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FOREWORD

THis book is primarily a study of the methods and the
human elements of a great political movement; of its
adventures, humours, and martyrdoms; a study, it is
hoped, which, besides portraying a vivid and significant
episode, may throw some light upon the nature of the
complex Labour Movement of to-day. For the study of
political forces is apt to be directed too exclusively to
their objects. But for those who wish to understand a
great movement such as this, its methods and its personnel
are perhaps even more important. It is with these, at
least, that I have been chiefly concerned.

I have been for a considerable number of years on the
inside of the present Labour Movement, and I could not
study the records without sympathy for the story they
revealed, but as a historian I have done my best to take
a sufficiently detached view of the facts. A number of
those who played considerable parts in this adventure
are still alive, and some of them would, no doubt, have
been kind enough to allow me to draw upon their personal
recollections. But as I pursued my task I found that
there exists now such a wealth of original literary sources
for this story that extensive recourse to personal remin-
iscence was no longer indispensable, while it might, I
thought, contribute difficulties of its own. With the
vividness of these written accounts, by eye-witnesses
or even protagonists of this or that aspect of the Move-
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FOREWORD

ment, I naturally cannot hope to compete. But the time
seems to have arrived when an attempt should be begun
to present the whole astonishing episode more objectively
and comprehensively as a complete and reasoned his-
torical picture.

The title of the book is taken from Edward Carpenter’s
celebrated Socialist song, which begins:

England, arise! The long, long night is over,
Faint in the East behold the dawn appear.

The world-famous Red Flag was written to express
the aspirations of revolutionary movements the whole
world over. England Arise, which now rivals The Red
Flag in popularity in the British Labour Movement,
was composed to celebrate the first victories of the new
and native British Socialism. As a large part of the theme
of this book is the failure of imported methods of Socialist
propaganda and the emergence and triumph of a char-
acteristic native Movement, this title (the suggestion of
which I owe to my friend, Mr. Malcolm MacDonald,
M.P.) seems singularly appropriate.

A bibliography will be found at the end of this book.
It is far from including all the sources I have examined,
but it contains a full list of all the books, pamphlets and
periodicals to which references occur in the footnotes
and on which, accordingly, the narrative is actually
based. I have to thank particularly Mr. Francis Johnson
of The New Leader for his kindness in allowing me to
examine not only the files of the old Labdour Leader,
but a partially unpublished fragment of a diary of Keir
Hardie’s, and Mr. J. S. Middleton, Assistant-Secretary
of the Labour Party, whose knowledge of the history of
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the Labour Movement is immense and who not only
lent me several little-known books and pamphlets, but
generously read through the manuscript of this work,
and made a number of valuable suggestions.

G. E.
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CHAPTER I
BEFORE THE CURTAIN

ATt the beginning of 1881 Victorian England seemed
to bask in a mellow and still unshadowed prosperity.
‘Britain as a whole never was more tranquil and happy’
pronounced the Spectator in the following summer.
It appeared indeed a pleasant and a tranquil scene and
seemed to present every sign of permanence. The grand-
fathers of these merchants and lawyers, it is true, had
seen the coming of the machine shake the foundations of
their England. Their fathers had wondered for a while
what might not come of railways. Their sons would see
the Atlantic flown. But just now the old changes lay
far behind and it needed more than a prophet to foresee
those which were to come. Something of a prophet too
perhaps to perceive that all the possible consequences
of those now long familiar miracles were by no means yet
exhausted.

Long ago, too, there had been machine-breaking and
rick-burning, regrettable accompaniments of what nobody
yet had been taught to speak of as the Industrial Revolu-
tion. Other almost equally regrettable accompaniments
one read of, incredibly long hours and low wages and
what forgotten agitators had called ‘child-slavery’;
undeniable evils which, it was generally assumed, had
now disappeared or were disappearing as fast as any
sensible person could expect. There had been violent

5



‘ENGLAND, ARISE!’

agitation, of course, for some time before the passing
of the great Reform Act of 1832. History related that
a bishop had seen his palace destroyed by a ruffianly
mob and that more than one town hall had gone up in
flames. (When Disraeli, however, had enfranchised the
artisans fourteen years ago the only serious sacrifice
to public excitement had been some railings in Hyde
Park.) History had to tell also—not very effectively
perhaps, for events later than the battle of Waterloo were
not included in any educational curriculum —of the
alarming Chartist agitation of the eighteen-thirties and
eighteen-forties, and the revolutionary programme in
which it actually demanded vote by ballot, payment of
Members of Parliament and the suffrage for adult
persons of either sex, which, as Lord Macaulay had
pointed out at the time, was ‘utterly incompatible with
the very existence of civilisation.’

But all this too had long been virtually forgotten by
everyone, except perhaps by a few elderly and unrepent-
ant ex-Chartists who still cherished in secret senile dreams
of ‘the coming triumph of the people’ and other strange-
sounding phrases with which the perorations of Oastler
or Stevens or Feargus O’Connor, now scarcely even
names to the English public, had once familiarised
them. But more than thirty years had passed since the
latest echo of Chartism, the last formidable agitation,
had died away; and, for the prosperous, they had been
comfortable and tranquil years. Thanks to the machines
and thanks to 1832, the merchant and manufacturing
middle classes had come into their own. In painting,
in literature, in architecture and household decoration
they imposed the fashions. In the determining of state
policy theirs was the last word. Even in the House of
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Commons itself, which had still some claims to be con-
sidered the best club in the world, they had almost lost
their diffidence and class-consciousness among the landed
gentry, and the complicated business of setting up
Disraeli as a country gentleman, which was courageously
undertaken by some members of his party as soon as it
was realised that he must inevitably become its leader,
would hardly have been thought indispensable had he
been commencing, instead of, in every sense, ending,
his career in 1881. For everywhere, except in Society,
the landowners had had their day. And even in Society
they were steadily coming to terms. For ever since the
Repeal of the Corn Laws had brought down the rent-
rolls the noblest landowner if he owned nothing but the
countryside, and wished his family to continue to own it,
had begun to find himself compelled either to go, or to
marry, into Business.

While as for the working-classes, for more than
thirty years they had taken scarcely any interest in
politics, to the barely concealed satisfaction of the
overwhelming majority of politicians. The prosperous
were almost completely ignorant of the real condition
of the poor. Not for eight years yet would Charles
Booth publish the first results of his labours and disclose
the fact that thirty per cent. of the population of London
lived below the level of bare subsistence.* Meanwhile,
Trade Unionism, which, for a few months after 1832,
in the Owenite Grand National Consolidated Trades
Union had seemed to be heading, with its wild talk of
co-operative millenniums and general strikes, directly
for revolution, had long since confined itself to the
aristocracy of Labour and settled reassuringly down into

* See pp. 145-146.
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what could often hardly be distinguished from a network
of respectable Benefit or Friendly Societies. There had
been, it is true, a transient alarm in the year 1866 when a
disquieting series of strikes and lock-outs had culminated
in the explosion of a can of gunpowder in a workman’s
house in Sheffield, an outrage which, since no one proved
able to discover its authors, was everywhere ascribed to
Trade Unionists. Violence however had not re-appeared
and the alarm which it had caused had been almost
forgotten. Yet the incident had not been without signifi-
cant consequences. A Royal Commission had inquired
into Trade Unionism and after prolonged labours had
issued what to many seemed a disappointingly incon-
clusive report. That this report neither condemned
Trade Unionism nor even recommended that its powers
should be diminished was recognised to be largely
due to the efforts of Frederic Harrison, the Positivist,
Professor E. S. Beesly and Thomas Hughes, M.p., a
muscular Christian, educated under Dr. Arnold and
author of a school story, about Dr. Arnold and muscular
Christianity, which became a best-seller. That members
of the upper middle class should be found among the
working-men’s leaders appeared to some to be a sur-
prising precedent, but there seemed no likelihood that it
would be followed.

In 1867, too, had come Disraeli’s adventurous exten-
sion of the franchise to the working-classes of the towns.
There had been considerable misgivings, no doubt, and
Thomas Carlyle had denounced all and sundry in his
richest Old Testament vein for what he chose to call the
‘shooting of Niagara’ but the general public had been
speedily reassured on finding that the familiar alternation
of Conservative and Liberal governments had proceeded
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apparently entirely unaffected, and had continued, after
debates in which even alarmists had been able to detect
no novel note, to give birth to precisely the same sort of
legislation. The place of the ancient Whig Party, with
its august family traditions, had, it is true, since this
1867 pretty obviously been taken by the new Liberal
Party with the emotional Gladstone at its head and a
tail of even more Radical and equivocal disciples of
Cobden and Bright. But the Radicals had scarcely any
closer affiliations with the newly enfranchised classes
than had the Conservatives. Cobden and Bright, though
they were sometimes suspected of being Republican,
were too palpably racy of the commercial middle classes,
on whose ideals indeed their whole political outlook had
always been based, to be mistaken for heralds of the
entry of novel forces into public life. Indeed they
too had no suspicion of what was brewing. Speaking at
Glasgow in 1883, Bright expressed the opinion that
there were no issues left upon which great conflicts
were likely to arise. ‘Perhaps,’ he added, ‘we shall soon
be a happy company in which we have hardly anything
to disagree about.” (It is true that he had just received
the freedom of the city and may have felt accordingly
disposed to prophecy smooth things, but the opinion is
characteristic.)* And when in 1874 the second General
Election after Disraeli’s leap in the dark had given his
party the first genuine majority it had obtained for thirty
years, it seemed apparent that not only were the working-
classes not revolutionary, they were Conservative.

And yet, altogether unobserved by contemporaries,
there had already passed across the political horizon a
cloud no bigger, indeed far, far smaller, than a man’s

* Times, March 25, 1883.
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hand. The Trade Unions had violently resented a
Criminal Law Amendment Act passed in restraint of
Trade Societies by Gladstone’s government in 1871.
At three by-elections before 1874 under the auspices
of a Labour Representation League they had even put
forward their own candidates against those of the two
Parties. They made no claim to possess a policy distinct
from that of the Parties. They desired merely, as the
name of the League implied, tosee Liberal (or Conservative)
working-men represented by Liberal (or Conservative)
working-men.

Naturally they were not successful, except indeed in
irritating the Liberals, and the three ‘Labour’ represent-
atives who had been elected in 1880 were ‘Labour’
in no significant sense. None the less these three candi-
dates were generally, if inaccurately, spoken of as a
“Third Party,’ and in Tke Beehive, a Trade Union organ,
in 1873 Professor Beesly wrote these words: ‘I trust
that such a third party will appear in every large town
in England at the next General Election even though
the result should be a Parliament of six hundred and
fifty Boords.* Everything must have a beginning, and
workmen have waited so long for justice that seven years
of Tory Government will seem a trifling addition to the
sum total of their endurance if it is a necessary preliminary
to the enforcement of their claims.” The Professor’s wish
was not to be gratified in 1874 (although two ‘Labour’
candidates were returned in that year). But his words
are not unmemorable. ‘Everything must have a begin-
ning,” he had written and, in view of the events upon
which he was commenting, it does seem that a cloud,

* The successful Conservative candidate at the Greenwich by-

election in 1873.
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however transient and inconspicuous, was passing across
the horizon.

11

If, then, as far as eye could judge, all visible political
currents continued unquestionably tranquil — save indeed
in Ireland, and in Ireland one had learnt not to expect
tranquillity, if there seemed in retrospect to have not been
very much Niagara even about the events of 1867, was
there after all even in the more subterranean tendencies
of literature or speculation, anything which, had some
accident directed its attention to literature or speculation,
need have alarmed polite society in the England of 1881?
It scarcely seemed so. In the United States, it was true,
two years before, a certain Henry George had published
his Progress and Poverty, a work which bitterly denounced
the exclusion of the people from the land and, surprisingly
enough, would soon achieve a wide popularity in this
country. But though Henry George assailed landlordism
he assailed nothing else, advocating simultaneously the
socialisation of land values and the suppression of those
who proposed the socialisation of anything else. More-
over Henry George was a foreigner. It was in fact
not until 1882, a year after our present date, that his
influence reached the United Kingdom. In that year
he toured the country, lecturing, and Progress and Poverty
began to be widely read. His doctrines, temporarily
at any rate, would convert many and stir yet more to
thought.

‘One evening in the early ’eighties’ a certain
George Bernard Shaw, of whom more is to be heard
21
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in this history, would write, ‘I found myself . . . in
the Memorial Hall, Farringdon Street, London,
listening to an American finishing a speech on the
land question. I knew he was an American because
he pronounced ‘“‘necessarily”—a favourite word of
his — with the accent on the third syllable instead
of the first . . . and because he spoke of Liberty,
Justice, Natural Law, and other strange eighteenth
century superstitions; and because he explained
with great simplicity and sincerity the views of the
Creator who had gone completely out of fashion in
London in the previous decade and had not been
heard of there since. . . . I noticed, also, that he was
a born orator, and that he had small, plump, pretty
hands. . . . And he would add ‘When I was
swept into the great Socialist revival of 1883,
I found that five-sixths of those who were swept in
with me had been converted by Henry George.
This fact would have been far more widely acknow-
ledged had it not been that it was not possible for
us to stop where Henry George stopped. . . .
Thus George actually felt bound to attack the
Socialism he had created and the moment the
antagonism was declared and to be a Georgite
meant to be an anti-Socialist, some of the Socialists
whom he had converted became ashamed of their
origin and concealed it; whilst others, including
myself, had to fight hard against the Single Tax
propaganda.’

On the Continent, likewise, there were men who pro-

claimed themselves Socialists and publicly advocated,
it seemed, ‘red ruin and the breaking up of laws.’
Socialists, one gathered, were concerned not so much
with speculation as with bombs. ‘Socialism! Then blow
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us up, blow us up! There’s nothing left for it but that’
was the despairing cry of Dr. Warre, then headmaster
of Eton, when Henry Salt, one of his assistant-masters,
broke to him the news of his conversion. Also it was
thirty years and more since men had publicly called
themselves Socialists in England; and by those who now
remembered anything of that distant episode it was felt
that by adopting the strange and apparently contradictory
title of ‘Christian Socialist’ that small brotherhood had
been dressing up a trifle unnecessarily in wolf’s clothing.
For though they had denounced the economic organisa-
tion of Society they had made no constructive proposals,
save for workmen’s co-operation. Of their best known
members had not Charles Kingsley, as well as writing
several unexceptionable tales for children, afterwards
became a Professor of History, a Canon of Westminster
and chaplain to Queen Victoria? While Frederick
Denison Maurice, another parson, although one could
not feel so sure about him — he had been asked to resign
for heterodoxy by the Council of King’s College, London—
had become Professor of Moral Philosophy at Cam-
bridge. Among immediate followers, moreover, had been
a peer and two men who had become successively Deans
of Westminster. Unpractical idealists, it went without
saying, these men must have been, unguarded of speech
and pen too, no doubt, in their younger days— the
Quarterly Review had in fact reviewed Kingsley’s Alton
Locke in conjunction with some French Communist
pamphlets as ‘Revolutionary Literature’ — yet they could
hardly have been bomb-throwers. It seemed then that
‘Socialist’ had not meant in England what it seemed
to mean in Europe. And in any case there were no
Socialists in England now.

