Reproduced by kind permission of Evensford Productions Limited and
Pollinger Limited. Copyright © Evensford Productions Limited, 1934.



888

THE NEW STATESMAN AND NATION

June 9, 1934

Barnabas, from whom she has run away, proceeds to discourse
at loose and at large about the cosmos.

‘The argumentative inconsequenceand verbal dexterity withwhich
Immenso supports the eternal verities, God, the peasant, and the
Church, and re-establishes the fundamental moralities, marriage,
the hearth and the home, I had always regarded as strictly inimitable
until Shaw succeeded in making them ridiculous with a parody
which is--also a perfect imitation. The married enjoy “not a
changeable address, but one hearthstone rooted in the solid earth
of the motherland as a rock of ages ; one certainty among all the
uncertdinties ; one star among all the planets and meteors; one
unshakable and unchangeable thing that is and was and ever
shall be. You must have a root; and this matter of the root is
also the root of the matter,””"

FRANKLYN : “ Marriage is not one of the certainties. i
Everything passes away ; everything gets broken; we get tired
of everything. Including marriages.”

ImmENSO : “ No. Nothing can pass unless it passes something.
A bus passes Piccadilly Circus, but Piccadilly Circus remains.”

Is not that, the perfectly authentic no::? And when Conrad
Barnabas breaks out in peration at I 150 with, “It's a
pathological case. There is a di holalia. It sets
stupid people gabbling rhymes: that is, words that echo each
other. Immenso, here, being a clever chap, gabbles ideas that
echo. He's by way of being a pundit, and is really only a punster,”
one is tempted to ask, Is not that the perfectly authentic criticism ?
The whole of this discarded Conversation is delicious. Here, in
fact, is Shaw apparently consigning to the waste-paper basket a
trifle which in point of vivacity, alertness, exuberance of ideas,
wittiness of dialogue and sheer entertainment value puts most of
his successors completely in the shade.

For the rest, the chief interest of the present volume consists
in the opportunities it gives for detecting the embryos of ideas
which were later to blossom into the full-blown Shavian philosophy.

Theprouessof“dcbunbna"iswcllundethyfmmﬂte
start. In 1888, in the Pall Mall Gazaffe, Shaw is “ debunking
the joys of the countryside. - In * Cannon Fodder,” written for
the Clarion in 1902, he is already * debunking ” the glamour of
the Army. He is watching a British regiment on its way to South
Africa—* they impress me unspeakably ; for I have never seen
a whole regiment of men intensely unhappy. They do not speak :
they do not move.” Later in a railway carriage the soldiers get
drunk, bawl songs out of tune, make obscene jokes. . . . One of
them—he must have been very drunk—actually puts his arms
round Shaw’s neck. Why? “(1) He wants to forget about his
wite, from whom he has parted at Waterloo Station, without a
notion of how she is going to live until his return (should he ever
return) ; and (2) he wants to prevent himself from crying.”

*The Emperor and the Lintle Girl,” written for a Belgian war
cham'y in 1916, which “ debunks ™ Emperors, is a masterpiece.

In *“Don Giovanni Explains® (1887), Shaw is engaged in
“ debunking rhe gospel of “the good time.” As Don Juan
di on the baredom of seduction, the disillusion of debauchery
and the joys of high thinking, we seem to be back in hell listening
to the Don Juan of twenty years later lecturing Anna, the Devil
and the Statwe. *“ A Dressing Room Secret,” which originally
appeared in the programme for the first wfmunce of The Dark
Lady of the Saamr:, one of the liveliest picces in the book,

professional phtlasophcrs, it has failed equally to attract the
layman. The reason is, I suspect, that it provides no poiut
or end to the purposeful cosmic process it asserts. We are
asked to assist in the adventure of life, but to what end? That
life in and through our efforts may rise in us to ever l:ughe: levels
of consciousness. But why achieve more intense mnscmusm‘.ss,.
unless there is something of surpassing value and excellence to
be conscious of ? Yet there are no values in Shaw’s scheme save
such as life itself evolves in the process of its own development.
Now, for most of us, this is not enough, Most of us want our
values, while the few who can dispense with them altogether are
naturally impatient with Shaw’s occasional lapses into mysticism,
and demand a universe at once more scientific and more hard-
boiled. Thus the Shavian philosophy falls between two stools.
It admits neither God nor the machine, C. E. M. Joan

A VICTORIAN QUAKER

A Quaker Journal. By Wirriam Lucas or HrrcHiN, (Vn! II
1843-1861.) Hurchinson. 18s.

