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	—Quotations—

	 

	 

	“We still hold the same purpose; we still proclaim the same vow. Before we leave the mortal scene we will do something to lift the burdens of those who suffer. Before we go we will do something great for England. Through and beyond the failures of men and parties, we of the war generation are marching on, and we shall march on until our end is achieved and our sacrifice atoned. To-day we march with a calm but mighty confidence, for marching beside us in irresistible power is the soul of England.”

	 

	OSWALD MOSLEY

	 

	 

	“Mosley has been here. A man of courage and intelligence.”

	 

	MUSSOLINI

	 

	 

	“Sir Oswald Mosley—a very interesting man to read just now: one of the few people who are writing and thinking about real things, and not about figments and phrases. You will hear something more of Sir Oswald Mosley before you are through with him. I know you dislike him, because he looks like a man who has some physical courage and is going to do something; and that is a terrible thing. You instinctively hate him, because you do not know where he will land you; and he evidently means to uproot some of you. Instead of talking round and round political subjects and obscuring them with bunk verbiage without ever touching them, and without understanding them, all the time assuming states of things which ceased to exist from twenty to six hundred and fifty years ago, he keeps hard down on the actual facts of the situation. When you pose him with the American question: ‘What’s the big idea?’ he replies at once: ‘Fascism’; for he sees that Fascism is a big idea, and that it is the only visible practical alternative to Communism—if it really is an alternative and not a half-way house. The moment things begin seriously to break up and something has to be done, quite a number of men like Mosley will come to the front who are at present ridiculed as Impossibles. Let me remind you that Mussolini began as a man with about twenty-five votes. It did not take him very many years to become the Dictator of Italy. I do not say that Sir Oswald Mosley is going to become the Dictator of this country, though more improbable things have happened.”

	 

	BERNARD SHAW—In Praise of Guy Fawkes

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	—Introduction—

	 

	 

	A study of Oswald Mosley needs no apology. Those who dislike his personality—they are not few, those who disparage his abilities—they are fewer, and those who fear his policies—they are many, have either to admit that he is the most startling, the most objectionable, or the most stimulating among the men who have created or disturbed the politics of post-war Britain.

	At thirty-seven, Oswald Mosley is already an experienced parliamentarian. None of his generation, and not many of his contemporaries, can claim the same continuity of experience throughout the history of the two post-war decades. His changes of political allegiance which have aroused the hostility of the older parties seem rather to represent the unsatisfied search for a valid creed by which so many other men of his years have in their own minds been troubled. During the Coalition Parliament, Mosley first emerged as the associate of Lord Robert Cecil, Colonel Aubrey Herbert and Lord Henry Cavendish-Bentinck, in a forlorn effort to represent something of a new Tory ideal in that ill-assorted and heterogeneous assembly. Again, with others of his generation, he suffered disillusion in the ranks of the Labour Party, and emerged—at the sacrifice of an orthodox political career—to attempt a leadership of his own. As an orator even his most caustic critics will admit that he is outstanding. As an administrator he proved his abilities in a field where his opportunities were restricted both by circumstances and by colleagues. His failures as a tactician in politics may yet prove to have laid the basis of his success in the strategy of statesmanship.

	But it is not as a younger parliamentarian that Oswald Mosley attracts the interest of his fellows, and arouses the fury or enthusiasm of the crowd. A great glamour has gathered round his figure—so strange, so provocative, in the dun ranks of English politicians. He is very English—as it were, a composite ghost of English history—yet his enemies complain that he is so “un-English.” Perhaps they mean that he lacks that “bourgeois” stamp which has moulded to its flaccid type the generations of English politicians who have grown up since the Industrial Revolution. There is something of the Elizabethan in his gallant, rather arrogant, air. He is the Englishman of the Carolean tennis-court; of the dueling-ground rather than of the Pall Mall Club. Then again, with his wrestling, boxing and fencing, he has walked in the tradition of the Regency “buck,” in a time when people have got into the habit of expecting younger politicians to have horn-rimmed spectacles and soft, white hands, and to spend their holidays at Geneva.

