, I could see, even in the twilight, how beautiful
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the little village with its grey stone houses had become; for
we had now come into the stone-country, in which every
house must be either built, walls and roof, of grey stone or
be a blot on the landscape.
We still rowed on after this. Ellen taking the sculls in my
boat; we passed a weir a little higher up, and about three
miles beyond it came by moonlight again to a little town,
where we slept at a house thinly inhabited, as its folk were
mostly tented in the hay-fields.

Chapter XXVIII
THE LITTLE RIVER

We started before six o'clock the next morning, as we were
still twenty-five miles from our resting-place, and Dick want
ed to be there before dusk. The journey was pleasant,
though to those who do not know the upper Thames, there is
little to say about it. Ellen and I were once more together in
her boat, though Dick, for fairness' sake, was for having
me in his, and letting the two women scull the green toy.
Ellen, however, would not allow this, but claimed me as the
interesting person of the company. "After having come so
far," said she, "I will not be put off with a companion who will
be always thinking of somebody else than me: the guest is
the only person who can amuse me properly. I mean that
really," said she, turning to me, "and have not said it merely
as a pretty saying."
Clara blushed and looked very happy at all this; for I
think up to this time she had been rather frightened of Ellen.
As for me I felt young again, and strange hopes of my youth
were mingling with the pleasure of the present; almost de- stroying it, and auickening it into something like pain.
As we passed through the short and winding reaches of the
now quickly lessening stream, Ellen said: 'How pleasant this
little river is to me, who am used to a great wide wash of
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water; it almost seems as if we shall have to stop at every
reach-end. I expect before I get home this evening I shall
have realised what a little country England is, since we can
so soon get to the end of its biggest river."
"It is not big," said I, "but it is pretty."
"Yes," she said, "and don't you find it difficult to imagine
the times when this little pretty country was treated by its
folk as if it had been an ugly characterless waste, with no
delicate beauty to be guarded, with no heed taken of the
ever fresh pleasure of the recurring seasons, and changeful
weather, and diverse quality of the soil, and so forth? How
could people be so cruel to themselves?"
"And to each other," said I. Then a sudden resolution took
hold of me, and I said: "Dear neighbour, I may as well tell
you at once that I find it easier to imagine all that ugly past
than you do, because I myself have been part of it. I see
both that you have divined something of this in me; and also
I think you will believe me when I tell you of it, so that I
am going to hide nothing from you at all."
She was silent.a little, and then she said: "My friend, you
have guessed right about me; and to tell you the truth I
have followed you up from Runnymede in order that I might
ask you many questions, and because I saw that you were
not one of us; and that interested and pleased me, and I
wanted to make you as happy as you could be. To say the
truth, there was a risk in it," said she, blushing-"! mean as
to Dick and Clara; for I must tell you, since we are going
to be such close friends, that even amongst us, where there
are so many beautiful women, I have often troubled men's
minds disastrously. That is one reason why I was living
alone with my father in the cottage at Runnymede. But it
did not answer on that score; for of course people came
there, as the place is not a desert, and they seemed to find
me all the more interesting for living alone like that, and
fell to making stories of me to themselves-like I know you
did, my friend. Well, let that pass. This evening, or to-mor
row morning, I shall make a proposal to you to do some

thing which would please me very much, and I think would
not hurt you."
I broke in eagerly, saying that I would do anything in the
world for her; for indeed, in spite of my years and the too
obvious signs of them (though that feeling of renewed youth
was not a mere passing sensation, I think)-in spite of my
years, I say, I felt altogether too happy in the company of
this delightful girl, and was prepared to take her confidences
for more than they meant perhaps.
She laughed now, but looked very kindly on me. "Well,"
she said, "meantime for the present we will let it be; for I
must look at this new country that we are passing through.
See how the river has changed character again; it is broad
now, and the reaches are long and very slow-running. And
look, there is a ferry!"
I told her the name of it, as I slowed off to put the ferry
chain over our heads; and on we went passing by a bank
clad with oak trees on our left hand, till the stream nar
rowed again and deepened, and we rowed on between walls
of tall reeds, whose population of reed sparrows and warblers
were delightfully restless, twittering and chuckling as the
wash of the boats stirred the reeds from the water upwards
in the still, hot morning.
She smiled with pleasure, and her lazy enjoyment of the
new scene seemed to bring out her beauty doubly as she
leaned back amidst the cushions, though she was far from
languid; her idleness being the idleness of a person, strong
and well-knit both in body and mind, deliberately resting.
"Look!" she said, springing up suddenly from her place
without any obvious effort, and balancing herself with ex
quisite grace and ease; "look at the beautiful old bridge
ahead!"
"I need scarcely look at that," said I, not turning my head
away from her beauty. "I know what it is; though" (with a
smile) 'we used not to call it the Old Bridge time agone."
She looked down upon me kindly, and said, "How well we
get on now you are no longer on your guard against me!"
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And she stood looking thoughtfully at me still, till she had
to sit down as we passed under the middle one of the row
of little pointed arches of the oldest bridge across the
Thames.
"O the beautiful fields!" she said; "I had no idea of the
charm of a very small river like this. The smallness of the
scale of everything, the short reaches, and the speedy change
of the banks, give one a feeling of going somewhere, of
coming to something strange, a feeling of adventure which
I have not felt in bigger waters."
I looked up at her delightedly; for her voice, saying the
very thing which I was thinking, was like a caress to me.
She caught my eye and her cheeks reddened under their tan,
and she said simply:
"I must tell you, my friend, that when my father leaves the
Thames this summer he will take me away to a place near the
Roman wall in Cumberland;* so that this voyage of mine is
farewell to the south; of course with my good will in a way;
and yet I am sorry for it. I hadn't the heart to tell Dick
yesterday that we were as good as gone from the Thamesside; but somehow to you I must needs tell it."
She stopped and seemed very thoughtful for a while, and
then said, smiling:
"I must say that I don't like moving about from one home
to another; one gets so pleasantly used to all the detail of
the life about one; it fits so harmoniously and happily into
one's own life, that beginning again, even in a small way,
is a kind of pain. But I daresay in the country which you
come from, you would think this petty and unadventurous,
and would think the worse of me for it."
She smiled at me caressingly as she spoke, and I made
haste to answer: "O no, indeed; again you echo my very
thoughts. But I hardly expected to hear you speak so. I
gathered from all I have heard that there was a great deal
of changing of abode amongst you in this country."
"Well," she said, "of course people are free to move
about; but except for pleasure-parties, especially in harvest
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and hay-time, like this of ours, I don't think they do so
much. I admit that I also have other moods than that of
stay-at-home, as I hinted just now, and I should like to go
with you all through the west country—thinking of nothing,"
concluded she, smiling.
'I should have plenty to think of," said I.
Chapter XXIX

A RESTING-PLACE ON THE UPPER THAMES
Presently at a place where the river flowed round a head
land of the meadows, we stopped a while for rest and vict
uals, and settled ourselves on a beautiful bank which almost
reached the dignity of a hill-side: the wide meadows spread
before us, and already the scythe was busy amidst the hay.
One change I noticed amidst the quiet beauty of the fields-to
wit, that they were planted with trees here and there, often
fruit-trees, and that there was none of the niggardly begrudg
ing of space to a handsome tree which I remembered too
well; and though the willows were often polled (or shrowded,
as they call it in that countryside), this was done with some
regard to beauty: I mean that there was no polling of rows on
rows so as to destroy the pleasantness of half a mile of coun
try, but a thoughtful sequence in the cutting, that prevented a
sudden bareness anywhere. To be short, the fields were
everywhere treated as a garden made for the pleasure as well
as the livelihood of all, as old Hammond told me was the
case.
On this bank or bent of the hill, then, we had our mid
day meal; somewhat early for dinner, if that mattered, but
we had been stirring early: the slender stream of the Thames
winding below us between the garden of a country I have
been telling of; a furlong from us was a beautiful little islet
begrown with graceful trees; on the slopes westward of us
was a wood of varied growth overhanging the narrow
meadow on the south side of the river; while to the north
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was a wide stretch of mead rising very gradually from the
river's edge. A delicate spire of an ancient building rose
up from out of the trees in the middle distance, with a few grey
houses clustered about it; while nearer to us, in fact not
half a furlong from the water, was a quite modem stone
house-а wide quadrangle of one story, the buildings that
made it being quite low. There was no garden between it
and the river, nothing but a row of pear-trees still quite
young and slender; and though there did not seem to be
much ornament about it, it had a sort of natural elegance,
like that of the trees themselves.
As we sat looking down on all this in the sweet June day,
rather happy than merry, Ellen, who sat next me, her hand
clasped about one knee, leaned sideways to me, and said
in a low voice which Dick and Clara might have noted if
they had not been busy in happy wordless love-making:
"Friend, in your country were the houses of your field
labourers anything like that?"
I said: "Well, at any rate the houses of our rich men
were not; they were mere blots upon the face of the land."
"I find that hard to understand," she said. "I can see why
the workmen, who were so oppressed, should not have been
able to live in beautiful houses; for it takes time and leisure,
and minds not over-burdened with care, to make beautiful
dwellings; and I quite understand that these poor people were
not allowed to live in such a way as to have these (to us) nec
essary good things. But why the rich men, who had the time
and the leisure and the materials for building, as it would be
in this case, should not have housed themselves well, I do not
understand as yet. I know what you are meaning to say to
me," she said, looking me full in the eyes and blushing, "to
wit that their houses and all belonging to them were general
ly ugly and base, unless they chanced to be ancient like yon
der remnant of our forefathers' work" (pointing to the spire);
"that they were-let me see; what is the word?"
"Vulgar," said I. "We used to say," said I, "that the ugli
ness and vulgarity of the rich men's dwellings was a neces
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sary reflection from the sordidness and bareness of life which
they forced upon the poor people."
She knit her brows as in thought; then turned a bright
ened face on me, as if she had caught the idea, and said:
"Yes, friend, I see what you mean. We have sometimes—
those of us who look into these things-talked this very
matter over; because, to say the truth, we have plenty of
record of the so-called arts of the time before Equality of
Life,- and there are not wanting people who say that the
state of that society was not the cause of all that ugliness;
that they were ugly in their life because they liked to be,
and could have had beautiful things about them if they had
chosen; just as a man or a body of men now may, if they
please, make things more or less beautiful—Stop! I know
what you are going to say."
"Do you?" said I, smiling, yet with a beating heart.
"Yes," she said; "you are answering me, teaching me, in
some. way or another, although you have not spoken the
words aloud. You were going to say that in times of in
equality it was an essential condition of the life of these rich
men that they should not themselves make what they wanted
for the adornment of their lives, but should force those to
make them whom they forced to live pinched and sordid
lives; and that as a necessary consequence the sordidness and 1
pinching, the ugly barrenness of those ruined lives, were
worked up into the adornment of the lives of the rich, and
art died out amongst men? Was that what you would say,
my friend?"
"Yes, yes," I said, looking at her eagerly; for she had risen
and was standing on the edge of the bent, the light wind
stirring her dainty raiment, one hand laid on her bosom, the
other arm stretched downward and clenched in her
earnestness.
"It is true," she said, 'it is true! We have proved it true!"
I think amidst my-something more than interest in her,
and admiration for her, I was beginning to wonder how it
would all end. I had a glimmering of fear of what might
24—2618
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follow; of anxiety as to the remedy which this new age might
offer for the missing of something one might set one's heart
on. But now Dick rose to his feet and cried out in his hearty
manner: "Neighbour Ellen, are you quarrelling with the guest,
or are you worrying him to tell you things which he cannot
properly explain to our ignorance?"
"Neither, dear neighbour," she said. "I was so far from
quarrelling with him that I think I have been making him
good friends both with himself and me. Is it so, dear guest?"
she said, looking down at me with a delightful smile of
confidence in being understood.
"Indeed it is," said I.
"Well, moreover," she said, "I must say for him that he
has explained himself to me very well indeed, so that I quite
understand him."
"All right," quoth Dick. "When I first set eyes on you at
Runnymede I knew that there was something wonderful in
your keenness of wits. I don't say that as a mere pretty
speech to please you," said he quickly, "but because it is true;
and it made me want to see more of you. But, come, we
ought to be going; for we are not half way, and we ought
to be in well before sunset."
And therewith he took Clara's hand, and led her down
the bent. But Ellen stood thoughtfully looking down for a
little, and as I took her hand to follow Dick, she turned
round to me and said:
"You might tell me a great deal and make many things
clear to me, if you would."
"Yes," said I, "I am pretty well fit for that,-and for nothing
else-an old man like me."
She did not notice the bitterness which, whether I liked
it or not, was in my voice as I spoke, but went on: "It is
not so much for myself; I should be quite content to dream
about past times, and if I could not idealise them, yet at
least idealise some of the people who lived in them. But
I think sometimes people are too careless of the history of
the past-too apt to leave it in the hands of old learned
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men like Hammond. Who knows? happy as we are, times
may alter; we may be bitten with some impulse towards
change, and many things may seem too wonderful for us
to resist, too exciting not to catch at, if we do not know that
they are but phases of what has been before; and withal
ruinous, deceitful, and sordid."
As we went slowly down toward the boats she said again:
'Not for myself alone, dear friend; I shall have children;
perhaps before the end a good many;—I hope so. And
though of course I cannot force any special kind of knowl
edge upon them, yet, my friend, I cannot help thinking that
just as they might be like me in body, so I might impress
upon them some part of my ways of thinking; that is, in
deed, some of the essential part of myself; that part which
was not mere moods, created by the matters and events
round about me. What do you think?"
Of one thing I was sure, that her beauty and kindness
and eagerness combined, forced me to think as she did, when
she was not earnestly laying herself open to receive my
thoughts. I said, what at the time was true, that I thought
it most important; and presently stood entranced by the
wonder of her grace as she stepped into the light boat, and
held out her hand to me. And so on we went up the Thames
still-or whither?

Chapter XXX

THE JOURNEY'S END
On we went. In spite of my new-born excitement about
Ellen, and my gathering fear of where it would land me, I
could not help taking abundant interest in the condition of
the river and its banks; all the more as she never seemed
weary of the changing picture, but looked at every yard of
flowery bank and gurgling eddy with the same kind of af
fectionate interest which I myself once had so fully, as I
used to think, and perhaps had not altogether lost even in
24*
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this strangely changed society with all its wonders. Ellen
seemed delighted with my pleasure at this, that, or the other
piece of carefulness in dealing with the river: the nursing of
pretty corners; the ingenuity in dealing with difficulties of
water-engineering, so that the most obviously useful works
looked beautiful and natural also. All this, I say, pleased
me hugely, and she was pleased at my pleasure-but rather
puzzled too.
"You seem astonished," she said, just after we had passed
a mill1 which spanned all the stream save the waterway for
traffic, but which was as beautiful in its way as a Gothic
cathedral-"you seem astonished at this being so pleasant
to look at."
"Yes," I said, 'in a way I am; though I don't see why it
should not be."
"Ah!" she said, looking at me admiringly, yet with a
lurking smile in her face, 'you know all about the history
of the past. Were they not always careful about this little
stream which now adds so much pleasantness to the country
side? It would always be easy to manage this little river.
Ah! I forgot, though," she said, as her eye caught mine, 'in
the days we are thinking of, pleasure was wholly neglected
in such matters. But how did they manage the river in the
days that you—" Lived in she was going to say; but correct
ing herself, said: "in the days of which you have record?"
"They mismanaged it," quoth I. "Up to the first half of
the nineteenth century, when it was still more or less of
a highway for the country people, some care was taken of
the river and its banks; and though I don't suppose any
one troubled himself about its aspect, yet it was trim and
beautiful. But when the railways-of which no doubt you
have heard-came into power, they would not allow the
people of the country to use either the natural or artificial
1 I should have said that all along the Thames there were abundance
of mills used for various purposes; none of which wer.e in any degree un
sightly, and many strikingly beautiful; and the gardens about them mar
vels of loveliness.
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waterways, of which latter there were a great many. I sup
pose when we get higher up we shall see one of these: a very
important one, which one of these railways entirely closed
to the public, so that they might force people to send their
goods by their private road, and so tax them as heavily as
they could./
Ellen laughed heartily. "Well," she said, "that is not stated
clearly enough in our history books, and it is worth know
ing. But certainly the people of those days must have been
a curiously lazy set. We are not either fidgety or quarrelsome
now, but if any one tried such a piece of folly on us, we
should use the said waterways, whoever gainsaid us: surely
that would be simple enough. However, I remember other
cases of this stupidity: when I was on the Rhine two years
ago, I remember they showed us ruins of old castles, which,
according to what we heard, must have been made for pretty
much the same purpose as the railways were. But I am inter
rupting your history of the river: pray go on."
"It is both short and stupid enough," said I. "The river
having lost its practical or commercial value-that is, being
of no use to make money of—'
She nodded. "I understand what that queer phrase means,"
said she. "Go on!"
"Well, it was utterly neglected, till at last it became a nui
sance—"
"Yes," quoth Ellen, "I understand: like the railways and
the robber knights. Yes?"
"So then they turned the makeshift business on to it, and
handed it over to a body up in London, who from time to
time, in order to show that they had something to do, did
some damage here and there,-cut down trees, destroying the
banks thereby; dredged the river (where it was not needed
always), and threw the dredgings on the fields so as to spoil
them; and so forth. But for the most part they practised
'masterly inactivity,' as it was then called—that is, they drew
their salaries, and let things alone."
"Drew their salaries," she said. "I know that means that
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they were allowed to take an extra lot of other people's
goods for doing nothing. And if that had been all, it really
might have been worth while to let them do so, if you
couldn't find any other way of keeping them quiet; but it
seems to me that being so paid, they could not help doing
something, and that something was bound to be mischief,—
because," said she, kindling with sudden anger, "the whole
business was founded on lies and false pretensions. I don't
mean only these river-guardians, but all these master-people
I have read of."
"Yes," said I, "how happy you are to have got out of the
parsimony of oppression!"
"Why do you sigh?" she said, kindly and somewhat an
xiously. "You seem to think that it will not last?"
"It will last for you," quoth I.
"But why not for you?" said she. "Surely it is for all the
world; and if your country is somewhat backward, it will
come into line before long. Or," she said quickly, "are you
thinking that you must soon go back again? I will make
my proposal which I told you of at once, and so perhaps
put an end to your anxiety. I was going to propose that you
should live with us where we are going. I feel quite old
friends with you, and should be sorry to lose you." Then
she smiled on me, and said: "Do you know, I begin to sus
pect you of wanting to nurse a sham sorrow, like the ridicu
lous characters in some of those queer old novels that I have
come across now and then."
I really had almost begun to suspect it myself, but I re
fused to admit so much; so I sighed no more, but fell to
giving my delightful companion what little pieces of history
I knew about the river and its borderlands; and the time
passed pleasantly enough; and between the two of us (she
was a better sculler than I was, and seemed quite tireless)
we kept up fairly well with Dick, hot as the afternoon was,
and swallowed up the way at a great rate. At last we passed
under another ancient bridge; and through meadows bordered
at first with huge elm-trees mingled with sweet chestnut of
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younger but very elegant growth; and the meadows widened
out so much that it seemed as if the trees must now be on
the bents only, or about the houses, except for the growth of
willows on the immediate banks; so that the wide stretch of
grass was little broken here. Dick got very much excited
now, and often stood up in the boat to cry out to us that
this was such and such a field, and so forth; and we caught
fire at his enthusiasm for the hay-field and its harvest, and
pulled our best.
At last as we were passing through a reach of the river
where on the side of the towing-path was a highish bank
with a thick whispering bed of reeds before it, and on the
other side a higher bank, clothed with willows that dipped
into the stream and crowned by ancient elm-trees, we saw
bright figures coming along close to the bank, as if they
were looking for something; as, indeed, they were, and we
-that is, Dick and his company-were what they were look
ing for. Dick lay on his oars, and we followed his example.
He gave a joyous shout to the people on the bank, which
was echoed back from it in many voices, deep and sweetly
shrill; for there were above a dozen persons, both men,
women, and children. A tall handsome woman, with black
wavy hair and deep set grey eyes, came forward on the bank
and waved her hand gracefully to us, and said:
"Dick, my friend, we have almost had to wait for you!
What excuse have you to make for your slavish punctuality?
Why didn't you take us by surprise, and come yester
day?"
"O," said Dick, with an almost imperceptible jerk of his
head toward our boat, "we didn't want to come too quick up
the water; there is so much to see for those who have not
been up here before."
‘
"True, true," said the stately lady, for stately is the word
that must be used for her; "and we want them to get to
know the wet way from the east thoroughly well, since they
must often use it now. But come ashore at once, Dick, and
you, dear neighbours; there is a. break in the reeds and

a good landing-place just round the corner. We can carry
up your things, or send some of the lads after them."
"No, no," said Dick; "it is easier going by water, though
it is but a step. Besides, I want to bring my friend here to
the proper place. We will go on to the Ford; and you can
talk to us from the bank as we paddle along."
He pulled his sculls through the water, and on we went,
turning a sharp angle and going north a little. Presently
we saw before us a bank of elm-trees, which told us of a
house amidst them, though I looked in vain for the grey
walls that I expected to see there. As we went, the folk on
the bank talked indeed, mingling their kind voices with the
cuckoo's song, the sweet strong whistle of the blackbirds,
and the ceaseless note of the corn-crake as he crept through
the long grass of the mowing-field; whence came waves of
fragrance from the flowering clover amidst of the ripe grass.
In a few minutes we had passed through a deep eddying
pool into the sharp stream that ran from the ford, and
beached our craft on a tiny strand of limestone-gravel, and
stepped ashore into the arms of our up river friends, our
journey done.
I disentangled myself from the merry throng, and mount
ing on the cart-road that ran along the river some feet above
the water, I looked round about me. The river came down
through a wide meadow on my left, which was grey now
with the ripened seeding grasses; the gleaming water was
lost presently by a turn of the bank, but over the meadow
I could see the mingled gables of a building where I knew
the lock must be, and which now seemed to combine a mill
with it. A low wooded ridge bounded the river-plain to the
south and south-east, whence we had come, and a few low
houses lay about its feet and up its slope. I turned a little to
my right, and through the hawthorn sprays and long shoots
of the wild roses could see the flat country spreading out far
away under the sun of the calm evening, till something that
might be called hills with a look of sheep-pastures about them
bounded it with a soft blue line. Before me, the elm-boughs

still hid most of what houses there might be in this river-side
dwelling of men; but to the right of the cart-road a few grey
buildings of the simplest kind showed here and there.
There I stood in a dreamy mood, and rubbed my eyes as
jf I were not wholly awake, and half expected to see the gay
clad company of beautiful men and women change to two
or three spindle-legged back-bowed men and haggard, hol
low-eyed, ill-favoured women, who once wore down the soil
of this land with their heavy hopeless feet, from day to day,
and season to season, and year to year. But no change came
as yet, and my heart swelled with joy as I thought of all the
beautiful grey villages, from the river to the plain and the
plain to the uplands, which I could picture to myself so well,
all peopled now with this happy and lovely folk, who had
cast away riches and attained to wealth.
Chapter XXXI

AN OLD HOUSE AMONGST NEW FOLK
As I stood there Ellen detached herself from our happy
friends who still stood on the little strand and came up to me.
She took me by the hand, and said softly, "Take me on to the
house at once; we need not wait for the others: I had rather
not."
I had a mind to say that I did not know the way thither,
and that the river-side dwellers should lead; but almost
without my will my feet moved on along the road they knew.'
The raised way led us into a little field bounded by a back
water of the river on one side; on the right hand we could
see a cluster of small houses and barns, new and old, and
before us a grey stone barn and a wall partly overgrown with
ivy, over which a few grey gables showed. The village road
ended in the shallow of the aforesaid backwater. We crossed
the road, and again almost without my will my hand raised
the latch of a door in the wall, and we stood presently on a
stone path which led up to the old house to which fate in the
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shape of Dick had so strangely brought me in this new world
of men. My companion gave a sigh of pleased surprise and
enjoyment; nor did I wonder, for the garden between the
wall and the house was redolent of the June flowers, and the
roses were rolling over one another with that delicious super
abundance of small well-tended gardens which at first sight
takes away all thought from the beholder save that of beauty.
The blackbirds were singing their loudest, the doves were coo
ing on the roof-ridge, the rooks in the high elm-trees beyond
were garrulous among the young leaves, and the swifts
wheeled whining about the gables. And the house itself was a
fit guardian for all the beauty of this heart of summer.
Once again Ellen echoed my thoughts as she said: "Yes,
friend, this is what I came out for to see; this many-gabled
old house built by the simple country-folk of the long-past
times, regardless of all the turmoil that was going on in cities
and courts, is lovely still amidst all the beauty which these
latter days have created: and I do not wonder at our friends
tending it carefully and making much of it. It seems to me
as if it had waited for these happy days, and held in it the
gathered crumbs of happiness of the confused and turbulent
past."
She led me up close to the house, and laid her shapely
sun browned hand and arm on the lichened wall as if to
embrace it, and cried out, "O me! О me! How I love the
earth, and the seasons, and weather, and all things that deal
with it, and all that grows out of it,-as this has done!"
I could not answer her, or say a word. Her exultation and
pleasure was so. keen and exquisite, and her beauty, so
delicate, yet so interfused with energy, expressed it so fully,
that any added word would have been commonplace and
futile. I dreaded lest the others should come in suddenly
and break the spell she had cast about me; but we stood
there a while by the corner of the big gable of the house, and
no one came. I heard the merry voices some way off pres
ently, and knew that they were going along the river to the
great meadow on the other side of the house and garden.
378

We drew back a little, and looked up at the house: the
door and the windows were open to the fragrant sun-cured
air: from the upper window-sills hung festoons of flowers in
honour of the festival, as if the others shared in the love for
the old house.
"Come in," said Ellen. "I hope nothing will spoil it
inside; but I don't think it will. Come! we must go back
presently to the others. They have gone on to the tents; for
surely they must have tents pitched for the haymakers-the
house would not hold a tithe of the folk, I am sure."
She led me on to the door, murmuring little above her
breath as she did so, "The earth and the growth of it and the
life of it! If I could but say or show how I love it!"
We went in, and found no soul in any room as we wand
ered from room to room,-from the rose-covered porch to
the strange and quaint garrets amongst the great timbers of
the roof, where of old time the tillers and herdsmen of the
manor slept, but which a-nights seemed now, by the small
size of the beds, and the litter of useless and disregarded
matters-bunches of dying flowers, feathers of birds, shells
of starlings' eggs, caddis worms in mugs, and the likeseemed to be inhabited for the time by children.
Everywhere there was but little furniture, and that only
the most necessary, and of the simplest forms. The extrava
gant love of ornament which I had noted in this people
elsewhere seemed here to have given place to the feeling that
the house itself and its associations was the ornament of the
country life amidst which it had been left stranded from old
times, and that to re-ornament it would but take away its
use as a piece of natural beauty.
We sat down at last in a room over the wall which Ellen
had caressed, and which was still hung with old tapestry,
originally of no artistic value, but now faded into pleasant
grey tones which harmonised thoroughly well with the quiet
of the place, and which would have been ill supplanted by
brighter and more striking decoration.
I asked a few random questions of Ellen as we sat there.
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but scarcely listened to her answers, and presently became’
silent, and then scarce conscious of anything, but that I was
there in that old room, the doves crooning from the roofs
of the barn and dovecot beyond the window opposite to me.
My thought returned to me after what I think was but a
minute or two, but which, as in a vivid dream, seemed as if
it had lasted a long time, when I saw Ellen sitting, looking
all the fuller of life and pleasure and desire from the contrast
with the grey faded tapestry with its futile design, whichwas now only bearable because it had grown so faint and
feeble.
She looked at me kindly, but as if she read me through
and through. She said: "You have begun again your never
ending contrast between the past and this present. Is it not
so?"
"True," said I. "I was thinking of what you, with your ca
pacity and intelligence, joined to your love of pleasure, and
your impatience of unreasonable restraint-of what you would
have been in that past. And even now, when all is won and
has been for a long time, my heart is sickened with thinking
of all the waste of life that has gone on for so many years!"
"So many centuries," she said, "so many ages!"
"True," I said; "too true," and sat silent again.
She rose up and said: "Come, I must not let you go off
into a dream again so soon. If we must lose you, I want you
to see all that you can see first before you go back again."
"Lose me?" I said-"go back again? Am I not to go up
to the North with you? What do you mean?"
She smiled somewhat sadly, and said: "Not yet; we will
not talk of that yet. Only, what were you thinking of just
now?"
I said falteringly: "I was saying to myself. The past, the
present? Should she not have said the contrast of the present
with the future: of blind despair with hope?"
'I knew it," she said. Then she caught my hand and said
excitedly, "Come, while there is yet time! Come!" And she
led me out of the room; and as we were going downstairs
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and out of the house into the garden by a little side door
which opened out of a curious lobby, she said in a calm
voice, as if she wished me to forget her sudden nervousness:
"Come! we ought to join the others before they come here
looking for us. And let me tell you, my friend, that I can see
you are too apt to fall into mere dreamy musing: no doubt
because you are not yet used to our life of repose amidst of
energy; of work which is pleasure and pleasure which is
work."
She paused a little, and as we came out into the lovely
garden again, she said: "My friend, you were saying that
you wondered what I should have been if I had lived in
those past days of turmoil and oppression. Well, I think I
have studied the history of them to know pretty well. I
should have been one of the poor, for my father when he was
working was a mere tiller of the soil. Well, I could not have
borne that; therefore my beauty and cleverness and bright
ness" (she spoke with no blush or simper of false shame)
"would have been sold to rich men, and my life would have
been wasted indeed; for I know enough of that to know that
I should have had no choice, no power of will over my life;
and that I should never have bought pleasure from the rich
men, or even opportunity of action, whereby I might have
won some true excitement. 1 ^should have been wrecked and
wasted in one way or another, either by penury or by luxury.
Is it not so?"
"Indeed it is," said I.
She was going to say something else, when a little gate
in the fence, which led into a small elm-shaded field, was
opened, and Dick came with hasty cheerfulness up the gar
den path, and was presently standing between us, a hand
laid on the shoulder of each. He said: "Well, neighbours, I
thought you two would like to see the old house quietly
without a crowd in it. Isn't it a jewel of a house after its
kind? Well, come along, for it is getting towards dinner
time. Perhaps you, guest, would like a swim before we sit
down to what I fancy will be a pretty long feast?"
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"Yes," I said, "I should like that."
"Well, good-bye for the present, neighbour Ellen," said
Dick. "Here comes Clara to take care of you, as I fancy she
is more at home amongst our friends here."
Clara came out of the fields as he spoke; and with one
look at Ellen I turned and went with Dick, doubting, if I
must say the truth, whether I should see her again.
Chapter XXXII