The first volume of the journal of William Lucas, the Quakcr‘
brewer, so delightful and refreshing in the picture it gave us not
only of Lucas’s own life and of carly Victorian country life in’
particular but of Victorian times in general, is now followed by a
second, which goes straight on from the point at which the first
broke off, that is from 1843 to within a fortnight of Lucas’s death,-
towards the end of January in 1861. Lucas was then only fifty-
seven. For almost a year before the end the diary grows thinner
and thinner, The entries are confined to a sentence or two, and
Lucas is a good deal preoccupied with the weather, which that
year, even in the summer, was atrocious. “ The weather continues
cold and stormy. I have been a prisoner in the house for several
days with a severe cold,” he writes. And then again : “Ave:y
wet day. We have now had twenty-cight days rain in mthel'
more than a month.” And still later : “Wehavehadaformrgh
nfunmkdmﬂ:ermwh;chmmmhnsbemcamnd”-Thm
macmmmoffombodmgmdmdmchoiyabmn:tﬂl.
* To-day my brothers and sisters dined with us. It is a long.
mmmweaumumdvmpmbablywmaynmrmﬁﬂ
min!’

The earlier entries are fuller; the cum:svaqrmgmﬁc:
according to the richness and fullness of Lucas’s life. Thus, during™
the whole of August, 1854, there is scarcely an entry, but the
omission is rich in significance, orLumsbegmsagﬂnwith,_
“We have this day finished the finest harvest I ever remember.”
He goes on from the harvest to the cholera, “ which is declining
in London,” and from cholera to the news of the Crimea and some™
comment on it. He asks the eternal questions : “ What are we
fighting for ? When will it end? ™ and records the burning of
an effigy of John Bright, who condemned the war. There is a
clear, but not violent, indication of his sympathies. “ Too late;
1 fear, we shall all acknowledge the impolicy of these foreign~
alliances which oblige England to fight in any quarrel.” He goes
on from the war to the great frost of 1855 ; “TbcThaml:ﬂhgs
been for some time frozen over, and all mgmon stopped.”
And from frost and war to more personal things : * This week
1 compelled to dismiss our old gardencr, Abbis, for his

“ debunks” Shakesp sidolatry -by making Shak e
mnfessthmughtheméud:o{huwhngbustﬂmthehasﬁded
to give lago any character at all ; that he has outraged his and
everybody else’s knowledge of human nature by allowing
Desdemona, who should have been a “ super-subtle and utterly
corrupt Venetian lady,” to turn innocent and amiable on his
hands, and has first spoilt Henry V' by letting Falstaff run away
with the play and the plot and then in a fit of puritanical disgust
for his own creation spodt Falstaff by prematurely killing him off.
This entertaining trifle introduces us to another well-known
Shavian concept, the concept of the genius who is, nevertheless, a
perfectly ordinary man in respect of nine-tenths of himself. We
are invited to pity the predicament of Shakespeare who, “ born
about ten times as clever as anyone else,” finds his natural and
ordinary desire to like and to be liked by his fellows baffied by his
intellectual contempt for their follies and illusions.
lhnvenospacehﬂemwhmhmmmtupontheoekbmted
The Adventures of the Black Girl in Her Search for God.
It;saoxoodtbuutummemmnnalossw
understand why it is that Shaw does not make as many
converts 1o his philosophy as he does to his Fabian Socialism.
Yet Creative Evolution has been a damp squib. Ignored by