	He is a big man of blood and bone, of strong tones, no feeble creature of grey shadings. He is a personality, with all his individual qualities and faults, no self-complacent bladder of conventions. It is, of course, important in a leader, this question of distinctive personality, and it is no doubt a symptom of the determinism of history that each period, each new phase, throws up its peculiar individuals, who respond in an observable degree to contemporary currents of opinion, taste and underlying aspirations. The suave and placid Walpole; the morose, dynamic Pitt; his pedantic, determined son; the cynical, ineffectual Fox, were each in their day the expression of passing moods and attitudes to life in the governing class. So, in the nineteenth century, Disraeli, the supreme type of the company promoter, showed the way to Empire, and Gladstone stood for millions of whiskered, frockcoated Dissenting investors, who took their profits, disapproved, and explained to their white consciences the intrinsic virtue of all profit.  Again, in the postwar period, when the British middle class contemplates the incredible fact that the capitalist system is fallible and passing, and that all the standards of the Victorian age are crumbling into the abyss, they produce the cautious Stanley Baldwin, with his limpet philosophy, his refusal to believe the unbelievable, his pipe-poor symbol of a lost tranquility. He would be pathetic, were his pathos not so dangerous; and MacDonald, too, the quack doctor of the boarding-house advertisement readers, who assuages alarm by his confession that, after all, the family practitioner was right.

	Mosley is of another world to these—of the world that is coming into being. An omen and a portent to some; to the majority, according to their opinion, a class-traitor and a revolutionary, or “an unscrupulous adventurer,” who “might have done great things in one party or the other.”

	Mosley is, at the least, an interesting phenomenon in modern English politics; and in his greatest potentiality he stands for new and revolutionary conceptions in politics, in economics, and in life itself. He may emerge with his young men from the small faction-fights in the mean halls of mean streets to the leadership of modern England. Or he may fail and be forgotten more than Dilke, and pitied less than Randolph Churchill. If England slips into another long Walpolean lassitude, as it did after the Marlborough wars, and if some form of continuing “National Government”—a revivified Whigdom—proves to be the measured expression of the English mind through a period of quiescence or decay, then Mosley will have achieved the greatest personal tragedy in English history since Bolingbroke.