THE FEAST'S BEGINNING-THE END
Dick brought me at once into the little field which, as I
had seen from the garden, was covered with gaily-coloured
tents arranged in orderly lanes, about which were sitting
and lying on the grass some fifty or sixty men, women, and
children, all of them in the height of good temper and enjoyment-with their holiday mood on, so to say.
"You are thinking that we don't make a great show as to
numbers," said Dick; "but you must remember that we shall
have more to-morrow; because in this haymaking work there
is room for a great many people who are not over-skilled in
country matters: and there are many who lead sedentary
lives, whom it would be unkind to deprive of their pleasure
in the hay-field-scientific men and close students generally:
so that the skilled workmen, outside those who are wanted
as mowers, and foremen of the haymaking, stand aside, and
take a little downright rest, which you know is good for
them, whether they like it or not: or else they go to other
countrysides, as I am doing here. You see, the scientific men
and historians, and students generally, will not be wanted
till we are fairly in the midst of the tedding, which of course
will not be till the day after to-morrow." With that he brought
me out of the little field oh to a kind of causeway above the
riverside meadow, and thence turning to the left on to a path
through the mowing grass, which was thick and very tall,
led on till we came to the river above the weir and its mill.
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There we had a delightful swim in the broad piece of water
above the lock, where the river looked much bigger than its
natural size from its being dammed up by the weir.
"Now we are in a fit mood for dinner," said Dick, when
we had dressed and were going through the grass again;
"and certainly cf all the cheerful meals in the year, this one
of haysel* is the cheerfullest; not even excepting the corn
harvest feast; for then the year is beginning to fail, and one
cannot help having a feeling behind all the gaiety, of the
coming of the dark days, and the shorn fields and empty
gardens; and the spring is almost too far off to look forward
to. It is, then, in the autumn, when one almost believes in
death."
"How strangely you talk," said I, "of such a constantly
recurring and consequently commonplace matter as the se
quence of the seasons." And indeed these people were like
children about such things, and had what seemed to me a
quite exaggerated interest in the weather, a fine day, a dark
night, or a brilliant one, and the like.
"Strangely?" said he. "Is it strange to sympathise with the
year and its gains and losses?"
"At any rate," said I, "if you look upon the course of the
year as a beautiful and interesting drama, which is what I
think you do, you should be as much pleased and interested
with the winter and its trouble and pain as with this wonder
ful summer luxury."
"And am I not?" said Dick, rather warmly; "only I can't
look upon it as if I were sitting in a theatre seeing the play
going on before me, myself taking no part of it. It is diffi
cult," said he, smiling good-humouredly, "for a non-literary
man like me to explain myself properly, like that dear girl
Ellen would; but I mean that I am part of it all, and feel the
pain as well as the pleasure in my own person. It is not done
for me by somebody else, merely that I may eat and drink
and sleep; but I myself do my share of it."
In his way also, as Ellen in hers, I could see that Dick
had that passionate love of the earth which was common
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to but few people at least, in the days I knew; in which
the prevailing feeling amongst intellectual persons was a
kind of sour distaste for the changing drama of the year, for
the life of earth and its dealings with men. Indeed, in those
days it was thought poetic and imaginative to look upon life
as a thing to be borne, rather than enjoyed.
So I mused till Dick's laugh brought me back into the
Oxfordshire hay-fields. "One thing seems strange to me,"
said he-"that I must needs trouble myself about the winter
and its scantiness, in the midst of the summer abundance.
If it hadn't happened to me before, I should have thought
it was your doing, guest; that you had thrown a kind of evil
charm over me. Now, you know," said he, suddenly, "that's
only a joke, so you mustn't take it to heart."
"All right," said I; "I don't." Yet I did feel somewhat
uneasy at his words, after all.
We crossed the causeway this time, and did not turn back
to the house, but went along a path beside a field of wheat
now almost ready to blossom. I said: "We do not dine in the
house or garden, then?-as indeed I did not expect to do.
Where do we meet, then? for I can see that the houses are
mostly very small."
"Yes," said Dick, "you are right, they are small in this
countryside: there are so many good old houses left, that
people dwell a good deal in such small detached houses.
As to our dinner, we are going to have our feast in the
church. I wish, for your sake, it were as big and handsome
as that of the old Roman town to the west, or the forest
town to the north;1 but, however, it wilt hold us all; and
though it is a little thing, it is beautiful in its way."
This was somewhat new to me, this dinner in a church and
I thought of the church-ales* of the Middle Ages; but I said
nothing, and presently we came out into the road which ran
through the village. Dick looked up and down it, and seeing
only two straggling groups before us, said: 'It seems as if we
1 Cirencester and Burford he must have meant.
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must be somewhat late; they are all gone on; and they will
be sure to make a point of waiting for you, as the guest of
guests, since you come from so far."
He hastened as he spoke, and I kept up with him, and
presently we came to a little avenue of lime-trees which led
us straight to the church porch, from whose open door came
the sound of cheerful voices and laughter, and varied mer
riment.
"Yes," said Dick, "it's the coolest place for one thing, this
hot evening. Come along; they will be glad to see you."
Indeed, in spite of my bath, I felt the weather more sultry
and oppressive than on any day of our journey yet.
We went into the church, which was a simple little build
ing with one little aisle divided from the nave by three
round arches, a chancel, and a rather roomy transept for so
small a building, the windows mostly of the graceful Ox
fordshire fourteenth-century type. There was no modern ar
chitectural decoration in it; it looked, indeed, as if none had
been attempted since the Puritans whitewashed the medice
val saints and histories on the wall. It was, however, gaily
dressed up for this latter-day festival, with festoons of
flowers from arch to arch, and great pitchers of flowers
standing about on the floor; while under the west window
hung two cross scythes, their blades polished white, and
gleaming from out of the flowers that wreathed them. But
its best ornament was the crowd of handsome, happy-looking
men and women that were set down to table, and who, with
their bright faces and rich hair over their gay holiday rai
ment, looked, as the Persian poet puts it, like a bed of tulips
in the sun.* Though the church was a small one, there was
plenty of room; for a small church makes a biggish house;
and on this evening there was no need to set cross tables
along the transepts; though doubtless these would be wanted
next day, when the learned men of whom Dick had been
speaking should be come to take their more humble part in
the haymaking.
I stood on the threshold with the expectant smile on my
25—2618
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face of a man who is going to take part in a festivity which
he is really prepared to enjoy. Dick, standing by me, was
looking round the company with an air of proprietorship
in them, I thought. Opposite me sat Clara and Ellen, with
Dick's place open between them: they were smiling, but
their beautiful faces were each turned towards the neigh
bours on either side, who were talking to them, and they
did not seem to see me. I turned to Dick, expecting him
to lead me forward, and he turned his face to me; but
strange to say, though it was as smiling and cheerful as
ever, it made no response to my glance-nay, he seemed
to take no heed at all of my presence, and I noticed that
none of the company looked at me. A pang shot through
me, as of some disaster long expected and suddenly realised.
Dick moved on a little without a word to me. I was not
three yards from the two women who, though they had
been my companions for such a short time, had really, as I
thought, become my friends. Clara's face was turned full
upon me now, but she also did not seem to see me, though
I know I was trying to catch her eye with an appealing
look. I turned to Ellen, and she did seem to recognise me
for an instant; but her bright face turned sad directly, and
she shook her head with a mournful look, and the next
moment all consciousness of my presence had faded from
her face.
I felt lonely and sick at heart past the power of words to
describe. I hung about a minute longer, and then turned
and went out of the porch again and through the lime avenue
into the road, while the blackbirds sang their strongest from
the bushes about me in the hot June evening.
Once more without any conscious effort of will I set my
face toward the old house by the ford, but as I turned round
the corner which led to the remains of the village cross, I
came upon a figure strangely contrasting with the joyous,
beautiful people I had left behind in the church. It was a
man who looked old, but whom I knew from habit, now
half-forgotten, was really not much more than fifty. His face
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was rugged, and grimed rather than dirty; his eyes dull and
bleared; his body bent, his calves thin and spindly, his feet
dragging and limping. His clothing was a mixture of dirt
and rags long over-familiar to me. As I passed him he
touched his hat with some real goodwill and courtesy, and
much servility.
Inexpressibly shocked, I hurried past him and hastened
along the road that led to the river and the lower end of the
village; but suddenly I saw as it were a black cloud rolling
along to meet me, like a nightmare of my childish days; and
for a while I was conscious of nothing else than being in the
dark, and whether I was walking, or sitting, or lying down,
I could not tell.
I lay in my bed in my house at dingy Hammersmith think
ing about it all; and trying to consider if I was overwhelmed
with despair at finding I had been dreaming a dream; and
strange to say, I found that I was not so despairing.
Or indeed was it a dream? If so, why was I so conscious
all along that I was really seeing all that new life from the
outside, still wrapped up in the prejudices, the anxieties, the
distrust of this time of doubt and struggle?
All along, though those friends were so real to me, I had
been feeling as if I had no business amongst them: as though
the time would come when they would reject me, and say,
as Ellen's last mournful look seemed to say, "No, it will not
do; you cannot be of us; you belong so entirely to the
unhappiness of the past that our happiness even would
weary you. Go back again, now you have seen us, and your
outward eyes have learned that in spite of all the infallible
maxims of your day there is yet a time of rest in store for the
world, when mastery has changed into fellowship-but not
before. Go back again, then, and while you live you will see
all round you people engaged in making others live lives
which are not their own, while they themselves care nothing
for their own real lives-men who hate life though they fear
death. Go back and be the happier for having seen us, for
25*
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having added a little hope to your struggle. Go on living
while you may, striving, with whatsoever pain and labour
needs must be, to build up little by little the new day of
fellowship, and rest, and happiness."
Yes, surely! and if others can see it as I have seen it, then
it may be called a vision rather than a dream.

ART AND SOCIALISM

My friends, I want you to look into the relation of Art to
Commerce, using the latter word to express what is generally
meant by it; namely, that system of competition in the market
which is indeed the only form which most people now-a-days
suppose that Commerce can take.
Now whereas there have been times in the world's history
when Art held the supremacy over Commerce; when Art
was a good deal, and Commerce, as we understand the
word, was a very little; so now on the contrary it will be
admitted by all, I fancy, that Commerce has become of very
great importance and Art of very little.
I say this will be generally admitted, but different persons
will hold very different opinions not only as to whether this
is well or ill, but even as to what it really means when we
say that Commerce has become of supreme importance and
that Art has sunk into an unimportant matter.
Allow me to give you my opinion of the meaning of it;
which will lead me on to ask you to consider what remedies
should be applied for curing the evils that exist in the rela
tions between Art and Commerce.
Now to speak plainly it seems to me that the supremacy
of Commerce (as we understand the word) is an evil, and a
very serious one; and I should call it an unmixed evil-but
for the strange continuity of life which runs through all
historical events, and by means of which the very evils of
such and such a period tend to abolish themselves.
For to my mind it means this: that the world of modern
Civilisation in its haste to gain a very inequitably divided
391

material prosperity has entirely suppressed popular Art; or
in other words that the greater part of the people have no
share in Art-which as things now are must be kept in the
hands of a few rich or well-to-do people, who we may fairly
say need it less and not more than the laborious workers.
Nor is that all the evil, nor the worst of it; for the cause
of this famine of Art is that whilst people work throughout
the civilised world as laboriously as ever they did, they have
lost-in losing an Art which was done by and for the people
-the natural solace of that labour; a solace which they once
had, and always should have, the opportunity of expressing
their own thoughts to their fellows by means of that very
labour, by means of that daily work which nature or long
custom, a second nature, does indeed require of them, but
without meaning that it should be an unrewarded and repul
sive burden.
But, through a strange blindness and error in the civilisa
tion of these latter days, the world's work almost all of itthe work some share of which should have been the helpful
companion of every man-has become even such a burden,
which every man, if he could, would shake off. I have said
that people work no less laboriously than they ever did; but
I should have said that they work more laboriously.
The wonderful machines which in the hands of just and
foreseeing men would have been used to minimise repulsive
labour and to give pleasure-or in other words added life-,
to the human race, have been so used on the contrary that
they have driven all men into mere frantic haste and hurry,
thereby destroying pleasure, that is life, on all hands:* they
have instead of lightening the labour of the workmen,
intensified it, and thereby added more weariness yet to the
burden which the poor have to carry.
Nor can it be pleaded for the system of modern civilisation
that the mere material or bodily gains of it balance the loss
of pleasure which it has brought upon the world; for as I
hinted before those gains have been so unfairly divided that
Ле contrast between rich and poor has been fearfully in
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tensified, so that in all civilised countries, but most of, all
in England, the terrible spectacle is exhibited of two peoples,
living street by street, and door by door-people of the same
blood, the same tongue, and at least nominally living under
the same laws-but yet one civilised and the other uncivilised.
All this I say is the result of the system that has trampled
down Art, and exalted Commerce into a sacred religion; and
it would seem is ready, with the ghastly stupidity which is
its principal characteristic, to mock the Roman satirist* for
his noble warning by taking it in inverse meaning, and now
bids us all "for the sake of life to destroy the reasons for
living."
And now in the teeth of this stupid tyranny I put forward
a claim on behalf of labour enslaved by Commerce, which
I know no thinking man can deny is reasonable, but which
if acted on would involve such a change as would defeat
Commerce; that is, would put Association instead of Com
petition, Social order instead of Individualist anarchy.
Yet I have looked at this claim by the light of history
and my own conscience, and it seems to me so looked at to
be a most just claim, and that resistance to it means nothing
short of a denial of the hope of civilisation.
This then is the claim
It is right and necessary that all men should have work to
do which shall be worth doing, and be of itself pleasant to
do; and which should be done under such conditions as would
make it neither over-wearisome nor over-anxious.
Turn that claim about as I may, think of it as long as I
can, I cannot find that it is an exorbitant claim; yet again I
say if Society would or could admit it, the face of the world
would be changed; discontent and strife and dishonesty
would be ended. To feel that we were doing work useful to
others and pleasant to ourselves, and that such work and its
due reward could not fail us! What serious harm could
happen to us then? And the price to be paid for so making
the world happy is Revolution: Socialism instead of Laissez
faire*
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How can we of the middle classes help to bring such a
state of things about; a state of things as nearly cis possible
the reverse of the present state of things?
The reverse; no less than that. For first, The work must
be worth doing-, think what a change that would make in the
world! I tell you I feel dazed at the thought of the immensity
of work which is undergone for the making of useless things.
It would be an instructive day's work for any one of us
who is strong enough to walk through two or three of the
principal streets of London on a week-day, and take accurate
note of everything in the shop windows which is embar
rassing or superfluous to the daily life of a serious man. Nay,
the most of these things no one, serious or unserious, wants
at all; only a foolish habit makes even the lightest-minded of
us suppose that he wants them, and to many people even of
those who buy them they are obvious encumbrances to real
work, thought and pleasure. But I beg you to think of the
enormous mass of men who are occupied with this miserable
trumpery, from the engineers who have had to make the
machines for making them, down to the hapless clerks who
sit day-long year after year in the horrible dens wherein the
wholesale exchange of them is transacted, and the shopmen,
who not daring to call their souls their own, retail them
amidst numberless insults which they must not resent, to the
idle public which doesn't want them but buys them to be
bored by them and sick to death of them.
I am talking of the merely useless things; but there are
other matters not merely useless, but actively destructive
and poisonous which command a good price in the market;
for instance, adulterated food and drink. Vast is the number
of slaves whom competitive Commerce employs in turning
out infamies such as these. But quite apart from them there
is an enormous mass of labour which is just merely wasted;
many thousands of men and women making nothing with
terrible and inhuman toil which deadens the soul and short
ens mere animal life itself.
All these are the slaves of what is called luxury, which in

the modem sense of the word comprises a mass of sham
wealth, the invention of competitive Commerce, and enslaves
not only the poor people who are compelled to work at its
production, but also the foolish and not over happy people
who buy it to harass themselves with its encumbrance.
Now if we are to have popular Art, or indeed Art of any
kind, we must at once and for all be done with this luxury;
it is the supplanter, the changeling of Art; so much so that
by those who know of nothing better it has even been taken
for Art, the divine solace of human labour, the romance of
each day's hard practice of the difficult art of living.
But I say Art cannot live beside it, nor self-respect in any
class of life. Effeminacy and brutality are its companions
on the right hand and the left. This, first of all, we of the
well-to-do classes must get rid of if we are serious in desiring
the new birth of Art: and if not then corruption is digging a
terrible pit of perdition for society, from which indeed the
new birth may come, but surely from amidst of terror, vio
lence and misery.
Indeed if it were but ridding ourselves, the well-to-do
people, of this mountain of rubbish that would be something
worth doing: things which everybody knows are of no use,the very capitalists know well that there is no genuine
healthy demand for them, and they are compelled to foist
them off on the public by stirring up a strange feverish
desire for petty excitement, the outward token of which is
known by the conventional name of fashion-a strange
monster bom of the vacancy of the lives of rich people, and
the eagerness of competitive Commerce to make the most of
the huge crowd of workmen whom it breeds as unregarded
instruments for what is called the making of money.
Do not think it a little matter to resist this monster of
folly; to think for yourselves what you yourselves really
desire, will not only make men and women of you so far,
but may also set you thinking of the due desires of other
people, since you will soon find when you get to know a,
work of Art, that slavish work is undesirable,
Ж

And here furthermore is at least a little sign whereby to
distinguish between a rag of fashion and a work of Art:
whereas the toys of fashion when the first gloss is worn off
them do become obviously worthless even to the frivolousa work of Art, be it never so humble, is long lived; we never
tire of it; as long as a scrap hangs together it is valuable and
instructive to each new generation. All works of Art in short
have the property of becoming venerable amidst decay; and
reason good, for from the first there was a soul in them, the
thought of man, which will be visible in them so long as the
body exists in which they were implanted.
And that last sentence brings me to considering the other
side of the necessity for labour only occupying itself in
making goods that are worth making. Hitherto we have been
thinking of it only from the user's point of view; even so
looked at it was surely important enough; yet from the
other side-as to the producer-it is far more important still.
For I say again that in buying these things
" Tis the lives of men you buy!"

Will you from mere folly and thoughtlessness make your
selves partakers of the guilt of those who compel their fellow
men to labour uselessly?
For when I said it was necessary for all things made to be
worth making, I set up that claim chiefly on behalf of La
bour; since the waste of making useless things grieves the
workman doubly. As part of the public he is forced into
buying them, and the more part of his miserable wages are
squeezed out of him by an universal kind of truck system;
as one of the producers he is forced into making them, and
so into losing the very foundations of that pleasure in daily
work which I claim as his birthright; he is compelled to
labour joylessly at making the poison which the truck system
compels him to buy. So that the huge mass of men who are
compelled by folly and greed to make harmful and useless
things are sacrificed to Society. I say that this would be ter
rible and unendurable even though they were sacrificed to

the good o£ Society-if that were possible; but if they are sac
rificed not for the welfare of Society but for its whims, to
add to its degradation, what do luxury and fashion look like
then? On one side ruinous and wearisome waste leading
through corruption to corruption on to complete cynicism at
last, and the disintegration of all Society; and on the other
side implacable oppression destructive of all pleasure and
hope in life, and leading-whitherward?
Here then is one thing for us of the middle-classes to do
before we can clear the ground for the new birth of Art,
before we can clear our own consciences of the guilt of
enslaving men by their labour. One thing; and if we could
do it perhaps that one thing would be enough, and all other
healthy changes would follow it: but can we do it? Can we
escape from the corruption of Society which threatens us?
Can the middle-classes regenerate themselves?
At first sight one would say that a body of people so pow
erful, who have built up the gigantic edifice of modern
Commerce, whose science, invention and energy have sub
dued the forces of nature to serve their every-day purposes,
and who guide the organisation that keeps these natural
powers in subjection in a way almost miraculous; at first
sight one would say surely such a mighty mass of wealthy
men could do anything they please.
And yet I doubt it: their own creation, the Commerce they
are so proud of, has become their master; and all we of the
well-to-do classes-some of us with triumphant glee, some
with dull satisfaction, and some with sadness of heart-are
compelled to admit not that Commerce was made for man,
but that man was made for Commerce.
On all sides we are forced to admit it. There are of the
English middle-class to-day, for instance, men of the highest
aspirations towards Art, and of the strongest will; men who
are most deeply convinced of the necessity to civilisation of
surrounding men's lives with beauty; and many lesser men,
thousands for what I know, refined and cultivated, follow
them and praise their opinions: but both the leaders and
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the led are incapable of saving so much as half a dozen
commons from the grasp of inexorable Commerce: they are
as helpless in spite of their culture and their genius as if they
were just so many over-worked shoemakers: less lucky than
King Midas;* our green fields and clear waters, nay the very
air we breathe are turned not to gold (which might please
some of us for an hour may be) but to dirt; and to speak
plainly we know full well that under the present gospel of
Capital not only there is no hope of bettering it, but that
things grow worse year by year, day by day. Let us eat and
drink, for to-morrow we die-choked by filth.
Or let me give you a direct example of the slavery to
competitive Commerce, in which we hapless folk of the
middle-classes live. I have exhorted you to the putting away
of luxury, to the stripping yourselves of useless encum
brances, to the simplification of life, and I believe that there
are not a few of you that heartily agree with me on that
point. Well, I have long thought that one of the most revolt
ing circumstances that cling to our present class-system, is
the relation between us, of the well-to-do, and our domestic
servants: we and our servants live together under one roof,
but are little better than strangers to each other, in spite of
the good nature and good feeling that often exists on both
sides: nay strangers is a mild word; though we are of the
same blood, bound by the same laws, we live together like
people of different tribes. Now think how this works on the
job of getting through the ordinary day's work of a house
hold, and whether our lives can be simplified while such a
system lasts. To go no further, you who are housekeepers
know full well (as I myself do, since I have learned the use
ful art of cooking a dinner) how it would simplify the day's
work, if the chief meals could be eaten in common; if there
had not got to be double meals, one upstairs, another down
stairs. And again, surely we of this educational century, can
not be ignorant of what an education it would be for the less
refined members of a household to meet on common easy
terms the more refined once a day, at least; to note the ele
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gant manners of well-bred ladies, to give and take in talk
with learned and travelled men, with men of action and imag
ination: believe me that would beat elementary education.
Furthermore this matter cleaves close to our subject of
Art: for note, as a token of this stupidity of our sham civili
sation, what foolish rabbit warrens our well-to-do houses are
obliged to be; instead of being planned in the rational
ancient way which was used from the time of Homer to past
the time of Chaucer, a big hall, to wit, with a few chambers
tacked on to it for sleeping or sulking in. No wonder our
houses are cramped and ignoble when the lives lived in them
are cramped and ignoble also.
Well, and why don't we who have thought of this, as I am
sure many of us have, change this mean and shabby custom,
simplifying our lives thereby and educating our friends, to
whose toil we owe so many comforts? Why do not you-and
I-set about doing this to-morrow?
Because we cannot; because our servants wouldn't have it,
knowing, as we know, that both parties would be made miser
able by it.
The civilisation of the nineteenth century forbids us to
share the refinement of a household among its members!
So you see, if we middle-class people belong to a powerful
folk, and in good sooth we do, we are but playing a part
played in many a tale of the world's history: we are great but
hapless; we are important dignified people, but bored to
death; we have bought our power at price of our liberty and
our pleasure.
So I say in answer to the question Can we put luxury
from us and live simple and decent lives? Yes, when we are
free from the slavery of Capitalist-Commerce; but not before.
Surely there are some of you who long to be free; who
have been educated and refined, and had your perceptions
of beauty and order quickened only that they might be
shocked and wounded at every turn, by the brutalities of
competitive Commerce; who have been so hunted and driven
by it that, though you are well-to-do, rich even may be, you
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have now nothing to lose from social revolution: love of
Art, that is to say of the true pleasure of life, has brought
you to this, that you must throw in your lot with that of the
wage-slave of competitive Commerce; you and he must help
each other and have one hope in common, or you at any
rate will live and die hopeless and unhelped. You who long
to be set free from the oppression of the money grubbers,
hope for the day when you will be compelled to be free!
Meanwhile if otherwise that oppression has left us scarce
any work to do worth doing, one thing at least is left us to
strive for, the raising of the standard of life where it is
lowest, where it is low: that will put a spoke in the wheel of
the triumphant car of competitive Commerce.
Nor can I conceive of anything more likely to raise the
standard of life than the convincing some thousands of those
who live by labour, of the necessity of their supporting the
second part of the claim I have made for Labour; namely
That their work should be of itself pleasant to do. If we could
but convince them that such a strange revolution in Labour
as this would be of infinite benefit not to them only, but to alh
men; and that it is so right and natural that for the reverse
to be the case, that most men's work should be grievous to
them, is a mere monstrosity of these latter days, which must
in the long run bring ruin and confusion on the Society that
allows it-If we could but convince them, then indeed there
would be chance of the phrase Art of the People being some
thing more than a mere word.
At first sight, indeed, it would seem impossible to make
men bom under the present system of Commerce under
stand that labour may be a blessing to them: not in the sense
in which the phrase is sometimes preached to them by those
whose labour is light and easily evaded: not as a necessary
task laid by nature on the poor for the benefit of the rich;
not as an opiate to dull their sense of right and wrong, to
make them sit down quietly under their burdens to the end
of time, blessing the squire and his relations: all this they
could understand our saying to them easily enough, and
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sometimes would listen to it I fear with at least a show of
oomplacency-if they thought there were anything to be
made out of us thereby. But the true doctrine that labour
should be a real tangible blessing in itself to the working
man, a pleasure even as sleep and strong drink are to him
now: this one might think it hard indeed for him to under
stand, so different as it is to anything which he has found
labour to be.
Nevertheless though most men's work is only borne as a
necessary evil like sickness, my experience as far as it goes is,
that whether it be from a certain sacredness in handiwork
which does cleave to it even under the worst circumstances,
or whether it be that the poor man who is driven by neces
sity to deal with things which are terribly real, when he
thinks at all on such matters, thinks less conventionally than
the rich; whatever it may be, my experience so far is that
the working man finds it easier to understand the doctrine of
the claim of Labour to pleasure in the work itself than the
rich or well-to-do man does. Apart from any trivial words of
my own, I have been surprised to find, for instance, such a
hearty feeling toward John Ruskin* among working-class
audiences: they can see the prophet in him rather than the
fantastic rhetorician, as more superfine audiences do.
That is a good omen, I think, for the education of times
to come. But we who somehow are so tainted by cynicism,
because of our helplessness in the ugly world which sur
rounds and presses on us, cannot we somehow raise our own
hopes at least to the point of thinking that what hope glim
mers on the millions of the slaves of Commerce is something
better than a mere delusion, the false dawn of a cloudy mid
night with which 'tis only the moon that struggles? Let us
call to mind that there yet remain monuments in the world
which show us that all human labour was not always a grief
and a burden to men. Let us think of the mighty and lovely
architecture, for instance, of mediaeval Europe: of the build
ings raised before Commerce had put the coping stone on
the edifice of tyranny by the discovery that fancy, imagina
26—2618
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tion, sentiment, the joy of creation and the hope of fair
fame are marketable articles too precious to be allowed to
men who have not the money to buy them, to mere handi
craftsmen and day labourers. Let us remember there was a
time when men had pleasure in their daily work, but yet as
to other matters hoped for light and freedom even as they
do now: their dim hope grew brighter, and they watched its
seeming fulfilment drawing nearer and nearer, and gazed
so eagerly on it that they did not note how the ever watchful
foe, oppression, had changed his shape and was stealing from
them what they had already gained in the days when the
light of their new hope was but a feeble glimmer; so they
lost the old gain, and for lack of it the new gain was changed
and spoiled for them into something not much better than
loss.
Betwixt the days in which we now live and the end of the
middle ages, Europe has gained freedom of thought, increase
of knowledge, and huge talent for dealing with the material
forces of nature; comparative political freedom withal and
respect for the lives of civilised men, and other gains that go
with these things: nevertheless I say deliberately that if the
present state of Society is to endure, she has bought these
gains at too high a price in the loss of the pleasure in daily
work which once did certainly solace the mass of men for
their fears and oppressions: the death of Art was too high a
price to pay for the material prosperity of the middle classes.
Grievous indeed it was, that we could not keep both our
hands full, that we were forced to spill from one while we
gathered with the other: yet to my mind it is more grievous
still to be unconscious of the loss; or being dimly conscious
of it to have to force ourselves to forget it and to cry out that
all is well.
For, though all is not well, I know that men's natures are
not so changed in three centuries that we can say to all the
thousands of years which went before them; You were wrong
to cherish Art, and now we have found out that all men
need is food and raiment and shelter, with a smattering of
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knowledge of the material fashion of the universe. Creation
is no longer a need of man's soul, his right hand may forget
its cunning, and he be none the worse for it.
Three hundred years, a day in the lapse of ages, has not
changed man's nature thus utterly, be sure of that: one day
we shall win back Art, that is to say the pleasure of life; win
back Art again to our daily labour. Where is the hope then,
you may say; Show it us.
There lies the hope, where hope of old deceived us. We
gave up Art for what we thought was light and freedom,
but it was less than light and freedom which we bought: the
light showed many things to those of the well-to-do who
cared to look for them: the freedom left the well-to-do free
enough if they cared to use their freedom; but these were few
at the best: to the most of men the light showed them that
they need look for hope no more, and the freedom left the
most of men free-to take at a wretched wage what slave's
work lay nearest to them or starve.
There is our hope, I say. If the bargain had been really
fair, complete all round, then were there nought else to do
but to bury Art, and forget the beauty of life: but now the
cause of Art has something else to appeal to: no less than the
hope of the people for the happy life which has not yet been
granted to them. There is our hope: the cause of Art is the
cause of the people.
Think of a piece of history, and so hope! Time was when
the rule of Rome held the whole world of civilisation in its
poisonous embrace. To all men-even the best, as you may
see in the very gospels-that rule seemed doomed to last for
ever: nor to those who dwelt under it was there any world
worth thinking of beyond it: but the days passed and though
none saw a shadow of the coming change, it came none the
less, like a thief in the night, and the Barbarians, the world
which lay outside the rule of Rome, were upon her; and
men blind with terror lamented the change and deemed the
world undone by the Fury of the North. But even that fury
bore with it things long strange to Rome, which once had
26*
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been the food its glory fed on: hatred of lies, scorn of riches,
contempt of death, faith in the fair fame won by steadfast
endurance, honourable love of women-all these things the
Northern Fury bore with it, as the mountain torrent bears the
gold; and so Rome fell and Europe rose, and the hope of
the world was born again.
To those that have hearts to understand, this tale of the
past is a parable of the days to come; of the change in store
for us hidden in the breast of the Barbarism of civilisationthe Proletariat; and we of the middle class, the strength of
the mighty but monstrous system of competitive Commerce,
it behoves us to clear our souls of greed and cowardice and to
face the change which is now once more on the road; to see
the good and the hope it bears with it amidst all its threats of
violence, amidst all its ugliness, which was not bom of itself
but of that which it is doomed to destroy.
Now once more I will say that we well-to-do people, those
of us who love Art, not as a toy, but as a thing necessary to
the life of man, as a token of his freedom and happiness,
have for our best work the raising of the standard of life
among the people; or in other words establishing the claim
I made for Labour-which I will now put in a different form,
that we may try to see what chiefly hinders us from making
that claim good and what are the enemies to be attacked.
Thus then I put the claim again :—
Nothing should be made by man's labour which is not
worth making; or which must be made by labour degrading
to the makers.
Simple as that proposition is, and obviously right as I am
sure it must seem to you, you will find, when you come to
consider the matter, that it is a direct challenge to the death
to the present system of labour in civilised countries. That
system, which I have called competitive Commerce, is dis
tinctly a system of war; that is of waste and destruction: or
you may call it gambling if you will, the point of it being that
under it whatever a man gains he gains at the expense of

some other man's loss. Such a system does not and cannot
heed whether the matters it makes are worth making; it does
not and cannot heed whether those who make them are
degraded by their work: it heeds one thing and only one,
namely, what it calls making a profit; which word has got
to be used so conventionally that I must explain to you
what it really means, to wit the plunder of the weak by
the strong! Now I say of this system, that it is of its very
nature destructive of Art, that is to say of the happiness of
life. Whatever consideration is shown for the life of the
people in these days, whatever is done which is worth doing,
is done in spite of the system and in the teeth of its maxims;
and most true it is that we do, all of us, tacitly at least, admit
that it is opposed to all the highest aspirations of mankind.
Do we not know, for instance, how those men of genius
work who are the salt of the earth, without whom the
corruption of society would long ago have become unendur
able? The poet, the artist, the man of science, is it not true
that in their fresh and glorious days, when they are in the
heyday of their faith and enthusiasm, they are thwarted at
every turn by Commercial War, with its sneering question
"Will it pay?" Is it not true that when they begin to win
worldly success, when they become comparatively rich, in
spite of ourselves they seem to us tainted by the contact with
the commercial world?
Need I speak of great schemes that hang about neglected;
of things most necessary to be done, and so confessed by all
men, that no one can seriously set a hand to because of the
lack of money; while if it be a question of creating or stimu
lating some foolish whim in the public mind, the satisfaction
of which will breed a profit, the money will come in by the
ton. Nay, you know what an old story it is of the wars bred
by Commerce in search of new markets, which not even the
most peaceable of statesmen can resist; an old story and still
it seems for ever new, and now become a kind of grim joke,
at which I would rather not laugh if I could help it, but am
even forced to laugh from a soul laden with anger.
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And all that mastery over the powers of nature which the
last hundred years or less has given us: what has it done for
us under this system? In the opinion of John Stuart Mill,* it
was doubtful if all the mechanical inventions of modem
times have done anything to lighten the toil of labour: be
sure there is no doubt, that they were not made for that end,
but to make a profit." Those almost miraculous machines,
which if orderly forethought had dealt with them might
even now be speedily extinguishing all irksome and un
intelligent labour, leaving us free to raise the standard of
skill of hand and energy of mind in our workmen, and to
produce afresh that loveliness and order which only the hand
of man guided by his soul can produce-what have they
done for us now? Those machines of which the civilized
world is so proud, has it any right to be proud of the use they
have been put to by Commercial war and waste?
I do not think exultation can have a place here: Com
mercial war has made a profit of these wonders; that is to
say it has by their means bred for itself millions of unhappy
workers, unintelligent machines as far as their daily work
goes, in order to get cheap labour, to keep up its exciting
but deadly game for ever. Indeed that labour would have
been cheap enough—cheap to the Commercial war generals,
and deadly dear to the rest of us-but for the seeds of
freedom which valiant men of old have sowed amongst us to
spring up in our own day into Chartism and Trades
Unionism and Socialism, for the defence of order and a
decent life. Terrible would have been our slavery, and not of
the working classes alone, but for these germs of the change
which must be.
• Even as it is, by the reckless aggregation of machine
workers and their adjoints in the great cities and the
manufacturing districts, it has kept down life amongst us,
and keeps it down to a miserably low standard; so low that
any standpoint for improvement is hard to think of even.
By the means of speedy communication which it has
created, and which should have raised the standard of life
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by spreading intelligence from town to country, and widely
creating modest centres of freedom of thought and habits
of culture-by the means of the railways and the like it has
gathered to itself fresh recruits for the reserve army of com
peting lack-alls* on which its gambling gains so much
depend, stripping the country side of its population, and
extinguishing all reasonable hope and life in the lesser
towns.
Nor can I, an artist, think last or least of the outward
effects which betoken this rule of the wretched anarchy
of Commercial war. Think of the spreading sore of London
swallowing up with its loathsomeness field and wood and
heath without mercy and without hope, mocking our feeble
efforts to deal even with its minor evils of smoke-laden sky
and befouled river: the black horror and reckless squalor
of our manufacturing districts, so dreadful to the senses which
are unused to them that it is ominous for the future of the
race that any man can live among it in tolerable cheerfulness:
nay in the open country itself the thrusting aside by miserable
jerry-built brick and slate of the solid grey dwellings that are
still scattered about, fit emblems in their cheery but beautiful
simplicity of the yeomen of the English field, whose destruc
tion at the hands of yet young Commercial war was lamented
so touchingly by the high-minded More and the valiant Lati
mer.* Everywhere in short the change from old to new in
volving one certainty, whatever else may be doubtful, a wors
ening of the aspect of the country.
This is the condition of England: of England the country
of order, peace and stability, the land of common sense and
practicality; the country to which all eyes are turned of
those whose hope is for the continuance and perfection of
modern progress. There are countries in Europe whose aspect
is not so ruined outwardly, though they may have less of
material prosperity, less wide-spread middle-class wealth to
balance the squalor and disgrace I have mentioned: but if
they are members of the great Commercial whole, through
the same mill they have got to go, unless something should
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happen to turn aside the triumphant march of War Commer
cial before it reaches the end.
That is what three centuries of Commerce have brought
that hope to which sprung up when feudalism began to fall
to pieces. What can give us the day-spring of a new hope?
What, save general revolt against the tyranny of Commercial
War? The palliatives over which many worthy people are
busying themselves now are useless: because they are but
unorganised partial revolts against a vast widespreading
grasping organisation which will, with the unconscious in
stinct of a plant, meet every attempt at bettering the condi
tion of the people with an attack on a fresh side; new ma
chines, new markets, wholesale emigration, the revival of grov
elling superstitions, preachments of thrift to lack-alls, of
temperance to the wretched; such things as these will baffle
at every turn all partial revolts against the monster we of
the middle-classes have created for our own undoing.
I will speak quite plainly on this matter, though I must
say an ugly word in the end if I am to say what I think.
The one thing to be done is to set people far and wide to
think it possible to raise the standard of life. If you think
of it, you will see clearly that this means stirring up general
discontent.
And now to illustrate that I turn back to my blended
claim for Art and Labour, that I may deal with the third
clause in it: here is the claim again :~
It is right and necessary that all men should have work
to do:
First, Work worth doing-.
Second, Work of itself pleasant to do:
Third, Work done under such conditions as would make it
neither over-wearisome nor over-anxious.