am
A, Jm 411 himsdfmmdnnk”
There is notmmhdiﬁeumcmthlswlumcfmmthzmm.
and temper and charm of the first. If there is nothing quite so
vivid in it as the reminiscences of and youth with which_
the first began, there is no falling off in the richness and variety
ofcomment,ﬂ:ccnﬂmhcbmdthofuste,m:soundmssofthe'.
criticisms of life and politics and art and literature, the delight
m:hzmum:mde,mdmﬂ;:mmzmdmofhm!scspemﬂy'
He travels as much, perhaps more, for the railway has replaced
the coach. He goes one year to France and to Paris, another to
Scotland. At home he still attends the Quarterly meetings, a .
cricket match, the Royal Academy, a flower-show. His interest
in these things does not lessen. Of other events and institutions
he is less tolerant. He is a shrewder critic of literature. * Finished
Macaulay’s two volumes of History .a sour, detractory
man, and a vehement partisan,” and an even shrewder one of
politicians. He:s-sfmhﬁﬂascvcrtohmnhgmn,thuughnthe
T he has less faith in his profession.
¢ Mabnmeatmmmshwbcmmelmob;mmsbhﬁm‘
of trade.” And perhaps, if anything, he has less faith in himself :
Onbnhngovcrﬂ:epmynrmduhngwhntpms:mhmhn
mdcinthi.ncsofbw:mpomm,thenmpeumdum
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awuwnnskuh,anunubhumpcr alosscfeuergy a want of power
vo o Alnsl Alss) there is but gloom over
the mind for days together. Oh! Lord, Iﬂrnea‘tlybmoch'l‘hee
through Thy grace in Christ Jesus, Our Lord, grant me this year
a firmer faith, a filial tear, a trembling hope, a clearer light.
Those who discovered and edited the diary have done a service
to literature. Few commentaries on a particular period and on
life in general are as charming and rich as these two volumes,
very few pencil sketches are as good as Samuel Lucas’s, which
adorn. this second volume as they did the first, and still fewer
men are as good as Lucas himself. The last words of his diary,
written of someone else, * He was a general favourite and his
death causes a blank in our circle which will never be filled up,”
seem extraordinarily appropriate to himself, too..
H. E. Bates

BEFORE DEMOCRACY
Democracy. By J. A. Hopson. Twentieth Century Library.
. Lane. 2s. 6d.

Prophesying the approaching end of existing institutions, Mr.
H. G. Wells wrote a book entitled After D ¢y. Mr. Hobson’s
book dealing with the same mishtwcllbccu]ladBcfm
Democracy. For it is of the essence of his analysis that the common-
sense and co-operalive capacities of ordinary men and women
have not as yet been given a chance : we have had the formalities
of representative government within the framework of economic
and cultural institutions which have assured the dominance of one
class. Therefore his study of democracy, admirably and per-
suasively written, takes him far beyond the study of these formal
hndmdommdofﬂuidmofﬁﬁrfoundﬂs. He is driven
inevitably into a di of the foundations of present
my,mnelndnngthtmﬂxwdnlllibmymmtbcamﬂty

possible without a planned Sociali
nmsmrmﬁmafﬂmm;,mdﬂnﬁsmthﬂnnrdme not a
subjugation, of the individual, provided that a central geographic-
ally elected Parliament decides ultimate policy and preserves
freedom of individual discussion. The Russian model is not Mr.

Hobson’s. As for Fascist dictatorships, he blows up their pretence
of obraining national unity, and argues that they are condemned
to collapse by the nature of their economic objective. Theoretic-
ally there are two ways in which for a short period they might
succeed. Theymhuaflheymﬁadmmkﬂsﬁrthc
surplus products they cannot dispose of at home and if they do not
fight in seeking them. Actually, since capitalist dictatorships do
not co-operate, ** the struggle for markets conducted by businesses
whose control of governments is expressed in ¢ national planning *
must more and more assume a political character, involving
diplomacy, armament and the menace of war.” The alternative
method would be the perpetual retention of the home market
by a high wage policy at the expense of profits. Mr. Hobson

argues convincingly that this conception is so antipathetic to the
mmycholoymdhamofmpmlmm it must be regarded
as only a theoretical possibility,. When he comes to the future
Mr. Hobson shows himself an unrepentent democrat, He is
anxious to remodel existing institutions, and has much that is wise
to say about suggested reforms. The final test of the democrat
is whether or not he believes that men have within them the
capacities for co-operation and for wisdom and for reasonable
conduct. Mr. Hobson, who believes in their fundamental * com-
mon sense,” is confident that the solution lies in the reform of
education and of Parliamentary institutions. He still hopes for
a world in which national States, retaining their individuality and
providing within their borders the substance of liberty and
equality, may learn to make use of the opportunities science
now offers of world co-operation.

The new Twenticth Century Library has begun by setting
itself a high standard. For Mr. Hobson's book is far more than
the efficient résumé which is all we usually expect in small books
on large subjects in popular series. It is constructive, alive and
unafraid. K. M.

THE OLD POOR LAW

The Treatment of Poverty in Cambridgeshire, 1597-1834.
By E. M. Hampson. Cambridge University Press. 155,
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