	But the interest of Mosley transcends the biographical subject. He has identified himself with a movement—as yet in England embryonic—which has its parallels in the already mature Fascism of Italy, and in the recently insurgent Nazi movement in Germany. Fascism—National Socialism—whatever we like to call it, is essentially a European movement—a political and spiritual transformation, having its roots and taking its expression from the oldest seats of European culture. This movement—varying in character according to local and national conditions—may be regarded historically as in the nature of “a renascence of the Europeans,” which represents at once an economic revolt against the obsolete capitalist system, and a spiritual reaction against the materialist and internationalist concepts of Marxism. Philosophically it has been regarded by some as the last orgasm of an overmature and already senescent European civilization. No prophet has received such immediate justification as Oswald Spengler, whose Untergang des Abendlandes, appearing in 1918, foresaw the present phenomenon of the rallying of the “formless masses” of the great cities to the emotional appeal of individual “Caesarian” leaders. It is indeed characteristic of this phenomenon of the last two decades that we find it difficult to give any names—other than those of the respective leaders—to the various manifestations of the new insurgence. But Fascism is the conscious revolt of a generation determined to escape its overhanging doom in the building of a new destiny. Fascist thought, even to the extent that it accepts the Spenglerian analysis as a relatively incontrovertible interpretation of past history, repudiates the pessimism of the great German’s conclusions. Fascism holds that our present European civilization, as the master of great scientific resources which were not available to the men of previous “world-civilizations,” can overcome the diseases inherent in its hitherto uncontrolled development. Modern man is at least within reach of knowing himself—as Spengler himself witnesses in the magnificent monument to modern thought of which he is the creator. The great problem of the twentieth century is a problem of integration. And the first and most immediately important aspect of that problem is a political one—the integration of the State. Only when the control of the State has passed into the hands of those of its citizens who are prepared through discipline to submit themselves and to sacrifice their own individual interests utterly to the service of the nation, only then can these masters of the State turn to the more formidable problem of the mastery of the machine—and the process of mastering the machine implies of course the complete subordination of capital, which is, in fact, the machine, in so far as the machine is conscious, functioning and alive. The technical problems implicit in the effort to secure and to hold the mastery of the State demand the concentration into a group or “fasces”—we might almost here use the English word “fist”—of the minority, who in the early stages of the movement towards national integration are prepared to submit themselves to the strict discipline and the tireless effort necessary to carry through such a revolution in the life of the country. This active minority accepts, and indeed demands, personal leadership, by contrast to the confused head-counting and lobbying intrigues of the orthodox “democratic” parties. It also upholds the authoritarian principle, as a necessary foundation to the policy of dynamic action, which it is the object of this new revolutionary movement to carry into effect. Fascism differs from the “Caesarism” of Spenglerian thought, or from the “Bonapartism” which is a phenomenon of the earlier democratic phases, in that it consciously demands authoritarianism as an essential part of its approach to modern problems. Fascism represents a permanent, conscious movement, whereas “Caesarism” and “Bonapartism” were merely involuntary and adventitious reactions to calamitous circumstances. Fascism is essentially an entirely new manifestation of the modern political mind, and its equivalent cannot be found in any previous historic phase. Spengler is only right to the extent that the mass appeal of “Caesarism” undoubtedly remains potent, and to this extent the Fascist doctrine touches the imagination of those politically subconscious masses who find themselves exhausted and exasperated by the incapacity of the democratic system to evolve any solution of modern political and economic problems.

	The possibilities of the development of a revolutionary momentum in Britain on lines similar, and in some degrees parallel, to the contemporary successful movements on the continent of Europe, are by no means so obscure as the complacent class of parliamentary politicians is pleased to believe. It is here that Mosley, as the first political leader of Fascist capacity to appear in England, possesses a significance which clearly surpasses the artist’s interest in the man. And any study of Mosley as a modern political leader, admittedly of some significance, must imply an accompanying consideration of the development of the Fascist conception in Europe, and, further, an examination of the degree to which British history can justify the assumption that Fascism is a growth which is potentially no more foreign to British soil than was Norman feudalism, pan-European Catholicism, Bohemian Protestantism, Dutch Parliamentarism, French Social Democracy, or German Marxism. We have, in fact, to consider whether all political movements which have developed within the framework of European culture, have not in fact become common to the European world.

	Oswald Mosley, two years ago, was generally admitted by judges of political “form,” to have an important political future. His isolation, more recently, from all orthodox political associations and from all parliamentary activities, has not been without significance. This young and undeniably powerful political mind stands or falls by the success or failure of the Fascist conception in Britain. He has built up an organization which has, from the beginning, been given little publicity, but which is now upon a national basis, and which is gathering impetus from month to month. His earlier failures, and the ridicule which has been heaped upon his movement by the owners of a Press who quite naturally dread its success, has tended to lull the orthodox parties into a sense of ignorant security. The present writer remembers a similar sense of security in Berlin, less than five years ago, when a prominent individual, now closely identified with the Nazi Government, referred to Hitler as a man of fantastic ideas, representative of no coherent body of opinion within the Reich.