With the first and second clauses, which are very nearly
related to each other, I have tried to deal already. They are
as it were the soul of the claim for proper labour; the third
clause is the body without which that soul cannot exist. I
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will extend it in this way, which will indeed partly carry us
over ground already covered:
No one who is willing to work should ever tear want ot
such employment as would earn for him all due necessaries
of mind and body.

All due necessaries-what are the due necessaries for a
good citizen?
First, honourable and fitting work-, which would involve
giving him a chance of gaining capacity for his work by due
education; also, as the work must be worth doing and pleas
ant to do, it will be found necessary to this end that his
position be so assured to him that he cannot be compelled
to do useless work, or work in which he cannot take pleas
ure.
The second necessity is decency of surroundings-, including
(a) good lodging; (b) ample space; (c) general order and
beauty. That is (a) our houses must be well built, clean and
healthy; (b) there must be abundant garden space in our
towns, and our towns must not eat up the fields and natural
features of the country; nay I demand even that there be left
waste places and wilds in it, or romance and poetry-that is
Art-will die out amongst us. (c) Order and beauty means,
that not only our houses must be stoutly and properly built,
but also that they be ornamented duly: that the fields be not
only left for cultivation, but also that they be not spoilt by it
any more than a garden is spoilt: no one for instance to be
allowed to cut down, for mere profit, trees whose loss would
spoil a landscape: neither on any pretext should people be
allowed to darken the daylight with smoke, to befoul rivers,
or to degrade any spot of earth with squalid litter and brutal
wasteful disorder.
The third necessity is leisure. You will understand that in
using that word I imply first that all men must work for
some portion of the day, and secondly that they have a posi
tive right to claim a respite from that work: the leisure they
have a right to claim, must be ample enough to allow them
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full rest of mind and body: a man must have time for serious
individual thought, for imagination-for dreaming even-or
the race of men will inevitably worsen. Even of the honour
able and fitting work of which I have been speaking, which
is a whole heaven asunder from the forced work of the Capi
talist system, a man must not be asked to give more than his
fair share; or men will become unequally developed, and
there will still be a rotten place in Society.
Here then I have given you the conditions under which work
worth doing, and undegrading to do, can be done.- under no
other conditions can it be done: if the general work of the
world is not worth doing and undegrading to do it is a
mockery to talk of civilisation.
Well then can these conditions be obtained under the pres
ent gospel of Capital, which has for its motto 'The devil
take the hindmost"?*
Let us look at our claim again in other words:
In a properly ordered state of Society every man willing to
work should be ensuredFirst-Honourable and fitting work;
Second-A healthy and beautiful house;
Third-Full leisure for rest of mind and body.
Now I don't suppose that anybody here will deny that it
would be desirable that this claim should be satisfied: but
what I want you all to think is that it is necessary that it be
satisfied; that unless we try our utmost to satisfy it, we are
but part and parcel of a society founded on robbery and in
justice, condemned by the laws of the universe to destroy
itself by its own efforts to exist for ever. Furthermore, I want
you to think that as on the one hand it is possible to satisfy
this claim, so on the other hand it is impossible to satisfy it
under the present plutocratic system, which will forbid us
even any serious attempt to satisfy it: the beginnings of So
cial Revolution must be the foundations of the re-building of
the Art of the People, that is to say of the Pleasure of Life.
To say ugly words again. Do we not know that the greater
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part of men in civilised societies are dirty, ignorant, brutalor at best, anxious about the next week's subsistence-that
they are in short poor? And we know, when we think of it,
that this is unfair.
It is an old story of men who have become rich by dis
honest and tyrannical means, spending in terror of the future
their ill-gotten gains liberally and in charity as 'tis called:
nor are such people praised; in the old tales 'tis thought that
the devil gets them after all. An old story-but I say “De te
fabula"*-oi thee is the story told: thou art the man!
I say that we of the rich and well-to-do classes are daily
doing in likewise: unconsciously, or half consciously it may
be, we gather wealth by trading on the hard necessity of our
fellows, and then we give driblets of it away to those of them
who in one way or other cry out loudest to us. Our poor
laws, our hospitals, our charities, organised and unorgan
ised, are but tubs thrown to the whale,* blackmail paid to
lame-foot justice, that she may not hobble after us too fast.
When will the time come when honest and clear-seeing
men will grow sick of all this chaos of waste, this robbing of
Peter to pay Paul, which is the essence of Commercial war?
When shall we band together to replace the system whose
motto is "The devil take the hindmost' with a system whose
motto shall be really and without qualification 'One for all
and all for one.”
Who knows but the time may be at hand, but that we now
living may see the beginning of that end which shall extin
guish luxury and poverty? when the upper, middle, and lower
classes shall have melted into one class, living contentedly
a simple and happy life.
That is a long sentence to describe the state of things
which I am asking you to help to bring about: the abolition
of slavery is a shorter one and means the same thing. You
may be tempted to think the end not worth striving for on
one hand; or on the other to suppose, each one of you, that
it is so far ahead, that nothing serious can be done towards
it in our own time, and that you may as well therefore sit
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quiet and do nothing: let me remind you how only the other
day in the life-time of the youngest of us many thousand
men of our own kindred gave their lives on the battle-field
to bring to a happy ending a mere episode in the struggle
for the abolition of slavery:* they are blessed and happy, for
the opportunity came to them, and they seized it and did
their best, and the world is the wealthier for it; and if such
an opportunity is offered to us shall we thrust it from us
that we may sit still in ease of body, in doubt, in disease of
soul? These are the days of combat: who can doubt that as
he hears all round him the sounds that betoken discontent
and hope and fear in high and low, the sounds of awakening
courage and awakening conscience? These, I say, are the
days of combat, when there is no external peace possible to
an honest man; but when for that very reason the internal
peace of a good conscience founded on settled convictions is
the easier to win, since action for the cause is offered us.
Or, will you say that here in this quiet, constitutionally
governed country of England there is no opportunity for
action offered to us: if we were in gagged Germany, in
gagged Austria, in Russia where a word or two might land
us in Siberia or the prison or fortress of Peter and Paulwhy then, indeedAh! my friends, it is but a poor tribute to offer on the
tombs of the martyrs of liberty, this refusal to take the torch
from their dying hands! Is it not of Goethe it is told, that
on hearing one say he was going to America to begin life
again, he replied, 'Here is America, or nowhere!" So for
my part I say, "Here is Russia, or nowhere."
To say the governing classes in England are not afraid of
freedom of speech, therefore let us abstain from speaking
freely, is a strange paradox to me. Let us on the contrary
press in through the breach which valiant men have made
for us; if we hang back we make their labours, their suffer
ings, their deaths of no account.
Believe me we shall be shown that it is all or nothing: or
will anyone here tell me that a Russian moujik is in a worse
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case than a sweating tailor's wage-slave? Do not let us
deceive ourselves, the class of victims exists here as in
Russia. There are fewer of them? May be-then are they
of themselves more helpless, and so have more need of our
help.
And how can we of the middle-classes, we the capitalists,
and our hangers-on, help them? By renouncing our class,
and on all occasions when antagonism rises up between the
classes casting in our lot with the victims: with those who
are condemned at the best to lack of education, refinement,
leisure, pleasure and renown; and at the worst to a life lower
than that of the most brutal of savages-in order that the
system of competitive Commerce may endure.
There is no other way: and this way I tell you plainly, will
in the long run give us plentiful occasion for self-sacrifice
without going to Russia. I feel sure that in this assembly
there are some who are steeped in discontent with the miser
able anarchy of the century of Commerce: to them I offer
a means of renouncing their class by supporting a Socialist
propaganda in joining the Democratic Federation,* which I
have the honour of representing before you, and which I
believe is the only body in this country which puts forward
constructive Socialism as its program.
This to my mind is opportunity enough for those of us
who are discontented with the present state of things and
long for an opportunity of renunciation; and it is very
certain that in accepting the opportunity you will have at
once to undergo some of the inconveniences of martyrdom,
though without gaining its dignity at present. You will at
least be mocked and laughed at by those whose mockery is a
token of honour to an honest man; but you will, I don't
doubt it, be looked on coldly by many excellent people, not
all of whom will be quite stupid. You will run the risk of
losing position, reputation, money, friends even: losses which
are certainly pin pricks to the serious martyrdom I have
spoken of; but which none the less do try the stuff a man
is made of-all the more as he can escape them with little
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other reproach of cowardice than that which his own con
science cries out at him.
Nor can I assure you that you will for ever escape scot'
free from the attacks of open tyranny. It is true that at pres
ent Capitalist Society only looks on Socialism in England
with dry grins. But remember that the body of people who
have for instance ruined India, starved and gagged Ireland,
and tortured Egypt,* have capacities in them-some omi
nous signs of which they have lately shown-for openly play
ing the tyrants' game nearer home.
So on all sides I can offer you a position which involves
sacrifice; a position which will give you your "America" at
home, and make you inwardly sure that you are at least of
some use to the cause: and I earnestly beg you, those of you
who are convinced of the justice of our cause, not to hang
back from active participation in a struggle which-who ever
helps or who ever abstains from helping-must beyond all
doubt end at last in Victory!

A FACTORY AS IT MIGHT BE

>de^

We socialists are often reproached with giving no details
of the state of things which would follow on the destruction
of that system of waste and war which is sometimes dignified
by the lying title of the harmonious combination of capital
and labour. Many worthy people say: "We admit that the
present system has produced unsatisfactory results, but at
least it is a system; you ought to be able to give us some defi
nite idea of the results of that reconstruction which you
call Socialism."
To this Socialists answer, and rightly, that we have not
set ourselves to build up a system to please our tastes, nor
are we seeking to impose it on the world in a mechanical
manner, but rather that we are assisting in bringing about
a development of history which would take place without
our help, but which, nevertheless, compels us to help it;
and that, under these circumstances, it would be futile to
map out the details of life in a condition of things so different
from that in which we have been bom and bred. Those
details will be taken care of by the men who will be so
lucky as to be bom into a society relieved of the oppression
which crushes us, and who surely will be, not less, but
more prudent and reasonable than we are. Nevertheless,
it seems clear that the economical changes which are in
progress must be accompanied by corresponding develop
ments of men's aspirations; and the knowledge of their prog
ress cannot fail to rouse our imaginations into picturing
for ourselves that life at once happy and manly which we
know social revolution will put within the reach of all men.
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Of course, the pictures so drawn will vary according to
the turn of mind of the picturer, but I have already tried
to show in Justice* that healthy and undomineering indi
viduality will be fostered and not crushed out by Socialism.
I will, therefore, as an artist and handicraftsman venture
to develop a little the hint contained in Justice, of April 12th,
1884, on the conditions of pleasant work in the days when
we shall work for livelihood and pleasure and not for
'profit.'
Our factory, then, is in a pleasant place-no very difficult
matter when, as I have said before, it is no longer necessary
to gather people into miserable, sweltering hordes for profit's
sake-for all the country is in itself pleasant, or is capable
of being made pleasant with very little pains and fore
thought, Next, our factory stands amidst gardens as beauti
ful (climate apart) as those of Alcinoiis,* since there is no
need of stinting it of ground, profit rents being a thing of
the past, and the labour on such gardens is like enough to
be purely voluntary, as it is not easy to see the day when
75 out of every 100 people will not take delight in the
pleasantest and most innocent of all occupations, and our
working people will assuredly want open-air relaxation from
their factory work. Even now, as I am told, the Nottingham
factory hands could give many a hint to professional gar
deners in spite of all the drawbacks of a great manufacturing
town. One's imagination is inclined fairly to run riot over
the picture of beauty and pleasure offered by the thought of
skilful co-operative gardening for beauty's sake, which beau
ty would by no means exclude the raising of useful produce
for the sake of livelihood.
Impossible I hear an anti-Socialist say. My friend, please
to remember that most factories sustain to-day large and
handsome gardens, and not seldom parks and woods of
many acres in extent; with due appurtenances of highly-paid
Scotch professional gardeners, wood reeves, bailiffs, game
keepers, and the like, the whole being managed in the most
wasteful way conceivable; only the said gardens, etc., are,
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say, twenty miles away from the factory, out of the smoke,
and are kept up for one member of the factory only, the
sleeping partner to wit, who may, indeed, double that part
by organising its labour (for his own profit), in which case
he receives ridiculously disproportionate pay additional.
Well, it follows in this garden business that our factory
must make no sordid litter, befoul no water, nor poison the
air with smoke. I need say nothing more on that point, as,
'profit" apart, it would be easy enough.
Next, as to the buildings themselves, I must ask leave to
say something, because it is usually supposed that they must
of necessity be ugly, and truly they are almost always at
present mere nightmares; but it is, I must assert, by no
means necessary that they should be ugly, nay, there would
be no serious difficulty in making them beautiful, as every
building might be which serves its purpose duly, which is
built generously as regards material, and which is built
with pleasure by the builders and designers; indeed, as
things go, those nightmare buildings aforesaid sufficiently
typify the work they are built for, and look what they are:
temples of over-crowding and adulteration and over-work,
of unrest, in a word; so it is not difficult to think of our fac
tory buildings, showing on their outsides what they are for,
reasonable and light work, cheered at every step by hope
and pleasure. So in brief, our buildings will be beautiful with
their own beauty of simplicity as workshops, not bedizened
with tomfoolery as some are now, which do not any the more
for that hide their repulsiveness; but, moreover, besides the
mere workshops, our factory will have other buildings which
may carry ornament further than that, for it will need dininghall, library, school, places for study of various kinds, and
other such structures; nor do I see why, if we have a mind
for it, we should not emulate the monks and craftsmen of the
Middle Ages in our ornamentation of such buildings; why we
should be shabby in housing our rest and pleasure and our
search for knowledge, as we may well be shabby in housing
the shabby life we have to live now.
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And, again, if it be doubted as to the possibility of get
ting these beautiful buildings on the score of cost, let me
once again remind you that every great factory does to-day
sustain a palace (often more than one) amidst that costly
garden and park aforesaid out of the smoke, but that this
palace, stuffed as it is with all sorts of costly things, is for
one member of the factory only, the sleeping partner-useful
creature 1 It is true that the said palace is mostly, with all it
contains, beastly ugly,- but this ugliness is but a part of the
bestial waste of the whole system of profit-mongering, which
refuses cultivation and refinement to the workers, and, there
fore, can have no art, not even for all its money.
So we have come to the outside of our factory of the future,
and seen that it does not injure the beauty of the world,
but adds to it rather. I will try to give a picture of how the
work goes on there.
We have in previous pages tried to look through the pres
ent into the future, and see a factory as it might be, and got
as far as the surroundings and outside of it; but those exter
nals of a true palace of industry can be only realised natu
rally and without affectation by the work which is to be
done in them being in all ways reasonable and fit for human
beings; I mean no mere whim of some one rich and philan
thropic manufacturer will make even one factory permanent
ly pleasant and agreeable for the workers in it; he will die
or be sold up* jiis heir will be poorer or more single-hearted
in his devotion to profit, and all the beauty and order will
vanish from the short-lived dream; even the external beauty
in industrial concerns must be the work of society and not
of individuals.
Now as to the work, first of all it will be useful, and,
therefore, honourable and honoured; because there will be
no temptation to make mere useless toys, since there will be
no rich men cudgelling their brains for means for spending
superfluous money, and consequently no 'organisers of la
bour" pandering to degrading follies for the sake of profit,
wasting their intelligence and energy in contriving snares
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for cash in the shape of trumpery which they themselves
heartily despise. Nor will the work turn out trash; there will
be no millions of poor to make a market for wares which no
one would choose to use if he were not driven to do so;
everyone will be able to afford things good of their kind,
and, as will be shown hereafter, will have knowledge of
goods enough to reject what is not excellent; coarse and
rough wares may be made for rough or temporary purposes,
but they will openly proclaim themselves for what they are;
adulteration will be unknown.
Furthermore, machines of the most ingenious and bestapproved kinds will be used when necessary, but will be
used simply to save human labour; nor, indeed, could they
be used for anything else in such well-ordered work as we
are thinking about; since, profit being dead, there would
be no temptation to pile up wares whose apparent value as
articles of use, their conventional value as such, does not rest
on the necessities or reasonable desires of men for such
things, but on artificial habits forced on the public by the
craving of the capitalists for fresh and ever fresh profit;
these things have no real value as things to be used, and
their conventional (let us say sham) utility value has been
the breed of their value, as articles of exchange for profit, in
a society founded on profit-mongering.
Well, the manufacture of useless goods, whether harmful
luxuries for the rich or disgraceful make-shifts for the poor,
having come to an end, and we still being in possession of the
machines once used for mere profit-grinding, but now used
only for saving human labour, it follows that much less la
bour will be necessary for each workman; all the more as
we are going to get rid of all non-workers, and busy-idle
people; so that the working time of each member of our
factory will be very short, say, to be much within the mark,
four hours a day.
Now, next it may be allowable for an artist-that is, one
whose ordinary work is pleasant and not slavish—to hope
that in no factory will all the work, even that necessary four
27*

419

hours' work, be mere machine-tending; and it follows from
what was said above about machines being used to save
labour, that there would be no work which would turn man
into mere machines; therefore, at least some portion of the
work, the necessary and in fact compulsory work I mean,
would be pleasant to do; the machine-tending ought not to
require a very long apprenticeship, therefore in no case
should any one person be set to run up and down after a
machine through all his working hours every day, even so
shortened as we have seen; now the attractive work of our
factory, that which was pleasant in itself to do, would be of
the nature of art; therefore all slavery of work ceases under
such a system, for whatever is burdensome about the factory
would be taken turn and turn about, and so distributed,
would cease to be a burden-would be, in fact, a kind of
rest from the more exciting or artistic work.
Thus, then, would the sting be taken out of the factory
system, in which, as things now are, the socialisation of
labour, which ought to have been a blessing to the communi
ty, has been turned into a curse by the appropriation of the
products of its labour by individuals, for the purpose of
gaining for them the very doubtful advantages of a life of
special luxury, and often of mere idleness; the result of which,
to the mass of the workers, has been a dire slavery, of which
long hours of labour, ever-increasing strain of labour dur
ing those hours, and complete repulsiveness in the work itself
have been the greatest evils.
It remains for me to set forth my most sanguine hopes of
the way in which the gathering together of people in such
social bodies as properly-ordered factories might be, may be
utilised for increasing the general pleasure of life, and rais
ing its standard, material and intellectual; for creating, in
short, that life rich in incident and variety, but free from the
strain of mere sordid trouble, the life which the individualist
vainly babbles of, but which the Socialist aims at directly,
and will one day attain to.
In a duly ordered society, in which people would work
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for a livelihood, and not for the profit of another, a factory
might not only be pleasant as to its surroundings, and
beautiful in its architecture, but even the rough and neces
sary work done in it might be so arranged as to be neither
burdensome in itself nor of long duration for each worker;
but, furthermore, the organisation of such a factory, that is
to say of a group of people working in harmonious co-opera
tion towards a useful end, would of itself afford opportunities
for increasing the pleasure of life.
To begin with, such a factory will surely be a centre of
education; any children who seem likely to develop gifts
towards its special industry would gradually and without
pain, amidst their book-learning be drawn into technical in
struction which would bring them at last into a thorough
apprenticeship for their craft; therefore, the bent of each
child having been considered in choosing its instruction and
occupation, it is not too much to expect that children so edu
cated will look forward eagerly to the time when they will
be allowed to work at turning out real useful wares; a child
whose manual dexterity has been developed without undue
forcing side by side with its mental intelligence would sure
ly be as eager to handle shuttle, hammer, or what not for
the first time as a real workman, and begin making, as a
young gentleman now is to get hold of his first gun and
begin killing.
This education so begun for the child will continue for
the grown man, who will have every opportunity to prac
tise the niceties of his craft if he be so minded, to carry it to
the utmost degree of perfection, not for the purpose of using
his extra knowledge and skill to sweat his fellow-workman,
but for his own pleasure and honour as a good artist. Simi
lar opportunities will be afforded him to study, as deeply as
the subject will bear, the science on which his craft is
founded; besides, a good library and help in studying it will
be provided by every productive group (or factory), so that
the worker's other voluntary work may be varied by the
study of general science or literature.
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But, further, the factory could supply another educational
want by showing the general public how its goods are made.
Competition being dead and buried, no new process, no detail
of improvements in machinery would be hidden from the first
inquirer; the knowledge which might thus be imparted
would foster a general interest in work, and in the realities
of life, which would surely tend to elevate labour and create
a standard of excellence in manufacture, which in its
turn would breed a strong motive towards exertion in the
workers.
A strange contrast such a state of things would be to that
now existing! For to-day the public, and especially that part
of it which does not follow any manual occupation, is grossly
ignorant of crafts and processes, even when they are car
ried on at their own doors; so that most of the middle class
are not only defenceless against the most palpable adultera
tions, but, also, which is far more serious, are of necessity
whole worlds removed from any sympathy with the life of
the workshop.
So managed, therefore, the factory, by co-operation with
other industrial groups will both provide an education for
its own workers, and contribute its share to the education
of citizens outside, but, further, it will, as a matter of course,
find it easy to provide for mere restful amusements, as it
will have ample buildings for library, school-room, dininghall, and the like; social gatherings, musical or dramatic
entertainments will obviously be easy to manage under such
conditions.
One pleasure-and that a more serious one-I must men
tion, a pleasure which is unknown at present to the workers,
and which, even for the classes of ease and leisure, only
exists in a miserably corrupted and degraded form, I mean
the practice of the fine arts. People living under the condi
tions of life above-mentioned, having manual skill, technical
and general education, and leisure to use these advantages,
are quite sure to develop a love of art, that is to say, a sense
of beauty and an interest in life, which in the long run
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must stimulate them to the desire for artistic creation, the
satisfaction of which is of all pleasures the greatest.
I have started by supposing our group of social labour
busying itself in the production of bodily necessaries; but
we have seen that such work will only take a small part of
each worker's time; their leisure, beyond mere bodily rest
and recreation, I have supposed some would employ in per
fecting themselves in the niceties of their craft, or in research
as to its principles; some would stop there, others would
take to studying more general knowledge, but some-and I
think most-would find themselves impelled towards the
creation of beauty, and would find their opportunities for
this under their hands as they worked out their due quota
of necessary work for the common good; these would amuse
themselves by ornamenting the wares they made, and would
only be limited in the quantity and quality of such work by
artistic considerations as to how much or what kind of work
really suited the wares; nor, to meet a possible objection,
would there be any danger of such ornamental work degen
erating int6 mere amateur twaddle, such as is now being
inflicted on the world by the ladies and gentlemen in search
for a refuge from boredom; because our workers will be
thoroughly educated as workers and will know well what
good work and true finish (not trade finish) means, and be
cause the public, being a body of workers also, everyone in
some line or other, will well understand what real work
means. Our workers, therefore, will do their artistic work
under keen criticism of themselves, their workshop com
rades, and a public composed of intelligent workmen.
To add beauty to their necessary daily work will furnish
outlet for the artistic aspirations of most men; but, further,
our factory which is externally beautiful, will not be inside
like a clean jail or workhouse; the architecture will come
inside in the form of such ornament as may be suitable to
the special circumstances. Nor can I see why the highest
and most intellectual art, pictures, sculpture, and the like
should not adorn a true palace of industry. People living a
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manly and reasonable life would have no difficulty in refrain
ing from over-doing both these and other adornments;
here then would be opportunities for using the special talents
of the workers, especially in cases where the daily necessary
work affords scanty scope for artistic work.
Thus our Socialistic factory, besides turning out goods
useful to the community, will provide for its own workers
work light in duration, and not oppressive in kind, educa
tion in childhood and youth. Serious occupation, amusing
relaxation, and more rest for the leisure of the workers, and
withal that beauty of surroundings, and the power of pro
ducing beauty which are sure to be claimed by those who
have leisure, education, and serious occupation.
No one can say that such things are not desirable for the
workers; but we Socialists are striving to make them seem
not only desirable but necessary, well knowing that under
the present system of society they are impossible of attainment-and why? Because we cannot afford the time, trouble,
and thought necessary to obtain them. Again, why cannot
we? Because we are at war, class against class> and man
against man; all our time is taken up with that; we are
forced to busy ourselves not with the arts of peace, but with
the arts of war, which are, briefly, trickery and oppression.
Under such conditions of life, labour can but be a terrible
burden, degrading to the workers, more degrading to those
who live upon their work.
This is the system which we seek to overthrow and sup
plant by one in which labour will no longer be a burden.

HOW WE LIVE AND HOW
WE MIGHT LIVE

The word Revolution, which we Socialists are so often
forced to use, has a terrible sound in most people's ears,
even when we have explained to them that it does not neces
sarily mean a change accompanied by riot and all kinds of
violence, and cannot mean a change made mechanically and
in the teeth of opinion* by a group of men who have some
how managed to seize on the executive power for the mom
ent. Even when we explain that we use the word revolution
in its etymological sense, and mean by it a change in the
basis of society, people are scared at the idea of such a vast
change, and beg that you will speak of reform and not revo
lution. As, however, we Socialists do not at all mean by our
word revolution what these worthy people mean by their
word reform, I can't help thinking that it would be a mistake
to use it, whatever projects we might conceal beneath its
harmless envelope. So we will stick to our word, which means
a change of the basis of society; it may frighten people, but
it will at least warn them that there is something to be
frightened about, which will be no less dangerous for being
ignored; and also it may encourage some people, and will
mean to them at least not a fear, but a hope.
Fear and Hope-those are the names of the two great
passions which rule the race of man, and with which revo
lutionists have to deal; to give hope to the many oppressed
and fear to the few oppressors, that is our business; if we do
the first and give hope to the many, the few must be fright
ened by their hope; otherwise we do not want to frighten
them; it is not revenge we want for poor people, but hap

piness; indeed, what revenge can be taken for all the thou
sands of years of the sufferings of the poor?
However, many of the oppressors of the poor, most of
them, we will say, are not conscious of their being oppres
sors (we shall see why presently); they live in an orderly,
quiet way themselves, as far as possible removed from the
feelings of a Roman slave-owner or a Legree;* they know
that the poor exist, but their sufferings do not present them
selves to them in a trenchant and dramatic way; they them
selves have troubles to bear, and they think doubtless that
to bear trouble is the lot of humanity; nor have they any
means of comparing the troubles of their lives with those
of people lower in. the social scale; and if ever the thought
of those heavier troubles obtrudes itself upon them, they con
sole themselves with the maxim that people do get used to
the troubles they have to bear, whatever they may be.
Indeed, as far as regards individuals at least, that is but
too true, so that we have as supporters of the present state
of things, however bad it may be, first those comfortable
unconscious oppressors who think that they have every
thing to fear from any change which would involve more
than the. softest and most gradual of reforms, and secondly
those poor people who, living hard and anxiously as they
do, can hardly conceive of any change for the better hap
pening to them, and dare not risk one tittle of their poor
possessions in taking any action towards a possible bettering
of their condition; so that while we can do little with the rich
save, inspire them with fear, it is hard indeed to give the poor
any hope. It is, then, no less than reasonable that those
whom we try to involve in the great struggle for a better
form of life than that which we now lead should call on us
to give them at least some idea of what that life may be
like.
A reasonable request, but hard to satisfy, since we are
living under a system that makes conscious effort towards
reconstruction almost impossible: it is not unreasonable on
our part to answer, "There are certain definite obstacles to
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the real progress of man; we can tell you what these are;
take them away, and then you shall see."
However, I purpose now to offer myself as a victim for
the satisfaction of those who consider that as things now
go we have at least got something, and are terrified at the
idea of losing their hold of that, lest they should find they
are worse off than before, and have nothing. Yet in the
course of my endeavour to show how we might live, I must
more or less deal in negatives. I mean to say I must point
out where in my opinion we fall short in our present attempt
at decent life. I must ask the rich and well-to-do what sort
of a position it is which they are so anxious to preserve at
any cost? and if, after all, it will be such a terrible loss to
them to give it up? and I must point out to the poor that
they, with capacities for living a dignified and generous life,
are in a position which they cannot endure without con
tinued degradation.
How do we live, then, under our present system? Let us
look at it a little.
And first, please to understand that our present system
of Society is based on a state of perpetual war. Do any of
you think that this is as it should be? I know that you
have often been told that the competition, which is at
present the rule of all production, is a good thing, and
stimulates the progress of the race; but the people who tell
you this should call competition by its shorter name of
war if they wish to be honest, and you would then be free
to consider whether or no war stimulates progress, other
wise than as a mad bull chasing you over your own garden
may do. War, or competition, whichever you please to call
it, means at the best pursuing your own advantage at the
cost of some one else's loss, and in the process of it you
must not be sparing of destruction even of your own pos
sessions, or you will certainly come by the worse in the
struggle. You understand that perfectly as to the kind of
war in which people go out to kill and be killed; that sort
of war in which ships are commissioned, for instance, 'to

sink, burn, and destroy"; but it appears that you are not so
conscious of this waste of goods when you are only carrying
on that other war called commerce-, observe, however, that
the waste is there all the same.
Now let us look at this kind of war a little closer, run
through some of the forms of it, that we may see how the
"bum, sink, and destroy" is carried on in it.
First, you have that form of it called national rivalry,
which in good truth is nowadays the cause of all
gunpowder and bayonet wars which civilized nations wage.
For years past we English have been rather shy of them,
except on those happy occasions when- we could carry them
on at no sort of risk to ourselves, when the killing was all on
one side, or at all events when we hoped it would be. We
have been shy of gunpowder war with a respectable enemy
for a long while, and I will tell you why: It is because we
have had the lion's share of the world-market; we didn't
want to fight for it as nation, for we had got it; but now
this is changing in a most significant, and, to a Socialist,
a most cheering way; we are losing or have lost that lion's
share; it is now a desperate "competition" between the
great -nations of civilization for the world-market, and to
morrow it may be a desperate war for that end. As a
result, the furthering of war (if it be not on too large a
scale) is no longer confined to the honour-and-glory kind
of old Tories, who if they meant anything at all by it meant
that a Tory war would be a good occasion for damping
down democracy; we have changed all that, and now it is
quite another kind of politician that is wont to urge us on
to 'patriotism'' as 'tis called. The leaders of the Progres
sive Liberals, as they would call themselves, long-headed
persons who know well enough that social movements are
going on, who are not blind to the fact that the world will
move with their help or without it; these have been the
Jingoes of these later days. I don't mean to say they know
what they are doing: politicians, as you well know, take
good care to shut their eyes to everything that may happen
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six months ahead; but what is being done is this: that the
present system, which always must include national rivalry,
is pushing us into a desperate scramble for the markets on
more or less equal terms with other nations, because, once
more, we have lost that command of them which we once
had. Desperate is not too strong a word. We shall let this
impulse to snatch markets carry us whither it will, whither
it must. To-day it is successful burglary and disgrace, to
morrow it may be mere defeat and disgrace.
Now this is not a digression, although in saying this I
am nearer to what is generally called politics than I shall
be again. I only want to show you what commercial war
comes to when it has to do with foreign nations, and that
even the dullest can see how mere waste must go with it.
That is how we live now with foreign nations, prepared to
ruin them without war if possible, with it if necessary, let
alone meantime the disgraceful exploiting of savage tribes
and barbarous peoples on whom we force at once our shoddy
wares and our hypocrisy at the cannon's mouth.*
Well, surely Socialism can offer you something in the
place of all that. It can; it can offer you peace and friend
ship instead of war. We might live utterly without national
rivalries, acknowledging that while it is best for those who
feel that they naturally form a community under one name
to govern themselves, yet that no community in civilization
should feel that it had interests opposed to any other, their
economical condition being at any rate similar; so that any
citizen of one community could fall to work and live with
out disturbance of his life when he was in a foreign country,
and would fit into his place quite naturally; so that all civil
ized nations would form one great community agreeing
together as to the kind and amount of production and distrib
ution needed; working at such and such production where
it could be best produced; avoiding waste by all means.
Please to think of the amount of waste which they would
avoid, how much such a revolution would add to the wealth
of the world! What creature on earth would be harmed by
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such a revolution? Nay, would not everybody be the better
for it? And what hinders it? I will tell you presently.
Meantime let us pass from this "competition" between
nations to that between "the organizers of labour," great
firms, joint-stock companies; capitalists in short, and see how
competition "stimulates production" among them: indeed it
does do that; but what kind of production? Well, production
of something to sell at a profit, or say production of profits:
and note how war commercial* stimulates that: a certain
market is demanding goods; there are, say, a hundred manu
facturers who make that kind of goods, and every one of
them would if he could keep that market to himself, and
struggles desperately to get as much of it as he can, with the
obvious result that presently the thing is overdone, and the
market is glutted, and all that fury of manufacture has to
sink into cold ashes. Doesn't that seem something like war
to you? Can't you see the waste of it-waste of labour, skill,
cunning, waste of life in short? Well you may say, but it
cheapens the goods. In a sense it does; and yet only appar
ently, as wages have a tendency to sink for the ordinary
worker in proportion as prices sink; and at what a cost do
we gain this appearance of cheapness! Plainly speaking, at
the cost of cheating the consumer and starving the real pro
ducer for the benefit of the gambler, who uses both consumer
and producer as his milch cows. I needn't go at length into
the subject of adulteration, for every one knows what kind
of a part it plays in this sort of commerce; but remember that
it is an absolutely necessary incident to the production of
profit out of wares, which is the business of the so-called
manufacturer; and this you must understand, that, taking him
in the lump, the consumer is perfectly helpless against the
gambler; the goods are forced on him by their cheapness, and
with them a certain kind of life which that energetic, that
aggressive cheapness determines for him: for so far-reaching
is this curse of commercial war that no country is safe from
its ravages; the traditions of a thousand years fall before it
in a month; it overruns a weak or semi-barbarous country.