23
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Professor Ruskin, whose writing upon aesthetic
subjects was so much admired, had strayed occasionally,
as notably in his Unte This Last and his Munera Pulveris,
into economics, and in this field, it was true, some of his
conclusions were said to have been gravely unorthodox
and had been publicly denounced — which only made it
all the clearer that even if one respected an art critic’s
opinion upon art one need pay no serious attention to his
opinions upon anything else. After all, such brief
outbursts of social denunciation, couched usually in a
somewhat biblical vein —and they were to be found in
the writings of Charles Dickens and of Cardinal Newman,
they were to be found almost to excess in the writings
of Carlyle — were to be expected, almost perhaps in a
sense to be welcomed. For at least they served as healthy
reminders of what was universally agreed—that, econo-
mically as in other ways, society was not perfect; nor
was there any risk of their entailing dangerous practical
consequences, it being equally generally agreed that any
radical attempt to efface the inevitable inequalities of
Society must involve in ruin the much that was good in
it without even disposing of the little that was bad. ‘Not
perfect, but in a workaday world the best possible,” such
was the received opinion as to the economic constitution
of Society in 1881, a verdict which befitted a nation of
realists and was precisely similar to that pronounced by
the Iron Duke upon its much more ancient political
constitution a few months before this latter disappeared
for ever amidst almost universal rejoicing. Moreover,
of the essential inoffensiveness of such literary criticism
of Society what more reassuring example was to be
found than that of Disraeli himself, whose early novels
had appeared to advance a comprehensive and almost
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Utopian social programme, which, when he obtained
power, he had shown no inclination whatever to carry
out? And if the criticism of the amateur economists
had shown itself to be harmless, the professional economists
had not criticised. For Mill, although he had experienced
misgivings at the close of his career, was remembered
for his earlier orthodoxy rather than for his later mis-
givings, while as for Professor Cairns and Professor
Marshall they had shewn that they could be relied upon
to experience no misgivings whatever.

Profound tranquillity! The old civilisation of the
fields was no more and the rule of the feudal classes had
passed with it. The new civilisation of the machine was
firmly established and every symptom in politics and
literature seemed to forecast a long and prosperous
reign for the new rulers, the lords of counting house,
factory and Exchange. Charles Booth with that formid-
able thirty per cent. of his was still undreamed of. The
new system seemed to have outlived its growing pains —
Reform-agitations, King Ludds, Owenism, Chartism,
the ‘hungry forties’ — and the whole English landscape,
social, economic and political, now wore an impressive
air of permanence. In the heart of an era which to future
ages will appear as one continuous transformation,
unique both in extent and in rapidity, an unbroken
dislimning of the national landscape, these men lived
secure. And why, after all, should they not? Were not
all the auguries fair, or at least all the auguries which any
competent observer could reasonably be expected to
admit into his calculations? There was on the whole so
little he need overlook and that little so inconspicuous.
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It is true that, as we have seen, there had been ‘Labour’
candidates, but there was no evidence that Labour
representation, if it ever came about, would mean Labour
politics. Few indeed of the English members even of
the defunct International Working Men’s Association
knew anything of ‘Socialism.’

It is true, too, that there was a force at work in politics,
inconspicuous as yet, but of incalculable importance. The
best known of the Factory Acts was already more than
thirty years old. But no one had as yet clearly affixed
to it, or to the legislation which had followed in the same
collectivist vein, the label ‘State Socialism,” and in the
absence of such a label its incalculable ‘mplications might
well be overlooked by our competent observer of 1881.
Yet even in the eighteen-forties Lord Melbourne (of all
people) seems to have had his suspicions. At any rate
he had said of Lord Shaftesbury, the blameless and
evangelical Conservative chiefly responsible for the great
Act of 1847, ‘He is the greatest Jacobin in your Majesty’s
dominions.” ‘We are all Socialists nowadays,” a Liberal
statesman would exclaim towards the end of the century,
meaning that Socialism, as collective interference or
ownership, was in the air and that both historic parties
were already publicly committed to its principles. The
Combination Act of 1875, the Trade Union Acts of
1871-6, the Arbitration Acts beginning in 1867, the
Education Act of 1870, the Sanitary code of 1875,
the growth of municipal trading since 18 50, to take but a
few examples, were the work of both Conservative and
Liberal Governments, and all, as Professor Dicey has
pointed out in a memorable chapter, were openly
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Socialistic in tendency. As early as 1881, John Morley
would write in his Life of Cobden ‘. . . we find the
rather amazing result that in the country where Socialism
has been less talked about than (sic) any other country in
Europe, its principles have been most extensively applied.’
Socialism, like Benthamism in the first half of the century,
was plainly imposing itself even upon its professed oppo-
nents. It is thus a fact of fundamental importance that
before the Socialist campaign opened it had in a sense
been won. The question at issue could never now be,
as in the first half of the century it must have been, Shall
there be Socialism? It could only be now, How much
Socialism shall there be? But Englishmen are apt to be
more alarmed by a label than by that to which the label
is affixed, and would accordingly for a long while yet
tolerate Socialist legislation only if it was not called
Socialism and was imposed upon them by anti-Socialists.
Thus the task before the agitators who would openly
proclaim themselves and their creed would be scarcely
any the less formidable. None the less it is this ubiquit-
ous, if unavowed, permeation by Socialism of the political
air, the fact that Socialism was now, as Benthamite
Individualism had once been, the one living political
principle, which explains a phenomenon by which the
early Socialist pioneers were greatly perplexed —the
alarmed seriousness with which they were taken by their
contemporaries. When they could scarcely number their
adherents in hundreds, the Press would estimate their
strength in tens of thousands, and it proclaimed the
Socialist menace a cause for public alarm when the only
Socialist society in existence had not nearly five hundred
members and depended upon a dozen of them for all
sustained and serious propaganda.

27
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It is true also that already for more than thirty years
an exiled Prussian Jew, fierce-eyed and shaggy, had been
haunting the reading-room of the British Museum. But
how was our observer, even if he had heard of those
interminable labours, to suspect that they were yet to
make the Museum-reader’s name, though not his work,
a familiar household word spoken with reverence or dread
by almost as many millions as is Buddha’s or
Mahommed’s? The first volume of Das Kapital had
been published, but in German. In Russia and in Ger-
many the influence of Marx was already pivotal: in
England he was virtually unknown. A prolonged search
among the most revolutionary circles in London would
have unearthed a few ill-printed translations of the
Communist Manifesto of 1847, but beyond this no writings
by Marx, nor, for that matter, any other Socialist works
in English were to be procured. Once or twice within
the last few years — for in the political, as in the scientific,
world discoveries never come unheralded — obscure
idealists had published ill-printed pamphlets or even
shortlived provincial journals* to proclaim their own
confused notions of what they called Socialism, but no
one had troubled to buy them, much less to read
them.

On the whole then in 1881 there were altogether
sufficient reasons for expecting the present tranquillity
of the English scene to be indefinitely prolonged. Yet

* E.g. The Socialist of which six monthly numbers appeared, July—
December, 1877, published in Sheffield by William Harrison Riley, who
had previously published The International Herald, for a time the voice
of the English section of the International Working Men’s Association,
and who had been one of its few members who embraced some sort of
Socialism.
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one individual at least, a certain Henry Mayers Hyndman,
held other views.*

1v

This Hyndman was now thirty-eight and had prosperous
business interests. He had been born in Hyde Park
Square, was a Cambridge man, an Etonian and the son
of an Etonian and had played cricket for Sussex; yet
he did not seem to have made full use of his opportunities.
Somehow or other he seemed to have spent his life
consistently looking for trouble. He had helped to
improvise field-dressings for the wounded with Gari-
baldi’s Thousand (and had been violently sick thereafter,
for he had an inconvenient ‘horror of blood and broken
bones’); he had investigated politics and journalism in
Australia, escaped death by a hair’s breadth in a hurricane
ih Polynesia, and assisted involuntarily at a Mormon
shooting-on-sight in Salt Lake City. In 1880 we find
him on board a Cunarder poring over the French edition
of Marx’s Capital during a business expedition to the
United States. The gigantic, erudite and essentially
foreign manifesto came to him with the force of a revela-
tion. Was it not, for one thing, an elaborate and pitiless
exposure of that bourgeoisie against whose code and
habits Hyndman’s whole career had so far been an
unconscious revolt. Perhaps indeed all his previous
adventures had been an instinctive search for trouble on
the grand, impersonal scale. At any rate, arrived in the
States, with Marx in his portmanteau and in his head a
vivid impression of class antagonism and Irish conspira-

* Henderson, 152-4. Salt, 65. Raven, r7o. Dicey vii. Morley i,
302-3. Hyndman, Record, 224. Bryher, 14-15.
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cies a-brewing in the New World, he scented trouble
ahead of him — ‘economic, social, and political trouble
in the coming time.” The adventurous Mr. Hyndman
was, moreover, a political journalist with a considerable
reputation. He had been a friend of Mazzini and
Meredith and, attracted to the subject by the unsuccessful
campaign to secure the return of the Berar provinces to
the Nizam of Hyderabad, in which he had played an
important part, he had set himself to study minutely
the facts of British rule in India. After wading indefatig-
ably through an ocean of bluebooks he had expressed
his views in a series of articles in the Pall Mall Gazete
and the Nineteenth Century which created a considerable
sensation and earned him an invitation from its chairman
to appear before the House of Commons’ Committee
on India then sitting, on the ground that he evidently
knew much more about Indian finance than any of the
witnesses who had so far appeared before it. There had
even seemed every prospect —or so he thought — of his
policy being officially adopted by the Conservative Party.
Accordingly once again on his return from the States he
determined to see if public opinion could be aroused.
And on January the first, 1881, his article “The Dawnofa
Revolutionary Epoch,’ appeared in the Nineteenth Century.
It was a memorable title to have chosen for New Year’s
Day, 1881. ‘At a period such as ours anything may
happen’ he wrote. He had always been quick to sym-
pathise with the oppressed in every quarter of the globe,
and now, having read Marx, he had a creed — ready made.
No wonder that, true to his adventurous record, he had
already resolved to play what part he could in himself
stirring up the ‘trouble, economic, social and political,’
which he foresaw and indeed believed to be desirable.
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A resolute person, this Hyndman, determined to have
his way, but perhaps not very easy to work with.*

v

One day in the early weeks of 1881 Mr. Hyndman
might have been seen making his way down Curzon
Street, attired in the impeccable frock-coat in which a
certain George Bernard Shaw, shortly to be a fellow-agita-
tor, was soon to assert that he must have been born.
The garment on this occasion may have concealed inward
misgivings unusual with its wearer. For he was about
to be received, for the first time, by Lord Beaconsfield.
More than this, it was his firm resolve to lay before that
aged statesman, recently more or less retired but still
prodigiously influential, the whole of his plans for the
regeneration of Britain and the British Empire. It was
in some ways an intimidating enterprise, this highly
symbolic interview — or would have been for one more
susceptible than Hyndman to this sort of intimidation;
for at the end of his unique career, whatever he may have
been at its outset, Lord Beaconsfield could certainly not
be described as an idealist. The old warrior, looking
back from the verge of the grave upon the long struggle
of ‘that damned Jew’ to reach the inner circles of the
powerful, and upon all that he had sardonically observed
since he reached them, could hardly be expected to be
capable of much sympathy either for Marxian Utopias
or for street-corner agitation. His capacity for satiric
epigram moreover was notorious.

All this, together with the main headings of his

* Hyndman, Record, chaps. i-ii, vil, x, xii, xili. Nineteenth Century
Jan. 1881.
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proposals and some of the actual phraseology in which
they were soon to be incorporated in his England for All,
was doubtless passing through Mr. Hyndman’s mind as
he rang the front door bell in Curzon Street. A formid-
able interview maybe, and yet—he had his reasons.
There were the novels which Lord Beaconsfield had
written thirty years ago, for one thing, with their almost
revolutionary idealism. Hyndman had been in close
contact with some of the leaders of the Conservative
Party, then still in power, and had they not almost
officially accepted from him a new policy for the extension
of self-government in India? Again, what alternative
was there, if one desired some influential impetus for
one’s schemes, some more speedy alternative to mere
unassisted street-corner demagogy? Obviously, Glad-
stone. But although he would still have called himself
no more than an advanced Radical, Hyndman had long
been conscious of a profound mistrust both of Gladstone
and of his Liberal followers. A mistrust, it must be
added, which was fully reciprocated by the Liberals,
who regarded him as an ‘eccentric political free-lance
who was working in the Tory interests.’ Perhaps
indeed with Hyndman it was an aversion more deep-seated
than mere mistrust, an aversion cherished ever since
Charles Kingsley’s day by a goodly proportion of such
of the gentlemen of England as have devoted themselves
to working-class and Socialist agitation. “The Church,
the gentleman and the workman against the shopkeepers
and the Manchester School,” was Kingsley’s summary
of the political struggle. It had been scarcely distinguish-
able from the battlecries of the Young Englanders,
Disraeli’s Tory Democrats. In the forties indeed the
dividing line between Christian Socialist and Tory
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Democrat had been sometimes almost imperceptible,
and Lord Goderich had not been alone in attaching
himself simultaneously to both groups. There seemed
ample reason, then, historical and political as well
as personal, for the appeal to Lord Beaconsfield. Con-
servatives and Socialists had been at one in the past in
their denunciation of laissez-faire, and although there
were apparently no Socialists left to-day, had not the
Socialist principle of collective interference made remark-
able headway? Was there not state education, a state
post office, a state factory code? Why then should not a
resolute state policy of social improvement be backed by
a new Conservatism — with Sy#i/ as its Bible? Unfor-
tunately there were obstacles to any project of this kind
more formidable even than Lord Beaconsfield’s age,
infirmity and cynical detachment. For when the Young
England Conservatives had denounced the commercial-
ism of the newly powerful middle classes in the eighteen-
forties theirs had been a ‘Country Party,’ all squire and
parson, and almost uncontaminated by the new social
elements; whereas since 1867 the merchant class which
the old Conservative Party had assailed had been pouring
with ever-increasing rapidity into the new Conservative
Party, which, now that Palmerston and the Whigs were
no more, was ranging itself against the new Liberalism
of Gladstone, Cobden, and the Nonconformist chapels.
Disraeli had denounced the middle classes, Beaconsfield
ennobled them. None the less it was with undaunted
bearing that Hyndman deposited his silk hat in the hall
at number nineteen Curzon Street and was ushered
upstairs to endeavour to convert Lord Beaconsfield
to the ideals of Lord Beaconsfield’s youth.