	Oswald Mosley, in his book, Greater Britain, and in more recent speeches and writing, which have taken his ideas still further, proclaims the need for a disciplined corporate consciousness which must prelude the drastic reorganization of the political and economic structure of Great Britain on lines compatible with the needs of the twentieth century. His policy requires the comprehensive readjustment of the capitalist system, and while modest ownership in property would not only be preserved, but expanded so that it had a broader basis within the community, it cannot be disguised that the private ownership of great accumulations of wealth, and its use in directions which cannot be considered to be in the interests of Great Britain regarded as an economic unit, would be rigorously curtailed. The whole parliamentary system, which has been so developed in the interests of powerful sectional groups as to make continuity of national policy impossible, and the authority of the executive abortive, would be liquidated.  It  would  be replaced by a system based on the representation of the productive forces of the country—agriculture and industry—and such a body might be entrusted to enforce a policy which would ruthlessly ignore all interests which could not be shown to operate to the direct benefit of the inhabitants of Great Britain. The application of Fascist principles, rather than the present democratic theories, to certain problems of empire, would of course completely transform the present situation, in which our parliamentary leaders are awaiting the results of a process of disintegration in a spirit of placid and impotent optimism.

	But the political and economic implications of Fascism are not so fundamental as the sequence of moral and spiritual reactions which derive inevitably from the Fascist faith. Through the stale and weary streets which modern Capitalism has permitted to its industrial millions, from the emptying, blighted fields that fed Britain to her greatness, men are called to revolution. But it will be a national revolution, carried in the cold anger of a disciplined intent to integrate the race.

	As Mosley in his resignation speech from the Labour Government, when his mind was already feeling its way subconsciously towards Fascism: 

	 

	What I fear—what I fear much more than a sudden crisis is a long, slow crumbling through the years until we sink to the level of a Spain, a gradual paralysis beneath which all the vigour and energy of this country will succumb. This is a far more dangerous thing, and far more likely to happen unless some effort is made. If the effort is made, how relatively easily can disaster be averted… What a fantastic assumption it is that a nation which within the lifetime of everyone has put forth efforts of energy and vigour unequalled in the history of the world should succumb before an economic crisis such as the present.

	 

	At this later juncture, when the tempo of crisis is tending to arouse the awareness of all elements of the people, Fascism appeals alike to those elements among the younger-minded middle class who are conservative by temperament and strongly nationalist in spirit, and to those rarer and more dynamic individuals who, naturally revolutionary in their outlook, have been disappointed and exasperated by the failure of all leadership from the Left to approach any fulfilment of their aspirations. Such are the classic social elements who have in other European countries germinated Fascist revolution. The British character—in the passivity of which the democratic parties repose an exaggerated degree of confidence—will not fail, in the event, to respond to the proper stimulus.

	 

	



Chapter I



—The Background of the Bourgeois Mind—



	 

	 

	In the “Khaki” Election of 1918 the people of Harrow returned in the Conservative interest a young Air Force officer, who at that time was just twenty-two years of age. Oswald Mosley arrived at Westminster with a reputation for arrogance among his contemporaries at Winchester and Sandhurst, a pronounced taste for fox-hunting and a precocious interest in political philosophy. He had few of the orthodox advantages which generally appertain to the aristocratic sprig who prefers to occupy his time in the House of Commons rather than in other equally agreeable directions. An old-established but slightly eccentric Staffordshire family could offer him an ancestor who had fallen at Naseby and a grandfather who had been the physical original for the Victorian figure of John Bull. But the surety of Cabinet rank which crowns a connection, through blood or hymen, with one of the great oligarchic families of the Tory heaven was in no way his. Moreover, he quickly showed that he possessed an intellect—which if it be not haloed, as it rarely is, by one of the very stateliest of coronets—is to Tories almost more deplorable than criminal propensities. “Tom” Mosley, in a word, was never popular with the Tory rank and file, as no one is who may, quite possibly, be laughing at them. And he had about him that blending of good looks, real charm and an almost Gallic wit—which is not appreciated by an aggregation of middle-aged men, singularly deficient in those qualities.