and whatever romance or pleasure or art existed there, is
trodden down into a mire of sordidness and ugliness; the In
dian or Javanese craftsman may no longer ply his craft lei
surely, working a few hours a day, in producing a maze of
strange beauty on a piece of cloth: a steam-engine is set
a-going at Manchester, and that victory over nature and a
thousand stubborn difficulties is used for the base work of
producing a sort of plaster of china-clay and shoddy, and
the Asiatic worker, if he is not starved to death outright, as
plentifully happens, is driven himself into a factory to lower
the wages of his Manchester brother worker, and nothing of
character is left him except, most like, an accumulation of
fear and hatred of that to him most unaccountable evil, his
English master. The South Sea Islander must leave his canoe
carving, his sweet rest, and his graceful dances, and become
the slave of a slave: trousers, shoddy, rum, missionary, and
fatal disease-he must swallow all this civilization in the
lump, and neither himself nor we can help him now till so
cial order displaces the hideous tyranny of gambling that
has ruined him.
Let those be types of the consumer: but. now for the pro
ducer; I mean the real producer, the worker; how does this
scramble for the plunder of the market affect him? The
manufacturer, in the eagerness of his war, has had to col
lect into one neighbourhood a vast army of workers, he has
drilled them till they are as fit as may be for his special
branch of production, that is, for making a profit out of
it, and with the result of their being fit for nothing else:
well, when the glut comes in that market he is supplying,
what happens to this army, every private in which has been
depending on the steady demand in that market, and acting,
as he could not choose but act, as if it were to go on for
ever? You know well what happens to these men: the fac
tory door is shut on them; on a very large part of them often,
and at the best on the reserve army of labour, so busily
employed in the time of inflation. What becomes of them?
Nay, we know that well enough just now. But what we don't
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know, or don’t choose to know, is that this reserve army of
labour is an absolute necessity for commercial war; if out
manufacturers had not got these poor devils whom they
could draft on to their machines when the demand swelled,
other manufacturers in France, or Germany, or America,
would step in and take the market from them.
So you see, as we live now, it is necessary that a vast part
of the industrial population should be exposed to the danger
of periodical semi-starvation, and that, not for the advantage
of the people in another part of the world, but for their de
gradation and enslavement.
Just let your minds run for a moment on the kind of waste
which this means, this opening up of new markets among
savage and barbarous countries which is the extreme type of
the force of the profit-market on the world, and you will sure
ly see what a hideous nightmare that profit-market is: it keeps
us sweating and terrified for our livelihood, unable to read
a book, or look at a picture, or have pleasant fields to walk
in, or to lie in the sun, or to share in the knowledge of our
time, to have in short either animal or intellectual pleasure,
and for what? that we may go on living the same slavish life
till we die, in order to provide for a rich man what is called
a life of ease and luxury; that is to say, a life so empty, un
wholesome, and degraded, that perhaps, on the whole, he is
worse off than we the workers are: and as to the result of all
this suffering, it is luckiest when it is nothing at all, when
you can say that the wares have done nobody any good; for
oftenest they have done many people harm, and we have
toiled and groaned and died in making poison and destruc
tion for our fellow-men.
Well, I say all this is war, and the result of war, the war
this time, not of competing nations, but of competing firms
or capitalist units: and it is this war of the firms which hin
ders the peace between nations which you surely have agreed
with me in thinking is so necessary; for you must know that
war is the very breath of the nostrils of these fighting firms,
and they have now, in our times, got into their hands nearly
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all the political power, and they band together in each coun
try in order to make their respective governments fulfil just
two functions: the first is at home to act as a strong police
force, to keep the ring* in which the strong are beating down
the weak; the second is to act as a piratical body-guard
abroad, a petard to explode the doors which lead to the
markets of the world: markets at any price abroad, uninter- /
fered-with privilege, falsely called laissez-faire,1 at any price
at home, to provide these is the sole business of a govern
ment such as our industrial captains have been able to con
ceive of. I must now try to show you the reason of all this,
and what it rests on, by trying to answer the question. Why
have the profit-makers got all this power, or at least why are
they able to keep it?
That takes us to the third form.of war commercial: the
last, and the one which all the rest is founded on. We have
spoken first of the war of rival nations; next of that of rival
firms: we have now to speak of rival men. As nations under
the present system are driven to compete with one another
for the markets of the world, and as firms or the captains
of industry have to scramble for their share of the profits
of the markets, so also have the workers to compete with
each other-for livelihood; and it is this constant competi
tion or war amongst them which enables the profit-grinders
to make their profits, and by means of the wealth so ac
quired to take all the executive power of the country into
their hands. But here is the difference between the position
of the workers and the profit-makers: to the latter, the profit
grinders, war is necessary: you cannot have profit-making
without competition, individual, corporate, and national; but
you may work for a livelihood without competing; you may
combine instead of competing.
I have said war was the life-breath of the profit-makers;
1 Falsely; because the privileged classes have at their back the force of
the Executive by means of which to compel the unprivileged to accept the
terms; if this is "free competition" there is no meaning in words.
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in like manner, combination is the life of the workers. The
working-classes or proletariat cannot even exist as a class
without combination of some sort. The necessity which
forced the profit-grinders to collect their men first into
workshops working by the division of labour, and next into
great factories worked by machinery, and so gradually draw
them into the great towns and centres of civilization, gave
birth to a distinct working-class or proletariat: and this it
was which gave them their mechanical existence, so to say.
But note, that they are indeed combined into social groups
for the production of wares, but only as yet mechanically;
they do not know what they are working at, nor whom they
are working for, because they are combining to produce
wares of which the profit of a master forms an essential part,
instead of goods for their own use: as long as they do this,
and compete with each other for leave to do it, they will be,
and will feel themselves to be, simply a part of those compet
ing firms I have been speaking of; they will be in fact just a
part of the machinery for the production of profit; and so
long as this lasts it will be the aim of the masters or profit
makers to decrease the market value of this human part of
the machinery; that is to say, since they already hold in their
hands the labour of dead men in the form of capital and
machinery, it is their interest, or we will say their necessity,
to pay as little as they can help for the labour of living men
which they have to buy from day to day: and since the work
men they employ have nothing but their labour-power, they
are compelled to underbid one another for employment and
wages, and so enable the capitalist to play his game.
I have said that, as things go, the workers are a part of
the competing firms, an adjunct of capital. Nevertheless, they
are only so by compulsion; and, even without their being
conscious of it, they struggle against that compulsion and its
immediate results, the lowering of their wages, of their stand
ard of life: and this they do, and must do, both as a class and
individually: just as the slave of the great Roman lord,
though he distinctly felt himself to be a part of the house
434

hold, yet collectively was a force in reserve for its destruc
tion, and individually stole from his lord whenever he could
sateiy do so. Ъо, here, you see, is another torm ot war neces
sary to the way we live now, the war oi class against class,
which, when it rises to its height, and it seems to be rising
at present, will aestroy those other forms ot war we have
been speaking ot; will make the position of the pront-makers, ot perpetual commercial war, untenable; will aestroy the
present system of competitive privilege, or commercial war.
Now observe, I said that to the existence of the workers
it was combination, not competition, that was necessary,
while to that of the profit-makers combination was impos
sible, and war necessary. The present position of the workers
is that of the machinery of commerce, or in plainer words its
slaves; when they change that position and become free, the
class of profit-makers must cease to exist; and what will
then be the position of the workers? Even as it is they are
the one necessary part of society, the life-giving part; the
other classes are but hangers-on who live on them. But what
should they be, what will they be, when they, once for all,
come to know their real power, and cease competing with
one another for livelihood? I will tell you: they will be so
ciety, they will be the community. And being society-that is,
there being no class outside them to contend with-they can
then regulate their labour in accordance with their own real
needs.
There is much talk about supply and demand, but the
supply and demand usually meant is an artificial one; it is
under the sway of the gambling market; the demand is
forced, as I hinted above, before it is supplied; nor, as each
producer is working against all the rest, can the producers
hold their hands, till the market is glutted and the workers,
thrown out on the streets, hear that there has been over-pro
duction, amidst which over-plus of unsaleable goods they
go ill-supplied with even necessaries, because the wealth
which they themselves have created is 'ill-distributed,' as we
call it-that is, unjustly taken away from them.
28*
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When the workers are society they will regulate their la
bour, so that the supply and demand shall be genuine, not
gambling; the two will then be commensurate, for it is the
same society which demands that also supplies; there will be
no more artificial famines then, no more poverty amidst
over-production, amidst too great a stock of the very things
which should supply poverty and turn it into well-being. In
short, there will be no waste and therefore no tyranny.
Well, now, what Socialism offers you in place of these
artificial famines, with their so-called over-production, is,
once more, regulation of the markets; supply and demand
commensurate; no gambling, and consequently (once more)
no waste; not overwork and weariness for the worker one
month, and the next no work and terror of starvation, but
steady work and plenty of leisure every month; not cheap
market wares, that is to say, adulterated wares, with scarcely
any good in them, mere scaffold-poles for building up profits;
no labour would be spent on such things as these, which
people would cease to want when they ceased to be slaves.
Not these, but such goods as best fulfilled the real uses of
the consumers would labour be set to make; for, profit being
abolished, people could have what they wanted, instead of
what the profit-grinders at home and abroad forced them -to
take.
For what I want you to understand is this: that in every
civilized country at least there is plenty for all-is, or at any
rate might be. Even with labour so misdirected as it is at
present, an equitable distribution of the wealth we have
would make all people comparatively comfortable; but that
is nothing to the wealth we might have if labour were not
misdirected.
Observe, in the early days of the history of man he was
the slave of his most immediate necessities; Nature was
mighty and he was feeble, and he had to wage constant
war with her for his daily food and such shelter as he could
get. His life was bound down and limited by this constant
struggle; all his morals, laws, religion, are in fact the out
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come and the reflection of this ceaseless toil of earning his
livelihood. Time passed, and little by little, step by step, he
grew stronger, till now after all these ages he has almost
completely conquered Nature, and one would think should
now have leisure to turn his thoughts towards higher things
than procuring to-morrow's dinner. But, alas! his progress
has been broken and halting; and though he has indeed con
quered Nature and has her forces under his control to do
what he will with, he still has himself to conquer, he still has
to think how he will best use those forces which he has
mastered. At present he uses them blindly, foolishly, as one
driven by mere fate. It would almost seem as if some phan
tom of the ceaseless pursuit of food which was once the
master of the savage was still hunting the civilized man; who
toils in a dream, as it were, haunted by mere dim unreal
hopes, borne of vague recollections of the days gone by. Out
of that dream he must wake, and face things as they really
are. The conquest of Nature is complete, may we not say?
and now our business is and has for long been the organization of man, who wields the forces of Nature. Nor till this is
attempted at least shall we ever be free of that terrible phan
tom of fear of starvation which, with its brother devil, desire
of domination, drives us into injustice, cruelty, and dastard
liness of all kinds: to cease to fear our fellows and learn to
depend on them, to do away with competition and build up
co-operation, is our one necessity.
Now, to get closer to details; you probably know that
every man in civilization is worth, so to say, more than his
skin; working, as he must work, socially, he can produce
more than will keep himself alive and in fair condition; and
this has been so for many centuries, from the time, in fact,
when warring tribes began to make their conquered enemies
slaves instead of killing them; and of course his capacity of
producing these extras has gone on increasing faster and
faster, till to-day one man will weave, for instance, as much
cloth in a week as will clothe a whole village for years; and
the real question of civilization has always been what are
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we to do with this extra produce of labour-a question which
the phantom, fear of starvation, and its fellow, desire of dom
ination, has driven men to answer pretty badly always, and
worst of all perhaps in these present days, when the extra
produce has grown with such prodigious speed. The practi
cal answer has always been for man to struggle with his fel
low for private possession of undue shares of these extras,
and all kinds of devices have been employed by those who
found themselves in possession of the power of taking them
from others to keep those whom they had robbed in perpe
tual subjection; and these latter, as I have already hinted,
had no chance of resisting this fleecing as long as they were
few and scattered, and consequently could have little sense of
their common oppression. But now that, owing to the very
pursuit of these undue shares of profit, or extra earnings,
men have become more dependent on each other for pro
duction, and have been driven, as I said before, to com
bine together for that end more completely, the power of
the workers-that is to say, of the robbed or fleeced classhas enormously increased, and it only remains for them to
understand that they have this power. When they, do that
they will be able to give the right answer to the question
what is to be done with the extra products of labour over
and above what will keep the labourer alive to labour:
which answer is, that the worker will have all that he pro
duces, and not be fleeced at all: and remember that he pro
duces collectively, and therefore he will do effectively what
work is required of him according to his capacity, and of the
produce of that work he will have what he needs; because,
you see, he cannot use more than he needs-he can only
waste it.
If this arrangement seems to you preposterously ideal,
as it well may, looking at our present condition, I must
back it up by saying that when men are organized so that
their labour is not wasted, they will be relieved from the
fear of starvation and the desire of domination, and will have
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freedom and leisure to look round and see what they really
do need.
Now something of that I can conceive for my own self,
and I will lay my ideas before you, so that you may com
pare them with your own, asking you always to remember
that the very differences in men's capacities and desires,
after the common need of food and shelter is satisfied, will
make it easier to deal with their desires in a communal
state of things.
What is it that I need, therefore, which my surrounding
circumstances can give me-my dealings with my fellowmensetting aside inevitable accidents which co-operation and
forethought cannot control, if there be such?
Well, first of all I claim good health; and I say that a vast
proportion of people in civilization scarcely even know what
that means. To feel mere life a pleasure; to enjoy the moving
one's limbs and exercising one's bodily powers; to play, as
it were, with sun and wind and rain; to rejoice in satisfying
the due bodily appetites of a human animal without fear of
degradation or sense of wrong-doing: yes, and therewithal to
be well-formed, straight-limbed, strongly knit, expressive of
countenance-to be, in a word, beautiful-that also I claim. If
we cannot have this claim satisfied, we are but poor creatures
after all; and I claim it in the teeth of those terrible doctrines
of asceticism, which, born of the despair of the oppressed
and degraded, have been for so many ages used as instru
ments for the continuance of that oppression and degrada
tion.
And I believe that this claim for a healthy body for all
of us carries with it all other due claims: for who knows
where the seeds of disease which even rich people suffer
from were first sown: from the luxury of an ancestor, per
haps; yet often, I suspect, from his poverty. And for the
poor: a distinguished physicist has said that the poor suffer
always from one disease-hunger; and at least I know this,
that if a man is overworked in any degree he cannot enjoy
the sort of health I am speaking of; nor can he if he is con
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tinually chained to one dull round of mechanical work, with
no hope at the other end of it; nor if he lives in continual
sordid anxiety for his livelihood, nor if he is ill-housed, nor
if he is deprived of all enjoyment of the natural beauty of
the world, nor if he has no amusement to quicken the flow
of his spirits from time to time: all these things, which touch
more or less directly on his bodily condition, are born of
the claim I make to live in good health; indeed, I suspect
that these good conditions must have been in force for
several generations before a population in general will be
really healthy, as I have hinted above; but also I doubt not
that in the course of time they would, joined to other con
ditions, of which more hereafter, gradually breed such a pop
ulation, living in enjoyment of animal life at least, happy
therefore, and beautiful according to the beauty of their
race. On this point I may note that the very variations in
the races of men are caused by the conditions under which
they live, and though in these rougher parts of the world we
lack some of the advantages of climate and surroundings,
yet, if we were working for livelihood and not for profit, we
might easily neutralize many of the disadvantages of our
climate, at least enough to give due scope to the full devel
opment of our race.
Now the next thing I claim is education. And you must not
say that every English child is educated now; that sort of
education will not answer my claim, though I cheerfully
admit it is something: something, and yet after all only class
education. What I claim is liberal education; opportunity,
that is, to have my share of whatever knowledge there is in
the world according to my capacity or bent of mind, histor
ical or scientific, and also to have my share of skill of hand
• which is about in the world, either in the industrial handi
crafts or in the fine arts; picture-painting, sculpture, music,
acting, or the like: I claim to be taught, if I can be taught,
more than one craft to exercise for the benefit of the com
munity. You may think this a large claim, but I am clear* it
is not too large a claim if the community is to have any gain
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out of my special capacities, if we are not all to be beaten
down to a dull level of mediocrity as we are now, all but the
very strongest and toughest of us.
But also I know that this claim for education involves one
for public advantages in the shape of public libraries,
schools, and the like, such as no private person, not even
the richest, could command: but these I claim very con
fidently, being sure that no reasonable community could bear
to be without such helps to a decent life.
Again, the claim for education involves a claim for abun
dant leisure, which once more I make with confidence;
because when once we have shaken off the slavery of profit,
labour would be organized so unwastefully that no heavy
burden would be laid on the individual citizens; every one
of whom as a matter of course would have to pay his toll
of some obviously useful work. At present you must note
that all the amazing machinery which we have invented has
served only to increase the amount of profit-bearing wares;
in other words, to increase the amount of profit pouched by
individuals for their own advantage, part of which profit they
use as capital for the production of more profit, with ever
the same waste attached to it; and part as private riches or
means for luxurious living, which again is sheer waste-is
in fact to be looked on as a kind of bonfire on which rich
men bum up the product of the labour they have fleeced
from the workers beyond what they themselves can use. So
I say that, in spite of our inventions, no worker works under
the present system an hour the less on account of those
labour-saving machines, so-called. But under a happier state
of things they would be used simply for saving labour, with
the result of a vast amount of leisure gained for the com
munity to be added to that gained by the avoidance of the
waste of useless luxury, and the abolition of the service of
commercial war.
And I may say that as to that leisure, as I should in no
case do any harm to any one with it, so I should often do
some direct good to the community with it, by practising
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arts or occupations for my hands or brain which would give
pleasure to many of the citizens; in other words, a great
deal of the best work done would be done in the leisure
time of men relieved from any anxiety as to their livelihood,
and eager to exercise their special talent, as all men, nay,
all animals are.
Now, again this leisure would enable me to please myself
and expand my mind by travelling if I had a mind to it;
because, say, for instance, that I were a shoemaker; if due
social order were established, it by no means follows that
I should alwavs be obliaed to make shoes in one nlace; a
due amount of easily conceivable arrangement would enable
me to make shoes in Rome, say, for three months, and to
come back with new ideas of building, gathered from the
sight of the works of past ages, amongst other things which
would perhaps be of service in London.
But now, in order that my leisure might not degenerate
into idleness and aimlessness, I must set up a claim for due
work to do. Nothing to my mind is more important than this
demand, and I must ask your leave to say something about
it. I have mentioned that I should probably use my leisure
for doing a good deal of what is now called work; but it
is clear that if I am a member of a Socialist Community I
must do my due share of rougher work than this-my due
share of what my capacity enables me to do, that is; no
fitting of me to a Procrustean bed,* but even that share of
work necessary to the existence of the simplest social life
must, in the first place, whatever else it is, be reasonable
work; that is, it must be such work as a good citizen can see
the necessity for; as a member of the community, I must
have agreed to do it.
To take two strong instances of the contrary, I won't sub
mit to be dressed up in red* and marched off to shoot at my
French or German or Arab friend in a quarrel that I don't
understand; I will rebel sooner than do that.
Nor will I submit to waste my time and energies in making
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some trifling toy which I know only a fool can desire; I will
rebel sooner than do that'.
However, you may be sure that in a state of social order
I shall have no need to rebel against any such pieces of
unreason; only I am forced to speak from the way we live
to the way we might live.
Again, if the necessary reasonable work be of a mechani
cal kind, I must be helped to do it by a machine, not to
cheapen my labour, but so that as little time as possible may
be spent upon it, and that I may be able to think of other
things while I am tending the machine. And if the work be
specially rough or exhausting, you will, I am sure, agree with
me in saying that I must take turns in doing it with other
people; I mean I mustn't, for instance, be expected to spend
my working hours always at the bottom of a coal-pit. I think
such work as that ought to be largely volunteer work, and
done, as I say, in spells. And what I say of very rough work
I say also of nasty work. On the other hand, I should think
very little of the manhood of a stout and healthy man who
did not feel a pleasure in doing rough work; always supoosing him to work under the conditions I have been speaking
of-namely, feeling that it was useful (and consequently
honoured), and that it was not continuous or hopeless, and
that he was really doing it of his own free will.
The last claim I make for my work is that the places I
worked in, factories or workshops, should be pleasant, just
as the fields where our most necessary work is done are
pleasant. Believe me there is nothing in the world to prevent
this being done, save the necessity of making profits on all
wares; in other words, the wares are cheapened at the ex
pense of people being forced to work in crowded, unwhole
some, squalid, noisy dens: that is to say, they are cheapened
at the expense of the workman's life.
Well, so much for* my claims as to my necessary work, my
tribute to the community. I believe people would find, as
they advanced in their capacity for carrying on social order,
that life so lived was much less expensive than we now can
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have any idea of, and that, after a little, people would rather
be anxious to seek work than to avoid it; that our working
hours would rather be merry parties of men and maids,
young men and old enjoying themselves over their work,
than the grumpy weariness it mostly is now. Then would
come the time for the new birth of art, so much talked of,
so long deferred; people could not help showing their mirth
and pleasure in their work, and would be always wishing to
express it in a tangible and more or less enduring form, and
the workshop would once more be a school of art, whose in
fluence no one could escape from.
And, again, that word art leads me to my last claim,
which is that the material surroundings of my life should
be pleasant, generous, and beautiful; that I know is a large
claim, but this I will say about it, that if it cannot be satis
fied, if every civilized community cannot provide such sur
roundings for all its members, I do not want the world to
go on; it is a mere misery that man has ever existed. I do not
think it possible under the present circumstances to speak
too strongly on this point. I feel sure that the time will come
when people will find it difficult to believe that a rich com
munity such as ours, having such command over external
Nature, could have submitted to live such a mean, shabby,
dirty life as we do.
And once for all, there is nothing in our circumstances
save the hunting of profit that drives us into it. It is profit
which draws men into enormous unmanageable aggrega
tions called towns, for instance; profit which crowds them
up when they are there into quarters without gardens or
open spaces; profit which won't take the most ordinary pre
cautions against wrapping a whole district in a cloud of
sulphurous smoke; which turns beautiful rivers into filthy
sewers; which condemns all but the rich to live in houses
idiotically cramped and confined at the best, and at the worst
in houses for whose wretchedness there is no name.
I say it is almost incredible that we should bear such crass
stupidity as this; nor should we if we could help it. We shall
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not bear it when the workers get out of their heads that they
are but an appendage to profit-grinding, that the more pro
fits that are made the more employment at high wages there
will be for them, and that therefore all the increditable filth,
disorder, and degradation of modern civilization are signs of
their prosperity. So far from that, they are signs of their
slavery. When they are no longer slaves they will claim as a
matter of course that every man and every family should be
generously lodged; that every child should be able to play
in a garden close to the place his parents live in; that the
houses should by their obvious decency and order be orna
ments to Nature, not disfigurements of it; for the decency
and order above-mentioned when carried to the due pitch
would most assuredly lead to beauty in building. All this, of
course, would mean the people-that is, all society-duly or
ganised, having in its own hands the means of production,
to be owned by no individual, but used by all as occasion
called for its use, and can only be done on those terms; on
any other terms people will be driven to accumulate private
wealth for themselves, and thus, as we have seen, to waste
the goods of the community and perpetuate the division into
classes, which means continual war and waste.
As to what extent it may be necessary or desirable for
people under social order to live in common, we may differ
pretty much according to our tendencies towards social life.
For my part I can't see why we should think it a hardship to
eat with the people we work with; I am sure that as to many
things, such as valuable books, pictures, and splendour of
surroundings, we shall find it better to club our means to
gether; and I must say that often when I have been sickened
by the stupidity of the mean idiotic rabbit warrens that rich
men build for themselves in Bayswater* and elsewhere, I con
sole myself with visions of the noble communal hall of the
future, unsparing of materials, generous in worthy ornament,
alive with the noblest thoughts of our time, and the past, em
bodied in the best art which a free and manly people could
produce; such an abode of man as no private enterprise could
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come anywhere near for beauty and fitness, because only col
lective thought and collective life could cherish the aspira
tions which would give birth to its beauty, or have the skill
and leisure to carry them out. I for my part should think it
much the reverse of a hardship if I had to read my books
and meet my friends in such a place; nor do I think I am
better off to live in a vulgar stuccoed house crowded with
upholstery that I despise, in all respects degrading to the
mind and enervating to the body to live in, simply because
I call it my own, or my house.
It is not an original remark, but I make it here, that my
home is where I meet people with whom I sympathise, whom
I love.
Well, that is my opinion as a middle-class man. Whether
a working-class man would think his family possession of
his wretched little room better than his share of the palace
of which I have spoken, I must leave to his opinion, and to
the imaginations of the middle class, who perhaps may
sometimes conceive the fact that the said worker is cramped
for space and comfort-say on washing-day.
Before I leave this matter of the surroundings of life, I wish
to meet a possible objection. I have spoken of machinery
being used freely for releasing people from the more mechan
ical and repulsive part of necessary labour; and I know
that to some cultivated people, people of the artistic turn of
mind, machinery is particularly distasteful, and they will be
apt to say you will never get your surroundings pleasant so
long as you are surrounded by machinery. I don't quite
admit that; it is the allowing, machines to be our masters and
not our servants that so injures the beauty of life nowadays.
In other words, it is the token of the terrible crime we have
fallen into of using our control of the powers of Nature for
the purpose of enslaving people, we care less meantime of
how much happiness we rob their lives of.
Yet for the consolation of the artists I will say that I
believe indeed that a state of social order would probably
lead at first to a great development of machinery for really
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useful purposes, because people will still be anxious about
getting through the work necessary to holding society
together; but that after a while they will find that there is
not so much work to do as they expected, and that then
they will have leisure to reconsider the whole subject; and
if it seems to them that a certain industry would be carried
on more pleasantly as regards the worker, and more effectu
ally as regards the goods, by using hand-work rather than
machinery, they will certainly get rid of their machinery,
because it will be possible for them to do so. It isn't possible
now; we are not at liberty to do so; we are slaves to the
monsters which we have created. And I have a kind of hope
that the very elaboration of machinery in a society whose
purpose is not the multiplication of labour, as it now is, but
the carrying on of a pleasant life, as it would be under social
order-that the elaboration of machinery, I say, will lead to
the simplification of life, and so once more to the limitation
of machinery.
.
Well, I will now let my claims for decent life stand as I
have made them. To sum them up in brief, they are: First,
a healthy body; second, an active mind in sympathy with
the past, the present, and the future; thirdly, occupation fit
for a healthy body and an active mind; and fourthly, a beau
tiful world to live in.
These are the conditions of life which the refined man of
all ages has set before him as the thing above all others to
be attained. Too often he has been so foiled in their pur
suit that he has turned longing eyes backward to the days
before civilization, when man's sole business was getting
himself food from day to day, and hope was dormant in him,
or at least could not be expressed by him.
Indeed, if civilization (as many think) forbids the realiza
tion of the hope to attain such conditions of life, then civili
zation forbids mankind to be happy; and if that be the case,
then let us stifle all aspirations towards progress-nay, all
feelings of mutual good-will and affection between men-and
snatch each one of us what we can from the heap of wealth
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that fools create for rogues to grow fat on; or better still,
let us as speedily as possible find some means of dying like
men, since we are forbidden to live like men.
Rather, however, take courage, and believe that we of this
age, in spite of all its torment and disorder, have been bom
to a wonderful heritage fashioned of the work of those that
have gone before us; and that the day of the organization of
man is dawning. It is not we who can build up the new so
cial order; the past ages have done the most of that work for
us; but we can clear our eyes to the signs of the times, and
we shall then see that the attainment of a good condition of
life is being made possible for us, and that it is now our
business to stretch out our hands to take it.
And how? Chiefly, I think, by educating people to a sense
of their real capacities as men, so that they may be able to
use to their own good the political power which is rapidly
being thrust upon them; to get them to see that the old sys
tem of organizing labour for individual profit is becoming
unmanageable, and that the whole people have now got to
choose between the confusion resulting from the break up of
that system and the determination to take in hand the labour
now organized for profit, and use its organization for the
livelihood of the community: to get people to see that indi
vidual profit-makers are not a necessity for labour but an
obstruction to it, and that not only or chiefly because they
are the perpetual pensioners of labour, as they are, but rather
because of the waste which their existence as a class neces
sitates. All this we have to teach people, when we have taught
ourselves; and I admit that the work is long and burden
some; as I began by saying, people have been made so timor
ous of change by the terror of starvation that even the unluckiest of them are stolid and hard to move. Hard as the
work is, however, its reward is not doubtful. The mere fact
that a body of men, however small, are banded together as
Socialist missionaries shows that the change is going on. As
the working-classes, the real organic part of society, take in
these ideas, hope will arise in them, and they will claim
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changes in society, many of which doubtless will not tend
directly towards their emancipation, becausd they will be
claimed without due knowledge of the one thing necessary to
claim, equality of condition; but which indirectly will help
to break up our rotten sham society, while that claim for
equality of condition will be made constantly and with grow
ing loudness till it must be listened to, and then at last it will
only be a step over the border, and the civilised world will
be socialised; and, looking back on what has been, we shall
be astonished to think of how long we submitted to live as we
live now.