He found himself in two apartments of moderate size
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with folding-doors thrown open between them. The
furniture was upholstered in red damask, the curtains
and wallpaper were of red and gold. Somewhere invisible
beyond these discreetly curtained windows weltered the
tragic thirty per cent. Against the glowing oriental
background of the Conservative leader’s apartment the
Socialist Etonian in his intensely British frock-coat
planted himself solidly. After a brief pause a door opened
and there advanced painfully a strange figure in a long
red gabardine. The deeply-lined yellow face with the
curl plastered down over the forehead and the protruding
lower lip was almost deathly in its masklike impassive-
ness. One eye was closed and the other only partially
open. Lord Beaconsfield lowered himself slowly on to
a couch near the fireplace and silently motioned his
visitor to an armchair near-by. The visitor paused
expectantly but Lord Beaconsfield remained silent, and
with a bizarre sensation of addressing himself to some
eastern idol —so remote, so profoundly impassive was
that deeply-graven countenance — Hyndman plunged to
the assault.

But not immediately to the point. He opened diplo-
matically with Russia, intimating that it was to be regret-
ted that Lord Beaconsfield’s Russian policy had received
a set-back. The figure on the settee gravely inclined its
head but did not speak. The fall of Lord Beaconsfield’s
Government, pursued Hyndman, was to be regretted
likewise for the sake of India. Another silent inclination
from the settee. The monologue now struck boldly at
its objective. He had looked forward, explained Hynd-
man, to seeing some such social policy embarked upon
as was adumbrated in Lord Beaconsfield’s early novels.
It could come only from the Conservatives, for the
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Liberals could not oppose social reform from such a
source. For this reason too then, above all, the fall of
the Conservative Government was to be regretted. At
this Lord Beaconsfield spoke for the first time. In thick,
almost sepulchral, tones and with an execrable French
accent he observed ‘Tu las voulu Georges Dandin.’ And
as he uttered these words the eye that was only partially
closed began slowly to open. Considerably encouraged,
Hyndman gave it as his opinion that the issue had not
beenadequately putto theelectorate. ¢“Peace with honour”
was a dead formula: ‘“Peace with comfort’ was what the
people wanted to hear about.” The veteran strategist
was now genuinely interested. ¢“Peace with comfort” is
not a bad phrase’ he remarked thoughtfully, in slow, deep
tones. ‘Who used it?” And the other eyelid was lifting.
‘Why, I did, of course,’ replied Hyndman, recovering
his natural brusqueness now that he felt himself on solid
ground. Lord Beaconsfield opened both eyes completely
and actually smiled. ‘You have, I presume, some ideas
on the subject, Mr. Hyndman? Mr. Hyndman had,
and indicated that he was prepared to expound them.
‘What do you mean by comfort then?’
‘Plenty to eat, enough to drink, good clothes, pleasant
homes, thorough education and sufficient leisure for all.’
‘Utopia made to order? . . . And how would you
begin?” Hyndman set himself to explain. Chartism
revived (had not Disraeli sympathised with the Chartists?)
complete education, universal suffrage. (‘I have done all
that I could in the latter direction’ put in Lord Beacons-
field). Hyndman explained that an educated democracy
was essential. After which, with no change of tone to
indicate the significance of the words, he proceeded
‘There is no other way out than through collective organ-
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isation by the democracy under its chosen agents for the
benefit of all. You admit that.” There was surely some-
thing almost sublime about those last three words. ‘I
admit nothing, Mr. Hyndman,’ replied Lord Beaconsfield
gravely; and added, perhaps unnecessarily, ‘I am listening
to you.” More eagerly than ever the other continued his
monologue.

‘We must recognise this truth at once,’” he summarised,
a little later, ‘and re-organise our entire Empire at home
and abroad, replacing go-as-you-please by a resolute
policy of general social improvement throughout Britain,
adopting Home Rule and general Colonial Federation
instead of domination, and granting self-government to
India. This would bring us abreast of a great and har-
monious policy that would, possessing a powerful navy,
give us, with our extraordinary geographical position,
the lead of the democratic movement throughout the
world.’ i

Here Lord Beaconsfield interrupted him significantly.
‘Why not say Socialist movement? That is what you
mean.” The aged Jewish statesman in the red gabardine
gazed reflectively at the robust Etonian. He was inter-
ested. Socialism! A gospel for the workers! And here
was its solitary evangelist in a frock-coat and apparently
without a single supporter among the artisan, or any other,
class. Had it a chance? A crusade which offered no
material reward whatever to the crusader! Well, long
ago in another life, he had been Disraeli and . . . yes,
there was a possibility. A fleeting vision came to him
of the great families he had come to know so well. One
thing was certain, if this thing proved to have a chance
there were strange times coming in England. For a
moment, who knows with what degree of foresight, he
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contemplated the future in which he would play no part.
Then he began to ply his visitor with questions, even to
offer comments. Exhaustively the strange couple can-
vassed the Socialist scheme, as it existed then in the
brain of Henry Mayers Hyndman inspired by Marx.
In the middle of it all a butler presented Lord Rowton’s
compliments and Lord Rowton was at Lord Beaconsfield’s
disposal. But even his most intimate political henchman,
(who was shortly to leave him for Africa), was asked to
wait. The discussion continued for another hour. At
last Lord Beaconsfield inquired, Did Mr. Hyndman
really think he had any chance of success? Mr. Hyndman
intimated that he would have a good try.

‘It is only possible through such a democracy as you
speak of,” said Lord Beaconsfield, thus not ruling out
success altogether. But a warning he had to add, and
who knew the rulers of England if not he? ‘You can
never carry it out with the Conservative party. That is
quite certain. Your life would become a burden to you
. . . The moment you tried to realise it on our side you
would find yourself surrounded by a phalanx of the great
Families who would thwart you at every turn.” And, who
knows with what memories, part bitter part diverting,
of thirty years of Belgravia, he added “They and their
women!’ ‘And you would be no better off on the other
side.” And finally, with a smile, ‘I do not say it to dis-
courage you, but you have taken upon yourself a
heavy work indeed.” In the deep, rich tones the last
words fell measured and portentous. ‘It is a very difficult
country to move, Mr. Hyndman, a very difficult country
indeed, and one in which there is more disappointment
to be looked for than success. But you intend to go on?’

Undoubtedly Mr. Hyndman intended to go on.
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“Then I shall have the pleasure of seeing you again.’
But it is doubtful whether Lord Beaconsfield himself
intended to go on. He had had enough. The long,
strange journey was almost over. It had been indeed a
difficult country to move and he was weary. In a few
weeks he was dead.

As for Hyndman, he sallied forth from number
nineteen Curzon Street, clearly realising what he had
never seriously doubted, that no help was to be expected
from above. He had a creed but no plans. For all he
knew, there was not another Socialist in the country. But
as he had told Lord Beaconsfield, he intended to go on.*

* Hyndman, Record, 227-245, 334. Bax, 94. Kingsley, 214-215.
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CHAPTER 1II

ECCE CONVERTIMUR AD GENTES
1881-1882

IT was to be a question of rousing the working-classes,
then. The rulers of England were not to be roused.
Even Lord Beaconsfield had confessed to finding England
a very difficult country to move. So indeed had Matthew
Arnold, and after a lifetime spent in vainly attempting
to convince the middle classes of their own many de-
ficiences he too had despaired of them and was con-
sidering at the close of his career the potentialities of new
rulers. Ecce convertimur ad gentes he called his address
to the Ipswich Working Men’s College —‘Behold, we
are converted, are turning, to the peoples.” ‘For modern
civilisation some approach to equality is necessary’ he
had said there. ‘For twenty years I have been vainly
urging this upon the middle classes themselves. Now
I urge it upon you. Carry it forward yourselves, and
insist on taking the middle class with you.’

‘Carry it forward yourselves.” This was precisely
what Hyndman was now designing to bring about, a not
unformidable task. But, we observe, the approach to
equality which was to be carried forward was an equality
between the wage-earner and the middle classes: and by
‘middle classes’, if he meant anything precise at all,
Matthew Arnold intended no doubt, in the current
fashion, the classes with intermediate incomes, however
derived. It did not occur to him that the frontier between
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wage and salary might be far more artificial than that
which divides work of whatever kind from money-
making. That a schoolmaster or a doctor might have
more interests in common with a railwayman or a miner
than either with a petty profiteer. Hyndman, too, like
a good Marxian, thought of Socialism as an exclusive
message for the proletariat. Yet he found at once that
his first allies must be men of the same professional
type which theoretically he was abandoning. And he
turned first to Haverstock Hill on which dwelt Karl
Marx, as yet unknown to the English public. Ac-
cordingly, towards the end of 1880 and at the
beginning of 1881 the Doctor, for so Hyndman con-
stantly spoke of him, might often have been seen march-
ing eagerly up and down his study (such being his-habit
when interested in discussion), while upon the other side
of the table strode Hyndman almost pace for pace, a
practice he had, for his part, acquired during his long
sea voyages. The talk ran chiefly upon economic theory,
but Hyndman managed to say something of his plans
for reviving the Chartist movement and the Doctor
showed himself sympathetic, though far from optimistic.
But though at Haverstock Hill Hyndman could drain
fresh draughts of the new economic theory and survey
the battleground-to-be from the heights of the Doctor’s
immense knowledge and prophetic ardour, it was even
more important to assemble such potential practical
allies as could be expected to have any heart for the
projected revival of Chartism —for a revived Chartism
rather than the stark, new Socialism seems to have been
what he hinted in his earliest invitations. The tentative
muster, which drew largely upon the Radical Clubs and
Irish Committees of London, began for the most part
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outside the working-classes. It was perhaps the beginning
of the long and painful lesson which Marx had never
learned and which Hyndman was to learn at last from
experience, although he might have learned it from
history; the lesson that there had never yet been in any
country a revolutionary working-class.

Professor Beesly, the Positivist, who had taken the
chair at the first public meeting of the now defunct
‘International’ in 1864, was an obvious choice. He was
no longer young and he had never been a Socialist, but
he was widely associated with progressive ideas and
nevertheless had managed not to sacrifice his respec-
tability. Helen Taylor, the prim step-daughter of John
Stuart Mill, came too, and Joseph Cowen the member
for Newcastle, Butler Johnstone the Tory member for
Canterbury, Justin Huntly McCarthy, wm.p., Irish
Nationalist and popular historian, and Dr. G. B. Clark
an energetic Radical and free thinker. Besides this there
were at least five old Chartists and several artisans,
including James Macdonald and John Williams, a
diminutive but capable and undaunted leader of the
unemployed, who had already graduated through many
varieties of insurgence.* Of the miscellaneous gathering
Hyndman, the convener, knew scarcely any save the
three Members of Parliament. He had not yet begun
to ‘familiarise himself with the working-classes.” The
discussions were fairly nebulous and scarcely anyone
present suspected that they were to be asked to do more
than skirmish, clamorously no doubt, upon the left
flank of Mr. Gladstone and his orthodox Liberals. But
Hyndman had come to the conclusion that it was time
to take the plunge. He had been very busy while these

® See p. 228.
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informal conferences went on upon a short book which
he called England for All, expanding in it the views,
tentatively Marxian at home and Radical abroad, in
which he had endeavoured to interest Lord Beaconsfield.
By early May of 1881 it was resolved to summon a more
formal Conference, a Conference in fact which should
re-launch the Socialist movement in Great Britain. This
Conference met at the Westminster Palace Hotel on
June 8th, 1881. After a discussion which Hyndman as
chairman did his best to retain within the limits of the
practical it agreed upon founding the Democratic
Federation. The Socialist movement had been launched —
towards unguessed destinies. The Press ignored the
incident. The most important item in the day’s news
had been the opening by Princess Christian of a Fancy
Fair at the Albert Hall.

But the question remains how far the first members of
the Federation were as yet aware of what they had done.
Not until three years later was the Federation to add to
its title the word ‘Social’ and to become the Social Demo-
cratic Federation. The programme agreed upon for the
moment appeared more Radical than Socialist. Of its
nine points* the first, third and fourth came direct from
the People’s Charter itself, and indeed, for that matter,
beyond that, from the demands advanced before the
French Revolution by a Committee of Westminster
electors under the chairmanship of Charles James Fox.
Five more, though of more recent origin, were Radicalism
and not such extreme Radicalism at that. Only the last,

* (1) Universal Suffrage; (2) Triennial Parliaments; (3) Equal
electoral divisions; (4) Payment of Members; (5) Corruption and bribery
to be punishable as criminal offences; (6) Abolition of the House of Lords;
(7) Home Rule for Ireland; (8) Self-government for the Colonies and
Dependencies; (9) Nationalisation of the Land.
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Nationalisation of the Land, savoured of Socialism. And
even this, thanks to Henry George, scarcely lay at that
time beyond the boundaries of Radicalism. Many
Radicals indeed had been attracted to the doctrines of
Henry George. For orthodox Radicalism, holding still
to its traditional belief in /aissez-faire, need have no
objections to hearing Land denounced as the great
Monopoly, provided that Capital, in which Free Com-
petition was believed still to hold undiminished sway,
remained sacrosanct. Had not Land moreover been
traditionally the basis of the Tory party while Whig
Liberalism was manifestly the party of the new Capital?
None the less, scarcely distinguishable though its official
programme may have been at first from a familiar brand
of Radicalism, the majority of those present at the
Westminster Palace Hotel in that June of 1881, though
none so clearly as Hyndman himself, were yet more or
less dimly aware of reaching out after something novel.
‘At the innumerable lectures’ which members of the
Federation were so soon to be delivering ‘Socialist
principles’ would from the first be ‘fearlessly championed.’
So the Conference of August 4th, 1884, at which the
Federation was at last to add the unequivocal ‘Social’ to
its title, would report in retrospect, affirming further that
‘from the first the Democratic Federation was a definite
Socialist body.” And long before this the popular Press
would recognise the intentions of this handful of lecturers
and propagandists; almost indeed before they were aware
of them themselves. Thus their assistance, (still far from
certain whether they were Socialists or not), at a mass
meeting of London Irish in Hyde Park in the October
of 1881 was represented — with that common tendency
to grotesquely alarmist exaggeration which amused, and
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aided, them so greatly in their discouraging early
struggles — by the Annual Register’s ‘many Socialist . . .
associations were present.” The truth of the matter was
in fact succinctly expressed by a member of the Federa-
tion a little later: ‘their (the Radicals’) aims are our
means.” A political programme as a first step towards
social and economic changes; towards Socialism instead
of mere Labour Representation. This was what Hynd-
man’s Conference of June, 1881, had so far achieved; the
social and economic changes, already implicit, were to be
openly formulated a little later. And what after all had
been Chartism itself but a definite political programme
aimed implicitly at undefined social and economic changes?
The Chartists however had never advanced beyond their
six political points. For the Federation from the first
the political means were to be overshadowed by the
economic ends. Indeed there were soon to be found
members, subscribing wholeheartedly to these economic
ends, who would nevertheless secede in protest at any
energies whatever being spent upon the political means —
thus reviving a very long-lived divergence in our history.
For were not the political-reform agitators of 1832
followed at once by the Owenite revolutionary Trade-
unionists of 1834 who were to create their Utopia by
purely economic methods, and these again by the Chartists
with their tumultuous decade of agitation for six
political points? And would not the Socialists who
believed in Parliamentary candidatures be followed by
Syndicalists and Communists who professed only direct
economic action?

