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stupid mistakes? ‘‘Popular control” is out of the
question, even in the smallest business house.
How then can we apply it with any common
sense to the affairs of a great nation? If the
people were free to vote, what would they
vote for? Free lodging, iree movies and free beer.
I myseli would vote for free beer. Could you expect
the lower East Side to vote money for the encourage-
ment of art or even of science? Of any of the higher
branches of human activity? Yet, the whole structure
of society depends upon the cultivation of these
higher branches. Go and ask the ordinary working
man whether he would rather apply the national in-
come to the reduction of rent or to the study of
histology! We should never have a cent for any-
thing pertaining to the most fundamental and
aecessary activities, if the choice were left to the
people.

HAT then is the ideal form of government?
The greatest of all the political lessons of his-
tory is that society is founded on the family, and the
family on the land. A strong agrarian class is the best
defense against invasion, physical or moral. “A bold
peasantry, its country’s pride, when once destroyed,
can never be supplied.” There is something in the
contact with earth and air and water and sun which
makes men vigorous. All strong and stable states
have had Cincinnatus for a unit. The power of Eng-
land has always lain in the landed nobility and gentry.
Each great estate has been the nucleus of a peasantry
with “soul”—with a peculiar pride in itself. The
lords of the land, great or little, were also the fathers
of the people. Each took a particular and individual
interest in each of his tenants.

HEN this system began to break up, owing to

the growth of industrialism and of the power

of money, the virility of England broke with it. Fifty

years ago the smallest squire had more social consid-

eration than the most wealthy merchant; rightly so,

for he was actually a part of the land itseli. A rich

man could not become a squire by buying land; he
became a joke.

UT your plutocrat has no anchor in the soil; he
calculates coldly that it is cheaper to work a
man to death than to look after him. He does not
know or care what becomes of those dependent upon
him. The idea of solidity of structure is gone from
the social system. America dwells in tents like the
Arabs, and may as silently fade away. Who in this
colony feels in his bones an attachment to ancestral
Topeka? We go where the economic tide drifts us;
and we do not go back because there is no “back” to
go to. Socialism (as most people seem to con-
ceive it) would make matters a thousands times
worse—if there’s that amount of room for fur-
ther bedevilment; for Socialism ignores all but the
economic factor. Economics appeal only to the shell
of men, never to his soul. Anc]) it is the soul which
determines the action of a true man. A nation swayed
wholly by economic considerations is a nation lost
alike to God and to man. “Ill fares the land, to
hastening ills a prey, Where wealth accumulates and
men decay.”

HE first business of government is to. guard the

hardihood of the race. So we must see to it that
every child is healthy and well-fed, inured to sport,

to hardship within certain bounds. The spirit must be
free, the passions strong and well regulated, the intel-
lect unhampered by old wives’ fables. We must as-
sure to every one the first necessaries of life, shelter,
food, warmth and the easy exercise of the power of
reproduction, without shame or sentimentality.

E must make a firm, almost a paternal bond,

between the “lord” and his dependents. If
an employer were soundly whipped whenever one of
his men or women had a preventable sickness, it
would change things considerably! The happiest, the
most healthy, the most prosperous class in recent his-
tory were the slaves in the South before the Civil War,
wherever the owner was a decent Southern Gentle-
man, and not a Yankee nigger-driver, with no inter-
est in the slaves beyond dollars. If America is to
survive, nay, to become a nation, it must be by the de-
velopment of an enlightened feudalism.

LET us not be frightened by a name! Reginald
Front-de-Boeuf was not the only type of Nor-
man Baron. And the world is a very different place
to-day. We have a wretched habit of being scared by
words like “royalty,” “Socialism,” so that we do not
trouble to ask what such terms really mean. This is
because we mix up our rational thoughts with our sen-
timental emotions. There was never a moment in
the world’s history when it was more vitally important
to think and to feel as if with two separate organs.
“God gave the land to the people,” as the little hymn
says; but He did not give them brains, or moral cour-
age, or the power of self-analysis. There is not one
man in ten thousand who knows whether his con-
sciousness is colored by reason or by passion.

I PERSONALLY have found this power ex-

tremely awkward. Just at present, for example,
my heart clings to the great court of Trinity closer
than its immemorial ivy. All my imagination is
with the England of Harry the Fifth, and with the
France of Joan of Arc, and with the Russia of wild
and mystic orgies. But my intellect refuses to
give assent to some of the propositions made by
the Allies. [ am ready, with Drake, to singe the
King of Spain’s beard; or to tear the Kaiser from
his gory throne, in 2 moment of patriotic passion.
But I am not prepared to sit down and argue calm-
ly that such actions are ethically right. All hail to
the vehemence and fury of war and of love! But
not in these trousers. 1 must first gird my loins
with the saffron philabeg of a dhuine-wassail! As
a loyer, it gives me extreme satisfaction to riot amid
the wine-stained and blood-bedabbled tresses of a
Messalina or a Catherine; but, as a philosopher, I
seem to myself to have acted with brutish unrea-
son. I maintain, briefly, that Philip drunk is as
good as Philip sober; but I cannot fall into line
with the man who asserts that Philip drunk is
Philip sober. And alas! that man is everywhere.
You rightly enough drop nine hundred and sixty-
eight million tons of trinitrotoluene upon the head
of a Saxon peasant whose only idea of you, till then,
has been vague and ill-etched. Perhaps he thought
of you as one of the people among whom his Uncle
Fritz went to live in 1849. You are right to drop
that trinitrotoluene; it is a splendid gesture. But
—the morning after? Even Antient Pistol proved
amenable. “I’ll fer him, and firk him, and ferret