29—2618

USEFUL WORK VERSUS
USELESS TOIL*

The above title may strike some of my readers as strange.
It is assumed by most people nowadays that all work is use
ful, and by most well-to-do people that all work is desirable.
Most people, well-to-do or not, believe that, even when a
man is do'ing work which appears to be useless, he is earning
his livelihood by it-he is "employed," as the phrase goes; and
most of those who are well-to-do cheer on the happy worker
with congratulations and praises, if he is only "industrious"
enough and deprives himself of all pleasure and holidays in
the sacred cause of labour. In short, it has become an article
of the creed of modem morality that all labour is good in itself-a convenient belief to those who live on the labour of
others. But as to those on whom they live, I recommend them
not to take it on trust, but to look into the matter a little
deeper.
Let us grant, first, that the race of man must either labour
or perish. Nature does not give us our livelihood gratis; we
must win it by toil of some sort or degree. Let us see, then,
if she does not give us some compensation for this compul
sion to labour, since certainly in other matters she takes care
to make the acts necessary to the continuance of life in the
individual and the race net only endurable, but even pleas
urable.
You may be sure that she does so, that it is of the nature
of man, when he is not diseased, to take pleasure in his
work under certain conditions. And, yet, we must say in the
teeth of the hypocritical praise of all labour, whatsoever it
may be, of which I have made mention, that there is some
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labour which is so far from being a blessing that it is a curse;
that it would be better for the community and for the worker
if the latter were to fold his hands and refuse to work, and
either die or let us pack him off to the workhouse or prison
-which you will.
Here, you see, are two kinds of work-one good, the other
bad; one not far removed from a blessing, a lightening of
life; the other a mere curse, a burden to life.
What is the difference between them, then? This: one has
hope in it, the other has not. It is manly to do the one kind of
work, and manly also to refuse to do the other.
What is the nature of the hope which, when it is present
in work, makes it worth doing?
It is threefold, I think-hope of rest, hope of product,
hope of pleasure in the work itself; and hope of these also in
some abundance and of good quality; rest enough and good
enough to be worth having; product worth having by one
who is neither a fool nor an ascetic; pleasure enough for all
for us to be conscious of it while we are at work; not a mere
habit, the loss of which we shall feel as a fidgety man feels
the loss of the bit of string he fidgets with.
I have put the hope of rest first because it is the simplest
and most natural part of our hope. Whatever pleasure there
is in some work, there is certainly some pain in all work, the
beast-like pain of stirring up our slumbering energies to ac
tion, the beast-like dread of change when things are pretty
well with us; and the compensation for this animal pain in
animal rest. We must feel while we are working that the time
will come when we shall not have to work. Also the rest,
when it comes, must be long enough to allow us to enjoy it;
it must be longer than is merely necessary for us to recover
the strength we have expended in working, and it must be
animal rest also in this, that it must not be disturbed by anx
iety, else we shall not be able to enjoy it. If we have this
amount and kind of rest we shall, so far, be no worse off than
the beasts.
As to the hope of product, I have said that Nature com29*
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pels us to work for that, ft remains for us to look to it that
we do really produce something, and not nothing, or at least
nothing that we want or are allowed to use. If we look to
this and use our wills we shall, so far, be better than
machines.
The hope of pleasure in the work itself: how strange that
hope must seem to some of my readers-to most of them! Yet
I think that to all living things there is a pleasure in the
exercise of their energies, and that even beasts rejoice in
being lithe and swift and strong. But a man at work, making
something which he feels will exist because he is working at
it and wills it, is exercising the energies of his mind and
soul as well as of his body. Memory and imagination help
him as he works. Not only his own thoughts, but the
thoughts of the men of past ages guide his hands; and, as a
part of the human race, he creates. If we work thus we shall
be men, and our days will be happy and eventful.
Thus worthy work carries with it the hope of pleasure in
rest, the hope of the pleasure in our using what it makes,
and the hope of pleasure in our daily creative skill.
All other work but this is worthless; it is slaves' workmere toiling to live, that we may live to toil.
Therefore, since we have, as it were, a pair of scales in
which to weigh the work now done in the world, let us use
them. Let us estimate the worthiness of the Work we, do,
after so many thousand years of toil, so many promises of
hope deferred, such bcundless exultation over the progress of
civilization and the gain of liberty.
Now, the first thing as to the work done in civilization
and the easiest to notice is that it is portioned out very un
equally amongst the different classes of society. First, there
are people-not a few-who do no work, and make no pre
tence of doing any. Next, there are people, and very many of
them, who work fairly hard, though with abundant easements
and holidays, claimed and allowed; and lastly, there are
people who work so hard that they may be said to do
nothing else than work, and are accordingly called 'the
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working classes/ as distinguished from the middle classes
and the rich, or aristocracy, whom I have mentioned above.
It is clear that this inequality presses heavily upon the
"working" class, and must visibly tend to destroy their hope
of rest at least, and so, in that particular, make them worse
off than mere beasts of the field; but that is not the sum and
end of our folly of turning useful work into useless toil, but
only the beginning of it.
For first, as to the class of rich people doing no work, we
all know that they consume a great deal while they produce
nothing. Therefore, clearly, they have to be kept at the
expense of those who do work, just as paupers have, and
are a mere burden on the community. In these days there
are many who have learned to see this, though they can
see no further into the evils of our present system, and
have formed no idea of any scheme for getting rid of this
burden; though perhaps they have a vague hope that
changes in the system of voting for members of the House of
Commons, may, as if by magic, tend in that direction.
With such hopes or superstitions we need not trouble our
selves. Moreover, this class, the aristocracy, once thought
most necessary to the State, is scant of numbers, and has
now no power of its own, but depends on the support of the
class next below it-the middle class. In fact, it is really
composed either of the most successful men of that class,
or of their immediate descendants.
As to the middle class, including the trading, manufac
turing, and professional people of our society, they do, as a
rule, seem to work quite hard enough, and so at first sight
might be thought to help the community, and not burden
it. But by far the greater part of them, though they work,
do not produce, and even when they do produce, as in the
case of those engaged (wastefully indeed) in the distribution
of goods, or doctors, or (genuine) artists and literary men,
they consume out of all proportion to their due share. The
commercial and manufacturing part of them, the most
powerful part, spend their lives and energies in fighting
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amongst themselves for their respective shares of the wealth
which they force the genuine workers to provide for them;
the others are almost wholly the hangers-on of these; they
do not work for the public, but a privileged class: they are
the parasites of property, sometimes, as in the case of
lawyers, undisguisedly so; sometimes, as the doctors and
others above mentioned, professing to be useful, but too
often of no use save as supporters of the system of folly,
fraud, and tyranny of which they form a part. And all
these we must remember have, as a rule, one aim in view;
not the production of utilities, but the gaining of a position
either for themselves or their children in which they will
not have to work at all. It is their ambition and the end
of their whole lives to gain, if not for themselves yet at least
for their children, the proud position of being obvious
burdens on the community. For their work itself, in spite
of the sham dignity with which they surround it, they care
nothing: save a few enthusiasts, men of science, art or letters,
who, if they are not the salt of the earth,* are at least (and
oh, the pity of it!) the salt of the miserable system of which
they are the slaves, which hinders and thwarts them at
every turn, and even sometimes corrupts them.
Here then is another class, this time very numerous and
all-powerful, which produces very little and consumes enor
mously, and is therefore in the main supported, as paupers
are, by the real producers. The class that remains to be con
sidered produces all that is produced, and supports both
itself and the other classes, though it is placed in a position
of inferiority to them; real inferiority, mind you, involving a
degradation both of mind and body. But it is a necessary con
sequence of this tyranny and folly that again many of these
workers are not producers. A vast number of them once
more are merely parasites of property, some of them openly
so, as the soldiers by land and sea who are kept on foot for
the perpetuating of national rivalries and enmities, and for
the purposes of the national struggle for the share of the pro
duct of unpaid labour. But besides this obvious burden on
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the producers and the scarcely less obvious one of domestic
servants, there is first the army of clerks, shop-assistants, and
so forth, who are engaged, in the service of the private war
for wealth, which, as above said, is the real occupation of the
well-to-do middle class. This is a larger body of workers than
might be supposed, for it includes amongst others all those
engaged in what I should call competitive salesmanship, or,
to use a less dignified word, the puffery of wares, which has
now got to such a pitch that there are many things which cost
far more to sell than they do to make.
Next there is the mass of people employed in making all
those articles of folly and luxury, the demand for which is
the outcome of the existence of the rich non-producing class
es; things which people leading a manly and uncorrupted
life would not ask for or dream of. These things, whoever
may gainsay me, I will for ever refuse to call wealth: they
are not wealth, but waste. Wealth is what Nature gives us
and what a reasonable man can make out of the gifts of
Nature for his reasonable use. The sunlight, the fresh air,
the unspoiled face of the earth, food, raiment and housing
necessary and decent; the storing up of knowledge of all
kinds, and the power of disseminating it; means of free com
munication between man and man; works of art, the beauty
which man creates when he is most a man, most aspiring and
thoughtful-all things which serve the pleasure of people,
free, manly and uncorrupted. This is wealth. Nor can I think
of anything worth having which does not come under one or
other of these heads. But think, I beseech you, of the product
of England, the workshop of the world, and will you not be
bewildered, as I am, at the thought of the mass of things
which no sane man could desire, but which our useless toil
makes-and sells?
Now, further, there is even a sadder industry yet, which
is forced on many, very many, of our workers-the making
of wares which are necessary to them and their brethren,
because they are an inferior class. For if many men live
without producing, nay, must live lives so empty and foolish
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that they force a great part of the workers to produce wares
which no one needs, not even the rich, it follows that most
men must be poor; and, living as they do on wages from those
whom they support, cannot get for their use the goods which
men naturally desire, but must put up with miserable make
shifts for them, with coarse food that does not nourish, with
rotten raiment which does not shelter, with wretched houses
which may well make a town-dweller in civilization look
back with regret to the tent of the nomad tribe, or the cave
of the pre-historic savage. Nay, the workers must even hmd a
hand to the great industrial invention of the age-adultera
tion, and by its help produce for their own use shams and
mockeries of the luxury of the rich; for the wage-earners
must always live as the wage-payers bid them, and their very
habits of life are forced on them by their masters.
But it is waste of time to try to express in words due con
tempt of the productions of the much-praised cheapness of
our epoch. It must be enough to say that this cheapness is
necessary to the system of exploiting on which modem
manufacture rests. In other words, our society includes a
great mass of slaves, who must be fed, clothed, housed and
amused as slaves, and that their daily necessity compels them
to make the slave-wares whose use is the perpetuation of
their slavery.
To sum up, then, concerning the manner of work in civi
lized States, these States are composed of three classes-a
class which does not even pretend to work, a class which
pretends to work but which produces nothing, and a class
which works, but is compelled by the other two classes to
do work which is often unproductive.
Civilization therefore wastes its own resources, and will do
so as long as the present system lasts. These are cold words
with which to describe the tyranny under which we suffer;
try then to consider what they mean.
There is a certain amount of natural material and of natu
ral forces in the world, and a certain amount of labour-power
inherent in the persons of the men that inhabit it. Men urged
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by their necessities and desires have laboured for many thou
sands of years at the task of subjugating the forces of Nature
and of making the natural material useful to them. To our
eyes, since w? cannot see into the future, that struggle with
Nature seems nearly over, and the victory of the human race
over her nearly complete. And, looking backwards to the
time when history first began, we note that the progress of
that victory has been far swifter and more startling within
the last two hundred years than ever before. Surely, there
fore, we moderns ought to be in all ways vastly better off
than any who have gone before us. Surely we ought, one and
all of us, to be wealthy, to be well furnished with the good
things which our victory over Nature has won for us.
But what is the real fact? Who will dare to deny that the
great mass of civilized men are poor? So poor are they that
it is mere childishness troubling ourselves to discuss whether
perhaps they are in some ways a little better off than their
forefathers. They are poor; nor can their poverty be measured
by the poverty of a resourceless savage, for he knows of
nothing else than his poverty; that he should be cold, hungry,
houseless, dirty, ignorant, all that is to him as natural as that
he should have a skin. But for us, for the most of us, civili
zation has bred desires which she forbids us to satisfy, and
so is not merely a niggard but a torturer also.
Thus then have the fruits of our victory over Nature been
stolen from us, thus has compulsion by Nature to labour in
hope of rest, gain, and pleasure been turned into compulsion
by man to labour in hope-of living to labour!
What shall we do then, can we mend it?
Well, remember once more that it is not our remote an
cestors who achieved the victory over Nature, but our fath
ers, nay, our very selves. For us to sit hopeless and helpless
then would be a strange folly indeed: be sure that we can
amend it. What, then, is the first thing to be done?
We have seen that modern society is divided into two
classes, one of which is privileged to be kept by the labour
of the other-that is, it forces the other to work for it and
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takes from this inferior class everything that it can take
from it, and uses the wealth so taken to keep its own mem
bers in a superior position, to make them beings of a higher
order than the others: longer lived, more beautiful, more
honoured, more refined than those of the other class. I do
not say that it troubles itself about its members being posi
tively long lived, beautiful or refined, but merely insists that
they shall be so relatively to the inferior class. As also it
cannot use the labour-power of the inferior class fairly in
producing real wealth, it wastes it wholesale in the produc
tion of rubbish.
It is this robbery and waste on the part of the minority
which keeps the majority poor; if it could be shown that it
is necessary for the preservation of society that this should
be submitted to, little more could be said on the matter,
save that the despair of the oppressed majority would prob
ably at some time or other destroy Society, But it has been
shown, on the contrary, even by such incomplete experi
ments, for instance, as Co-operation (so called), that the exist
ence of a privileged class is by no means necessary for the
production of wealth, but rather for the 'government" of the
producers of wealth, or, in other words, for the upholding of
privilege.
The first step to be taken then is to abolish a class of men
privileged to shirk their duties as men, thus forcing others
to do the work which they refuse to do. All must work
according to their ability, and so produce what they consume-that is, each man should work as well as he can for
his own livelihood, and his livelihood should be assured to
him; that is to say, all the advantages which society would
provide for each and all of its members.
Thus, at last, would true Society be founded. It would
rest on equality of condition. No man would be tormented
for the benefit of another-nay, no one man would be tor
mented for the benefit of Society. Nor, indeed, can that order
be called Society which is not upheld for the benefit of every
pne of its members.
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But since men live now, badly as they live, when so many
people do not produce at all, and when so much work is
wasted, it is clear that, under conditions where all produced
and no work was wasted, not only would every one work
with the certain hope of gaining a due share of wealth by
his work, but also he could not miss his due share of rest.
Here, then, are two out of the three kinds of hope men
tioned above as an essential part of worthy work assured to
the worker. When class robbery is abolished, every man will
reap the fruits of his labour, every man will have due rest
leisure, that is. Some Socialists might say we need not go any
further than this; it is enough that the worker should get the
full produce of his work, and that his rest should be abun
dant. But though the compulsion of man's tyranny is thus
abolished, I yet demand compensation for the compulsion of
Nature's necessity. As long as the work is repulsive it will
still be a burden which must be taken up daily, and even so
would mar our life, even though the hours of labour were
short. What we want to do is to add to our wealth without
diminishing our pleasure. Nature will not be finally con
quered till our work becomes, a part of the pleasure of our
lives.
That first step of freeing people from the compulsion to
labour needlessly will at least put us on the way towards
this happy end; for we shall then have time and opportuni
ties for bringing it about. As things are now, between the
waste of labour-power in mere idleness and its waste in un
productive work, it is clear that the world of civilization is
supported by a small part of its people; when all were
working usefully for its support, the share of work which
each would have to do would be but small, if our standard
of life were about on the footing of what well-to-do and
refined people now think desirable. We shall have labour
power to spare, and shall in short, be as wealthy as we
please. It will be easy to live. If we were to wake up some
morning now, under our present system, and find it "easy
to live,' that system would force us to set to work at ones
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and make it hard to live; we should call that "developing
our resources," or some such fine name. The multiplica
tion of labour has become a necessity for us, and as long as
that goes on no ingenuity in the invention of machines will
be of any real use to us. Each new machine will cause a
certain amount of misery among the workers whose special
industry it may disturb; so many of them will be reduced
from skilled to unskilled workmen, and then gradually mat
ters will slip into their due grooves, and all will work appar
ently smoothly again; and if it were not that all this is pre
paring revolution, things would be, for the greater part of
men, just as they were before the new wonderful invention.
But when revolution has made it "easy to live," when all
are working harmoniously together and there is. no one to
rob the worker of his time, that is to say, his life; in those
coming days there will be no compulsion on us to go on
producing things we do not want, no compulsion on us to
labour for nothing; we shall be able calmly and thought
fully to consider what we shall do with our wealth of labour
power. Now, for my part, I think the first use we ought to
make of that wealth, of that freedom, should be to make all
our labour, even the commonest and most necessary, pleas
ant to everybody; for thinking over the matter carefully I can
see that the one course which will certainly make life happy
in the face of all accidents and troubles is to take a pleasurable
interest in all the details of life. And lest perchance you think
that an assertion too universally accepted to be worth mak
ing, let me remind you how entirely modern civilization for
bids it; with what sordid, and even terrible, details it sur
rounds the life of the poor, what a mechanical and empty life
she forces on the rich; and how rare a holiday it is for any of
us to feel ourselves a part of Nature, and unhurriedly,
thoughtfully, and happily to note the course of our lives
amidst all the little links of events which connect them with
the lives of others, and build up the great whole of humanity.
But such, a holiday our whole lives might be, if we were
resolute to make all our labour reasonable and pleasant.
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But we must be resolute indeed; for no half measures will
help us here. It has been said already that our present joy
less labour, and our lives scared and anxious as the life of a
hunted beast, are forced upon us by the present system of
producing for the profit of the privileged classes. It is neces
sary to state what this means. Under the present system of
wages and capital the "manufacturer" (most absurdly so
called, since a manufacturer means a person who makes with
his hands) having a monopoly of the means whereby the
power to labour inherent in every man's body can be used
for production, is the master of those who are not so privi
leged; he, and he alone, is able to make use of this labour
power, which, on the other hand, is the only commodity by
means of which his "capital," that is to say, the accumulated
product of past labour, can be made productive to him. He
therefore buys the labour-power of those who are bare of cap
ital and can only live by selling it to him; his purpose in
this transaction is to increase his capital, to make it breed. It
is clear that if he paid those with whom he makes his bargain
the full value of their labour, that is to say, all that they pro
duced, he would fail in his purpose. But since he is the mo
nopolist of the means of productive labour, he can compel
them to make a bargain better for him and worse for them
than that; which bargain is that after they have earned their
livelihood, estimated according to a standard high enough to
ensure their peaceable submission to his mastership, the rest
(and by far the larger part as a matter of fact) of what they
produce shall belong to him, shall be his property to do as
he likes with, to use or abuse at his pleasure; which property
is, as we all know, jealously guarded by army and navy, po
lice and prison; in short, by that huge mass of physical force
which superstition, habit, fear of death by starvation-Ignor
ance, in one word, among the propertyless masses enables
the propertied classes to use for the subjection of-their
slaves.
Now, at other times, other evils resulting from this system
may be put forward. What I want to point out now is the
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impossibility of our attaining to attractive labour under this
system, and to repeat that it is this robbery (there is no
other word for it) which wastes the available labour-power
of the civilized world, forcing many men to do nothing,
and many, very many more to do nothing useful; and forc
ing those who carry on really useful labour to most burden
some over-work. For understand once for all that the
'manufacturer" aims primarily at producing, by means of the
labour he has stolen from others, not goods but profits, that
is, the "wealth" that is produced over and above the livelihood
of his workmen, and the wear and tear of his machinery.
Whether that "wealth" is real or sham matters nothing to
him. If it sells and yields him a "profit" it is all right. I have
said that, owing to there being rich people who have more
money than they can spend, reasonably, and who therefore
buy sham wealth, there is waste on that side; and also that,
owing to there being poor people who cannot afford to buy
things which are worth making, there is waste on that side.
So that the "demand" which the capitalist "supplies" is a false
demand. The market in which he sells is "rigged" by the mis
erable inequalities produced by the robbery of the system of
Capital and Wages.
It is this system, therefore, which we must be resolute in
getting rid of, if we are to attain to happy and useful work
for all. The first step towards making labour attractive is to
get the means of making labour fruitful, the Capital, includ
ing the land, machinery, factories, etc., into the hands of the
community, to be used for the good of all alike, so that we
might all work at "supplying" the real "demands" of each and
all-that is to say, work for livelihood, instead of working to
supply the demand of the profit market-instead of working
for profit-i.e., the power of compelling other men to work
against their will.
When this first step has been taken and men begin to
understand that Nature wills all men either to work or starve,
and when they are no longer such fools as to allow some the
alternative of stealing, when this happy day is come, we shall
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then be relieved from the tax of waste, and consequently
shall find that we have, as aforesaid, a mass of labour-power
available, which will enable us to live as we please within
reasonable limits. We shall no longer be hurried and driven
by the fear of starvation, which at present presses no less on
the greater part of men in civilized communities than it does
on mere savages. The first and most obvious necessities will
be so easily provided for in a community in which there is
no waste of labour, that we shall have time to look round and
consider what we really do want, that can be obtained with
out over-taxing our energies; for the often-expressed fear of
mere idleness falling upon us when the force supplied by the
present hierarchy of compulsion is withdrawn, is a fear which
is but generated by the burden of excessive and repulsive
labour, which we most of us have to bear at present.
I say once more that, in my belief, the first thing which
we shall think so necessary as to be worth sacrificing some
idle time for, will be the attractiveness of labour. No very
heavy sacrifice will be required for attaining this object, but
some will be required. For we may hope that men who have
just waded through a period of strife and revolution will be
the last to put up long with a life of mere utilitarianism,
though Socialists are sometimes accused by ignorant persons
of aiming at such a life. On the other hand, the ornamental
part of modern life is already rotten to the core, and must be
utterly swept away before the new order of things is realized.
There is nothing of it-there is nothing which could come of
it that could satisfy the aspirations of men set free from the
tyranny of commercialism.
We must begin to build up the ornamental part of lifeits pleasures, bodily and mental, scientific and artistic, social
and individual-on the basis of work undertaken willingly
and cheerfully, with the consciousness of benefiting our
selves and our neighbours by it. Such absolutely necessary
work as we should have to do would in the first place take up
but a small part of each day, and so far would not be burden
some; but it would be a task of daily recurrence, and there463

fore would spoil our day's pleasure unless it were made at
least endurable while it lasted. In other words, all labour,
even the commonest, must be made attractive.
How can this be done?-is the question the answer to which
will take up the rest of this paper. In giving some hints on
this question, I know that, while all Socialists will agree with
many of the suggestions made, some of them may seem to
some strange and venturesome. These must be considered as
being given without any intention of dogmatizing, and as
merely expressing my own personal opinion.
From all that has been said already it follows that labour,
to be attractive, must be directed towards some obviously
useful end, unless in cases where it is undertaken volun
tarily by each individual as a pastime. This element of ob
vious usefulness is all the more to be counted on in sweeten
ing tasks otherwise irksome, since social morality, the res
ponsibility of man towards the life of man, will, in the new
order of things, take the place of theological morality, or the
responsibility of man to some abstract idea. Next, the day's
work will be short. This need not be insisted on. It is clear
that with work unwasted it can be short. It is clear also that
much work which is now a torment, would be easily endur
able if it were much shortened.
Variety of work is the next point, and a most important
one. To compel a man to do day after day the same task,
without any hope of escape or change, means nothing short
of turning his life into a prison-torment. Nothing but the
tyranny of profit-grinding makes this necessary. A man might
easily learn and practise at least three crafts, varying seden
tary occupation with outdoor-occupation calling for the exer
cise of strong bodily energy for work in which the mind had
more to do. There are few men, for instance, who would not
wish to spend part of their lives in the most necessary and
pleasantest of all work-cultivating the earth. One thing
which will make this variety of employment possible will be
the form that education will take in a socially ordered com
munity. At present all education is directed towards the end
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of fitting people to take their places in the hierarchy of commerce-these as masters, those as workmen. The education of
the masters is more ornamental than that of the workmen, but
it is commercial still; and even at'the ancient universities learn
ing is but little regarded, unless it can in the long run be
made to pay. Due education is a totally different thing from
this, and concerns itself in finding out what different people
are fit for, and helping them along the road which they are
inclined to take. In a duly ordered society, therefore, young
people would be taught such handicrafts as they had a turn
for as a part of their education, the discipline of their minds
and bodies; and adults would also have opportunities of
learning in the same schools, for the development of individ
ual capacities would be of all things chiefly aimed at by
education, instead, as now, the subordination of all capacities
to the great end of "money-making" for oneself-or one's
master. The amount of talent, and even genius, which the
present system crushes, and which would be drawn out by
such a system, would make our daily work easy and inter
esting.
Under this head of variety I will note one product of in
dustry which has suffered so much from commercialism that
it can scarcely be said to exist, and is, indeed, so foreign
from our epoch that I fear there are some who will find it
difficult to understand what I have to say on the subject,
which I nevertheless must say, since it is really a most im
portant one. I mean that side of art which is, or ought to be,
done by the ordinary workman while he is about his ordinary
work, and which has got to be called, very properly. Popu
lar Art. This art, I repeat, no longer exists now, having been
killed by commercialism. But from the beginning of man's
contest with Nature till the rise of the present capitalistic
system, it was alive, and generally flourished. While it lasted,
everything that was made by man was adorned by man, just
as everything made by Nature is adorned by her. The crafts
man, as he fashioned the thing he had under his hand, orna
mented it so naturally and so entirely without conscious
30—2618
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effort, that it is often difficult to distinguish where the mere
utilitarian part of his work ended and the ornamental began.
Now the origin of this art was the necessity that the work
man felt for variety in his work, and though the beauty pro
duced by this desire was a great gift to the world, yet the
obtaining variety and pleasure in the work by the workman
was a matter of more importance still, for it stamped all la
bour with the impress of pleasure. All this has now quite disap
peared from the work of civilization. If you wish to have
ornament, you must pay specially for it, and the workman is
compelled to produce ornament, as he is to produce other
wares. He is compelled to pretend happiness in his work, so
that the beauty produced by man's hand, which was once a
solace to his labour, has now become an extra burden to him,
and ornament is now but one of the follies of useless toil,
and perhaps not the least irksome of its fetters.
Besides the short duration of labour, its conscious use
fulness, and the variety which should go with it, there is
another thing needed to make it attractive, and that is pleas
ant surroundings. The misery and squalor which we people
of civilization bear with so much complacency as a necessary
part of the manufacturing system, is just as necessary to the
community at large as a proportionate amount of filth would
be in the house of a private rich man. If such a man
were to allow the cinders to be raked all over his drawing
room, and a privy to be established in each corner of his din
ing-room, if he habitually made a dust and refuse heap of his
once beautiful garden, never washed his sheets or changed
his tablecloth, and made his family sleep five in a bed, he
would surely find himself in the claws of a commission de
lunatico* But such acts of miserly folly are just what our
present society is doing daily under the compulsion of a
supposed necessity, which is nothing short of madness. I beg
you to bring your commission of lunacy against civilization
without more delay.
For all our crowded towns and bewildering factories are
simply the outcome of the profit system. Capitalistic manu
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facture, capitalistic land-owning, and capitalistic exchange
force men into big cities in order to manipulate them in the
interests of capital; the same tyranny contracts the due space
of the factory so much that (for instance) the interior of a
great weaving-shed is almost as ridiculous a spectacle as it
is a horrible one. There is no other necessity for all this, save
the necessity for grinding profits out of men's lives, and of
producing cheap goods for the use (and subjection) of the
slaves who grind. All labour is not yet driven into factories;
often where it is there is no necessity for it, save again the
profit-tyranny. People engaged in all such labour need by no
means be compelled to pig together in close city quarters.
There is no reason why they should not follow their occupa
tions in quiet country homes, in industrial colleges, in small
towns, or, in short, where they find it happiest for them to
live.
ft
As to that part of labour which must be associated on a
large scale, this very factory system, under a reasonable
order of things (though to my mind there might still be
drawbacks to it), would at least offer opportunities for a full
and eager social life surrounded by many pleasures. The
factories might be centres of intellectual activity also, and
work in them might well be varied very much: the tending
of the necessary machinery might to each individual be but
a short part of the day's work. The other work might vary
from raising food from the surrounding country to the
study and practice of art and science. It is a matter of
course that people engaged in such work, and being the
masters of their own lives, would not allow any hurry or
want of foresight to force them into enduring dirt, disorder,
or want of room. Science duly applied would enable .them
to get rid of refuse, to minimize, if not wholly to destroy, all
the inconveniences which at present attend the use of elab
orate machinery, such as smoke, stench and noise; nor
would they endure that the buildings in which they worked
or lived should be ugly blots on the fair face of the earth.
Beginning by making their factories, buildings, and sheds
30*
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decent and convenient like their homes, they would infal
libly go on to make them not merely negatively good, inof
fensive merely, but even beautiful, so that the glorious art of
architecture, now for some time slain by commercial greed,
would be born again and flourish.
So, you see, I claim that work in a duly ordered com
munity should be made attractive by the consciousness of
usefulness, by its being carried on with intelligent interest,
by variety, and by its being exercised amidst pleasurable
surroundings. But I have also claimed, as we all do, that the
day's work should not be wearisomely long. It may be said,
"How can you make this last claim square with the others?
If the work is to be so refined, will not the goods made be
very expensive?"
I do admit, as I have said before, that some sacrifice will
be necessary in order to make labour attractive. I mean
that, if we could be contented in a free community to work
in the same hurried, dirty, disorderly, heartless way as we
do now, we might shorten our day's labour very much more
than I suppose we shall do, taking all kinds of labour into
account. But if we did, it would mean that our new-won
freedom of condition would leave us listless and wretched,
if not anxious, as we are now, which I hold is simply impos
sible. We should be contented to make the sacrifices neces
sary for raising our condition to the standard called out
for as desirable by the whole community. Nor only so. We
should, individually, be emulous to sacrifice quite freely still
more of our time and our ease towards the raising of the
standard of life. Persons, either by themselves or associated
for such purposes, would freely, and for the love of the work
and for its results-stimulated by the hope of the pleasure
of creation-produce those ornaments of life for the service
of all, which they are now bribed to produce (or pretend to
produce) for the service of a few rich men. The experiment
of a civilized community living wholly without art or litera
ture has not yet been tried. The past degradation and cor
ruption of civilization may force this denial of pleasure upon
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the society which will arise from its ashes. If that must be,
we will accept the passing phase of utilitarianism as a foun
dation for the art which is to be. If the cripple and the starve
ling disappear from our streets, if the earth nourish us all
alike, if the sun shine for all of us alike, if to one and all of
us the glorious drama of the earth-day and night, summer
and winter-can be presented as a thing to understand and
love, we can afford to wait awhile till we are purified from
the shame of the past corruption, and till art arises again
amongst people freed from the terror of the slave and the
shame of the robber.
Meantime, in any case, the refinement, thoughtfulness, and
deliberation of labour must indeed be paid for, but not by
compulsion to labour long hours. Our epoch has invented
machines which would have appeared wild dreams to the
men of past ages, and of those machines we have as yet made
no use.
They are called "labour-saving" machines-a commonly
used phrase which implies what we expect of them; but we
do not get what we expect. What they really do is to reduce
the skilled labourer to the ranks of the unskilled, to increase
the number of the "reserve army of labour"-that is, to in
crease the precariousness of life among the workers and to in
tensify the labour of those who serve the machines (as slaves
their masters). All this they do by the way, while they pile
up the profits of the employers of labour, or force them to
expend those profits in bitter commercial war with each
other. In a true society these miracles of ingenuity would
be for the first time used for minimizing the amount of time
spent in unattractive labour, which by their means might be
so reduced as to be but a very light burden on each indi
vidual. All the more as these machines would most certainly
be very much improved when it was no longer a Question as
to whether their improvement would "pay" the individual, but
rather whether it would benefit the community.
So much for the ordinary use of machinery, which would
probably, after a time, be somewhat restricted when men
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found out that there was no need for anxiety as to mere
subsistence, and learned to take an interest and pleasure
in handiwork which, done deliberately and thoughtfully,
could be made more attractive than machine work.
Again, as people freed from the daily terror of starvation
find out what they really wanted, being no longer compelled
by anything but their own needs, they would refuse to pro
duce the mere inanities which are now called luxuries, or the
poison and trash now called cheap wares. No one would make
plush breeches when there were no flunkies to wear them,
nor would anybody waste his time over making oleomarga
rine when no one was compelled to abstain from real butter.
Adulteration laws are only needed in a society of thieves—
and in such a society they are a dead letter.
Socialists are often asked how work of the rougher and
more repulsive kind could be carried out in the new condi
tion of things. To attempt to answer such questions fully
or authoritatively would be attempting the impossibility of
constructing a scheme of a new society out of the materials
of the old, before we knew which of those materials would
disappear and which endure through the evolution which
is leading us to the great change. Yet it is not difficult to
conceive of some arrangement whereby those who did the
roughest work should work for the shortest spells. And
again, what is said above of the variety of work applies spe
cially here. Once more I say, that for a man to be the whole
of his life hopelessly engaged in performing one repulsive
and never-ending task, is an arrangement fit enough for the
hell imagined by theologians, but scarcely fit for any other
form of society. Lastly, if this rougher work were of any
special kind, we may suppose that special volunteers would
be called on to perform it, who would surely be forthcom
ing, unless men in a state of freedom should lose the sparks
of manliness which they possessed as slaves.
And yet if there be any work which cannot be made other
than repulsive, either by the shortness of its duration or the
intermittency of its recurrence, or by the sense of special
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and peculiar usefulness (and therefore honour) in the mind
of the man who performs it freely,-if there be any work
which cannot be but a torment to the worker, what then?
Well, then, let us see if the heavens will fall on us if we leave
it undone, for it were better that they should. The produce
of such work cannot be worth the price of it.
Now we have seen that the semi-theological dogma that
all labour, under any circumstances, is a blessing to the la
bourer, is hypocritical and false; that, on the other hand,
labour is good when due hope of rest and pleasure accom
panies it. We have weighed the work of civilization in the
balance and found it wanting, since hope is mostly lacking
to it, and therefore we see that civilization has bred a dire
curse for men. But we have seen also that the work of the
world might be carried on in hope and with pleasure if it
were not wasted by folly and tyranny, by the perpetual strife
of opposing classes.
It is Peace, therefore, which we need in order that we may
live and work in hope and with pleasure. Peace so much
desired, if we may trust men's words, but which has been so
continually and steadily rejected by them in deeds. But for
us, let us set our hearts on it and win it at whatever cost.
What the cost may be, who can tell? Will it be possible
to win peace peaceably? Alas, how can it be? We are so
hemmed in by wrong and folly, that in one way or other we
must always be fighting against them: our own lives may see
no end to the struggle, perhaps no obvious hope of the end.
It may be that the best we can hope to see is that struggle
getting sharper and bitterer day by day, until it breaks out
openly at last into the slaughter of men by actual warfare
instead of by the slower and crueller methods of "peacefur
commerce. If we live to see that, we shall live to see much;
for it will mean the rich classes grown conscious of their own
wrong and robbery, and consciously defending them by open
violence, and then the end will be drawing near.
But in any case, and whatever the nature of our strife for
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peace may be, if we only aim at it steadily and with single
ness of heart, and ever keep it in view, a reflection from that
peace of the future will illumine the turmoil and trouble of
our lives, whether the trouble be seeming petty, or obviously
tragic; and we shall, in our hopes at least, live the lives of
men: nor can the present time give us any reward greater
than that.