It was no doubt, then, fairly clear to most of those
who were present at the Westminster Palace Hotel in
June of 1881, even if definitions and labels were avoided,
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that they were to tread paths which would lead them into
unexplored territory. And if there were some who
supposed themselves still followers of the Grand Old
Man, it would not be long before they would begin to
be disillusioned. Not long after this first Conference
Hyndman issued on behalf of the Executive Committee
an address in which he referred bluntly enough to ‘the
hollowness and hypocrisy of capitalist Radicalism’- at
which, with one exception, the Radical Clubs in associa-
tion with the Federation immediately withdrew. It was
the Federation’s first experience of what was to be one
of its most familiar misfortunes. Its capacity for the
repulsion and exclusion of existing members would be
almost greater than its power to attract new ones. Like
Gideon, embarked likewise upon a formidable assault,
Hyndman would impose standards and exact tests so
stringent that he constantly reduced his own scanty
following. Above all there remained England for All
to reveal to members where, in fact, they were likely to
find themselves; England for A/, distributed by Hynd-
man to every person who attended the Conference;
England for All with its ‘clear Socialist tendencies,’” and,
it must be added, its unacknowledged Marxian inspira-
tion. The first literary manifesto of a movement setting
out to convert England was thus based upon the econo-
mic system of a German, who, despite his immense
learning, did not seem to have understood either English-
men or English history. Yet throughout his entire book
Hyndman had not mentioned Marx by name. The
Doctor never forgave him. . . . Here however was the
book. The delegates were able, on returning home, to
study it at leisure. It did not mention Socialism, though
it denounced Toryism and Liberalism and proclaimed
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the need of a comprehensive new policy. Of the actual
reforms which it advocated only State Ownership of
Railways and an extension of Factory and Mines Acts
could be called even mildly Socialistic. But it was
obvious that its author intended it to be read between the
lines. He stated that he himself would have advocated
‘more stringent reforms’ had there been any signs as
yet of a desire to change the existing system among those
who suffered from it. He roundly denounced both the
capitalist system and the orthodox economists, and his
advice to the working-classes was ‘Unite! Unitel!
Unite!” And the book concluded:~

. . . Such an ideal is not unreal or impracti-
cable. Not as yet of course can we hope to realise
more than a portion of that for which we strive.
But if only we are true to one another, and stand
together in the fight, the brightness of the future
is ours — the day before us and the night behind.
So, when those who come after look back to these
islands as we now look back to Athens or Palestine
they shall say “This was glory — this true domina-
tion: these men builded on eternal foundations
their might, majesty, dominion, and power.”’

On reading these words some more members instantly
withdrew.*

Il

The Democratic Federation was in existence, but
that was all that could besaid. Few, even of its supporters,

* Hyndman, Record, chaps. xv, xvi, p. 335. Bax, 95, 111. Fustice,
Aug. 9, 1884, Aug. 25, 1885. Letter of Prof. Beesly, Fustice, Oct. 3,
1885. Anaual Register, June 8, Oct. 23, 1881. Hyndman, England for
All, 64, 84-5 and note, 109, 194. Hyndman, Evolution, 316-7.
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expected that it could survive long. Almost the only
exception to this diffidence indeed was the author of its
being, the undaunted Hyndman. But there was very
little to encourage him. The members of the Federation
were few, its active members still fewer. Indeed in the
retrospective survey submitted later to the Annual
Conference of 1884 it is computed that in its first two
years its activities were carried on by ‘less than a dozen
really earnest men.” ‘The Democratic Federation, as
Mr. Hyndman will persist in calling himself,’ wrote a
Conservative journal about this time, with a rare approach
to accuracy, the habit of the Press being so soon to raise
the hair of Suburbia with fantastic suggestions of the
baleful omnipresence of Socialism. For its finances,
which were of the meanest, the Federation drew ‘almost
entirely upon the purse of a single individual.” This
individual, it is hardly necessary to say, was, at first, and
before his Socialist activities had seriously impoverished
him, the unflinching Hyndman, who paid the rent of the
offices in Westminster Palace Chambers and the salary
(two pounds a week), of the secretary. One evening early
in the adventure, coming downstairs from the office on
the heels of a handful of belated members, Hyndman
overheard the secretary, who was among them, explaining
with some gusto ‘I don’t believe in the concern a bit,
but when I heard that £2 a week were going about,
I b—— well determined to have some of it.” Hyndman
smiled in his black beard but said nothing. Such were
the materials with which Hyndman and his less than a
dozen really earnest men proposed to transform politics
and society, in a country which even Lord Beaconsfield,
selecting very different methods and with no alarming
goal, had confessed to finding so difficult to move.
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London —and they were not at present in a position
to look beyond London — betrayed naturally a complete
indifference to their existence. Princess Christian con-
tinued to open Fancy Fairs and Queen Victoria made
from time to time her rare public appearances, once, in
February of 1882, driving to Hughenden to unveil a
memorial to Lord Beaconsfield dedicated by herself,
the inscription upon which concluded, in the words of
the book of Proverbs, ‘Kings love him that speaketh
right” Everything was as it always had been and
apparently would always be. Things-as-they-are! How
were a dozen idealogues to shake that majestic edifice?

There was much cogitation in the small offices in
Westminster Palace Chambers, with the equivocal
secretary attentive to execute what inspiration might
ensue and concealing, it is to be hoped, his consuming
scepticism of everything connected with the Federation
save his own two pounds a week. It was obvious at once
that the channels of propaganda open to the little band
were strictly limited. The Press, it went without saying,
was treble-barred to them. Even the hospitable corres-
pondence columns of the Times which a few years later,
after the “West end riots,” were to be filled for weeks with
furious and sometimes ungrammatical onslaughts upon
them from merchants, colonels and country parsons,
permitted the attacked no single opportunity of reply.
A journal of their own, which, whatever else might be
expected of it, could expect no advertisement-revenue
and would certainly, as Hyndman observed, not ‘meet
a long-felt want,’ was at present financially quite beyond
their reach, and would only be made possible, more
than two years later, and by the generosity of an individual
still unknown to them. There remained accordingly the
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one instrument of propaganda which was presumably
at the disposal of all free-born Britons, their own tongues.
They must preach in season and, more frequently per-
haps, out of season. When possible they would arrange
formal lectures —and for these the Radical Clubs of
London seemed the most hopeful audiences, for they
had not yet realised that these bodies were in fact more
accustomed to absorb alcohol than political principles,
and it was not until a little later that the adhesion of
William Morris, a celebrity and indeed a respectability,
would help so much to earn the Federation occasional
access to more august circles such as the Union Societies
of Oxford and Cambridge and to gatherings of the
prosperous and cultured in the North. But for the most
part, they realised, they would have to rely upon the
street-corner. And after all was not the street-corner
their natural battle-ground? Thanks to Hyndman they
were good Marxians (although few of them, it scems,
had had the advantage of reading Marx, whose work
was still not obtainable in English), and they believed
that they had but to render the proletariat class-conscious,
declare war on property, and the few would be swept
into the sea. For it was an article of faith with them that
the ‘proletariat was an irresistible mass of Felix Pyats and
Ouidas.” The innate conservatism of the English wage-
earners, together with the profound and disquieting truth
that revolutions and revolutionary leaders — with some
slight assistance from the nobility — have invariably
proceeded from the middle classes, all this was not
apparent to them.

Accordingly to the street-corners they went; with a
doctrine still dallying at first with an English Radicalism
turned unwontedly ferocious but speedily inclining
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towards the far less native gospel of Marx. They had to
brace themselves somewhat for the plunge, for the street-
corner was not then politically as fashionable as, thanks
to their example, it has since become.

Political campaigns in those more stately days were
conducted elsewhere, in public halls with the traditional
array of local magnate and water-carafe to support the
speaker upon the platform and official stewards to super-
vise his audience. However, since no audience as yet
would voluntarily come to listen to a Socialist speaker, it
followed that Socialist speakers must go forth to seek
their audiences where they could best hope to find them,
in Walworth, Clerkenwell Green, Bermondsey, Mile
End Waste, Battersea — wherever, in fact, the expro-
priated dwelt in large numbers. Perhaps it was to conceal
from themselves the inevitable slight sinking of the heart
as they embarked upon this formidable enterprise that
in early days they always spoke of their promiscuous
street oratory as ‘lecturing.” And indeed it did smack
somewhat of the lecture-room. Even if one suspected
that scarcely any in the handful one was haranguing
could write their own names and however painfully one
simplified the Marxian doctrine it was difficult to ex-
pound Marx at all without becoming faintly professorial,
and Hyndman, addressing a huge and excited crowd in
Hyde Park, would even quote Virgil in the original.
Gradually, in London at least, they evolved a programme
of Sunday morning gatherings at fixed vantage-points
at which a small inner handful of the converted or in-
terested could be trusted to form a nucleus for the
fortuitous audiences of passers-by, but at first it was a
question of appearing unannounced and attracting by
mere lung-power whom one could. Accordingly here
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and there in the poorest quarters of London began the
strange crusade, Hyndman foremost among the crusaders.
The methods, and the results, varied little at first. A
vivid description by an eye-witness of the first Socialist
open-air meeting addressed in Bristol will serve as
typical of all or any of the early London adventures. For,
though it took place a little later, it was addressed by
J. Hunter Watts, himself one of the London adventurers,
and followed the customary course of all those first street
‘lectures.’

The ‘lecturer’ appeared unexpectedly at a private gather-
ing of the small local branch, which had not yet nerved itself
to face the streets, and announced that they must hold
an open-air meeting forthwith. Stoutly concealing their
inward tremors, the half-dozen or so of members marched
off with the apparently confident stranger from London.
At the chosen spot they formed an expectant and some-
what self-conscious group around the speaker, whose
‘air of well-being and good education’ did a little, but
not much, to increase their confidence. They tried to
remember however that it was by these means that
English society was to be transformed. Standing on the
cobble stones, ‘in a quiet voice which presently rose to a
shout’ the speaker began forthwith to repeat over and
over again ‘Friends, we are the Bristol Branch of the
Social Democratic Federation, and we are going to hold
a meeting. We shall tell you of our message to the workers
of the world, what it means to you, and how it will relieve
you of your poverty.” Gradually a knot of inquisitive
passers-by collected, but few stayed to listen for more than
a minute or two, and not one showed any signs of interest.
So this was an open-air meeting! At the end the most
optimistic could not deny that it had been a small one.
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More spectators would have stopped to watch a dog-
fight, and would have stayed longer. They could almost
have wished that there had been interruptions, a dis-
turbance, anything rather than this contemptuous apathy.
This, however, it seemed, was how they were to capture
political power in England. The little group separated
thoughtfully, amid stares. . . . That summer it was
joined by a lad of eighteen fresh from a Scottish cottage
whose name was James Ramsay MacDonald.

Thus from time to time in one London slum area
or another from the centre of a small knot of starers —
‘labourers on their Sunday lounge,’ ‘respectable people
coming from church,’ the latter ‘inclined to grin’~ might
have been heard issuing that magniloquent announce-
ment ‘We shall tell you of our message to the workers
of the world and how it will relieve your poverty.” At
the close of the harangue the three or four Branch mem-
bers present would raise a feeble cheer and the little
crowd of workmen, with a last stare at the apparently
prosperous and respectable orator who had talked so
incomprehensibly of social injustice and surplus value
and the millennium, would shrug its shoulders and walk
away. And this though the red banner of the Federation
with its lettering ‘Work for All — Overwork for none’
in white had been borne aloft from Limehouse Town
Hall along Burdett Road and back. Sometimes, upon
exceptional and memorable days, someone would linger
and consent to join the tiny local branch. Or once in a
long while an old man would falter up to tell excitedly
how he had once listened to Robert Owen or how it all
reminded him of the Chartists. . . . The speaker would
listen and nod benevolently. And yet . . . Owen . . .
Chartism . . . all this was an ancient tale, and a tale
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of defeat. Neither Owen nor the Chartists, of course,
had grasped scientific Socialism . . . the real Marxian
revelation. . . . Yet somehow they had aroused enthu-
siasm, struck chords, false, no doubt, to which vast
audiences had proved responsive. No question then of a
convert every other week. It was certainly puzzling.
Even Hyndman was driven to admit that ‘the open-air
work was the most trying of all.’” And when, after
standing up square and solid in his immaculate frock-
coat to address ‘a gathering . . . of rather debauched-
looking persons round the old pump at Clerkenwell
Green,” whom he had assured that the revolution would
be with them within a year or two, he would walk slowly
homeward towards the West end, he would seem some-
times lost in a frowning abstraction. ‘Building on eternal
foundations their might, majesty, dominion and power’
. . . the old pump on Clerkenwell Green.

Nor were the visits to the workmen’s Radical Clubs
much more encouraging. As often as not the room, with
about twenty people in it, would be small, ‘as dirty as
convenient and stinking a good deal’; or it would be
somewhat larger but no less bleak. An audience of
artisans with a few small tradesmen and once in a long
while a solitary professional man, a haze of tobacco
smoke, the clatter of mugs and glasses as the potmen
circulated endlessly with gin and beer, an intermittent
hum of conversation or hoarse laughter from the back,
or, punctuating a polite, uncomprehending silence, an
occasional half derisive burst of applause as the speaker
assured his hearers that they were ‘piling up riches for the
classes who rob you of your labour.” ‘It took the fire
out of my fine periods I can tell you: it is a great drawback
that I can’t fa/k to them roughly and unaffectedly’
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confessed one lecturer. Such were the audiences to
which Hyndman and his friends preached the gospel or
revolt; to which, not many months later, William Morris
and Bernard Shaw would be delivering the addresses
whose earliest printed reports are now bought up at ever
increasing prices by the bibliophiles of two continents.*

I11

During these first two years, then, even to its dozen, or
less, ‘really earnest’ members the advance of the Demo-
cratic Federation towards the social revolution remained
all but imperceptible. It dabbled, it was true, in the
endless Irish agitation — coercion was the vexed question
of the moment — and mass meetings of the London Irish
in Hyde Park had been attended, a commission had been
sent to Ireland, and Hyndman had spoken in Phoenix
Park. All this, however, was Radicalism, not Socialism.
It served well enough to give the Federation a sense of
activity before it had finally nerved itself for the decisive
step, but though it was tempting to hitch oneself on to
an existing, and powerful, agitation, it was clear that the
Irish clamour had nothing whatever to do with ‘replacing
go-as-you-please by a resolute general policy of social
improvement.” Indeed up till the end of 1882 the
Federation had only once succeeded in arousing public
interest or producing any recognisable effect and then
only by packing a meeting at which a clerical publicist
was to advocate his pet scheme of compulsory thrift for
the working-classes, and voting him down by a majority