	The Parliament in which Mosley found himself was wealthier than any Tory Parliament had ever been before, and less distinguished by merit of either birth or intellect than any Labour Parliament was destined to be after it. It used to be called, without any degree of physiognomic inaccuracy, “the hard-faced Parliament,” and the popularity of one of its members, Horatio Bottomley, earned for it the description of “Bottomley’s Pit,” in deference to the average of the intellectual standard found therein. Into it were gathered several hundreds of men, who, by virtue of great and sudden accretions of wealth during the preceding four years, had earned the respect of those Conservative Selection Committees who are more concerned with the capacity of the candidate to subscribe than either to act or to think. Men who had recently found patriotism so profitable were anxious to pursue those careers of diligent service to the nation, which might now carry them forward to the remote and icy social peaks, towering so far above the low ranges of buying and selling which they had already scaled.

	It is not suggested that the “parvenu” composition of this Parliament was not all that a party machine can desire. It is the most that the Conservative Party machine desires, and it is what it generally contrives to have. There is always a strain of anarchic irresponsibility towards his “class obligations” in the blood of that almost extinct bird—the English (or Scots or Irish) aristocrat. Without going back into the remoter past of Parliamentary history—to Edward Fitzgerald, to George Gordon or to Byron, we can remember Charles Dilke and Cunninghame Graham, Auberon Herbert and Aubrey Herbert, and—more mildly—Henry Cavendish-Bentinck, Robert Cecil, and various Russells. The powers that rule the political world remember them all quite well. Hence, while they do not altogether object to enlightened young men who “sow their wild oats” in advertising the great, palpitating soul of the Tory Party before they are forty, on the whole they prefer either numbskulls from the ’shires or men who are “pleased to meet you.”

	The physiology of Toryism is peculiar, and should be studied by anyone who is considering English politics. The modern Tory Party—in spite of its intrinsically “bourgeois” constitution, is still ruled by the great oligarchic families—the Cecils, the Stanleys, the Cavendishes and—newcomers who have not yet attained to the usage of their family name—the Londonderrys. These great oligarchs personally supervise neither their own properties nor that great property which is common to them all—the Tory Party. They prefer, both on their estates and in politics, to make use of agents. These agents are sometimes younger sons and sons-in-law—if they can be found competent enough; otherwise they have recourse to that janissary corps of the capitalist class—the legal profession. The number of lawyers with double-barreled names (they seem to be born with them like Harley Street specialists with surnames for Christian names) who have sat on Conservative Front Benches during the last century is really remarkable. The mind, then, which succeeds in the Tory Party is the mind of the deferential junior dependent of the “great house,” or of the competent “undertaker”—to use an Elizabethan term. The men of the “near-families,” if they have ability, are suspect, and if they have independent spirit, mutiny. Their efforts are aborted, or they find their way to the Radical benches, where they may be observed in any Parliament—particularly those who come from the “Celtic fringe.” Disraeli is the only “outsider” who has succeeded in “putting himself across” the Tory Party, and his success was the success of the company promoter, who appeals always to the imagination of those avid “great bourgeois” families who have kept rich with the British Empire.

	Here we must define the term “bourgeois” in the sense in which it will be used not infrequently in this book. “Bourgeois” has long served to imply a state of mind rather than a class. It is the state of mind which arises as a result of living in the capitalist state of society. In a capitalist country there is no such category as an aristocracy. The upper strata of society, some of whom have inherited names which were once associated with aristocracy, are, in the French sense—haute bourgeoisie. Whole sections of the socalled working class—workers by hand—have, ever since the Industrial Revolution, been in process of becoming more and more “bourgeois.” The “bourgeois” state of mind began to develop at the end of the Middle Ages, when the feudal system showed clear traits of dissolution, and when the hitherto unimportant trading class began to emerge from their political obscurity. As the system of capitalist economics gradually became the system of life of the countries which had formed part of feudal Christendom, both the institutions and the social outlook of the people of the different countries involved in this transformation assumed new forms. So, with capitalist economics, there developed bourgeoiscapitalist institutions, a bourgeois-capitalist phil-osophy and history—above all a bourgeois morality. The aristocrat, of course, survived, here and there, as a biological type, just as the peasant survived as a type, and still remains the dominant type in those countries like Ireland, Spain and Poland, which are round the fringe of the industrial core of Western Europe. Like all other biological types, the aristocrat does not maintain his characteristics under conditions which are unfavourable to survival. Least of all is the type found among the families of the “great bourgeoisie” of England. These families are, in fact, the supreme—and at the same time the most refined—expression of the bourgeois mind. For some have all the dim delicacy of Cambridge “dons,” and others have evolved as a family trait that natural good-fellowship which is found in golf-club secretaries. They have for so long developed bourgeois characteristics as a form of defensive colouring that they have become in themselves almost perfect specimens of the bourgeois animal. And ultimately the pattern of the Englishman has become stamped upon the modern bourgeois type, so that to this day Hungarian and Polish noblemen who wish to attend shoots in Scotland or the great annual bourgeois festas at Le Touquet or Cannes have their suits made by Bond Street tailors.