. HOW I BECAME A SOCIALIST

I am asked by the Editor to give some sort of a history
of the above conversion, and I feel that it may be of some
use to do so, if my readers will look upon me as a type of
a certain group of people, but not so easy to do clearly,
briefly and truly. Let me, however, try. But first, I will say
what I mean by being a Socialist, since I am told that the
word no longer expresses definitely and with certainty what
it did ten years ago. Well, what I mean by Socialism is a con
dition of society in which there should be neither rich nor
poor, neither master nor master's man, neither idle nor over
worked, neither brain-sick brain workers, nor heart-sick hand
workers, in a word, in which all men would be living in
equality of condition, and would manage their affairs unwastefully, and with the full consciousness that harm to one
would mean harm to all-the realisation at last of the meaning
of the word COMMONWEALTH.
Now this view of Socialism which I hold to-day, and hope
to die holding, is what I began with; I had no transitional
period, unless you may call such a brief period of political
radicalism during which I saw my ideal clear enough, but
had no hope of any realisation of it. That came to an end
some months before I joined the (then) Democratic Federa
tion,* and the meaning of my joining that body was that I
had conceived a hope of the realisation of my ideal. If you
ask me how much of a hope, or what I thought we Socialists
then living and working would accomplish towards it, or
when there would be effected any change in the face of socie
ty, I must say, I do not know. I can only say that I 'did not
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measure my hope, nor the joy that it brought me at the time.
For the rest, when I took the step I was blankly ignorant of
economics; I had never so much as opened Adam Smith, or
heard of Ricardo,* or of Karl Marx. Oddly enough, I had
read some of Mill, to wit, those posthumous papers of his/
(published, was it in the Westminster Review or the Fort
nightly1?) in which he attacks Socialism in its Fourierist
guise.* In those papers he put the arguments, as far as they
go, clearly and honestly, and the result, so far as I was con
cerned, was to convince me that Socialism was a necessary
change, and that it was possible to bring it about in our own
days. Those papers put the finishing touch to my conversion
to Socialism. Well, having joined a Socialist body (for the
Federation soon became definitely Socialist), I put some con
science into trying to learn the economical side of Socialism,
and even tackled Marx, though I must confess that, whereas
I thoroughly enjoyed the historical part of Capital, I suffered
agonies of confusion of the brain over reading the pure eco
nomics of that great work. Anyhow, I read what I could, and
will hope that some information stuck to me from my read
ing; but more, I must think, from continuous conversation
with such friends as Bax and Hyndman and Scheu,* and the
brisk course of propaganda meetings which were going on
at the time, and in which I took my share. Such finish to what
of education in practical Socialism as I am capable of I re
ceived afterwards from some of my Anarchist friends, from
whom I learned, quite against their intention, that Anarchism
was impossible, much as I learned from Mill against his in
tention that Socialism was necessary.
But in this telling how I fell into practical Socialism I have
begun, as I perceive, in the middle, for in my position of a
well-to-do man, not suffering from the disabilities which
oppress a working man at every step, I feel that I might
never have been drawn into the practical side of the ques
tion if an ideal had not forced me to seek towards it. For
politics as politics, i.e., not regarded as a necessary if cum
bersome and disgustful means to an end, would never have
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attracted me, nor when I had become conscious of the wrongs
of society as it now is, and the oppression of poor people,
could I have ever believed in the possibility of a partial
setting right of those wrongs. In other words, I could never
have been such a fool as to believe in the happy and "respect
able" poor.
If, therefore, my ideal forced me to look for practical So
cialism, what was it that forced me to conceive of an ideal?
Now, here comes in what I said of my being (in this paper) a
type of a certain group of mind.
Before the uprising of modern Socialism almost all intelli
gent people either were, or professed themselves to be, quite
contented with the civilisation of this century. Again, almost
all of these really were thus contented, and saw nothing to
do but to perfect the said civilisation by getting rid of a few
ridiculous survivals of the barbarous ages. To be short, this
was the Whig frame of mind, natural to the modern prosper
ous middle-class men, who, in fact, as far as mechanical
progress is concerned, have nothing to ask for, if only So
cialism would leave them alone to enjoy their plentiful style.
But besides these contented ones there were others who
were not really contented, but had a vague sentiment of
repulsion to the triumph of civilisation, but were coerced
into silence by the measureless power of Whiggery. Lastly,
there were a few who were in open rebellion against the said
Whiggery-a few, say two, Carlyle* and Ruskin. The latter,
before my days of practical Socialism, was my master to
wards the ideal aforesaid, and, looking backward, I cannot
help saying, by the way, how deadly dull the world would
have been twenty years ago but for Ruskin! It was through
him that I learned to give form to my discontent, which I
must say was not by any means vague. Apart from the desire
to produce beautiful things, the leading passion of my life
has been and is hatred of modern civilisation. What shall I
say of it now, when the words are put into my mouth, my
hope of its destruction-what shall I say of its supplanting by
Socialism?
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What shall I say concerning its mastery of and its waste
of mechanical power, its commonwealth so poor, its enemies
of the commonwealth so rich, its stupendous organisation
-for the misery of life! Its contempt of simple pleasures
which everyone could enjoy but for its folly? Its eyeless
vulgarity which has destroyed art, the one certain solace of
labour? All this I felt then as now, but I did not know why
it was so. The hope of the past times was gone, the struggles
of mankind for many ages had produced nothing but this
sordid, aimless, ugly confusion; the immediate future seemed
to me likely to intensify all the present evils by sweeping
away the last survivals of the days before the dull squalor
of civilisation had settled down on the world. This was a bad
look-out indeed, and, if I may mention myself as a personal
ity and not as a mere type, especially so to a man of my
disposition, careless of metaphysics and religion, as well as
of scientific analysis, but with a deep love of the earth and
the life on it, and a passion for the history of the past of
mankind. Think of it! Was it all to end in a counting-house
on the top of a cinder-heap, with Podsnap's drawing-room*
in the offing, and a Whig committee dealing out champagne
to the rich and margarine to the poor in such convenient pro
portions as would make all men contented together, though
the pleasure of the eyes was gone from the world, and the
place of Homer was to be taken by Huxley?* Yet, believe
me, in my heart, when I really forced myself to look towards
the future, that is what I saw in it, and, as far as I could tell,
scarce anyone seemed to think it worth while to struggle
against such a consummation of civilisation. So there I was in
for* a fine pessimistic end of life, if it had not somehow
dawned on me that amidst all this filth of civilisation the
seeds of a great change, what we others call Social-Revolu
tion, were beginning to germinate. The whole face of things
was changed to me by that discovery, and all I had to do
then in order to become a Socialist was to hook myself on
to the practical movement, which, as before said, I have tried
to do as well as I could.
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To sum up, then the study of history and the love and
practice of art forced me into a hatred of the civilisation
which, if things were to stop as they are, would turn history
into inconsequent nonsense, and make art a collection of the
curiosities of the past, which would have no serious relation
to the life of the present.
But the consciousness of revolution stirring amidst our
hateful modem society prevented me, luckier than many
others of artistic perceptions, from crystallising into a mere
railer against "progress" on the one hand, and on the other
from wasting time and energy in any of the numerous
schemes by which the quasi-artistic of the middle classes
hope to make art grow when it has no longer any root, and
thus I became a practical Socialist.
A last word or two. Perhaps some of our friends will say,
what have we to do with these matters of history and art?
We want by means of Social-Democracy to win a decent
livelihood, we want in some sort to live and that at once.
Surely any one who professes to think that the question of
art and cultivation must go before that of the knife and fork
(and there are some who do propose that) does not under
stand what art means, or how that its roots must have a soil
of a thriving and unanxious life. Yet it must be remembered
that civilisation has reduced the workman to such a skinny
and pitiful existence, that he scarcely knows how to frame a
desire for any life much better than that which he now en
dures perforce. It is the province of art to set the true ideal of a
full and reasonable life before him, a life to which the per
ception and creation of beauty, the enjoyment of real pleas
ure that is, shall be felt to be as necessary to man as his daily
bread, and that no man, and no set of men, can be deprived
of this except by mere opposition, which should be resisted
to the utmost.

COMMUNISM

While I think that the hope of the new-birth of society
is certainly growing, and that speedily, I must confess myself
puzzled about the means toward that end which are mostly
looked after now; and I am doubtful if some of the measures
which are pressed, mostly, I think, with all honesty of pur
pose, and often with much ability, would, if gained, bring us
any further on the direct road to a really new-born society,
the only society which can be a new birth, a society of prac
tical equality. Not to make any mystery about it, I mean that
the great mass of what most non-socialists at least consider
at present to be socialism, seems to me nothing more than a
machinery of socialism, which I think it probable that social
ism must use in its militant condition; and which I think it
may use for some time after it is practically established; but
does not seem to me to be of its essence. Doubtless there is good
in the schemes for substituting business-like administration
in the interests of the public for the old Whig muddle of
laissez iaire* backed up by coercion and smoothed by abun
dant corruption, which, worked all of it in the interest of
successful business men, was once thought such a wonderful
invention, and which certainly was the very cement of
society as it has existed since the death of feudalism. The
London County Council,* for instance, is not merely a more
useful body for the administration of public business than
the Metropolitan Board of Works* was: it is instinct with a
different spirit; and even its general intention to be of use to
the citizens and to heed their wishes, has in it a promise of
better days, and has already done something to raise the
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dignity of life in London amongst a certain part of the popu
lation, and down to certain classes. Again, who can quarrel
with the attempts to relieve the sordidness of civilized town
life by the public acquirement of parks and other open spac
es, planting of trees, establishment of free libraries and the
like? It is sensible and right for the public to push for the
attainment of such gains; but we all know very well that their
advantages are very unequally distributed, that they are gains
rather for certain portions of the middle-classes than for
working people. Nay, this socialist machinery may be used
much further: it may gain higher wages and shorter working
hours for the working men themselves: industries may be
worked by municipalities for the benefit both of producers
and consumers. Working-people's houses may be improved,
and their management taken out of the hands of commercial
speculators. More time might be insisted on for the educa
tion of children; and so on, and so on. In all this I freely
admit a great gain, and am glad to see schemes tried which
would lead to it. But great as the gain would be, the ultimate
good of it, the amount of progressive force that might be in
such things would, I think, depend on how such reforms were
done; in what spirit; or rather what else was being done,
while these were going on, which would make people long
for equality of condition; which would give them faith in the
possibility and workableness of socialism; which would give
them courage to strive for it and labour for it; and which
would do this for a vast number of people, so that the due
impetus might be gained for the sweeping away of all privi
lege. For we must not lose sight of the very obvious fact that
these improvements in the life of the larger public can only
be carried out at the expense of some portion of the freedom
and fortunes of the proprietary classes. They are, when
genuine, one and all attacks I say on the "liberty and pro
perty" of the non-working or useless classes, as some of
those classes see clearly enough. And I admit that if the
sum of them should become vast and deep reaching enough
to give to the useful or working classes intelligence enough
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to conceive of a life of equality and co-operation; courage
enough to accept it and to bring the necessary skill to bear
on working it; and power enough to force its acceptance on
the stupid and the interested, the war of classes would speed
ily end in the victory of the useful class, which would then
become the new Society of Equality.
Intelligence enough to conceive, courage enough to will,
power enough to compel. If our ideas of a new Society are
anything more than a dream, these three qualities must ani
mate the due effective majority of the working-people) and
then, I say, the thing will be done.
Intelligence, courage, power enough. Now that enough
means a very great thing. The effective majority of the
working people must I should think be something as great
in numbers as an actual mechanical majority; because the
non-working classes (with, mind you, their sworn slaves and
parasites, men who can't live without them) are even numer
ically very strong, and are stronger still in holding in their
hand the nine points of the law, possession to wit;* and as
soon as these begin to think there is any serious danger to
their privilege-i.e„ their livelihood-they will be pretty much
unanimous in defending it, and using all the power which
they possess in doing so. The necessary majority therefore
of intelligence, courage, and power is such a big thing to
bring about, that it will take a long time to do so; and those
who are working for this end must clearly not throw away
time and strength by making more mistakes than they can
possibly help in their efforts for the conversion of the work
ing people to an ardent desire for a society of equality. The
question then, it seems to me, about all those partial gains
above mentioned, is not so much as to what advantage they
may be to the public at large in the passing moment, or even
to the working people, but rather what effect they will have
towards converting the workers to an understanding of, and
ardent desire for Socialism; true and complete Socialism I
mean, what I should call Communism. For though making a
great many poor people, or even a few, somewhat more com
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fortable than they are now, somewhat less miserable, let us
say, is not in itself a light good; yet it would be a heavy evil,
if it did anything towards dulling the efforts of the whole
class of workers towards the winning of a real society of
equals. And here again come in those doubts and the puzzle
ment I began by talking about. For I want to know and to
ask you to consider, how far the betterment of the working
people might go and yet stop at last without having made
any progress on the direct road to Communism. Whether in
short the tremendous organization of civilized commercial
society is not playing the cat and mouse game with us so
cialists. Whether the Society of Inequality might not accept
the quasi-socialist machinery above mentioned, and work it
for the purpose of upholding that society in a somewhat
shorn condition, maybe, but a safe one. That seems to me pos
sible, and means the other side of the view: instead of the
useless classes being swept away by the useful, the useless
classes gaining some of the usefulness of the workers, and
so safeguarding their privilege. The workers better treated,
better organized, helping to govern themselves, but with no
more pretence to equality with the rich, nor any more hope
for it than they have now. But if this be possible, it will only
be so on the grounds that the working people have ceased to
desire real socialism and are contented with some outside
show of it joined to an increase in prosperity enough to satis
fy the cravings of men who do not know what the pleasures
of life might be if they treated their own capacities and the
resources of nature reasonably with the intention and expec
tation of being happy. Of course also it could not be possible
if there be, as we may well hope, an actual necessity for new
development of society from out of our present conditions:
but granting this necessity, the change may and will be ex
ceedingly slow in coming if the working people do not show
their sense, of the necessity by being overtaken by a longing
for the change and by expressing that longing. And moreover
it will not only be slow in coming but also in that case it can
only come through a period of great suffering and misery, by
31—2618
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the ruin of our present civilization: and surely reasonable
men must hope that if the Socialism be necessary its advent
shall both be speedy and shall be marked by the minimum
of suffering and by ruin not quite complete. Therefore, I say,
what we have to hope for is that the inevitable advance of
the society of equality will speedily make itself felt by the
consciousness of its necessity being impressed upon the
working people, and that they will consciously and not
blindly strive for its realization. That in fact is what we
mean by the education into Socialism of the working classes.
And I believe that if this is impossible at present, if the work
ing people refuse to take any interest in Socialism, if they
practically reject it, we must accept that as a sign that the
necessity for an essential change in society is so far distant,
that we need scarcely trouble ourselves about it. This is the
test; and for this reason it is so deadly serious for us to find
out whether those democratic tendencies and the schemes of
new administration they give birth to are really of use in
educating the people into direct Socialism. If they are not,
they are of use for nothing else; and we had best try if we
can't make terms with intelligent Tories and benevolent
Whigs, and beg them to unite their intelligence and benevo
lence, and govern us as kindly and wisely as they can, and to
rob us in moderation only. But if they are of use, then in spite
of their sordid and repellent details, and all the sickness of
hope deferred that the use of such instruments assuredly
brings us, let us use them as far as they will go, and refuse
to be disappointed if they will not go very far: which means
if they will not in a decade turn into a united host of heroes
and sages a huge mass of men living under a system of so
ciety so intricate as to look on the surface like a mere chancehap muddle* of many millions of necessitous people, op
pressed indeed, and sorely, not by obvious individual vio
lence and ill-will, but by an economic system so far reaching, so
deeply seated, that it may well seem like the operation of a
natural law to men so uneducated that they have not even
escaped the reflexion of the so-called education of their mas
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ters, but in addition to their other mishaps are saddled also
with the superstitions and hypocrisies of the upper classes,
with scarce a whit of the characteristic traditions of their own
class to help them: an intellectual slavery which is a neces
sary accompaniment of their material slavery. That as a mass
is what revolutionists have got to deal with: such a mass
indeed I think could and would be vivified by some spark of
enthusiasm, some sudden hopeful impulse towards aggres
sion, if the necessity for sudden change were close at hand.
But is it? There are doubtless not a few in this room, myself
perhaps amongst them (I say perhaps for one's old self is
apt to grow dim to one)-some of us I say once believed in
the inevitableness of a sudden and speedy change. That was
no wonder with the new enlightenment of socialism gilding
the dullness of civilization for us. But if we must now take
soberer views of our hopes, do not reproach us with that
Remember how hard other tyrannies have died, though to the
economical oppression of them was added obvious violent in
dividual oppression, which as I have said is lacking to the
heavy tyranny of our times; and can we hope that it will be
speedier in its ending than they? I say that the time is not
now for the sudden kindling of the impulse of direct aggres
sion amongst the mass of the workmen. But what then! are we
to give up all hope of educating them into Socialism? Surely
not Let us use all means possible for drawing them into so
cialism, so that they may at last find themselves in such a po
sition that they understand themselves to be face to face with
false society, themselves the only possible elements of true
society.
So now I must say that I am driven to the conclusion that
those measures I have been speaking of, like everything that
under any reasonable form does tend towards socialism
(present conditions being understood) are of use toward the
education of the great mass of the workers; that it is neces
sary in the present to give form to vague aspirations which
are in the air about them, and to raise their aims above the
mere businesslike work of the old trades unions of raising
31*
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wages with the consent (however obtained) of the employers;
of making the workers see other employers1 than those who
live on the profit wrung out of their labour. I think that tak
ing up such measures, directly tending towards Socialism, is
necessary also in getting working people to raise their stand
ard of livelihood so that they may claim more and yet more
of the wealth produced by society, which as aforesaid they
can only get at the expense of the non-producing classes who
now rob them. Lastly, such measures, with all that goes to
wards getting them carried, will train them into organization
and administration; and I hope that no one here will assert
that they do not need such training, or that they are not at a
huge disadvantage from the lack of it as compared with their
masters who have been trained in these arts.
But this education by political and corporate action must,
as I hinted above, be supplemented by instilling into the
minds of the people a knowledge of the aims of socialism,
and a longing to bring about the complete -change which
will supplant civilization by communism. For the Socialdemocratic measures above mentioned are all of them either
make-shift alleviations to help, us through the present days
of oppression, or means for landing us in the new country
of equality. And there is a danger that they will be looked
upon as ends in themselves. Nay it is certain that the greater
number of those who are pushing for them will at the time
be able to see no further than them, and will only recognize
their temporary character when they have passed beyond
them, and are claiming the next thing. But I must hope that
we can instil into the mass of people some spirit of expecta
tion, however vague, beyond the needs of the year; and I
know that many who are on the road to socialism will from
the first and habitually look toward the realization of the so
ciety of equality, and try to realize it for themselves-I mean
they will at least try to think what equality will turn out to
1 The public to Wit, i.e„ the workers themselves in their other position
of consumers.
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be, and will long for it above all things. And I look to this
spirit to vivify the striving for the mere machinery of So
cialism; and I hope and believe that it will so spread as the
machinery is attained that however much the old individual
ist spirit may try to make itself master of the corporate
machinery, and try by means of the public to govern the
public in the interests of the enemies of the public, it may be
defeated.
All this however is talking about the possible course of
the Socialist movement; but since, as you have just heard,
it seems to me necessary that in order to make any due use
of socialist machinery one should have some sort of idea as
to the life which is to be the result of it, let me now take up
the often told tale of what we mean by communism or so
cialism; for between complete Socialism and Communism
there is no difference whatever in my mind. Communism is in
fact the completion of Socialism; when that ceases to be
militant and becomes triumphant, it will be communism.
The Communist asserts in the first place that the resources
of nature, mainly the land and those other things which can
only be used for the reproduction of wealth and which are
the effect of social work, should not be owned in severalty,*
but by the whole community for the benefit of the whole.
That where this is not the case the owners of these means of
production must of necessity be the masters of those who
do not own a sufficiency of them to free them from the need
of paying with a portion of their labour for the use of the
said means of production; and that the masters or owners of
the means of production do practically own the workers;
very practically, since they really dictate to them the kind
of life they shall lead, and the workers cannot escape from
it unless by themselves becoming owners of the means of
production, i.e. of other men. The resources of nature there
fore, and the wealth used for the production of further
wealth, the plant and stock in short, should be communized.
Now if that were done, it would at once check the accumula
tion of riches. No man can become immensely rich by the
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storing up of wealth which is the result of the labour of his
own brain and hands: to become very rich he must by ca
jolery or force deprive others of what their brains or hands
have earned for them: the utmost that the most acquisitive man
could do would be to induce his fellow citizens to pay him
extra for his special talents, if they specially longed for his
productions. But since no one could be very rich, and since
talent for special work is never so very rare, and would
tend to become less rare as men were freer to choose the
occupations most suitable for them, producers of speciali
ties could not exact very exorbitant payment, so that the
aristocracy of talent, even if it appeared, would tend to dis
appear, even in this first state of incomplete Communism.
In short there would be no very rich men: and all would be
well off: all would be far above the condition of satisfaction
of their material necessities. You may say how do I know
that? The answer is because there could not be so much
waste as there is now. Waste would tend to disappear. For
what is waste? First, the causeless destruction of raw mate
rial; and secondly, the diverting of labour from useful pro
duction. You may ask me what is the standard of usefulness
in wares? It has been said, and I suppose the common view
of that point is, that the price in the market gives us the stand
ard; but is a loaf of bread or a saw less useful than a Mech
lin lace veil or a diamond necklace? The truth is that in a
society of inequality, a society in which there are very rich
people and very poor ones, the standard of usefulness is ut
terly confused: in such a society the market price of an article
is given us by the necessities of the poor and the inordinate
cravings of the rich; or rather indeed their necessity for
spending their wealth-or rather their riches-somehow: by
no means necessarily in pleasure. But in a society of equality
the demand for an article would be a standard of its useful
ness in one way or other. And it would be a matter of course
that until everybody had his absolute necessities and his rea
sonable comforts satisfied, there would be no place for the
production of luxuries; and always labour would be em
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ployed in producing things that people (all the people, since
classes would have disappeared) really want.
Remember what the waste of a society of inequality is:
1st: The production of sordid makeshifts for the supply of
poor folk who cannot afford the real article. 2nd: the pro
duction of luxuries for rich folk, the greater part of which
even their personal folly does not make them want. And
3rdly: the wealth wasted by the salesmanship of competitive
commerce, to which the production of wares is but a second
ary object, its first object being the production of a profit for
the individual manufacturer. You understand that the
necessary distribution of goods is not included in this waste;
but the endeavour of each manufacturer to get as near as
he can to a monopoly of the market which he supplies.
The minimization of waste therefore, which would take
place in the incomplete 1st stages of a society of equalitya society only tending to equality-would make us wealthy:
labour would not be wasted: workmen would not be em
ployed in producing either slave wares, or toys for rich men:
their genuine well-made wares would be made for other
workmen who would know what they wanted. When the
wares were of such a kind as required very exquisite skill
and long training to produce, or when the material used was
far fetched and dear bought, they would not cease to be pro
duced, even though private citizens could not acquire them:
they would be produced for the public use, and their real
value be enormously increased thereby, and the natural and
honest pride of the workman duly satisfied. For surely
wealthy people will not put up with sordid surroundings or
stinginess in public institutions: they will assuredly have
schools, libraries, museums, parks and all the rest of it real
and genuine, not makeshifts for such things: especially as
being no longer oppressed by fears for their livelihood, and
all the dismal incidents of the battle for mere existence, they
will be able to enjoy these things thoroughly: they will be
able in fact to use them, which they cannot do now. But in
all I have been saying about this new society hitherto I have
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been thinking I must remind you of its inchoate and incom
plete stagey The means of production communized but the
resulting wealth still private property. Truth to tell, I think
that such a state of things could only embrace a very short
period of transition to complete communism: a period which
would only last while people were shaking down into the new
Society; for if there were no poor people I don't see how there
could be any rich. There would indeed be a natural compul
sion, which would prevent any man from doing what he was
not fitted for, because he could not do it usefully; and I need
not say that in order to arrive at the wealth I have been
speaking of we must all work usefully. But if a man does
work usefully you can't do without him; and if you can't do
without him you can only put him into an inferior position
to another useful citizen by means of compulsion; and if you
compel him to it, you at once have your privileged classes
again. Again, when all people are living comfortably or even
handsomely, the keenness of the strife for the better posi
tions, which will then no longer involve a life of idleness or
power over one’s neighbours, will surely tend to abate: men
get rich now in their struggles not to be poor, and because
their riches shield them from suffering from the horrors
which are a necessary accompaniment of the existence of
rich men; eg., the sight of slums, the squalor of a factory
country, the yells and evil language of drunken and bruta
lized poor people and so forth. But when all private life was
decent and, apart from natural accident, happy; and when
public institutions satisfied your craving for splendour and
completeness; and when no one was allowed to injure the
public by defiling the natural beauty of the earth, or by for
bidding men's cravings for making it more beautiful to have
full sway, what advantage would there be in having more
nominal wealth than your neighbour? Therefore, as on the
one hand men whose work was acknowledged as useful
would scarcely subject themselves to a new system of caste;
and, on the other, people living happily with all their reason
able needs easily satisfied would hardly worry themselves
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with worrying others into giving them extra wealth which
they could not use, so I think the communization of the means
of industry would speedily be followed by the communization
of its product: that is that there would be complete equality
of condition amongst all men. Which again does not mean
that people would (all round) use their neighbours' coats, or
houses or tooth brushes, but that every one, whatever work
he did, would have the opportunity of satisfying all his rea
sonable needs according to the admitted standard of the so
ciety in which he lived: i.e., without robbing any other citi
zen. And I must say it is in the belief that this is possible of
realization that I continue to be a socialist. Prove to me that
it is not; and I will not trouble myself to do my share to
wards altering the present state of society, but will try to live
on, as little a pain to myself and a nuisance to my neighbour
as I may. But yet I must tell that I shall be more or less both
a pain to myself (or at least a disgrace) and a nuisance to my
neighbour. For I do declare that any other state of society
but communism is grievous and disgraceful to all belonging
to it.
Some of you may expect me to say something about the
machinery by which a communistic society is to be carried
on. Well, I can say very little that is not merely negative.
Most anti-socialists and even some socialists are apt to con
fuse, as I hinted before, the co-operative machinery towards
which modern life is tending with the essence of socialism
itself; and its enemies attack it, and sometimes its friends
defend it on those lines; both to my mind committing a griev
ous error, especially the latter. E.g. An anti-socialist will say
How will you sail a ship in a socialist condition? How? Why
with a captain and mates and sailing master and engineer (if
it be a steamer) and ABs* and stokers and so on and so on.
Only there will be no 1st, 2nd and 3rd class ainong the pas
sengers : the sailors and stokers will be as well fed and lodged
as the captain or passengers; and the Captain and the stoker
will have the same pay.
There are plenty of enterprises which will be carried on
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then, as they are now (and, to be successful, must probably
remain) under the guidance of one man. The only difference
between then and now will be, that he will be chosen be
cause he is fit for the work, and not because he must have
a job found for him; and that he will do his work for the
benefit of each and all, and not for the sake of making a
profit. For the rest, time will teach us what new machinery
may be necessary to the new life; reasonable men will submit
to it without demur; and unreasonable ones will find them
selves compelled to by the nature of things, and can only
I fear console themselves, as the philosopher did when he
knocked his head against the door post, by damning the
Nature of things.
Well, since our aim is so great and so much to be longed
for, the substituting throughout all society of peace for war,
pleasure and self-respect for grief and disgrace, we may well
seek about strenuously for some means for starting our enter
prise; and since it is just these means in which the difficulty
lies, I appeal to all socialists, while they express their
thoughts and feelings about them honestly and fearlessly, not
to make a quarrel of it with those whose aim is one with
theirs, because there is a difference of opinion between them
about the usefulness of the details of the means. It is difficult
or even impossible not to make mistakes about these, driven
as we are by the swift lapse of time and the necessity for do
ing something amidst it all. So let us forgive the mistakes
that others make, even if we make none ourselves, and be at
peace amongst ourselves, that we may the better make War
upon the monopolist.

КОММЕНТАРИЙ
Творчество У. Морриса отличается характерной стилистической
манерой, связанной с особенностями его метода и темы. В кратком
комментарии не представляется возможным дать глубокий анализ
художественного метода этого своеобразного писателя. Однако хо
телось бы обратить внимание читателя на основные приемы, которыми
пользуется Моррис, чтобы увеличить силу воздействия своих про
изведений.
Помещенные в данном сборнике произведения могут быть разде
лены следующим образом: 1) стихотворные произведения, 2) по
вести, 3) политические памфлеты. Всем этим произведениям, ко
торые существенно друг от друга отличаются, свойственна одна
общая черта — стилистическая возвышенность, приподнятость. Мор
рис достигает пафоса торжественности использованием определен
ных стилистических
приемов.
Главным из применяемых им стилистических средств является
широкое использование поэтической лексики, в частности архаизмов.
Архаизмы отличаются от слов «возвышенных», к которым они в
широком плане относятся, своей временной принадлежностью, поэто
му естественно, что наибольшее количество архаизмов встречается
в повести “A Dream of John Ball”, где они, наряду с другими стилисти
ческими средствами, используются для воссоздания исторической
эпохи. В то время как автор, от лица которого ведется повество
вание, придерживается рамок нейтрального стиля речи, в речи
персонажей повести, отличающейся тонко отделанной речевой харак
теристикой, употребляются:
а) Архаичные слова, причем и 1) такие, которые устарели
сами по себе, т. е. оказались вытесненными из живого употребле
ния синонимичными словами, и 2) такие, которые устарели в том
смысле, что из обихода вышли обозначаемые этими словами пред
меты или понятия (исторические термины). К первой группе отно
сятся, например, такие глаголы, как wend (go along), wind [waind]
(blow), quoth (said, uttered), swink (toil), meseems (it seems to me),
wot (know); такие существительные, как weight (worker, workman,
maker), woodwright (carpenter, joiner), rood (cross), sooth (truth),
foeman (foe), morrow (morning); такие наречия, как withal, there
with, thereto, wherewith, therewithal, thereon и т. д. Отдельно сле
дует упомянуть слово forsooth (совр. in truth, indeed), которое теперь
имеет иронический оттенок, а в описываемое Моррисом время
было нейтральным. Ко второй группе (исторические термины)
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относятся слова quit-rent, hedge-priest, poll-groat bailiff, stour и т.п.
(объяснение см. в постраничном комментарии).
б) Архаичные для современного английского языка формы прила
гательного (например, bricken, wildered) и формы глагола, причем
как 1) в системе времен, так и 2) в личных окончаниях. Примерами
для первой группы могут служить: begat — прош. вр. от beget
(begot), digged — прош. вр. от dig (dug), spake — прош. вр. от speak
(spoke), brake — прош. вр. от break (broke), holpen — прич. прош.
вр. от help (helped).
Количество примеров, которыми можно проиллюстрировать вто
рую группу, очень велико. В XIV в., к которому относится время
действия повести, глаголы имели следующие личные окончания в
настоящем времени:

ед. ч.

1-е
2-е
3-е
1-е,

л. — е
например.
л.
est
л.
eth
2-е, 3-е л. — е

telle
tel lest
telleth

мн. ч.
telle
Для того чтобы придать своей повести реально-исторический ко
лорит, Моррис ограничивается использованием архаичных оконча
ний 2-го и 3-голица ед. ч. (thinkest, seemest, lookest, couldst, comest,
mayst и т. д. и heedeth, awaketh, biddeth, parteth, asketh, saith и
т. Д.).
Кроме того, он широко пользуется архаичными образованиями
отрицательных форм глагола без вспомогательного глагола to do
как в изъявительном наклонении — I come not (вместе do not come),
they move not, he knoweth it not, I wot not now, he wots not, the corn
throve not и т. д., так и в повелительном — fear not, amite not, hearken
not. Напротив, в утвердительных предложениях часто встречается
вспомогательный глагол to do, не имеющий, как это было свойственно
таким формам в XIV в., эмфатического значения. Например, doth
grow, doth move, did befal, do people misdeem, didst try и т. д. (ср.
современное эмфатическое употребление do в утвердительных пред
ложениях).
в) Архаичная для современного языка форма неопределенного
артикля перед словами, начинающимися е согласных или полуглас
ных. Например, many an one, such an one и т. п.
Использование личных местоимений в косвенном падеже в тех
случаях, когда в современном английском языке употребляются
возвратные местоимения или местоимения вообще не употребляются
(I will refrain me......... busked them to the work, I must get me back,
get them ready и т.п.), также является одним из приемов архаиза
ции, как и многократно встречающиеся образования с приставкой а(из предлогов in, on или of). Чаще всего такие образования представ
ляют собой наречия: а-cold, a-work, а-gate, agone (совр. ago), anear
и т. д. и встречаются в сочетании с глаголами to be, to go, to fall, to set
и т. п. Например, to be а-coming, a-weeping, a-dying, а-doing; to go
a-pleasuring; to fall a-musing, a-pondering, to set a-building и т. Д.
Моррис нередко прибегает к использованию и других приставок,
весьма продуктивных в описываемое им время. Например, при
ставка over-, встречающаяся в современном английском языке как
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правило в качестве приставки при глаголе (overdo, overcome, over
run, overhang), применяется им в соответствии с нормами XIV в. и
для создания чрезвычайно образных прилагательных: overgreat,
overburdensome, overbeautiful, overskilled, overwearisome, overan
xious и др. С приставкой un- встречаются существительные unruth
(«жестокость»), unreason, прилагательные unrich, unlearned, unanxious и т. п. Приставка be-, которая так редко употребляется
в современном языке, широко использовалась в среднеанглийский
период для образования глаголов от основ существительных
^befool, beflower, beknight) и для придания качеств переход
ности непереходным глаголам (bethink, beset, belie, beshatter).
Встречаются также приставки mis- (missay, misdeem, misdoubt)
и dis- (dispiteous), которые также использовались шире, чем в насто
ящее время1.
Немалую роль в создании средневекового колорита сыграло и
то, что Моррис, правда довольно скупо (поскольку действующими
лицами его повести являются простые люди), вводит в текст нормано-французскую лексику (certes, coif, parley, joyance, arbalestiers,
espial, devour, flower-de-luce, villeinage, dortoir и т. д.).
Встречающиеся в ткани прозаического повествования рифмо
ванные фразы подчеркивают близость героев к истокам народной
мудрости: him whom the lord spareth, the bailiff squeezeth, and him
whom the bailiff forgetteth, the Easterling Chapman sheareth; the
end of the day and end of the fray; the knights fled and the sheriff dead.
Все это далеко не полный перечень стилистических приемов,
которыми пользуется Моррис.
Необходимо отметить, что тонкое использование особенностей
языка XIV в. не затрудняло чтение его произведений для англича
нина XIX в., но вместе с Тем создавало ощущение подлинной исто
рической атмосферы. В других его прозаических произведениях,
и в частности в утопии “News from Nowhere” романтизм, элементы
идеализации средневековья, свойственные «социалисту чувства»,
как его назвал Фридрих Энгельс, также проявились в языке. Все
указанные выше особенности встречаются и здесь, хотя значительно
реже.
Для стихотворных произведений Морриса характерна высокая
поэтичность изложения. Например, рассказчик в “The Pilgrims of
Норе” как бы очень просто и обыденно раскрывает перед читате
лем историю своей жизни, однако стиль изложения всегда остается
приподнятым, торжественным. Этому способствует использование
лексического арсенала поэтического стиля речи, т. е. таких слов
и выражений, как morrow, even, ere, betwixt, thou, thee, thy, oft, nigh,
yea, morn, clime, woe’s me и т. n. или сокращений типа ’neath, e’en,
o’er, ’gainst, ’scaped и т.п., которые, являясь архаизмами для обыч
ной речевой практики современного англичанина, бытуют в совре
менной поэзии, а также архаичность грамматических форм, упоми
навшаяся в связи с прозой Морриса, и в данном случае тоже связан
1 Указанные выше типы архаичных образований в постраничный
комментарий не включаются.
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ная с поэтическим стилем речи, вызванные требованиями размера
и ритма случаи изменения порядка слов (and dull we grovel, the
world new-builded, fair flies life, the fear departed) и т. п.
Предлагаемый ниже комментарий не касается вопросов стиля
и включает исторические, политические, бытовые и необходимые
географические реалии, помогающие правильно понять текст, объ
ясняет трудные английские выражения и обороты и дает перевод
слов, не встречающихся в общеупотребительных словарях.