* Fustice, Aug. 9, Oct. 25, 1884. Mackail ii, 145, 173-4. Hyndman
Record 253-4; 293, 334, 341. Henderson, 156. Amaual Register, Feb.
27, 1882. Times, Feb. 22, 1886. Bryher, 23.
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of two to one. The public had so long assumed as a matter
of course that philanthropic schemes designed for the
intimate inconvenience of the working-classes could be
proposed and discussed over the submissive heads of
those who were to suffer from them that it was a novel
experience to read of working-men insisting upon in-
terrupting their aristocratic and clerical benefactors and
expressing their own views upon their own affairs. But
even this was not Socialism. The movement, in short,
was not yet under weigh. It had not even yet decisively
made up its own mind. That it must somehow teach the
people to save themselves from their exploiters it was
aware, but beyond this undisputed terrain a bristle of
problems reared themselves. Did Socialism involve
atheism? Did Socialism involve violence? For Marx
did not perhaps completely answer these questions. At
the close of 1882 these self-questionings were still not
easy to dispose of. Next year however there was to be
more light. It was in January of 1883* that the Federa-
tion was holding the first of a series of public discussions
on ‘Practical Remedies for Pressing Needs’ in the hall
at Westminster Palace Chambers. Andreas Scheu,
a bluff Viennese, who was one of the few active members
of the Federation, felt himself nudged from behind and,
turning, received from one Banner a slip of paper on
which was written ‘The third man to your right is

William Morris.'t

* Not 1882, as is stated in Hyndman’s Record of am Adventurous Life.
1t Hyndman, Record, 243, 293, 296, 304-6. Mackail ii,96. Bax, 108.
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CHAPTER III
WILLIAM MORRIS 1883-1884

WiLLiam Morris, who was now close on forty-nine and
as a poet and decorative artist enjoyed a European
reputation, had, like Hyndman, been through the
conventional mill: Marlborough and Oxford in his
case. Like Hyndman he had been born to prosperity.
Like Hyndman, too, like all the early major prophets
of Socialism indeed, he was bearded and looked the
prophetic part. But the resemblance went no further.
For Hyndman’s frock coat and spotless linen were
symbols as well as garments. His spirit dwelt in no far
countries. He was no dreamer but a business man,
making (and, after his Socialist activities began, losing)
his money with a savage derision of the system which
allowed it to be thus made and lost. His Socialism, like
his intellect, was critical, sardonic, aggressive: he had
words almost as bitter for the stupidity and servility of
the poor as for the fraud and hypocrisy of the rich.
Repeatedly in his speeches he would cynically thank his
working-class audiences for ‘so generously supporting
my class’ until some of his working-class followers
would become quite restive at these constant reminders
of the social gulf which divided them. There seemed to
be scarcely a ray of tenderness or idealism in his deliveries:
to some of his colleagues they appeared to be not so much
Socialism as ‘anti-capitalist ejaculations.” He was the
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business man denouncing business men, yet wearing the
business man’s uniform. When enraged by some assault
on Marx or himself he would passionately shoot his
spotless cuffs. Hyndman, too, unlike Morris, had a
taste for aristocratic society and even retained some
footing in it, in a queer combination of Jekyll with Hyde,
long after he had flung himself into the Socialist agitation.
On one occasion a lady encountered Hyndman, irre-
proachably got up, at the Marble Arch and engaged him
in small talk. It was only gradually that a certain pre-
occupation in his manner forced itself upon her notice
and she realised that he had been leading a mob of
Socialists into Hyde Park. Hyndman was a Puritan
and on occasions would sternly rebuke his followers for
the mildest indulgence in whiskey, and his stories, of
which he possessed an immense repertoire, were of an
invariable propriety. Morris on the other hand belonged
spiritually to an earlier age which had never heard of
Puritanism. ‘I should have liked you to have a drink
with me,” he would find himself murmuring wistfully
to his new colleagues. But too often, he knew, the drink
would be lemonade.

Hyndman’s expression was apt to be domineering.
His eyes were keen, restless, searching. In Morris’s
eyes, on the other hand, beneath a fine brow and a tousled
crest of hair — thanks to which among his friends his
nickname of ‘Top’ or ‘Topsy’ had survived from Oxford
days — ‘there was . . . that penetrating, far-away, im-
penetrable gaze that seems to be fixed on something
beyond that at which it is directly looking.” For the
author of The Earthly Paradise, of News from Nowhere
and of The Dream of John Ball, although the record of

Morris and Company showed that he had practical
57



‘ENGLAND, ARISE!’

ability enough, was assuredly a dreamer rather than a
business man. Indeed in his rough blue serge suit and
blue cotton shirt open at the throat and with his ruddy
weather-beaten complexion and somewhat swaying walk
he might well have been taken for a sea-captain rather
than either. On one occasion indeed a fireman actually
stopped him in Kensington High Street to inquire
‘Beg pardon, sir, but were you ever captain of the Ses
Swallow?’ and ragamuffins in Glasgow would derisively
chant after him:

‘Sailor, sailor; sou'west!
Dance a jig in the crow’s nest!’

The suggestion was heightened by his capacity for
violent outbreaks of temper and tempestuous, even
unprintable, language. ‘Art forsooth! Where the hell
is it? Where the hell are the people who know or care a
damn about it?” would be the beginning, when a friend
misjudged a Burne-Jones’ painting, of a tirade which
could rise to even more lurid heights. He had been
known when in a passion to drive his head against a
wall so as to make a deep dent in the plaster without
apparent discomfort to himself; to break chairs; to throw
his spectacles out of the window. These outbursts
however ended as suddenly as they began. There was
something characteristic and attractive about them too.
‘I grieve to say,” wrote a friend, ‘he has only kicked one
panel out of a door for this twelve-month past.” And
there was the immense gusto with which the man savoured
life: his passion for rivers and the countryside and above
all for the earth itself — ‘the Earth and the growth of it
and the life of it! If I could but say or show how I love
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it’; for the beasts, and particularly the birds, of the field
—of these his knowledge seemed inexhaustible; for
gardens and rowing and tramping and angling and single-
stick; for colours and tastes (he was a judge of wine and
an excellent cook and deplored the decadence of the
culinary, as of other, arts. ‘There are two things,” he
said ‘about which women know absolutely nothing, dress
and cookery’); for Keats and Ruskin and George Borrow
and William Cobbett and that celebrated sportsman,
Mr. Jorrocks; for early English ballads and Norse
mythology and weaving and illuminated missals, upon
all of which his knowledge was expert, perhaps unrivalled;
and above all for the middle ages, and particularly for
the thirteenth century and all its works and ways. About
this he would talk, or argue, far into the night in that
famous lofty room at Kelmscott House, Hammersmith,
with its Rossetti pictures and its huge Persian rug on
the wall, smoking his black wooden pipes with endless
expenditure of matches. And as he talked the thirteenth
century would come alive, with its missals and cathedrals
and the cavalcades of knights down forest ways. Here
indeed, in the middle ages, was his spiritual home. Al-
most, in a sense, his actual home, since the England most
real to him was not so much that Victorian England in
which he so zestfully pursued his multifarious activities
as a gracious, mediaeval England, still partially visible
to the discerning eye but infuriatingly disfigured or
obliterated by the vandalisms of a machine civilisation.
Politically no revolutionary, this. To the end indeed,
politics, to tell the truth, did not interest him, although in
1876 in horror at the Bulgarian massacres he had become
Treasurer of the Eastern Question Association. At
heart indeed he was a bourgeois, but of the middle
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ages: one of those merchant-princes whose exquisite
taste fostered the arts of Flanders or Venice. ‘I am
bourgeois, you know, and therefore without the point of
honour’ he had written long ago to Madox Brown.
Indeed those who had seen him in camp with the
Volunteers during the war-scare of 1859-60, or ‘coming
up from the cellar before dinner, beaming with joy, with
his hands full of bottles of wine and others tucked under
his arms,’ or playing bowls in his garden at Hammer-
smith, knew him to be overflowing with the orderly,
civic virtues. Nor was it politics that were turning this
man into a revolutionary: it was the middle ages. Irresis-
tibly, as time went on, that old England forced its lessons
on him.

More than twenty years ago he had been building his
first home. It had been comparatively easy to get the
sort of house he wanted built, for he could dictate his own
wishes. But when it came to furnishing it? Save for
Persian carpets and blue china there was scarcely any-
thing then to be bought in England, he found, which
was not too ugly to be tolerated. How vast a decline
from the old, the real England! The result was Morris
and Company. The first idea of a business concern may
have been Rossetti’s; there was help too from Madox
Brown, Burne-Jones and others; but the thing was
Morris. In the decorative arts at least he was already
resolved to bring about a revolution, and would succeed.
And then there had been architecture. In old buildings,
the most manifest legacy of the middle ages, (he cared
nothing for Wren and his successors), he was passion-
ately interested. To see them destroyed or defaced was
torture to him; and everywhere they were being destroyed
and defaced. Six years earlier, in 1877, he had originated

6o



WILLIAM MORRIS

the Society for the Protection of Ancient Monuments
and served as its Secretary. Far indeed from a revolution-
ary purpose, this: and yet here too he found himself
driven to ask, Why should everything which man makes
or mends to-day be so hideous, when once it was so
beautiful? His answer to that question would make him
a Socialist.

No doubt he was impelled to his conclusions by instinct
rather than by reason. And rightly, for instinct is the
better guide. At times, it is true, he tried to rationalise
his conversion, but not with much success. When he
joined the Federation he ‘had never so much as opened
Adam Smith or heard of Ricardo or of Karl Marx.” The
first thing needful, clearly, would be to get up Marx’s
Capital, and, though he tried very hard, he could not
make head or tail of it. Indeed a little later than this,
after his first Socialist lecture in Glasgow, the question
would be put to him point blank by a dour purist, ‘Does
Comrade Morris accept Marx’s theory of value? and
he would reply, in words long admiringly remembered
in the Movement, ‘To speak quite frankly, I do not
know what Marx’s theory of value is, and I'm damned if
I want to know.” Strange words for one who was then
still a member of Hyndman’s Social Democratic Federa-
tion.

For three years now he had been moving slowly
down the strange paths. ‘The whole thing seems almost
too tangled to see through and too heavy to move,’ he
had written in 1880. ‘Happily though, I am not bound
either to see through it or move it but a very little way:
meantime I do know what I love and what I hate.
This, without doubt, William Morris had always known:
few men have known as certainly. He loved good art
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in a nation; he hated its absence; and out of this love and
this hatred grew his creed. It was a simple one. Morris
and Company had sold its products to a few of the rich:
he would have liked to sell them to the people. But the
people had neither the money to buy, nor, it seemed, the
taste to appreciate, beauty. And of the things which
cumbered the houses of the rich the greatest part they
did not even want; a vast mass of trumpery, forced
upon fools by fashion, itself either useless or actively
destructive and poisonous, yet ‘keeping many thousands
of men and women making nothing with terrible and
inhuman toil.” Surely the gulf between rich and poor
must be destroyed if there was ever to be popular art
again. But the degradation of the producer by Commer-
cialism had moved Morris more deeply even than the
degradation of the consumer. All work should be worth
doing and of itself pleasant to do. His own work was
pleasure: under no conceivable circumstances would he
willingly give it up. In the old England also, the real
England, the England of the Cathedrals and the Guilds
(who should know better than he?) men had loved their
work. To-day ‘division of labour’ kept each man (o
one minute piece of work. Of the thing he was making he
knew nothing: he ‘might as well be turning a crank with
nothing at the end of it.” If work was ever to be pleasant
and honourable again a man must know all about the
ware he is making; must be allowed to think of what he
is doing; must ‘be for ever stirring to make the piece he
is at work at better than the last;’ must ‘refuse at anybody’s
bidding to turn out, I won’t say a bad, but even an in-
different, piece of work’; must ‘have a voice, and a voice
worth listening to, in the whole affair.” In a sentence
Nothing should be made by man’s labour which is not worth
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making; or which must be made by labour degrading to the
makers. Such was the simple creed which life had taught
an artist. Yet, as things were, it meant, it seemed, a social
revolution. ‘The cause of Art is the cause of the people.’
Morris had reached his Socialism through his art, as
each Socialist reaches it through what in life he knows and
values best. A simple creed, yes, and one which sprang
from the heart of the old, half-forgotten England. Agon-
ies of confusion of mind, as we have seen, Morris exper-
ienced when he tried to master Marx, and something
profounder, a distaste, almost sometimes, a spiritual
malaise. This was not his Socialism. For Morris, in
spite of some Welsh ancestry, was profoundly English
in his prejudices and training, and his Socialism sprang,
as we have seen, out of the core of English history. And
yet —only Socialism aimed, beyond mere political
Radicalism, at social change, the Democratic Federation
was ‘the only Society I could find which is definitely
Socialistic,” and, as he would discover when he joined it,
Hyndman, the leader of the Democratic Federation, was
endeavouring to persuade it that Marx was the one God
and that he, Hyndman, was his prophet. Clearly there
were difficulties ahead both for Morris and for the
Democratic Federation.

For some reasons it was to be regretted that Morris
should have joined a ‘Society . . . definitely Socialistic,’
should have labelled himself so clearly. For English
history had already clearly shewn that, whereas English
people would for a long while yet be profoundly alarmed
by that formidable label ‘Socialism,” they had little
objection to legislation with strongly Socialist tendencies,
provided it were passed by respectable Conservative
or Liberal statesmen; little objection even to the preaching
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of Socialist doctrine, provided that, like Ruskin, now a
Professor at Oxford, the preacher did not profess himself
a Socialist. (Indeed even in uncompromising and logic-
loving France had not Louis Napoleon, after contriving
to seize power chiefly because he seemed to be the one
barrier against Socialist revolution, used the brief interval
of autocracy which followed his coup 4’érat to introduce,
with scarcely a tremor of public opinion, a whole series of
Socialist or semi-Socialist measures?) No doubt, then,
had Morris never proclaimed himself, thanks to the wide
licence permitted in England to respectability, he might
have become a much more widely accepted, even 2 popular,
purveyor of what in fact were Socialist doctrines. None
the less he had chosen rightly. There would be a suffi-
ciency of politicians and publicists ready and able to
advance Socialism while denouncing Socialists. What
Socialism then needed was precisely the bold, the arrest-
ing, the almost sacrificial gesture of a celebrity publicly
attaching himself to the ignored or deeply mistrusted
handful of its professed apostles. A sacrifice indeed; for
a man who has on other topics won the respectful applause
of a cultured audience wider than his own country sur-
renders much when he deliberately turns from it to the
apathy or derision of chance street-corner clusters of the
poor and ignorant. Moreover it was certain that Morris
would embrace his new vocation thoroughly, whatever it
proved to demand of him, for such was his habit. When
he was concerned with house-building had he not
designed the thing in every particular? With painting it?
Had he not lived on a ladder? With dyeing? He was
perpetually stained blue. With printing? No one should
know more than he of the technicalities of papermaking
and setting type. With Scandinavian sagas? He must
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travel all over Iceland. If Socialism proved to need
missionaries he was not likely to flinch from the street-
corners.

On January 13th, 1883, his Oxford College, Exeter,
elected William Morris Honorary Fellow. He had
arrived; arrived, with the prelates, Cabinet Ministers
and famous scholars who customarily share this honour,
within the inmost circle of the blameless and distinguished
orthodox. Four days later he enrolled himself in the
Democratic Federation. Of which the Sarurday Review
was about to write ‘London contains a large floating
population of public house loafers and members of the
Executive Council of the Democratic Federation.” On
his card of membership he describes himself as
‘William Morris, designer.”*

II

His own experience as a poet and an artist, still more
his knowledge of the world, assured Morris that, for all
its faith, the campaign of the Democratic Federation
was not likely to move mountains yet awhile. ‘The petty
skirmish of a corporal’s guard’ he called it; a trifle rue-
fully, maybe, since in the obscurest of skirmishes wounds
are, for the skirmisher, as painful as in the most resound-
ing of army corps engagements. Perhaps the most that,
in this clear-sighted mood, he would have looked for
would have been that measure of hope deferred with

* Mackail i, 140, 160-1, 217, 224, 227; ii, 23, 80, 86-7, 94, 99-100.
Glasier, 23, 29, 33, 51, 108. Bax, 8. Mann, 40-1. Compton-Rickett,

35-6. Rider, 19. Fustice, Jan. 19, 1884. Morris, Ar¢ and Socialism, 11,
14, 34, 36. Morris, Making the best of it. How I became, 18,
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which the Christian Socialists had consoled themselves
forty years before —

What though thy seed should fall by the wayside
And the birds snatch it; yet the birds are fed;

Or they may bear it far across the tide,

To give rich harvest after thou art dead.

And yet in a society so small, so highly strung, so
dominated by the gospel of Marx and its confident pre-
diction of the inevitable social revolution, it was impossi-
ble, whatever agonies of confusion the prophet’s writings
might cause one, not to believe sometimes in the immi-
nence of the great catastrophe. As he wrote in April,
1884,

.« « . for the day is drawing nigh
When the Cause shall call upon us, some to live and
some to die.

Also there was always the sustaining sense that one must
be making history. There is extant a fragment of a
diary which he began in 1887, ‘which may one day be
published as a kind of view of the Socialist movement
from the inside. Jonah’s view of the whale, you know,
my dear.” Clearly he believed that what he was doing
and seeing would have significance for posterity; this
was to be, as it were, a Greville’s Journal of politics
below-stairs. It was with such conflicting estimates of
his new vocation already present in his mind that he
signed his membership card on January 17th, 1883.
The Federation was in its second year and it was already
obvious that there were to be stresses by which its frame-
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work would be strained to the danger-point. Hyndman,
for one thing, would not be easy to work with. ‘Small
as our body is, we are not without dissensions in it”
writes Morris in August: and ‘I find myself drifting
into the disgraceful position of a moderator and patcher
up.” There were other unexpected talents, too, besides
this for moderating and patching up, of which the
Socialist cause seemed to stand in need. ‘The fact is,’
he wrote later, ‘we really want a good steady business
man over the D.F. affairs: a man who could give up most
of his time and who wouldn’t be excitable.” A man who
wouldn’t be excitable! Alas! not too easy to come upon
among such devotees: even Morris himself, it had to be
admitted, was excitable.

Moreover, whatever the future might hold in store,
there was the present. He plunged wholeheartedly,
as always, into the new adventure. In the past had he
not at various times plunged with equal gusto into many
a new undertaking — into poetry-writing, illumination,
weaving, dyeing, saga-study, protecting ancient buildings?
Very well, now he would ‘lecture.” His subject, in one
form or another, was always the same, the relation of Art
to Labour, and with his reputation and the word ‘Art’
in his lecture-title, he could attract large audiences,
particularly in the North. There would be distinguished
anti-Socialists in the chair. In his blue shirt and rough
serge suit he would stalk on to the platform at one of
these major, almost respectable, affairs, with that slightly
rolling gait, looking like another Viking — ‘Until you
heard him speak, when you thought, a harper after all,’
for his voice had not that powerful resonance which his
appearance had led you to expect. The respectable
citizen in the chair would introduce him, scurrying
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apologetically over his Socialism and dwelling reassuringly
on his art, his writings. ‘He might introduce him (said the
chairman), as a modern Socialist who thought the world
had somehow gone wrong and desired to set it right, but
he preferred to refer to him in the character of an artist
who had striven long and earnestly to make the principles
of art. . .” Morris, when this was over, would rise
impatiently amid respectful applause, plant his papers
firmly on the reading-stand and begin to read, or recite.
Every now and again he would take a turn up and down
the platform, carrying his manuscript with him in one
hand, and often enough a bandana handkerchief in
the other. Or standing at the desk he would shift the
bandana and the manuscript from hand to hand, turn
round as if to claim the assent of those upon the platform,
or cast his lion’s glance over the audience. There was
frequent applause from these big audiences. The Radicals
could not always resist the democratic sentiments and the
provincial intelligentsia were tickled at hearing a famous
artist waxing enthusiastic about art. But as for Socialism
—when the questions were over; (why was the lecturer
a capitalist, did he dine with his servants, or how could
an Act of Parliament be framed in the sense of the
lecturer’s views?) when the converted ex-Chartist had
insisted on explaining from the body of the hall that
all was well with the existing system since the Post Office
had recently shortened his hours and increased his wages
— well, then it was a rare and fortunate occasion indeed if
he ‘fished two additional members.’

There was even a lecture to the Russell Club, an under-
graduates’ Society at Oxford, in the November of 1883.
During the last ten years Oxford had become interested
in social problems. It was but a few months since the
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fervent Arnold Toynbee had died. He had died young,
at thirty-one, but his teaching and his example had fired
the rising generation with something of his own enthu-
siasm for social reform and for ‘bridging the gulf between
the educated and the wage-earning class.” From his
influence, would come the settlements of University
men which would soon begin to appear in the East End.
Moreover, besides arousing the social conscience in
Oxford and elsewhere, he had done much to bring its
economic theories up to date. ‘In 1873,” wrote a contem-
porary, ‘the laissez-faire theory still held the field. . . .
But within ten years the few men who still held the old
doctrines in their extreme rigidity had come to be
regarded as curiosities,” and Toynbee had been largely
responsible for the change. But all this, though it meant
that new ideas were finding their way into Oxford, was
not Socialism at least, not the Socialism of the Federation.
To Hyndman and his disciples the interest of Toynbee
and the young Oxford intellectuals in social reform,
their sympathy with the poor, even their readiness (which
Hyndman cannot be said to have shared) to live among
the poor —all this was mere sentimental philanthropy.
So far as it was not purely futile it would serve but to
distract the workers from the true remedies for their
distress. Moreover Toynbee had been deeply religious.
Certainly Hyndman would never admit that the spirit
which had been stirring dry bones in Oxford was the
spirit of Socialism. And yet, writing his reminiscences of
Toynbee in 1895, Alfred Milner would find himself
compelled to ask ‘Was he a Socialist?” And the Howard
Society went to the trouble of circulating a pamphlet
which pointed out that Toynbee had not ‘approved of
those mischievous forms of “Socialism’” which are
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akin to anarchy.” Undoubtedly, alien though it might
find the Federation, the Oxford Morris was now to
revisit was not the Oxford of his youth. On this occasion
Hyndman had been thought too revolutionary for an
invitation, but the Governing Body of University College,
whose hall was to be used for the lecture, could not
bring themselves to believe that Morris could be danger-
ous. Morris, it was true, had warned them as explicitly
as he could, through his friend and disciple Faulkner,
who was a Fellow of the College, that he was ‘quite as
much a Socialist’ as Hyndman and an official of the same
association. But the Governing Body could not quite
believe it. Was he not an artist and presumably therefore
reassuringly remote from practical politics? Was he not
also notoriously prosperous? Above all, was he not an
Honorary Fellow of Exeter? The rumours of his
Socialist leanings, it was clear, must be exaggerated. The
Master of the College was accordingly astounded to hear
the lecturer urging his youthful audience to become
Socialists. And after the Warden of Keble had proposed a
vote of thanks in very carefully chosen words and after
Professor Ruskin, much excited by having listened to
an echo of his own old doctrines, albeit with an un-
familiar and insistent ring about them, pursuing him
from the outer world into the inner cloisters of the
University, had ‘pronounced a sort of benediction over
his pupil and the audience,” the Master rose up and,
speaking very gravely, made it clear that it had not been
known that Mr. Morris ‘was the agent of any Socialist
propaganda.’ And in private he asked the editor of the
Oxford Magazine to announce that he had been presented
before the lecture with a written request from a majority
of the Undergraduates in the College strongly desiring
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that the name of their College ‘should not be associated
with any pronounced form of party politics.” With this,
he hoped, he had cleared himself of his share of respon-
sibility for the disquieting affair. By the most advanced
opinion in the University it was felt, thanks to Toynbee,
that they could approve of Morris when he preached a
gospel of social change in general terms; and yet, some-
how, the new gospel was one thing, the new gospel
embodied in the Federation’s programme very much
another. ‘To tack it on to the programme of the Demo-
cratic Federation was only to discredit the gospel itself,’
said the Oxford Magazine. However, Oxford was at
least prepared to listen to the programme. Hyndman
himself spoke in the Clarendon Assembly Rooms next
February. The Master of University was once again
present, with Dr. Macan, Arthur Sidgwick, Sidney
Ball and others. Marshall, the Economist, whose
official lectures had rarely permitted him to address
so large and so lively an undergraduate audience,
was moved to deliver an opposition speech. Later,
however, when invited to debate with Henry George in
London, declined, for the strain of public meet-
ings, he explained, was injurious to his health.
Cambridge, too, admitted Hyndman to the Union,
where on the division, which is traditionally gen-
erous to visitors, no less than fifty-eight members in
a meeting of over four hundred voted with him. Morris
revisited Oxford to lecture once more fifteen months
after this original visit, not in a college hall this time.
His audience now knew what to expect. There were
supporters with red ribbons acting as stewards at this
later meeting and there was also the howling, the dis-
charge of chemical stinks and the other familiar manifes-
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tations with which great Universities know so well how
to welcome an unfamiliar idea.

But these were the brighter and more memorable epi-
sodes. From day to day there remained the bleak, drab,
little gatherings at Radical and Working Men’s Clubs, the
open-air meetings which were so trying for one’s voice
and at which it was harder even than in the Radical
Clubs to believe that anyone in the audience understood
what one was talking about. And there were the un-
signed letters which cast an all too revealing light upon
the extent to which one had succeeded in conveying one’s
meaning to one’s audience. Thus after William Morris
had expressed at Bradford in almost unnaturally lucid
language his painfully matured conclusions upon the
relation of Art to Labour an anonymous listener would
summarise his impressions. ‘So the delicate, well-edu-
cated man is to work with his hands, and the rough,
uncouth fellow who never could learn anything I am to
take to teach my sons,’ and would frankly add ‘You ought
to be doing some useful toil in prison with very little
to eat.

In the May after he enrolled himself in the Federation
he had, somewhat reluctantly, joined its Executive. Two
whole working days as well as odd evenings must needs
now be given up to the Federation. Fishing, visits to
Burne-Jones, almost all his recreations, even poetry-
writing, had to be sacrificed. And what, at the expense
of all this effort, was the Federation accomplishing?*

® Fustice, Jan. 26, Feb. 16, Feb. 23, March 29, April 19, 1884.
Mackail ii, 102, 110-111, 117-120, 123, 141-3, 169. Glasier, 26.
Compton-Rickett, 36. Oxford Magazine, Nov. 21, 1883. Montague,
Toynbee, esp., 24-26, 35-41. Milner, Toynéee, esp. 49, 52. Howard
Association, 1.

72



CHAPTER IV

THE FEDERATION BEFORE
THE RUPTURE 18831884

WHAT, indeed, was the Federation accomplishing? On
January 19th, 1884, it published the first issue of
Fustice, the organ of Social Democracy. The paper was
sold at twopence and at a steady loss but, unlike all other
contemporary Socialist periodicals, was to survive.
Monotonously Marxian and propagandist, courageous,
somewhat pedantic and supported entirely by self-
sacrifice, it conveyed to a very limited and largely fort-
uitous public more than a little of the essential flavour of
the Federation itself. Its birth was made possible by the
generosity of Edward Carpenter, who, after resigning
his Orders and a Cambridge Fellowship and lecturing
for the University Extension Movement, had recently
retired to a small farm near Sheflield and to his millennial
visions. Almost from the start Hyndman edited the
paper. William Morris, Bernard Shaw, Hubert Bland
and Mrs. Bland (‘E. Nesbit’), Henry Salt and H. H.
Champion were among those who wrote for it. But it
did not sell, and there was a chronic deficit, which at
first was defrayed by Morris. Indeed its public consisted
largely of chance purchasers at meetings: and now and
again passers-by in Fleet Street or the Strand or Regent’s
Park would pause to stare at a bearded gentleman in top
hat, frock coat and ‘good gloves,” accompanied by a
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ruddy-cheeked personage looking like a sea-captain and
wearing a soft shirt and a blue serge suit, with a working-
man or so and one or two apparently prosperous pro-
fessional persons, all of whom were hawking copies of a
small news-sheet at twopence each. To Hyndman at least
these expeditions must have been exquisitely painful —
even when they were not warned by the police to desist
on the grounds that the occupants of the mansions
over the way would object to ‘that thing’ being flaunted
so near their windows. In the past he had suffered
agonies, which he never forgot, at having to stand by
while Henry George, unabashed, ate whelks off a
costermonger’s barrow. But in spite of the fact that
its public must necessarily be so largely both for-
tuitous and working-class, Fustice, like the Federation,
declined to temper the austerity of its Marxism. It
would preach the truth, undiluted and undecorated, and
trust to what it preached to fulfil the proverb and prevail.

It is a strange freak of chance that the men whose
generosity ensured its launching and its survival should
both have been so remote in spirit from Fustice, and indeed
from the Federation itself. William Morris, who spent
himself so prodigally for them, was not of their kin, and
Edward Carpenter was more alien yet. Their remote
objective, indeed, if he understood it aright, Edward
Carpenter too desired, for it was equality. But their means
to that end did not belong to the world he knew and
cared for. For Edward Carpenter was a mystic and to
him democracy was a mystic force, indeed was almost
nature itself.

My words whether you understand or not is nothing to
me — .
1 sort rather with those who do not read them.
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And again

The guides are all talking. They are settling the
affairs of the universe. . . . They are busy moreover
distributing money and pamphlets: and surely nothing
more can be needed.

Thus wrote the generous subscriber to the treasuries of
Fustice and the Federation.