CHANTS FOR SOCIALISTS
The Day is Coming

* Стр. 23. what is the foeman but the dream-strong wakened and
weak? — а кто же враг, как не тот, который в мечтах видит себя
сильным, но сталкиваясь с жизнью оказывается слабым?
The Voice of Toil
* Стр. 24. befooler — обманщик
* Стр. 25. the sharp knife heedeth not the sheep — острый нож
не жалеет покорных овец
* wronger=wrongdoer

No Master

* Стр. 28. House of Pain — поэтический образ, построенный на
сравнении (поэтическая фигура). House — дом, династия (ср. House of
Windsor — британская королевская фамилия; дом Романовых и т. п.).
Автор говорит, что цепи, выкованные рабством, т. е. рабская пси
хология, терпение тружеников, усиливают их страдания, укреп
ляя тем самым угнетающий их режим.
* Death in Life — поэтический образ, любимый поэтами-роман
тиками (см., например, поэму Альфреда Теннисона «Принцесса»
(I, 31) ’О Death in Life, the days that are no more), для которых
уходящие дни, приятные воспоминания и т. п. выступают в виде
смерти, таящейся в самой жизни. Моррис вкладывает в этот привыч
ный поэтический образ иной смысл: «И боясь погибнуть в борьбе,
будем ли мы мириться с жизнью, которая хуже смерти?»
_
Dcwn Among the Dead Men
* Стр. 31. drink the rich a better mind —зд. выпьем за то, чтобы
богатые стали умнее
A Death Song

* Стр. 32. if they would dusk the day — зд. если они хотят обратить
день в ночь
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* They bade us bide their leisure for our bread. — Они велели нам
подождать, пока им заблагорассудится дать нам хлеба.

THE PILGRIMS OF HOPE
I

* Стр. 34. my fondness had faltered = my fondness would have
faltered. Искажение грамматической конструкции объясняется тре
бованиями размера стиха
II
* СТр. 40. the teeth of the dragon shall grow — Переносное зна
чение — война. Согласно древнегреческому эпосу (миф о походе арго
навтов) царь Колхиды Эет велел герою Ясону, предводителю арго
навтов, засеять поле зубами дракона. Урожай зубов дракона —это
закованные в броню воины, которых Ясон должен был победить,
за что Эет обещал ему дать колхидское золотое руно. (Смотри также
ниже в тексте the crop of the dragon’s teeth.)
* Нарочито высокопарным образным выражением — the ordered
anger of England (зд. — олицетворенный гнев Англии, построенный
в четкие ряды), а также далее — her hope и the dread and the blessing
of England (во всех случаях имеется в виду английская армия) —
автор подчеркивает отношение обывателя, обуреваемого чувст
вом патриотизма, к миссии Англии в войне.
* we to-day are speeding —зд. сегодня мы желаем доброго пути

IV

* Стр. 47. the fabled mud of the Nile — автор имеет в виду пло
дородные аллювиальные (наносные) почвы долины Нила
V

* Стр. 48. nor knowing one whit of all that should hap — не имея
ни малейшего представления о том, что в дальнейшем случится
*
Стр. 51. spouting-place (разг.)—место собраний
* Стр. 52. party fray (разг.) —зд. ведущие (руководящие) члены
партии
* Giuseppe Mazzini — Джузеппе Мадзини (1805-1872), итальян
ский буржуазный революционер. В период борьбы за национальное
освобождение и объединение Италии был одним из руководителей
и идеологов революционного республиканско-демократического ла
геря. В 1831 году организовал тайное республиканское общество
«Молодая Италия». Маркс говорил, что Мадзини отличала ложная
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этико-идеалистическая концепция истории. Это проявилось
враждебном отношении к Парижской Коммуне, что подорвало
влияние в рабочем классе. Ленин называл его одним из представите'
лей домарксистского социализма (В. И. Ленин, Сочинения, изд. 4
т. 21, стр. 33).

VI
* Стр. 54. and the earth grown like to himself — и на землю, став
шую похожей на него (солнце). В поэзии неодушевленные предметы,
абстрактные понятия и т. п. часто олицетворяются. В таких случаях
«солнце» в английском языке традиционно соотносится с место
имением мужского рода: the Sun — he (ср. the Moon — she, the
Earth — she).
* Стр. 59. betwixt the smooth and the rough — зд. какой бы она ни
была (эта работа), легкой или тяжелой

•
VII
* Стр. 64. that away from thence we might win —зд. чтобы отту
да вместе выбраться
* blue-coats (разг.) — полицейские (мундиры английских поли
цейских синего цвета)
* the white-haired fool on the bench — здесь имеется в виду судья
в парике
VIII

* Стр. 66. they are eager at winning the hay — зд. они торопятся
убрать сено
*
Стр. 67. herne=heron
* Стр. 69. the great trench digged by the Romans — В период,
своего господства на Британских островах (до V в. н.э.) римляне
построили там различные сооружения и укрепления, в частности
рвы и дороги.

IX
* Стр. 71. and just out of the gutter we stood — зд. и мы находи
лись почти на «дне» (общества)
* my meat by ту manhood was burned — зд. из-за своего мужест
ва я лишился куска хлеба
* Стр. 73. the Great Revolution in France — имеется в виду фран
цузская буржуазная революция 1789-1794 гг.
* It was late in the terrible war, and France to the end drew nigh.
— Автор имеет в виду франко-прусскую войну 1870-1871 гг., в кото
рой Франция терпела одно поражение за другим.
* Стр. 74. though he would look on life of its rags of habit bared
— зд. как будто он хотел видеть жизнь во всей ее наготе

* Стр. 75. which was little his wont with us — чего он обыкновен
но не делал, когда был с нами
* for Paris drew near to its fall —в сентябре 1870 г., после воен
ной катастрофы под Седаном, когда Наполеон III сдался, а восстав
ший парижский пролетариат заставил буржуазных республикан
цев провозгласить республику, прусские войска взяли Париж в коль
цо осады
* ’gan=began
* Стр. 77. Paris has fallen at last — поскольку Моррис пишет,
что сведения о падении Парижа он получил в феврале, то следует
предположить, что он имеет в виду перемирие с немцами, заключен
ное 28 января 1871 г.
XI
* Стр. 81. St. Denis [sende'm] —предместье Парижа

* In Paris the day of days had betid; for the vile dwarf’s stroke.
To madden Paris and crush her, had been struck and the dull sword
broke;
There was now no foe and no fool in the city, and Paris was free
— Моррис имеет в виду бегство правительства Тьера в Версаль,
после того как 18 марта 1871 г. была сделана безуспешная попытка
обезоружить рабочие кварталы Парижа, и парижский пролетари
ат овладел столицей, а 28 марта 1871 г. была торжественно про
возглашена Парижская Коммуна.
* Стр. 83. brancard (фр.) — носилки
XII
* Стр. 87. But my stubborn country blood was bidding me hold
my halloo till we were out of the wood. — Но мое крестьянское уп
рямство не позволяло мне радоваться, пока все трудности не бу
дут преодолены (halloo — зд. возглас радости).
* the ruthless grinder of bale (поэт.) — безжалостный жернов,
который намалывает зло и бедствия
* power-loom — ткацкий станок с механическим приводом

XIII
* Стр. 89. night-tide — ночью; от tide — время года, время
суток, время. Встречается обычно в сложных словах. См. ниже
autumn-tide, dream-tide.

A KING’S LESSON
* Стр. 95. Matthias Corvinus, King of Hungary — Матиаш Кор
вин (1443-1490), венгерский король, который проводил политику
централизации страны. Именно поэтому Моррис сравнивает его с
32—2618
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Альфредом Великим, правившим с 871 г. по 900 г. сильнейшим и»
англо-саксонских королевств =— Уэссексом. Альфред Великий в на
чале своего царствования вел упорную борьбу с датчанами; пр»
нем было упорядочено военное дело, сделаны попытки улучшитьфинансовое положение страны, составлен судебник, принимались
также меры к развитию просвещения.
* our first parents in the Garden of God — автор имеет в виду Адама
и Еву, которые согласно библейской легенде жили в райских садах
Эдема
* as kings go —зд. насколько это в обычаях королей, насколь
ко это возможно для королей
*
thorpe = thorp (арх.)—деревня, поселение
*
Стр. 96. Theis, Donau = Tissa, Danube — реки Тисса и Дуна»
*
to swink (арх.) — трудиться, работать
* but nought it availed them to flee away — но было бесполез
но бежать
* straight shooters of the bolt—зд. меткие стрелки из арбалета
* Стр. 97. the Bremen ell (ист). — мера длины; е11=45 дюймам
(входит в состав современного слова elbow — сравни старинную рус
скую меру длины «локоть»)
* toing and froing — ходить взад и вперед (герундий от глагола,
образованного по методу конверсии от адвербиальной фразеоло
гической единицы to and fro — взад и вперед).
* Стр. 98. John Hunyad — Янош Гуниади (ок. 1400-1456), вен
герский политический деятель и полководец. Выступив во главе
венгерского войска против наступающей турецкой армии, Гуниади
в 1442 и 1443 годах нанес тяжелое поражение туркам. После смерти
короля Владислава III стал правителем Венгрии и способствовал
укреплению венгерского государства, достигшего большой силы пр»
его сыне Матиаше Корвине.
* cursing and swearing by the White God and the Black —упо
миная в своих ругательствах и бога и черта
* Стр. 99. Plato ['pleitou] —Платон (1427-1347 до н.э.), гре
ческий философ, ученик Сократа, проповедовавший идеалисти
ческую философию, направленную против античного материализ
ма. Его учение было оплотом реакционной идеологии рабовладель
ческого общества. Автор упоминает Платона как учителя короля
Матиаша Корвина, чтобы подчеркнуть, что положение крестьян
в его стране мало чем отличалось от положения рабов в древней Гре
ции.
* Стр. 100. after-sermon — зд. мораль
* Стр. 101. save by those who head and hang the setters forth of
new things— за исключением тех, кто обезглавливает и вешает
людей, выдвигающих новые идеи
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A DREAM OF JOHN BALL
* Стр 102. John Ball—Джон Болл (год рожд. неизв.—ум. в 1381 г.),
английский народный проповедник, идеолог крестьянско-плебей
ской ереси лоллардов, один из вождей крестьянского восстания Уота
Тайлера. Неоднократное отлучение от церкви, а также преследова
ния со стороны светских властей, против которых он выступал,
требуя отмены крепостного права, уничтожения власти лордов,
установления всеобщего равенства и общности имущества, не оста
новили революционной проповеднической деятельности Болла. Бро
шенный в тюрьму, он был освобожден восставшими в 1381г. крестья
нами. Возглавив восстание вместе с Уотом Тайлером и Джеком
Строу, Болл в своих пламенных речах призывал крестьян к насиль
ственному ниспровержению феодального строя. После подавления
восстания Болл был казнен.
* some Elizabethan house with its scrap of earlier fourteenth-cen
tury building, and its later degradations of Queen Ann, Silly Billy
and Victoria — автор восхищается домом в елизаветинском стиле,
чаще называемом стилем Тюдоров, для которого характерно стрем
ление к освобождению от средневековых традиций английской го
тики. С развитием буржуазного общества (королева Анна правила
с 1702 г. по 1714 г.; король Уильям IV — Silly Billy — с 1830 г. по
1837 г.), а особенно в так называемую «викторианскую эру» (королева
Виктория правила с 1837 г. по 1901 г.) в английской архитектуре
наступает упадок. Этот период не характеризуется своим опре
деленным стилем. Это была пора безграничной стилизации.
* much churchwardened — неоднократно «опекавшаяся» церков
ными старостами. Имеется в виду вред, наносимый архитектуре
церквей, ремонтом которых занимались ничего не смыслящие в
архитектурном стиле церковные старосты.
* Norman doorway — узкий портал. После норманского заво
евания (XI в.) в Англии сложился англо-норманский вариант зре
лой романской архитектуры, особенностью которой является чрез
вычайная вытянутость зданий, дверных и оконных проемов.
* untouched by restoring parson and architect — зд. нетрону
тая склонным к переделкам священником и архитектором
* William Cobbett — Уильям Коббет (1762-1835), английский
прогрессивный политический деятель и публицист, видный предста
витель мелкобуржуазного радикализма
* Стр. 103. Streatley and Wallingford — города в верхнем течении
Темзы
* White Horse=White Horse Hills — возвышенность на пра
вом берегу Темзы в графствах Уильтшир, Беркшир и др.
* Land of Nod —зд. страна сна (от to nod —дремать, клевать
носом)
* Manchester and Mitcham Fair Green— города, которые нахо
дятся далеко друг от друга. Центр английской текстильной промыш
ленности Манчестер находится в графстве Ланкашир, Митчем —
к югу от Лондона, в графстве Сэррей. На окраине Митчема имеет
32*
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ся большой общественный луг, на котором ежегодно проводится
традиционная ярмарка.
* Roman road — мощеная дорога, проложенная римлянами (см.
комм, к стр. 69).
* Стр. 104. hedged with quick —огороженный живой изгородью
(quick = quickset)
* Стр. 105. leet (ист.) —суд, который некоторые сеньоры по указу
короля имели право вершить над своими вассалами; собирался один
или два раза в год
* St. Clement — св. Клемент обычно изображается с якорем,
т.к. якобы утонул за веру
* Стр 107. John the Miller, that ground small, small, small и ниже
The king’s son of heaven shall pay for all. — По-видимому, таковы
были пароль и отзыв этой группы восставших. Согласно хроника
общим паролем был лозунг «За короля Ричарда и верные общины»!
King’s son of heaven — бог.
* Стр. 109. poll-groat bailiffs — сборщики поголовного налога;
от poll (tax) — поголовный (налог) и groat (ист.) — мелкая
серебряная монета, равная 4 пенсам, выпущенная в 1351 г. Пого
ловное обложение 1380 г. на содержание войска было третьим за
последние четыре года. Оно тяжелым бременем легло на беднейшие
слои населения, которое стремилось от него уклониться. Сборщикам
было дано право арестовывать и заключать в тюрьму всех, кто от
казывался платить этот налог.
* villeins —вилланы. В XI-XII вв. в Англии окончательно сло
жилось крепостное поместье (manor), в пределах которого сохрани
лось прежнее общинное устройство. Крестьяне делились на две
главные группы: свободные (yeomen) и крепостные (villeins), со
ставлявшие основную массу крестьянства. Вилланы, кроме денеж
ных (или натуральных) взносов, которые они уплачивали сеньору,
несли тяжелые отработочные повинности. В XIII в. отработочная
рента была в значительной мере заменена денежной. Однако фео
дальная реакция стремилась снова закрепостить крестьян, вер
нуть их к барщине, сделать их опять вилланами.
* war in France in the old king’s time, and the Black death — ав
тор имеет в виду Столетнюю войну между Англией и Францией (13371453), которая началась при короле Эдуарде III, и эпидемию чумы—
«черной смерти» — охватившую Англию в 1348-1349 гг.
* soccage tenants (ист.) — арендаторы, которые должны платить
феодалу ренту или нести повинность
* bever-time (арх.) — время перекусить, обеденный перерыв (от
лат. bibere — пить). В современном английском языке основа
bever встречается лишь в слове beverage — «напиток».
* Lollards — лолларды (от средненидерландского lollaerd, букв.
— бормочущий молитвы, псалмы), участники возникшего в XIVb.
антикатолического крестьянско-плебейского движения, предшест
вовавшего Реформации. В Англии лолларды проповедовали учение
представителя ранней Реформации Джона Уиклифа, значительно
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расширившего социальные требования. Идеологом лоллардов был
Джон Болл. Лолларды выступали против привилегий католической
церкви, требовали секуляризации церковного имущества, уравнения
в правах дворянства с крестьянами, отмены барщины и налогов.
Лолларды сыграли большую роль в подготовке восстания Уота Тай
лера.
Стр. НО. St. Albans — Сент Албанс, город к северо-западу от
Лондона, в графстве Гертфорд. Отряды восставших из этого города
слились с отрядами Джека Строу.
* Norwich — Норич, город к северу от Лондона, в графстве Нор
фольк
•John Lister — Листер, красильщик из Феллингама, ставший
во главе восстания в графстве Норфольк и называвший себя коро
лем общинников
•valiant tiler of Dartford —доблестный кровельщик из Дартфорда (графство Кент). Джон Тайлер, согласно хроникам, убил
сборщика поголовного налога за оскорбление, нанесенное его ма
лолетней дочери. В позднейшей литературе Джон Тайлер и Уот
Тайлер, предводитель восстания, сливаются в одно лицо, и до на
стоящего времени существует традиция, как в популярной литературе,
так и в некоторых научных сочинениях, ошибочно считать указан
ное событие поводом к восстанию.
* certes (арх.) — конечно (из старофранцузского)
•
Стр. 112. enow (поэт.) = enough
•
burg = burgh — шотландский город
• Стр. 114. stead (древнеангл. stede) — место (в современном
языке встречается в сложных словах homestead, bedstead)
* thy wind, belike, is none of the best — зд. ты, наверное, не очень
вынослив
* swinky (арх.) — изношенный, потертый
* steel-and-leather arm or thigh pieces — латы для защиты рук
или бедер, сделанные из стали и кожи
•Стр. 115. When Adam delved and Eve span
Who was then the gentleman.
— Согласно хроникам 12-го июня 1381г. Джон Болл произ
нес перед толпой патетическую речь на текст двустишья «Когда
Адам копал землю, а Ева пряла, кто был дворянином?» Это двусти
шие стало девизом восставших. В XIX в. поэт Роберт Саути (17741843) использовал эти строки в качестве припева к песне «Уот Тай
лер».
* Стр. 117. and if ye die in your wisdom, as God wot ye well may,
since the fields ye wend to bear swords for daisies, and spears for bents,
then shall ye be, though men call you dead, a part and parcel of the
living wisdom of all things — и если умрешь ты в своей мудрости,
а богу известно, что это вполне может случиться, поскольку поля, ’
которыми ты идешь, рождают мечи вместо маргариток и копья
вместо полевицы, то останешься, хотя люди и назовут тебя мертвым,
вечно живой частью бессмертной мудрости всего сущего
•Стр. 118. every word told — зд. услышали каждое слово
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* Стр. 120. holpen = helped
* hedge-priest — неграмотный (деревенский) священник низше
го зрания. Фактически Джон Болл был отлученным от церкви
капелланом.
* Стр. 121. what I could for my hopples — насколько это позво
ляли кандалы
* shamefast (арх.) — застенчивый, смущенный
* Стр. 122. losel (арх.) — повеса, распутник
* Стр. 123. Duke William — герцог Вильгельм Норманский,
в 1066 г. победивший английского короля Гарольда в битве у горы
Сенлак (Senlac) близ Гастингса и ставший королем Англии. Вильгельм
Завоеватель правил Англией до 1087 г.
* Стр. 124. false lying sheepskin (библ.) — овечья шкура, в ко
торую прячутся законники, творящие беззаконие. («Берегитесь
лжепророков, которые приходят к вам в овечьей одежде, а внутри
суть волки хищные».)
* Devil’s Manor — зд. ад (букв, «усадьба черта»)
* Easterling Chapman (ист.) — мелкий торговец. Easterling —
а) выходец из городов восточной Германии или Прибалтики, входив
ших в Ганзейский союз; б) мелкая монета, выпущенная купцами
Ганзы (ср. современное sterling). Chapman — купец (^русск, ко
робейник).
* Стр. 125. he that soweth shall reap (библ.) — кто посеет, тот
и пожнет
* tithe barn — зд. общественный амбар, куда каждый сдает одну
десятую часть (tithe) своего урожая
* to garner — зд. хранить
* and it was on this wise — и это произошло следующим образом
* Стр. 126. shall we see the grey-goose fly this eve? — выпустим
мы диких гусей сегодня вечером? Здесь речь идет о начале сражения.
Под grey-goose говорящий подразумевает стрелы, оперенные се
рыми гусиными перьями.
* Wat Tyler — Уот Тайлер (год рожд. неизв. — ум. в 1381 г.),
вождь крупнейшего в средневековой Англии крестьянского анти
феодального восстания 1381 года, которое было вызвано ухудше
нием положения основной массы крестьянства в связи с развитием
товарно-денежных отношений, захватом феодалами общинных зе
мель, принятием суровых статутов о рабочих и т. п. Большую роль
в подготовке восстания сыграли проповеди лоллардов. Непосредст
венным поводом к восстанию послужил сбор увеличенного поголов
ного налога, который правительство ввело в 1380 г., ссылаясь на*
рост потребности в деньгах в связи со Столетней войной. Во главе
восстания вместе с Уотом Тайлером встали Джон Болл, Джек Строу
и др. Десятки тысяч крестьян графств Кент и Эссекс двинулись
на Лондон. 15 июня 1381 г. во время встречи с королем Ричардом II
в Смитфильде, где Уот Тайлер передал королю требования вос
ставших крестьян, он был предательски убит, что внесло заме
шательство в ряды восставших и способствовало поражению
восстания.
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* Стр. 127. cloth-yard shaft (ист.) — стрела, длиной в 1 ярд;

то же ниже — yard-long shaft. Cloth-yard — мера длины, которой

измеряли ткань; равна современному стандартному ярду (г&91 см),
* Стр. 128. Nicholas Bramber — сэр Николас Брембер, один из ол
дерменов Лондонского мэра, принявший активное участие в борьбе
против восставших и в расправе над ними
* King Richard — король Ричард II (1367-1400), годы царство
вания — 1377-1399
*
tip-staves — мн.ч. от tip-staff — помощник шерифа
* bill-men (ист.) — алебардщики
* stour (арх.) — битва, сражение
* if ye get not into a plump together — если вы не будете сби
ваться в кучу; plump (арх.) — куча, толпа, отряд
* arbalestiers (фр. написание) = arbalesters — арбалетчики
*
for all they be thick — зд. несмотря на то, что они крепкие
* Стр. 129. Jack Straw — Джек Строу, один из вождей восста
ния 1381 г., казненный по приговору судебной комиссии после
подавления восстания. Хроники, которые приводят его выступле
ние на суде (The Confession of Jack Straw) называют Строу «после
Уота Тайлера главным предводителем».
* let them see what the grey goose bears between his wings —
имеется в виду смерть, которую несут стрелы лучников
* Стр. 133. Crecy field — поле боя у г. Креси, на северо-востоке
Франции, где во время Столетней войны в августе 1346 г. англи
чане одержали победу над французами
*sweetling — милая; суффикс -ling использовался в древне- и
среднеанглийском для образования существительных, имевших умень
шительное значение. (См. ниже starveling.) В современном языке
имеется всего несколько существительных с этим суффиксом. Ср,
darling.
* Стр. 134. who are now for a bushment to them — которые под
жидают их в засаде; bushment (арх.) — засада; ср. современное
ambush
*
Стр. 135. hold your peace (разг.) — попридержи язык
* Стр. 136. Stone of Doom — место в церкви Св. Петра в Вест
минстерском аббатстве, где, начиная с Вильгельма Завоевателя,
совершается обряд коронации английских королей
* Стр. 137. О then did I understand the meaning of the awe with
which the ancient poet speaks of the loose of the god Appolo’s bow —
здесь автор имеет в виду строки из «Илиады» Гомера, посвящен
ные тому, как Апполон стрелял из лука. Образ сребролукого Апполона неоднократно встречается в «Илиаде», особенно в первой песне.
См., напр., строка 49: «Страшно серебряный лук зазвенел под ру
кой Апполона». (Гомер, «Илиада», ГИХЛ, 1949 г.)
* Стр. 138. men-at-arms run not fast either to or fro the fray —
обратите внимание на употребление fro в значении from (древнеанг
лийский и очень редко среднеанглийский). В настоящее время на
речие fro встречается только во фразеологической единице to
and fro.
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* Стр. 139. soldiers made wise by the French war — солдаты,
умудренные опытом войны во Франции (автор имеет в виду Столет
нюю войну между Англией и Францией 1337-1453 гг.)
* Стр. 140. Companions — мародерствующие банды солдат во
время Столетней войны. См. Графтоновскую хронику (Grafton Chron.
II, 311; дается в современном написании): Throughout all France
sundry companies went together robbing and spoiling the country,
and they were called the Companions.
* Стр. 146. her heart was in her mouth all along — она все время
была очень напугана
* Стр. 150. St. Michael and the Dragon — архангел Михаил,
согласно библейской легенде, победил дьявола в борьбе за тело
Моисея. Часто дьявола изображают в виде дракона.
* Стр. 151. coif — головной убор, который в прежние времена
носили законоведы, судейские чиновники и адвокаты
* St. Martin, St. Francis, St. Thomas of Canterbury — св. Мартин
Турский (прибл. 316-399), св. Франциск Ассизский (1182-1226),
св. Фома Бекет, архиепископ Кентерберийский (1118—1170)
— проповедники, выступавшие против сильных мира сего в защиту
бедных и угнетенных
*
Стр. 152. beflowerings (арх.) — украшения в виде цветов
* Стр. 153. and I mind me that in those stories of the old Danes
— автор имеет в виду исландские саги. Неоднократное упомина
ние (см. стр. 234) Моррисом произведений древнескандинавского
эпоса (норвежского по своему племенному источнику), которое по
лучило свое настоящее развитие в Исландии, не случайно. С 1869 г.
и почти до конца своих дней он занимался переводами на английский
язык отдельных древнескандинавских саг.
* Стр. 157. after the years of the great sickness — имеются в виду
50-е годы XIV в., после эпидемии чумы 1348-1349 гг.
* Стр. 159. quit-rent (ист.) — арендная плата за землю, принад
лежащую помещику, выплачиваемая мелкими арендаторами —
фригольдерами (freeholders), которые таким образом освобождались
от крепостной зависимости. (Ср. русское «оброк».)
* to sell to the Easterlings — см. комм, к стр. 124
* Стр. 161. like Hebrews in the land of Egypt — согласно Библии
египтяне поработили поселившихся в их стране евреев «и делали
жизнь их горькою от тяжкой работы над глиною и кирпичами, и
от всякой работы полевой, от всякой работы, к которой принужда
ли их с жестокостью». (Вторая книга Моисеева I, 14.)
*
Стр. 164. to show the high hand — зд. доказывать свою власть
* men shall be cozened into thinking — людей обманом-заставят
думать; книжный оборот, соответствующий разг, to cheat (talk)
smb. into doing smth.
*
Стр. 166. so much as — даже
* Стр. 167. В описании работы ткацкого станка использованы
следующие технические термины: loom — ткацкий станок, shuttle —
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челнок ткацкого станка, warp — основа ткани, spring-staves — рыча
ги, leaf of the warp — полотнище; и ниже: web — ткань, sley — ус.дройство, располагающее основу.
* Стр. 169. Durham—Дэрхэм, город, находящийся сравнительно
далеко от Лондона, ввосточной части Мидленда (Центральная Англия)
* Wales, Essex —Уэльс и Эссекс, графства, расположенные соот
ветственно на запад и на северо-восток от Лондона
*
Стр. 171. dortoir = dorter, dortour
*
Стр. 174. to missay {устар.) — ругать, оскорблять
* Стр. 175. the Thames Conservancy — Управление охраны реки
Темзы
* Стр. 176. Richmond Park — большой парк в юго-западном
пригороде Лондона
* John Ruskin — Джон Рескин (1819-1900), английский теоре
тик искусства и публицист («Современные художники», «Камни
Венеции»), который, выступив против крупной капиталистической
индустрии, пришел к реакционной романтической утопии, основан
ной на идеализации ремесла и стремлении искусством «облагоро
дить» существующий эксплуататорский строй («Лекции об искус
стве»)
NEWS FROM NOWHERE
* Стр. 177. League — автор имеет в виду Социалистическую
■ лигу, возникшую в Англии в 1884-1885 гг. и возглавлявшуюся Мор
рисом совместно с Элеонорой Маркс-Эвелинг и ее мужем. Социали
стическая лига была более левой организацией, чем Социал-де
мократическая федерация (см. комм, к стр. 413), из которой Моррис
вышел в 1884 г. после ссоры с ее руководителями.
* Стр. 178. Chiswick Eyot — остров на Темзе в р-не Чизика (за
падный пригород Лондона). Чизик примыкал к городским районам
Putney (Пэтни) и Hammersmith (Гаммерсмит).
* Стр. 180. Biffin’s — лодочная пристань в Гаммерсмите
* I peeled for my swim — зд. я разделся догола, чтобы выкупать
ся
* Стр. 181. Barn Elms — пригородный район Лондона, распо
ложенный на север от Ричмонд-парка
* Стр. 182. Surrey bank — берег Темзы со стороны графства
Сэррей. Темза образует естественную границу между графствами
Сэррей к югу и Миддлсекс к северу
* Тау — р. Тэй, самая длинная река в Шотландии, в которой
в изобилии водятся лососи
* Thorneycroft’s — судостроительные верфи Торникрофта в Чи'зике, построенные в 1866 г.
* but never seen such an one out of an illuminated manuscript
— но никогда не видел такого моста, похожего на картинку из ук
рашенной цветными рисунками рукописи
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* Стр. 183. a wonder of a bridge — чудо-мост. Конструкция,
в которой одно существительное, обычно экспрессивно окрашенное,
определяет другое (a beauty of a woman — красавица, a giant of
a man — великан и т.п.), обладает большей эмфатичностью и эмо
циональностью, чем обычные атрибутивные сочетания типа a wonder
ful bridge (a beautiful woman, a giant man и т.п.)
* Стр. 186. Colney Hatch — так сокращенно называют лондон
скую психиатрическую лечебницу (Colney Hatch Lunatic Asylum
for County of London)
* Стр. 188. Crosby Hall — здание, построенное в XV в. олдер
меном Кросби. Упоминается у Шекспира («Ричард III»). Во времена
Морриса — зал для собраний, лекций, концертов. Находится в
р-не Челси.
* Стр. 190. High Table — стол для преподавателей и научных
сотрудников в столовой колледжа, обычно расположенный на воз
вышении по отношению к столам, занимаемым студентами коллед
жа
* Hammersmith Socialists — одно из отделений Социалистиче
ской лиги, которое в 1890 г., когда лига распалась, было переиме
новано в Гаммерсмитское Социалистическое общество. Гаммерсмит
— один из районов в западной части Лондона. Дом Морриса (Kelmscott House), где размещался штаб этого общества, находился ч Гаммерсмите.
* Стр. 191. Epping Forest, Walthamstow, Woodford — к северовостоку от Лондона в графстве Эссекс находится пригородный парк
(бывший королевский лес) Эппинг, рядом с которым расположены
два пригородных района Лондона — Вудфорд и промышленный
Уолтэмстоу, где родился Уильям Моррис
* Corporation of London — лондонский муниципалитет
* Leaguers — члены Социалистической лиги
* Стр. 192. hold hard — зд. прекрати
* Автор имеет в виду популярные в 30-е гг. XIX в. рассказы
писательницы Хэрриет Мартино (Harriet Martineau), последователь
ницы философии утилитаристов Бентама и Джона Стюарта Милля
(см. комм, к стр. 406). Действующими лицами ее рассказов являют
ся ремесленники (см. сборники “Illustrations of Political Economy”,
“Poor Law and Paupers Illustrated” и др.).
* Стр. 193. in unsocial countries — зд. в странах с несправедли
вым общественным строем
* there was not a careful line on her face — зд. на ее лице не было
никаких следов забот. Обратите внимание на использование не
обычного для современного английского языка значения прила
гательного careful.
* Стр. 194. Walter Scott — сэр Вальтер Скотт (1771 1832), анг
лийский романист и поэт, создатель жанра исторического романа.
Его романы «Веверлей», «Айвенго», «Роб Рой» и др. вошли в золотой
фонд мировой литературы.
* Стр. 195. Ne quid nimis! (лат.) — Ничего лишнего! (т.е. будь
разумно умеренным)