Edward Carpenter, member of a prosperous Brighton
family, had been a Fellow of Trinity Hall, Cambridge;
a clerical Fellow indeed, although, when he presented
himself for ordination, his views upon the sacrifice of
Isaac had gravely disquieted the Bishop of Ely. ‘I do not
think your views are those of the Church,’ the aged
prelate had complained, but, perhaps because, as he
confessed, he did not altogether understand them, he
had not hesitated to ordain him. Carpenter had combined
his Fellowship with a Cambridge curacy under F. D.
Maurice, by then a Professor of Moral Philosophy
though thirty years earlier the evangel of the first
Christian Socialism, but he does not seem to have
imbibed any economic views from this source. Itwas the
writings of Walt Whitman which, with the effect of a
sudden apocalypse, opened the eyes of the shy, conscien-
tious, dreamy young don, at once a mystic and a sceptic,
to the long littleness of the life in which he seemed to
have imprisoned himself. Its excessive comforts, the
tedious brilliance of its endless talk, its remoteness
from practical affairs, and even, in a sense, from humanity,
all became suddenly intolerable. He would resign his
Orders, although this would almost certainly mean the
loss of his Fellowship. His colleagues did what they
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could to dissuade him. Religion ‘is all such tomfoolery’
urged the dean of his College, who was himself in Orders,
‘that it doesn’t matter whether you say you believe in it
or whether you say you don’t.” But Carpenter had per-
sisted and there had followed seven harassing years of
University Extension lecturing on astronomy — in Leeds,
where stars seemed never to be visible, in Nottingham,
in Sheffield and elsewhere. Three hours’ preparation of
the apparatus for the lecture in some bleak schoolroom,
then the hour’s class, the lecture, the torture of dinner and
endless conversation with the local manufacturer-patron,
and at last the night made sleepless by nervous strain.
He did thus, it was true, encounter common humanity
but in other respects the life seemed scarcely an advance
upon Cambridge and from this phase he released himself
in 1881 by going to live and work, as one of themselves,
with a farmworker and his family near Sheffield. The
friendship of simple folk and the novel and invigorating
candour of a simple life suddenly released his spirit.
By 1881 he was beginning Towards Democracy, writing
day after day in an ecstasy and always out of doors, in a
sort of wooden sentinel box he had improvised beside a
brook and overlooking far fields. Not for two years yet
would he encounter Socialism and there is no Socialism
in this strange rhapsody; only the passion for equality
and the passion for simplicity. There is the inspiration
of Whitman in it, no doubt, and the inspiration, for that
matter, of the Bhagivat, but there is also Edward Car-
penter and the book cannot be dismissed as derived from
this or that, or as the mere protest of a pantheist against
Victorianism, cannot indeed be dismissed at all, but
has made its own way and, sooner or later, will be re-
valued and proclaimed both as a rare piece of literature
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shot through with fitful flashes of genius and a prophetic
work in which, among other matters, the soul of the
Labour movement found expression before as yet there
was a Labour movcment. For though there are no
economics in this prose poem, and least of all any
Marxian economics, yet there is much of England, (ob-
serve the rich and sonorous descant which begins 7 kear
the sound of the whetting of scythes); and there is much of
the people of England and of its fields and lanes: and the
book abundantly exhales the very spirit of that democracy
which is not a policy but a religion. Indeed it savours
little of the Democratic Federation and much of the
Labour movement which was to be.

The common and universal; the servant girl tying
up her hair before the broken mirvor . . . the slow
humour of old gaffers on the village seat in tke sun.
These contain you. With all your ambitions you cannot
escape and go beyond them. It is impossible. .
You try to set yourself apart from the vulgar. It is in
vain. In that instant vulgarity attackes itself to you.

Keir Hardie would understand such words, but hardly
Hyndman.

It was in Hyndman’s England for Al that Carpenter
first made the acquaintance of Socialism. For the details
of the creed he cared little, but it stirred him as ‘a call
to the rich and those in power to remodel Society and
their own lives.” Might not this creed and these men
contrive to canalise that blind, undirected stirring of
men’s hearts which he had himself already discerned and
enshrined in Towards Democracy? He did not join the
Federation, although, as has been seen, he gave money
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for the launching of Justice. (Not that he had much
money, but he had learnt to allow himself few needs; and
he had recently inherited £6,000 from his father and
with this he could buy a house and three fields at Mill-
thorpe near Sheffield and settle there with a succession
of intimate working-class friends to work on the land, to
make sandals —almost symbols of the simple life — to
write and to lecture.) But three years later, after the
rupture, which was to come, between Morris and Hynd-
man he would play the chief part in founding the Sheffield
Socialist Society as a branch of Morris’s Socialist League.
For this as well as sometimes for the larger League the
visionary — whose ‘presence never impressed one with
the idea of body’ — would emerge to ‘agitate and organise.’
And here he would learn the familiar paradox of the
Socialist movement —

‘to hear Socialism spoken of from above as nothing
but an envious shriek and a threat, a gospel of
bread and butter, a “divide up all round”- the
work of wunscrupulous demagogues and tinsel
politicians; and then the next moment to pass into
the heart of the thing and to find oneself in an
atmosphere of the most simple fraternity and
idealism where the coming of the Kingdom of
Heaven, a kingdom of social order and decency,
was entertained with a childlike faith that might
almost make one smile;’

and here to find

‘such a tenderness and patient commonsense in the
mass of the people — everywhere, I believe —as to
convince one that, nothwithstanding the slanders
that have been heaped up by the arm-chair his-
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torian, they are really more inclined to endure than
to accuse, more ready to forgive than to retaliate.’

His house at Millthorpe gradually became a place of
pilgrimage for devotees of the simpler life and Socialists
who swarmed up the valley, as he had once humorously
put it, ‘like a tidal wave or bore.’

He had at last contrived to sever himself altogether
from Cambridge and his old stifling life and for long his
writings were recorded in the British Museum catalogue
under two headings; the earlier being attributed to
‘Edward Carpenter, Fellow of Trinity Hall, Cambridge’
and the later to ‘Edward Carpenter, Social Reformer.™*

I1

Fustice was perhaps the chief achievement of the
Federation during these years. But there were others.
On August 4th, 1884, the Democratic Federation, as
we have seen, became the Social Democratic Federation,
thus more openly avowing the creed it was already
preaching. It was natural at first for Socialist societies
to find it hard to realise that they were Socialist. (It
was not till June, 18835, that the Fabian Society, founded,
as we shall see, in January, 1884, would first publicly
print the word Socialism.) In 1883 it published Socialism
made plain, a pamphlet which eventually achieved a
circulation of a hundred thousand copies and which
demanded the socialisation of the sources of life. By
this time the Federation had formulated a sweeping
social charter ‘to palliate the evils of our existing society,’

* Bryher 19, Fustice, July 12, 1884. Hyndman, Record 292-3, 334.
Carpenter, Towards Democracy 1, 12, 26, 44, 56. Carpenter, Days and

Dreams esp. 128-130. Salt 87-8, Commonweal, Nos. 12, 13. Lowe,
Souvenirs, 104.
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and the nine points of the programme of 1881 had
become the ‘Political Programme,’ a mere means to the
end. Compulsory construction of healthy artisans’ and
agricultural labourers’ dwellings: free and universal
education; a maximum eight hours’ day: cumulative
taxation on incomes of over £300: state appropriation
of railways: national banks: extinction of the national
debt: nationalisation of land and organisation of agri-
cultural and industrial unemployed. These palliative
measures however were necessarily far less sweeping
than the changes implied in the creation of a Socialist
Commonwealth itself. At this time the Treasurer of
the Federation reported that his balance in hand was
£3 less than his liabilities. . . .

In April, 1884, too, a debate, entitled “Will Socialism
benefit the English people?’ was elaborately staged in the
St. James Hall. Hyndman, as of course, did battle for
the Federation and the szatus guo was defended by the secu-
larist, Charles Bradlaugh, then at the height of his reputa-
tion. He had recently, by sheer obstinacy, compelled the
Mother of Parliaments to accept his solemn affirmation in
place of the statutory oath on the faith of a Christian and
perhaps a trifle exhilarated by finding himself for once ap-
plauded by the orthodox he expected to make short work of
Mr. Hyndman. Nor was he disappointed. Hissupporters,
after the debate, were convinced that he had ridiculed
the strange new creed out of existence. Unwonted
congratulations were showered upon him by the orthodox
Press. In the course of the debate he had taken pains
to make it clear that under Socialism the words ‘my
house,” ‘my coat,” ‘my watch’ would all disappear, that
since all things would be owned by everybody nobody

would be able to sell anything to anybody, and that
8o



THE FEDERATION BEFORE THE RUPTURE

on nationalised railways passengers would not be
permitted to take tickets to the destinations which
they selected or on the days on which they themselves
found it convenient to travel. After this, it hardly
seemed as if Socialists should give much trouble in the
future. And if a grotesquely attired young Irishman
called Shaw (who looked like an insurance canvasser
and displayed ‘an unusually poor crop of ginger whiskers’
and an unenviable Norfolk coat, and who had caused
some annoyance at Bradlaugh’s earlier lectures against
Socialism by insisting upon delivering criticisms from the
body of the hall), had observed after the debate to one of
Bradlaugh’s jubilant supporters ‘Our man has been
playing at longer bowls than you know,’ such wild words
spoken in the chagrin of defeat one could surely afford
to dismiss with a tolerant smile.

But apart from these infrequent and more or less
spectacular achievements the unremitting and everyday
propaganda of the Federation was achieving disquietingly
little. And this was certainly not for lack of talent.
Justice’s weekly list of official ‘lectures,” in which mere
street corner affairs are not included, runs usually to
more than a dozen a week in 1884: indeed in the first
week of Fustice’s life there were eleven lectures in store
and three of them were by William Morris. Hyndman,
H. H. Champion, Belfort Bax, J. L. Joynes, Andreas
Scheu were assiduous in the van and there were at least a
score of accustomed lecturers. There was at least one
lecture by a clever young barrister, Mr. R. B. Haldane,
who was to be a Liberal, and afterwards a Labour
Lord Chancellor, and George Bernard Shaw, the young
Irishman who had bearded Bradlaugh, although deeply
mistrusted by most of the members of the Federation,
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who considered him ‘incapable of consecutive rational
thought,” was only too ready to explain his views in
public. He did not join the Federation, though he nearly
joined it, but he was prepared to lecture for it upon
‘Competition,” ‘Thieves,” ‘Civil War,” ‘Laissez-Faire’
or ‘“The Socialist Movement.” He lectured ingratiatingly.
He could almost persuade a middle-class audience
at Wimbledon that Socialism was not a menace. He would
collect ‘as much as sixteen and sixpence for the cause’
in his hat on a wet Sunday afternoon on Clapham
Common; he would speak for an hour and a half in
pouring rain in Hyde Park to an audience consisting of
six policemen, sent by authority to keep the peace, and
the secretary of the branch which had invited his services.
He would stand at street-corners with William Morris,
grateful for an audience of twenty and ready to prompt
the artist-poet, who was not ready with repartee. And all
this although before these early efforts his ‘heart used to
beat like a recruit’s going under fire for the first time.’
But more frequently he would address working-men and
eagerly, sparklingly would explain to them the principal
fallacies in the theories of Marx. This, since the working-
men were almost totally ignorant of the works of Marx,
would sometimes leave them a trifle perplexed. A drowsy,
befuddled gathering of eight in a stifling coffee-shop
in Bermondsey, a chairman, head pillowed on arms,
manifestly, even stertorously, asleep, and Shaw, almost
oblivious of his audience, subtly, unflaggingly exposing
Marx: the bizarre picture hangs vivid against the misty
background of those forgotten lectures.*

* Fustice, April 19, 26, August 9, Nov. 22, 1884. May 16, June
6, 1885. Verbatim Report passim Hyndman, Record 338-340. Rider 15-17.
Henderson, 123, 142, 152, 205. Pcase, 38.
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ITI

There seemed, to the leaders of the Federation, every
reason why its membership should grow fast. Yet it grew
very slowly, or did not grow at all. In the course of 1884
Fustice appears to record at least twenty-six branches in
existence or upon the verge of existence; but at the Annual
Conference in 1885 only fifteen branches are represented,
with two mentioned as sending no delegates; a mere
seventeen in all.* There are six newcomers, but of fifteen
out of the twenty-six there is no trace at the Conference.
Some of them, as Edinburgh and Merton Abbey, had
followed Morris and his friends in the schism which
was to rend the Federation at the end of 1884. Others
had quietly, unassumingly, perished. And what was the
membership of the branches that existed? The regula-
tions for the Annual Conference had optimistically made
special provision for branches of over five hundred, but
the entire Federation yet barely reached this total and
it is doubtful whether many of its branches numbered
fifty. It was remarkable too that as yet there were only
two Scottish branches, although one of them, Glasgow,
considered that there was ‘no city in the United Kingdom
where the opening for propaganda is more favourable
than in Glasgow at the present moment.” At present
Socialism was English; soon, in another form, it was to
be an invasion from the north. Yet, although the first
members of the Federation had seemed to believe that
they had but to explain to the workers their exploitation

_* Battersea, Blackburn, Clerkenwell, Chelsea, Hull, Marylebone,
Liverpool, Croydon, Shoreditch, Tottenham, Walworth, Westminster,
Glasgow, Nottingham, Staffordshire, Salford, Bristol.
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by Capital for the workers to rise as one man, they were
by no means disheartened by the scantiness of their
numbers after so much hard work. Indeed the tendency
grew among them to think of the Federation as a skeleton
organisation which would provide officers for the ap-
proaching Revolution, with its Executive as a ‘Shadow’
Committee of Public Safety. Viewed thus, fewness of
numbers, as with Gideon’s army, seemed almost to be
an advantage. Then there were the recurrent, if fleeting,
moments when it did transiently seem as if, in spite of
all appearances, they had roused the masses, as if the
Revolution was at hand. Thus Hyndman, at a time when
revelations in the Pa// Mall Gazette of the sales of working-
class girls had roused fierce popular resentment, would
write ‘Social Democrats have stirred the apathy of the
oppressed classes more than they themselves knew. It needs
but a spark to fire the whole train.” The italics are not
Hyndman’s.

The branch members were almost all of the working-
class — in one branch an adherent with white hands was
challenged for a spy — but though they would applaud
speakers who denounced the ruling classes most of the
speakers could not help feeling, with Morris, that when
it came to explaining Socialist principles ‘one always
rather puzzles an audience.” And if thus limited was the
Socialism of the branch members, the millions of working
men who were not members, even the more politically-
minded of them who could be reached in Radical Clubs,
cared nothing for Socialism whatever. The great Trade
Union movement was non-political, was Radical, was
even Tory, but showed no signs whatever of being
Socialist. And in the economic depths beneath Trade
Unionism weltered that thirty per cent. of London
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remote and indifferent to politics of any kind. Which
is, in other words, to say that in England the working-
classes, like other Englishmen, when interested in politics
at all were interested in so far as these could bring about
immediate practical improvements in their lot; they
had little taste for abstract theory. And abstract, dog-
matic theory seemed all that the Federation was pre-
pared to offer them.

Again, even the handful of wage earners so painfully
collected in the branches of the Federation showed dis-
couragingly little tendency to develop leadership or
enterprise among themselves. They would applaud the de-
nunciations of the rich and puzzle, not always very effectu-
ally over the theory of surplus value, but the work at the
headquarters of the Federation remained in middle-class
hands. On the Executive chosen in 1884 the wage-
earners were scarcely one in three, and of those who were
in effect shaping the policy of the Federation not one but
was of the middle or upper middle classes. For John
Burns, the Battersea engineer who was soon to cut a
figure in the Socialist and other Parties, although now
elected to the Executive, was not yet a directing influence,
and Harry Quelch, of Bermondsey, though a valiant,
stentorian and loyally Marxian speaker, was in council
but an echo of Hyndman. Moreover, such funds as
there were came from middle-class pockets and Morris,
speaking as Treasurer in the October of 1884, had to
report that so far they had relied entirely upon ‘a few
middle-class men.” He had been given, he said, £100 for
the printing fund by a member but would like to see the
twopences and threepences coming in more rapidly.
But they did not. So that Justice, which had been launched
by the generosity of an ex-Fellow of Trinity Hall,

85



‘ENGLAND, ARISE!