* Hillo! — оклик, восклицание приветствия или удивления при
встрече (ср. Эй!, Алло!, Привет!) То же НШоа! (см. стр. 209 и др.)
* Boffin — Боффин, мусорщик из романа Диккенса «Наш об
щий друг», составивший большое состояние своим ремеслом (см.
текст, стр. 195 — 197 — “Golden Dustman”)
* Стр. 199. Mote-House — зал для собраний, заседаний (от древ
неанглийского mote — собрание)
* Стр. 200. and that like they run in the Thames valley — такими
они и бывают в долине Темзы
* Стр. 201. Kensington — Кенсингтон, район Лондона, в кото
ром находится большой парк (Kensington Gardens). Ниже упоминают
ся также Paddington, Notting Hill, Primrose Hill, Kingsland,
Holborn и другие районы Лондона и его пригородов.
* Стр. 202. Windsor — Виндзорский лес, к западу от Лондона,
в районе замка Виндзор, являющегося летней резиденцией английских
королей
* Forest of Dean — королевский заповедный лес на берегу Темзы,
в графстве Глостершир
* Стр. 204. I am wandering from ту lambs — зд. я отошел от
темы (от французской поговорки revenons a nos moutons — вернемся
к нашей теме, букв, «вернемся к нашим баранам»)
* Стр. 206. Westminster Abbey — Вестминстерское аббатство.
Так называется собор св. Петра в Лондоне, место коронации ан
глийских королей, а также погребения королей, государственных
деятелей и выдающихся людей Англии. Находится в центре Лон
дона в р-не Вестминстер.
* В Вестминстерском аббатстве имеется большое количество па
мятников королям, государственным деятелям и выдающимся лю
дям Англии
* Стр. 207. I take you — зд. я понимаю вас
* St. Paul’s — собор св. Павла, главный протестантский собор
в Англии, расположен в центре Лондона на холме Лэдгейт. Этот
собор является одним из лучших образцов архитектуры Воз
рождения в Англии. Он построен в 1675-1710 гг. архитектором сэром
Кристофером Реном.
* Стр. 210. every Jack may have his Jill — каждому юноше до
стается любимая девушка. Jack и Jill — персонажи старой англий
ской детской сказки. Отсюда Jack and Jill — «всякий простой че
ловек вообще и его любимая или жена».
* Стр. 211. Latakia — один из лучших сортов турецкого табака (от
названия морского порта в Сирии)
* Стр. 213. the grapes of the Rhine — сорт винограда (рейнский),
произрастающий в долине р. Рейн, из которого делают рейнские
вина, в частности Steinberg (чаще Steinberger) — белое вино, произ
водимое в районе Висбадена
* rot-gut — прокисшее («гнилое») вино, производимое из отхо
дов винограда
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* Стр. 214. mulleygrubs (искам.) = mulligrubs (разг.) — хандра
♦ Стр. 215. Trafalgar Square — одна из центральных площадей
Лондона, названная в память победы английского флота в битве
при мысе Трафальгар
* Стр. 216. a tall column — эд. памятник адмиралу Нельсону,
одержавшему победу над объединенным франко-испанским флотом
в битве при мысе Трафальгар близ входа в Гибралтарский пролив
в 1805 г. Это поражение заставило Наполеона I отказаться от плана
вторжения в Англию. Памятник Нельсону представляет собой вы
сокую колонну, на вершине которой установлена бронзовая фигура
адмирала. Находится в центре Трафальгарской площади.
* Стр. 217. Революция, которая привела к образованию госу
дарства, описываемого в данном произведении, началась, по за
мыслу автора, в 1952 г.
’James’ Social Democratic History — несуществующая книга.
Моррис делает ее автором Джеймза, во-первых, потому, что это
очень распространенная английская фамилия и, во-вторых, это
намек на английского писателя, американца по происхождению,
Генри Джеймза (1843-1916), современника Морриса, которого пос
ледний резко осуждал за его «светские» произведения. Он писал
в Commonweal (25 августа 1888 г.), что Г. Джеймз является «способ
ным историком страшнейшей продажности высшего общества; он
поэт-лауреат тех легкомысленно развлекающихся людей, подлецов и
пустых дураков, из которых это общество в основном состоит и в
чьих душах он так ясно читает».
* Здесь и далее автор описывает события «кровавого воскресенья»
(13 ноября 1887 г.), когда вооруженная полиция напала на демон
страцию безработных, возглавляемую Социал-демократической фе
дерацией (см. комм, к стр. 413), пришедшую на митинг в центр
города (см. также описание революции в главе XVII романа)
* to hold a ward-mote — созвать районное собрание (от ward — го
родской район и mote — собрание)
* what not other barbarous half-hatched body of fools — зд. или
какая-то там другая недозрелая организация, состоящая из жесто
косердных глупцов
* Стр. 219. Автор хочет сказать, что в стране должна быть лишь
одна Национальная галерея как главное государственное храни
лище произведений искусства. В Национальной галерее, находя
щейся в Лондоне, собраны произведения живописи, скульптуры и
пр., представляющие различные эпохи, школы и направления в
искусстве. Кроме Национальной галереи, в Лондоне имеются и
другие картинные галереи: Тейтовская (Tate Gallery), Уоллесовская
(Wallace Collection), Гилдхолл (Guildhall gallery) и др.
*
Стр. 222. Spell ho, mates! (разг, воскл.) — Перерыв, друзья!
*
Стр. 223. Long Acre — одна из магистральных улиц Лондона
* the three-score-and-ten of the old Jewish proverb-book (библ.) —
согласно книге притч (Ветхий завет) жизнь человека должна про
должаться 70 лет

• Стр. 224. по less old a friend, in fact, than the British Museum
— зд. а именно ничто иное, как моего старого друга — Британский
музей. Британский музей, находящийся в р-не Блумзбери, был
создан в 1759 г. на базе завещанных государству частных коллекций.
Он является самым большим английским национальным музеем.
Его библиотека, одна из крупнейших в мире, насчитывает свыше
5 миллионов книг, 200 тысяч рукописей и славится знаменитым со
бранием инкунабул.
*
Стр. 231. reductio ad absurdum (лат.) — доведение до абсурда
* Стр. 232. Хотя цитата приведена неточно, есть основания пред
полагать, что Моррис, вероятно, цитирует отрывок из поэмы «Труды
и дни» (рассказ о пяти веках — миф о Пандоре) древнегреческого
поэта Гесиода (VIII-VII вв. до н.э.)
* Стр. 233. bed of Procrustes [pra'krAstkz] (греч. миф.) — прокрус
тово ложе. Прокруст — разбойник, который укладывал свои жертвы
на ложе, и если они оказывались длиннее ложа, обрубал им ноги,
а если короче — вытягивал их; отсюда—«искусственная мерка, под
которую насильственно стараются ч.-л. подогнать».
* Стр. 234. an old Norwegian folk-lore tale — см. комм, к стр.
153.
* Стр. 236. visiting the sins of the father upon the children (библ.)
— покарать детей за грехи их отцов
* Стр. 237. Jutish blood — кровь ютов, одного из германских
племен, напавших на британские острова в V в.
* Стр. 238. then you gathered left-handed (разг.) — зд. значит
вы поняли неправильно
* Стр. 239. phalangstery = phalanstery — фаланстер, тип зда
ния, который Шарль Фурье проектировал для расселения общины
(«фаланги»); см. комм. к стр. 266
* Стр. 240. the modern Babylon of civilisation — автор сравни
вает Лондон с крупнейшим городом древней Месопотамии Вавилоном,
столицей Вавилонского царства в XXI-VI вв. до н.э. Сравнение
большого города, в котором царят несправедливость и порок, с
Вавилоном стало традиционным.
* Стр. 241. Hood’s Song ot the Shirt — «Песнь о рубашке», сти
хотворение английского поэта-филантропа Томаса Гуда (1799-1845),
повествующее о тяжелой, беспросветной жизни работниц в капи
талистическом обществе
* Bloomsbury — Блумзбери, район в центре Лондона На восток
от Блумзбери находится Сити, коммерческое сердце города, а далее
— Уайтчепел, район лондонской бедноты.
* Стр. 242. Swindling Kens — ироническое название, составлен
ное из swindle — обманывать, надувать и сокращения от kennel —
хибара, лачуга, конура
* Aidgate — Олдгейт, улица в Лондоне, которая в средние века
вела к одним из 4-х городских ворот. В доме над воротами жил зна
менитый английский поэт Чосер. Он находился дома, когда в 1381г.
через эти ворота в Лондон вошел Уот Тайлер со своими войсками.
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* river Lea — река в северо-восточной части Лондона
•Isaak Walton — Ибаак Уолтон (1593-1683), английский эс
сеист и поэт
* Stratford, Old Ford — северо-восточные пригороды Лондона
* Стр. 243. Canning Town, Silvertown — районы доков, лежащие
за чертой города на восток от Лондона, населены портовыми рабочи
ми
* Стр. 244. Oxford — город на северо-западе от Лондона, в
котором находится старейший и самый знаменитый в Англии уни
верситет, студентами которого в большинстве своем являются вос
питанники закрытых аристократических учебных заведений. Для
выходцев из народа доступ в Оксфордский университет фактически
закрыт. Студенты Оксфорда воспитываются в духе консерватизма,
шовинизма и религиозности.
* Стр. 245. Cambridge — город на северо-востоке от Лондона,
в котором находится один из крупнейших английских университе
тов
* Стр. 249. rockeries = rockwork — зд. искусственные скалы,
гроты, водоемы из камня, придающие живописность саду
* forcing-grounds for fruit out of season — парниковые хозяйства
для выращивания плодов, не произрастающих в естественных усло
виях в данное время года
* will I nill I — хочу я этого или не хочу (nill искусственно об
разовано из отрицательной частицы и глагола will. Ср. willy-nilly
волей-неволей.)
* Стр. 255. thou shalt not steal — «не укради» — одна из запо
ведей, которые, согласно библии, были переданы богом Моисею
на горе Синай
* Стр. 256. Hot blood will err sometimes. — зд. Горячим голо
вам свойственно иногда ошибаться. Глагол will выражает неизмен?
ное качество, неподдающееся воздействию. Ср. boys will be
boys — мальчики остаются мальчиками.
* to put it at the worst — в худшем случае
* Стр. 258. to go and sin again — идти и снова грешить. Перифраза
изречения из Евангелия (см. следующий комментарий).
* Jesus had got the legal penalty remitted before he said “Go and
sin no more” — автор ссылается на евангельскую притчу о блудни
це (Евангелие от Иоанна, 8), которую хотели побить камнями. Хрис
тос вступился за нее, сказав, что бросить камень в нее может только
тот, кто сам безгрешен. К блуднице же он обратил слова: «Иди и
больше не греши».
* Стр. 259. seeing that nothing sticks fast uselessly — зд. при
смотреть за тем, чтобы ничего не пропадало (не оставалось неисполь
зованным)
* Стр. 260. Horrebow’s Snakes in Iceland — в Англии существует
анекдот о том, как некий ученый после тщательного и длительного
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исследования написал научный труд об Исландии. Отдельная глава
была посвящена змеям в Исландии. Эта глава состояла из четырех
слов: «Змей в Исландии нет».
* Стр. 263. pro and con (лат.) — «за» и «против»
* if the division is a close one — зд. если голоса разделяются
почти поровну (то же ниже if the divisions are still narrow. Ср. ниже
if the division is a wide one — зд. если при голосовании наблюдает
ся четкое разделение на большинство и меньшинство).
* status quo (лат.) — положение, существующее в данный момент
* Стр. 266. Charles Fourier — Шарль Фурье (1772-1837), великий
французский социалист-утопист, нарисовавший картину будущего
общества, в котором смогут развернуться все человеческие способ
ности. Основной ячейкой нового общества Фурье считал «фалангу»
— общину, сочетающую промышленное и сельскохозяйственное
производство. Осуществление своего общественного идеала Фурье
связывал не с революцией, а с перевоспитанием людей, с органи
зацией «фаланги» на средства филантропов.
* Стр. 267. the gathering of grapes from thorns and figs from
thistles — здесь перефразировано изречение из Евангелия: «Соби
рают ли с терновника виноград или с репейника смоквы? Так всякое
дерево доброе приносит и плоды добрые, а худое дерево приносит и
плоды худые».
* Стр. 269. to evade the responsibility of vicarious ferocity — чтобы
избежать ответственности за поощряемую жестокость
* any stick, in short, which would beat the dog — короче говоря,
любой подходящий предлог. Перефразирована пословица a stick
is soon found to beat a dog with^%s«ecли надо, всякий предлог хорош».
* Стр. 270. Факты отправки английскими колонизаторами
недоброкачественных продуктов и товаров в колонии весьма много
численны. Моррис упоминает лишь некоторые из них.
’Stanley — сэр Генри Мортон Стэнли (1841-1904), известный
английский путешественник, исследователь Африки. Экспедиции
Стенли способствовали проникновению в Африку европейских коло
низаторов.
* Стр 275. Seven Swans, King of the Golden Mountain, Faithful
Henry — названия сказок братьев Гримм. В русском пере
воде: «Шесть лебедей» (здесь Моррис, видимо, ошибся), «Король
с золотой горы», «Верный Иоганнес».
* Jacob Grimm — Яков Гримм (1785-1863), немецкий филологгуманист, который совместно с братом Вильгельмом Гриммом со
ставил получившие широкую известность сборники немецких сказок
«Детские и семейные сказки»
* Стр. 276. were much of a piece — зд. соответствовали
* Стр. 278. dulness = dullness
* Стр. 281. they could not carry things wholly by the high hand
— зд. они не могли просто повелевать
* Стр. 282. thus matters hung in the balance — итак, вопрос оста
вался нерешенным
* Стр. 284. late Roman poor-rates — налоги на бедных в поздней
римской империи (конец II —: нач. IV вв.). В это время эксплуата
ция рабов становилась все менее рентабельной. Рабский труд мешал
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прогрессу производства. Для повышения заинтересованности ра
бов отпускали на оброк, представляя им пекулий — некоторое
количество имущества, скот, надел земли, которые юридически при
надлежали хозяину. Оброк был очень высок.
* Стр. 285. William Gladstone — Уильям Гладстон (1809-1898),
английский реакционный государственный деятель, лидер либераль
ной партии, неоднократный премьер-министр Великобритании
• But terrible tragedy lay hidden behind this grinning through a horsecollar of the reactionary party.—зд. Ужасная трагедия скрывалась
за этим стремлением реакционной партии удержать свое положение,
несмотря на тяжелые обстоятельства (to grin through a horse-collar
— букв, «улыбаться несмотря на то, что тебе на шею одели хомут»).
* Стр. 286. Здесь и далее подробно описываются события октя
бря-ноября 1887 г., хотя Моррис в этой книге говорит, что револю
ция произошла в 1952 г. Моррис воспринял события этого време
ни — демонстрации, всеобщую забастовку, «кровавое воскресенье»,
беспорядки как начало переворота.
• dry-blow fighting — драка без применения огнестрельного
оружия
* Стр. 287. for the day fortnight of the last-mentioned skirmish
— ровно через две недели после упомянутой стычки
• Стр. 289. Для подавления беспорядков 1887 г. командующим
войсками был назначен молодой генерал сэр Чарльз Уоррен.
• which was a miserable driblet when all is said — в конечном
счете это было лишь Kannefl_(driblet = dribblet, when all is said =
when all is said and done)
•
in the least in the world (эмфатический оборот) = in the least
•
Стр. 292. to gather head — достигать высшей точки, апогея
* Стр. 293. he for one=as for him;—что касается его. Выражение
for one в отличие от as for употребляется только в отношении людей.
Ср. as for this book, it is available in all libraries; as for me, I am rea
dy to help и I for one agree.
• Стр. 295. House = House of Commons — палата общин в ан
глийском парламенте
* Стр. 297. Dally Telegraph (теперь Daily Telegraph and Morning
Post) — одна из ведущих английских ежедневных буржуазных га
зет, близкая к руководству консервативной партии
•
Стр. 302. square-headed persons — зд. здравомыслящие люди
• Стр. 320. Hampton Court—дворец и парк на берегу Темзы.
В дальнейшем в описании путешествия автора и его друзей вверх по
Темзе встречаются названия различных небольших и крупных на
селенных пунктов, мимо которых они проезжали (Shapperton,
Runnymede, Clewer, Bisham, Henley и т. д.) В комментарий включены
лишь те из них, объяснение к которым помогает более глубокому
пониманию текста.
• the court-style of Dutch William —стиль нидерландского воз
рождения
*
Стр. 323, nothing loth — охотно

* Стр. 330. gave me the sele of the morning—пожелали мне доброго
утра (от древнеанглийского sael — счастье, успех, благополучие);
ср. стр. 348 gave us the sele of the day
* Стр. 331. according to the card — как показывают карты (га
дальные)
*
cap of darkness — зд. шапка-невидимка
* Стр. 333. you de-cockneyised the place—зд. вы избавили этот
уголок от скученности, грязи и нищеты (от cockney — уроженец
•восточной, самой бедной и грязной, части Лондона). См. дальше
стр. 333 cockneyism — малоинтеллигентная, вульгарная речь и
манера поведения; стр. 338 the once sorely be-cockneyed reaches of
the river — плесы, когда-то густо населенные (или часто посещае
мые) городским людом; стр. 346 of the days before Pangbourne had
been thoroughly cockneyfied — тех дней, когда Пэнгборн еще не
был окончательно превращен в город; стр. 347 as if they had been
Cockneys newly escaped from the tyranny of bricks and mortar —
Как будто они были бедным городским людом, только что вырвав
шимся из городской неволи (brick and mortar — кирпич и известь—
традиционное образное выражение при противопоставлении горо
да и деревни); стр. 352 the contrast between half-cockneyfied and
wholly unsophisticated country — контраст между наполовину го
родским и совершенно нетронутым сельским пейзажем.
* sent ... packing — прогнали (послали ко всем чертям)
* Стр. 336. Eton and Windsor — города на Темзе, к западу о*г
Лондона, расположенные друг против друга. В Итоне находится
знаменитый закрытый колледж.
* at his rather natural blunder — Итон-колледж, закрытая шко
ла для английской аристократической молодежи, была основана
Генрихом VI в 1440-1441 гг. Эдуард VI отобрал у школы часть ее
владений и стремился слить ее с богословской школой св. Георга
в Виндзоре.
* Стр. 342. to send to Coventry {идиом.) — подвергнуть остракиз
му, бойкотировать
* Стр. 353. from the time of Alfred — co времен короля Альфреда,
правившего с 871 г. по 900 г,
* Parliamentary Wars :— так называется период в английской ис
тории между казнью Карла I в 1649 г. и Реставрацией в 1660 г.
В это время Оливер Кромвель (1599-1658), крупнейший деятель
английской буржуазной революции XVII в., представлявший ин
тересы средней торгово-промышленной буржуазии и обуржуазив
шегося дворянства, организовал знаменитые парламентские отря
ды «железнобоких» (Ironsides — как они были названы после битвы
за Йорк 2-го июля 1644 г., когда Кромвель одержал блестящую побе
ду над роялистскими войсками), а затем и регулярную парламент
скую армию «нового образца» (New model army), созданную в апреле
1645 г. Он казнил короля, а в 1653 г. разогнал «охвостье» (the rump)
Долгого парламента. Местечко Уоллингфорд, расположенное на
Темзе к западу от Лондона, где имелась старинная крепость, доль
ше других сохраняло верность Карлу I и оказывало сопротивление
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парламентским войскам. Во время протектората Кромвеля крепость
Уоллингфорд по приказу правительства сравняли с землей.
* Стр. 354. it was as much ...as a man could do — зд.._все, что было
в человеческих силах
* Стр. 357. Bodleian Library — Бодлеянская библиотека при Окс
фордском университете, одна из крупных библиотек Великобрита
нии (свыше 1,7 млн. томов и около 40 тыс. рукописей)
* Стр. 359. Alfred Tennyson — Альфред Теннисон (1809-1892).
английский поэт, воспевавший в романтическом духе рыцарские вре
мена. Его творчество носит характер открытой апологетики бур'
жуазных устоев викторианской Англии.
* Lotos-Eaters’ Land = Lotos (Lotus) Land (греч. миф.) — страна
лотофагов, сказочная страна изобилия и праздности, куда попа
дает Одиссей со своими спутниками. Теннисон написал поэму на
сюжет из древнегреческого эпоса —“The Lotos-Eaters”.
* Стр. 361. Odyssean [adfsian] lies—хитрости Одиссея, героя древ
негреческой эпической поэмы, который при помощи различных
хитроумных уловок добивался победы над врагами
* Стр. 362. mamelon (фр.) — бугор, круглый холм
* Oseney — старинное аббатство в Оксфорде, которое с 1542 г.
стало кафедральной церковью и местопребыванием епископа
* once don-beridden city — город, который когда-то был навод
нен профессорами
* Godstow — Годстоу, старинный монастырь на берегу Темзы
* Стр 366. Roman Wall in Cumberland — римская стена в графстве
Кэмберленд. Автор имеет в виду так называемую Гадрианову стену,
построенную императором Гадрианом примерно в 121-127 гг. н. э.
Эта стена длиной в 73,5 мили, проходящая по самой узкой части
о-ва Великобритания (от Уолзэнда на р. Тайн до Боунесса на за
ливе Селуэй), является самым большим и значительным памятни
ком римского строительства времен господства римлян на Бри
танских островах.
* Стр. 383. haysel (арх.) — время уборки сена; от hay-j-sele — вре
мя (современное английское hay season)
* Стр. 384. church-ales (ист.)—деревенские церковные праздни
ки, во время которых пили эль. Праздники устраивались либо в
церковном дворе, либо в самой церкви. Во время этих праздников
собирали деньги на нужды церкви или на бедных.
* Стр. 385. who ... looked, as the Persian poet puts it, like a bed
of tulips in the sun — зд. которые ... были похожи на клумбу
тюльпанов, как выражаются персидские поэты. Сравнение жен
ской красоты, женского лица, щек с цветами (розами и тюль
панами) является традиционным в персидской и таджикской клас
сической и народной поэзии и неоднократно встречается у всех
эпических и лирических поэтов, начиная с Фирдоуси.
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ART AND SOCIALISM
* Стр. 392. on all hands — эд. co всех точек зрения
* Стр. 393. Моррис, вероятно, имеет в виду Горация (65-8 гг. до
н. э.), крупнейшего римского поэта, автора многочисленных сатир,
который в своем послании об искусстве поэзии («Наука поэзии») се
тует на увлечение коммерцией и забвение искусства среди римской
молодежи.
* В XVIII в. английская промышленная буржуазия была заин
тересована в отмене устарелых бюрократических мероприятий кон
троля над промышленностью, связанных с политикой меркантилиз
ма, в снятии таможенных барьеров, в обеспечении мирового
господства Англии на путях свободной торговли. Мировоззрение
новой буржуазии, теоретической основой всей ее деятельности
стал утилитаризм, «философия пользы», т. н. политика laissez faire,
laissez passer, т. e. политика невмешательства государства в экономи
ческую жизнь. «Свободная» экономическая деятельность по сущест
ву означала свободу конкуренции и буржуазной эксплуатации и тре
бование невмешательства государства в хозяйственную и личную
жизнь капиталистического товаропроизводителя — буржуа. Про
пагандистами утилитаризма были Бентам, Милль, произведения
которых посвящены восхвалению капитала и агитации за неогра
ниченную свободу капиталистической конкуренции. Страстным про
поведником политики laissez faire был также Адам Смит.
* Стр. 398. King Midas ['maidas] (греч. миф.) — согласно легенде
король Фригии Мидас превращал все, до чего он дотрагивался, в
золото
* Стр. 401. John Ruskin — см. комм, к стр. 176
* Стр. 406. John Stuart Mill—Джон Стюарт Милль (1806-1873),
английский буржуазный политический деятель, экономист и фило
соф, ученик философа Бентама, которого Маркс назвал «гением бур
жуазной глупости». (К. Маркс, Капитал, т. I, стр. 615, изд. 1949 г.).
Философские взгляды Милля сложились под влиянием субъектив
но-идеалистического сенсуализма Дж. Беркли, агностицизма Юма,
ассоциативной психологии Джеймса Милля и утилитаризма И. Бен
тама. В своей книге «Политическая экономия» Милль пытался объяс
нить прибыль капиталистов лженаучной апологетической теорией
вздорожания, которая якобы имеет место у капиталистов в отноше
нии потребления. Политическая экономия Милля обнаруживает эклек
тизм и мальтузианство автора. Милль ввел в философию термин «ути
литаризм». Его философские взгляды были подвер.гнуты критике в
трудах классиков марксизма-ленинизма, а также в работах Н. Г.
Чернышевского.
* Стр. 407. lack-all — образованное автором слово со значением
«неимущий» (по образцу know-all)
* high-minded More and the valiant Latimer — автор имеет в виду
Томаса Мора (1478-1535), родоначальника утопического социализ
ма, автора первого выдающегося произведения утопического со
циализма «Золотой книги, столь же полезной, как забавной, о наи
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лучшем устройстве государства и о новом острове Утопии», и Хью
Латимера (прибл. 1490-1555), английского епископа, одного из
основных деятелей Реформации в Англии, популярного проповед
ника. Оба, хотя и различными путями, боролись с существующим
порядком. За свою деятельность Мор был обезглавлен, а Латимер
предан сожжению.
* Стр. 410.The devil take the hindmost.%Горе неудачнику. Часть
выражения each man for himself and the devil take the hindmost,
которое весьма образно выражает сущность волчьих законов капи
тализма. (См. у Драйзера в «Трагической Америке»: “Under‘In God
We Trust’ on our dollar might be written: ‘The Devil Take the Hind
most’—that is the labourer”.)
* Стр. 411. de te fabula (лат.) — о тебе рассказ. Так обычно
кончались басни Федора, первого римского баснописца.
* are but tubs thrown to the whale — являются лишь способами
отвлечь внимание от главного; от идиома to throw out a tub to the
whale — отвлекать от себя внимание (обыкн. опасного противника);
букв, «отвлечь от себя внимание разъяренного кита, выбросив ему
кадку (бадью)»
* Стр. 412. a mere episode in the struggle for the abolition of sla
very — автор имеете виду гражданскую войну в США (1861-1865)
между Севером и Югом за отмену рабовладения
* Стр, 413. Democratic Federation — основанная в 1881 г. Гайнд
маном Демократическая федерация (с 1884 г. —Социал-демократи
ческая федерация), ставящая своей целью реформы (в частности
реформу избирательного права), которые якобы должны устра
нить «дурные стороны» капитализма и предотвратить революцию. На
основе Социал-демократической федерации в 1911 г. была организо
вана Британская социалистическая партия. У. Моррис вступил в
Демократическую федерацию в 1883 г. Однако уже в 1884-1885 гг.,
поссорившись с руководством федерации, вышел из нее и осно
вал Социалистическую лигу (см. комм, к стр. 177).
* Стр. 414. but remember that the body of people who have for in
stance ruined India, starved and gagged Ireland, and tortured Egypt—
автор имеет в виду империалистические колонизаторские действия
Великобритании на протяжении всего XIX в. В 1817-1818 гг. про
изошел захват маратских княжеств в Индии, а в 1843-1849 гг. бла
годаря захватническим войнам были присоединены Синд и Пенджаб;
в 1857-1859 гг. было подавлено народное восстание в Индии про
тив английских колонизаторов. В Ирландии жестоко подавлялись
Всякие попытки добиться самостоятельности. Так было 'подавлено
восстание фениев в 1867 г. В 1882 г. в результате захватнической
войны Египет был оккупирован английскими войсками.

A FACTORY AS IT MIGHT BE

* Стр. 416. Justice — журнал Социал-демократической федера
ции,в котором Моррис активно сотрудничал в 1884 г.
*
AIcinoQs [ael'smaas]—имя царя сказочной страны феаков, опи
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F
санной в «Одиссее» Гомера. Дворец Алкиноя был окружен прекрас
ным садом.
HOW WE LIVE AND HOW WE MIGHT LIVE

*
Стр. 425. in the teeth of opinion — зд. ни с чем не считаясь
* Стр. 426. Legree—Легри, бесчеловечно-жестокий плантаторрабовладелец, образ из романа американской писательницы Гар
риет Бичер-Стоу «Хижина дяди Тома»
* Стр. 429. at the cannon’s mouth — насильственно, силой ору
жия, огнем и мечом
* Стр. 430. war commercial—зд. конкурентная борьба между про
мышленными предприятиями. Обратите внимание на порядок слов,
придающий фразе более торжественный оттенок.
*
Стр. 433. to keep the ring — соблюдать нейтралитет
* Стр. 440. I am clear — зд. я отдаю себе ясный отчет
* Стр. 442. Procrustean bed — см. комм, к стр. 233.
* to be dressed up in red—зд. быть одетым в солдатскую форму
(мундиры английских солдат были красного цвета)
* Стр. 443. so much for (разг.) — хватит (говорить о)
♦ Стр. 445. Bayswater—Бейзуотер, аристократический район
Лондона, примыкающий с юга к Кенсингтонскому саду, а с юговостока к Гайд-Парку

USEFUL WORK VERSUS USEFUL TOIL
* Стр. 450. Обратите внимание на антитезу useful — useless — по
лезный — бесполезный и work — toil — работа — тяжелый труд
* Стр. 454. salt of the earth (библ.)—соль земли. Автор использу
ет известное изречение из Евангелия (от Матвея, 8). Соль, вслёдствие своих качеств, является, по библейской символике, призна
ком чистоты и неподкупности, поэтому Христос, обращаясь к сво
им ученикам, говорит им, что до тех пор, пока они будут хранить в
чистоте его учение, они будут являться самыми чтимыми и уважаемы
ми людьми — солью земли.
* Стр. 466.Commission de lunatlco (ирон.)—зд. комиссия, опреде
ляющая, в здравом ли уме находится человек

HOW I BECAME A SOCIALIST
* Стр. 473. the (then) Democratic Federation—автор имеет в виду
Социал-демократическую федерацию, первоначально называвшу
юся Демократической федерацией
* Стр. 474. Adam Smith, David Ricardo — Адам Смит (1723-1790),
один из крупнейших представителей английской классиче
ской буржуазной политической экономии. Он выступал идеологом
буржуазии в тот период (XVIII в.), когда она играла прогрессивную
роль. Его работы оказали сильнейшее влияние на всю английскую
буржуазную идеологию. В вопросах экономической политики он был
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страстным проповедником так называемой политики laissez faire
(см. комм, к стр. 393.) Научные элементы смитовского учения были
развиты Давидом Рикардо (1772-1823), выдающимся английским
экономистом, в трудах которого классическая буржуазная поли
тическая экономия Англии нашла свое завершение. Подчерки
вая буржуазную ограниченность кругозора, противоречия и вуль
гарное разрешение многих основных вопросов политической эконо
мии, Ленин указывал, что учение Смита вместе с учением Рикардо,
т. е. английская классическая политическая экономия является
одним из трех источников марксизма (В. И. Ленин, Сочинения,
изд. 4, т. 19, стр. 5).
* in the Fourierist guise — в его фурьеристском варианте (см,
комм, к стр. 266).
* Вах, Hyndman, Scheu — Бэкс, Гайндман, Шой, члены Демок
ратической федерации. Совместно с Э. Бельфастом Бэксом Моррис
в 1893 г. написал очерк «Socialism, Its Growth and Outcome». Особо
следует упомянуть также Генри Майерса Гайндмана (1842-1921),
реакционного политического деятеля, социал-шовиниста, основа
теля Демократической федерации, который к началу первой миро
вой войны окончательно разоблачил себя как махровый социалимпериалист. Деятельность Гайндмана неоднократно подверга
лась уничтожающей критике классиков марксизма (Маркс К-,
Энгельс Ф., Сочинения, т. XXVII, стр. 172, 329, 514; В. И. Ленин,
Сочинения, изд. 4, т. 17, стр. 271-277).

* Стр. 475. Carlyle — Томас Карлейль (1795-1881), английский
реакционный писатель, историк и философ, находившийся под
сильным влиянием немецкого идеализма. В своих литературных
произведениях он проповедовал культ «героев» и презрение к на
родным массам. Он был одним из виднейших представителей круж
ка «Молодая Англия», образовавшегося около 1842 г. и состоявшего
из аристократов и либералов, примыкавших к консервативной
партии. Они писали памфлеты против современного буржуаз
ного общества, вигов и парламентских реформ. Чтобы возбу
дить сочувствие, они делали вид, что заботятся не о своих соб
ственных интересах, а об интересах эксплуатируемого рабочего
класса, но они не могли скрыть реакционного характера своей кри
тики; их главное обвинение против буржуазии состояло именно в
том, что при ее господстве развивается революционный рабочий
класс.
* Стр. 476. Podsnap’s drawing-room — из гостиной Подснэпа. Подснэп — персонаж из романа Диккенса «Наш общий друг», воплоще
ние мещанского самодовольства и безвкусицы.

* Thomas Henry Huxley — Томас Генри Хаксли (часто Гексли,
1825-1895), английский естествоиспытатель, ближайший соратник
Дарвина и популяризатор его учения. Многочисленные научные
исследования Хаксли в области биологии характеризуют его как
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стихийного материалиста и атеиста. Однако сам он считал себя
агностиком. Ленин называл его «стыдливым материалистом»
(В. И. Ленин, Сочинения, изд. 4, т. 14, стр. 195). Моррис проти
вопоставляет научные работы Хаксли поэтичности произведений
Гомера.
* 1 was in for ... зд. меня ожидал ...
COMMUNISM

* Стр. 478. laissez faire — см. комм, к стр. 393.
* London County Council — Совет Лондонского графства
* Metropolitan Board of Works — столичное управление строи
тельных и восстановительных работ
* Стр. 480. holding in their hand the nine points of the law, posses
sion to wit—перефразируется популярная английская пословица pos
session is nine points of the law (иногда ninety-nine points of the law)
— в спорных случаях правосудие стоит на стороне фактического
владельца имущества
*
Стр. 482. chance-hap muddle — зд. хаотическое сборище
*
Стр. 485. in severalty — зд. отдельными людьми
* Стр. 489. ABs — зд. матросы; от able-bodied — годен (к во
енной службе)
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