Cambridge, was maintained in existence by the generosity
of an Honorary Fellow of Exeter College, Oxford.
Hyndman’s top hat seemed scarcely inappropriate;
indeed in a sense it was almost symbolical.*

1v

The Federation seemed to have achieved but little;
was it after all so very clear about what it desired to
achieve? The inevitable revolution, no doubt. But was
the inevitable revolution which, of course, as Hyndman
unflaggingly reminded one, might always commence
to-morrow, to be violent when it came? Were there to
be bombs and bloodshed? The members were, in truth,
somewhat equivocal. They would declare that ‘all means
are justifiable’ and speak of ‘nothing short of a display
of organised force.” Justice would write that ‘the only
successful argument to use against the small minority of
labour robbers is force — physical force, perhaps threa-
tened at the polls and by demonstrations, more probably

. expressed in open conflict,” and Hyndman declared
that ‘some attention would be paid to deaths by starvation
if a rich man were immolated on every pauper’s tomb.’
Indeed one member calling on Harry Quelch (to beg
him to address a Sunday School) came upon him drilling
half a dozen men with broomsticks in a cramped back-
yard. But they would object vigorously when critics
interpreted their words to imply that they contemplated
battle or arson, and their official attitude seems on the
whole to have been ‘The seeds of a bloody revolution

* Fustice, Jan. 19, May 31, August 9, October 18, 1884, August 8,
1885, Mackail ii, 173. Rider 14.
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are germinating. Will the middle and upper class help
us to organise it peacefully? If not theirs be the respon-
sibility for the property and lives destroyed.” (These
were the words of John Burns in Hyde Park.) Indeed the
Federation was thoroughly ambiguous. A revolution
would come; the Doctor had foretold it. But would it
come without the Federation’s launching? That was the
question. Difficult indeed to decide. As the Times
would complain, its orators had a way of explaining that
violence was the only hope of redress and then bidding
their audiences disperse quietly. But, as we are to see,
upon this issue of force or no force depended the whole
problem of tactics, and not solving one the Federation
could never wholly solve the other. It expected the
Revolution, but did not, could not indeed, boldly address
itself to promote it.* It worked rather to make Marxian
Socialists. Yet its powers of persuasion were withered
by its belief in the coming upheaval, which forbade all
such opportunist or palliative tactics as are the core of a
campaign of persuasion. What Shaw would sardonically
call ‘the delightful ease of revolutionary heroics’ was their
business rather than ‘the hard work of practical reform.’t
It was Shaw, too, who, with malignant shrewdness, would
point out that even if positively there was not much
significance in the Social Democrat’s revolutionary faith,
negatively there was much. For it dispensed him from
many of the laborious activities of the practical
reformer.

Again, surely, as Marxians, they must be strictly

* See Sanders 28-32 for the difficulties of a conscientious member of
the Federation with the Marxian theories.

t Pseudonymously in To-day, August, 1888. My friend Fitzthunder
the unpractical Socialist, signed, anagramatically, Redbarn Wash.
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class-conscious — even though for not a few of them the
class of which they were to be conscious might not be
their own? Yet even here there were misgivings — albeit
misgivings to be ruthlessly suppressed. A member,
E. Nesbit, wrote to Fustice to inquire, ‘Can we not be
Socialists without being so bitter?” The reply came
immediately, from a correspondent of whom the editor
explained that ‘our comrade is a compositor earning
now the best rate of wages’ (and who was therefore better
qualified to speak than E. Nesbit, who was an authoress).
‘We must hate them’ and our ‘bitterness should be as
gall and wormwood to the soul,” he wrote. And when one
E. R. Pease, who had by then taken a hand in founding
the Fabian Society and was for long to be its secretary,
wrote to a later issue mildly supporting the view that
hatred was not indispensable, there followed a tart
editorial inquiry whether this did not ‘display the worst
sort of bourgeois feeling.” Was it possible that here too
the Federation was misjudging the instincts of the
English working-class?

An even more preplexing problem was the relation of
Socialism to Christianity. Inquiries began to pour in
on the Federation as to whether Socialism committed
its supporters to dogmatic atheism. The Federation did
not find it easy to answer. True, Christian Socialism was
lifting its head once more. The Guild of St. Matthew,
which was Radical if not yet Socialist, had been founded
by Stewart Headlam, an Anglican (and Etonian) clergy-
man in 1877, and in 1884 it adopted what was practically
a Socialist formula. Now a little group of idealists was
going further. Their Céhristian Socialist had anticipated
Fustice by a few months, and in its pages Stewart Head-
lam with two other undaunted Anglican clergymen,
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C. L. Marson and W. E. Moll, was always ready to
maintain that He who had preached the gospel to the
poor was the first Socialist and indeed that Christianity
was Socialism and Socialism Christianity.

. the founder of the great Socialist Society for
the promotion of righteousness, the preacher of a
Revolution, the dethroner of kings, the gentle
tender sympathiser with the rough and the out-
cast . . . the words which Thou utterest, the
revolutionary, Socialistic words. . . .’

Thus spoke Headlam in 1883. But within the Federation
opinion tended to make of atheism yet one more shib-
boleth. Its leaders were rationalist, sometimes aggres-
sively rationalist in temper.* The problems with which
they were dealing seemed to them to be on the material
plane and they varied for the most part only in the extent
to which they were prepared to exclude these opinions
from their political utterances. Belfort Bax had declared
unhesitatingly in Conference that Christianity was one
of the enemies that Socialists had to combat and that no
priest as such should be admitted to a Socialist society,
and he would argue in print that no one could be a
genuine Socialist who was a Christian. In the spring of
1883 Miss Beatrice Potter, (already a student of sociology
albeit not yet Mrs. Sidney Webb), met Eleanor Marx
Aveling in the refreshment-room of the British Museum
and heard her explain, “We want to make them disregard
the mythical next world and live for this world, and insist
on having what will make it pleasant to them.” Dr.

#* See for the similar rationalism of the early Fabians and its causes,
G. B. Shaw in Appendix I to Pease’s History of the Fabian Society.
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Aveling embarked upon a pamphlet war with Stewart
Headlam and another clergyman. There were others,
it is true, who, whatever their own opinions, had realised
that it was hard enough to make converts to Socialism
without the gratuitous obstacle of one more shibboleth
and Fustice would declare, a trifle ungraciously perhaps,
that ‘We are not of those who foam at the mouth because
people who are helping on the Cause believe in an
ancient Asiatic religion.” “We are neither Christians nor
anti-Christians,” professed a later Socialist Ritual. But
on the whole the Federation remained dogmatically
atheist. And it must be admitted that the leaders of the
Federation had some excuse for hostility to the Church
at least, which they did not perhaps sufficiently dis-
tinguish from the creed which it professed. For the
attitude of the Church to the social problem seemed
scarcely to have advanced since its hypocrisy, cynicism
or apathy at the time of the first industrial Revolution
had driven hundreds of thousands into the Free Churches.
‘Spiritual consolation’ for the starving and diseased was
all that the Archbishop of Canterbury had been able to
suggest after an official visit to the slums of East London.
And ‘Civis’ was still writing to the Times to urge its
readers to subscribe to Sunday Schools and City Missions
because with their tranquillising influence these were a
cheap and effective substitute for the large and costly
military garrisons which were needed to overawe the
working classes in foreign capitals. None the less the
Federation, adding on the whole the shibboleth of
atheism to its armoury of Marxian shibboleths, was but
erecting one more barrier between itself and the working
classes. For the organised working-classes, in this
country, have almost always been religiously disposed
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and their leaders more often than not prominent lay
preachers in one or other of the Free Churches.*

Naturally also it was not always the political and
economic traditions of society that the members would
challenge. Their instinct for criticism or rebellion would
run in more than one channel. Dr. Aveling and Eleanor
Marx Aveling, Marx’s daughter, destined, both of them,
for tragedy — thanks to Aveling, a scoundrel with
dangerous personal charm — refused on principle to be
married, and disclosed their views on marriage in a
pamphlet The Woman Question. (‘We contend that
chastity is unhealthy and unholy’ they wrote.) Belfort
Bax’s essays would show him to be ‘a ruthless critic of
current morality.” Even Edward Carpenter would, in
due time, give occasion for scandal. There were passages
in the later editions of Towards Democracy and there was
a pamphlet, reprinted later as one of the chapters in
The Intermediate Sex, whose scientific candour, whose
subject indeed, was unfamiliar and disquieting to its
generation. All of which, taken together, lent at any
rate some colour to the feverish invective of Socialism
and Infamy, a pamphlet in which a Sheffield neighbour
charged not only Carpenter, but the Socialist movement,
with criminal immorality. (‘Go! false Prophet . . .
destroyer of purity, and chastity, and honour; dissemin-
ator of filth and dirt vomited up from the foul pit of

* Fustice, January 19, April 12, May 3, August 9, August 30, 1884;
June 6, September 19, 26, 1885. Times, February 22, 1886. Shaw F.§.
7. To-day, August, 1888. 8aturday Review, November 17, 1900.
Sanders 28-32. Webb, Apprenticeship, 3012.
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sin and death; agent of Hell and enemy of the human
race. . . . Thus this gentleman would find words to
phrase his disapproval.)

All this no doubt was to be expected. None the less
it was not calculated to expedite conversions in a genera-
tion which was shocked even by Morris’s soft collar.
Naturally, too, the disciples of this new and unpopular
movement were apt to be disciples of other new and
unpopular movements. Humanitarianism, vegetarian-
ism, sandals, the simplification of life —if not exactly
scandalous, all these tendencies were at least deeply
mistrusted and it could not be denied that the new
Socialists were apt to be implicated in all of them. J. L.
Joynes and Henry Salt, who had both been Eton masters,
were both humanitarians — Salt founded the Humani-
tarian League —and taught their friend Shaw to be a
vegetarian as well. (Joynes had toured Ireland with
Henry George, been arrested in error and, announcing
his forthcoming Adventures of a Tourist in Ireland, had
so scandalised Eton that he was asked to choose between
the book and his mastership. It was the mastership he
resigned.) Edward Carpenter was a Walt Whitmanite,
in the tradition of Thoreau and his ##a/den, worshipped
nature and comradeship and lived the simple life. A
Whitmanite too was William Clark, who would be of
the Fabian Essayists. Walter Crane, though he had no
other conspicuous oddities, was however an artist — and
paid for his Socialism by being far less known and admired
in his native country than in France, Germany or Italy.
Even the robust Tom Mann’s long career of agitation in
the Trade Union world would be preceded by a belief
that a general adoption of teetotalism and vegetarianism
would suffice of itself to regenerate society. The Fabian
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Society itself would be born a by-product, so to speak,
of the Fellowship of the New Life, whose members were
deeply influenced by these unfamiliar tendencies. ‘Cease
to be slaves in order that you may become cranks is not
a very inspiring call to arms.” Thus, remembering these
days, a trifle too sardonically perhaps, would Shaw reflect
twenty years later.*

VI

But in fact all that has been said of the creed, tactics
and character of the Social Democratic Federation can
be summed up in a sentence: it had derived all three from
Marx and this source was proving itself alien to the
instincts of this country. To the organised working-
classes in Britain, patient, self-respecting, religiously-
minded, good-humoured, proud of their country and
intellectually indolent, eager for the quickest road to
practical improvements but profoundly sceptical of
Utopias and impervious to abstract theory, with their
deep-seated instinct for compromise and a respect for
their social and economic ‘superiors’ which can co-
exist with the profession of even the most levelling of
political creeds, to such as these the Marxism of the
Federation, abstrusely theoretical, bitterly class-conscious,
international, intolerant of compromise or partial reform
and apparently anti-Christian, could make little appeal.
Hyndman, and some of his followers too, were apt to
be too doctrinaire for the general. They would expound
surplus value at the street-corners, and Hyndman,

* Shaw, Mafor Barbara, 151, 160. Socialism and Infamy passim. Salt
755 etc. Woman Question. Mann, 54, 55. Hyndman, Further Reminis-
cences, 354-358. Henderson 48, etc.
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addressing a mass meeting in Hyde Park, could quote
the Aneid, uno avulso non deficit alter. Moreover, there
is a good deal in a criticism made by Shaw, that Marx’s
Capital is not so much a treatise on Socialism as ‘A
jeremiad against the bourgeoisie, supported by such
a mass of evidence and such a relentless genius for
denunciation as had never been brought to bear before’:
and there is much in what he added:

‘But the working-man respects the bourgeoisie
and wants to be a bourgeois: Marx never got hold
of him for a moment. It was the revolting ones of
the bourgeoisie itself — Lassalle, Marx, Liebnecht,
Morris, Hyndman, Bax, all, like myself, bourgeois
crossed with squirearchy —that painted the flag
red. Bakunin and Kropotkin, of the military and
noble caste (like Napoleon), were our extreme left.
The middle and upper classes are the revolutionary
element in society: the proletariat is the conservative
element, as Disraeli well knew.’

For the same reasons even Hyndman to all his contempt
for the middle classes was compelled to add a contempt
for the working-classes as well. Their chief social ambi-
tion, it seemed to him, was to be mistaken for shop-
keepers. And when at last they got into Parliament, he
found to his disgust, they were infinitely deferential to
their wealthy opponents. The British Labour movement
which was to come would not be Marxian. Hyndman
himself, towards the close of his long career of agitation,
was driven to admit bitterly that ‘the educated middle
class of this island is better prepared to accept Socialism
even to-day than is the working-class, which everywhere
else is its mainstay.” How could the strange phenomenon
be explained? Surely the economic developments
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foretold by the Doctor were there? He could only suggest
that what was lacking was ‘adequate intellectual capacity
on the part of the members of the disinherited class.’
The working-classes of the Continent, however, possessed,
it appeared, the necessary intellectual capacity. The
Federation greatly admired the German Social-Demo-
cratic Party. His ‘views of Socialism,” Belfort Bax
avowed, ‘as to theory, principles and tactics’ were
‘entirely in accord with the German Social-Democratic
Party.” He ‘did not think there was any real difference
of opinion about this anywhere.” And for the German
Socialists advance would be along Marxian paths. Much
retrospective light, indeed, is thrown upon the policy
of the Federation by the present contrast between
European Socialism and the British Labour movement
of to-day, so much more immediate and realistic in its
policy, and because so much less encumbered by
philosophy or theory so much more adaptable, elastic
and popular, so much more able and ready to absorb
members of other classes.*

The Social Democratic Federation necessarily shared
also with all political societies which impose rigid tests
of orthodoxy a tendency to be rent by recurrent feuds
and secessions; and with the Federation this weakness
was exaggerated by the dictatorial habits of Hyndman.
For Hyndman was ten years older than any of his im-
mediate associates in the Executive of the Federation
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