	How different was the aristocrat—the great leader and artist of the medieval world, who—as was natural—achieved his finest manifestations during the Renaissance, when his own background of the feudal world was, in fact, already within the shadows. The Plantagenet princes, the Mortimers, the Percys, the Bigods and the Courtenays, were dim Shakespearian memories when the last of the English aristocrats strode to their predestined scaffolds. They had neither the charm nor the flair nor the grace of those superb expressions of their type—the princes of the great Italian cities, Sforza and Medici and Visconti, Colonna and Orsini. Robert Devereux, Earl of Essex, was a poor English copy of the diamond-cut Italians, but he had the instinct—though not the competence—for leadership; the anarchic aestheticism and the grand conception of personal life and death, which had once characterized the brilliant aristocrats of medieval England. It was a trick of fate that he should have played and lost against the last lingering mammoth of yet another world—the world of Gaelic tribalism. It was the insignificant epilogue of a story long since told, when the last Irish king raised his hosting against the last Norman lord—when Hugh O’Neill harassed the Earl of Essex through the wet Ulster woods. He was loved of the people, was Robert Devereux—as he rode through the London crowd with his gay gentlemen, scattering gold pieces right and left. He ended his life upon the scaffold, as it was right he should, with that graceful gesture of contempt for the realities of an unreal world with which the gallant man can leave it.

	The aristocrat died out at long last in Scotland. There was, of course, Montrose—and the Young Pretender, who lives more vividly in the heart of the North than their whole gallery of kings. Fate again showed a piquant cynicism when it brought the Highland clans, with their half-Polish prince out of the mists, through the streets of Glasgow and Manchester on the eve of the Industrial Revolution. The ’45 illustrated well the mind of bourgeois England, and the mind of its great bourgeois houses, when poor Highlanders and Irish sailors and small country lairds came out for the bonnie Prince, while the great English lords sat tight and waited to see which side was going to win. 

	The aristocrat lived and died magnificently. He gave always of himself. He gave a fine spectacle to the people, in his death as in his life. It was good that now and again “one man should die for the people,” and on the scaffold the aristocrats perpetuated the popularity of their order. So soon as the aristocrats ceased to be romantic they ceased to have significance—they became merely the colourless owners of great properties. And a duke in a motor-hearse is a poor substitute for Montrose strolling to the block.

	It is not that the aristocratic type could have survived in any modern world—although their meaner characteristics of sheer anarchic piracy are now being reproduced by such unattractive modern barons as the Press-lord and the gangster. The aristocratic order had seen its fate sealed as early as the Battle of Bosworth. They were destined to become obsolete, as the patricians of the old Roman Republic passed to extinction with the emergence of the cosmopolitan and un-Roman Empire, when the relationship of the great bourgeois families to the older houses was even more doubtful than that of the Smithsons to the medieval Percies is to-day. Had the Tudor policy of the NationState and of a controlled capitalism succeeded, it is likely that we might have had to-day a classless nation, distinguished only in social grades by the existence of numerous functional categories, who would not have been alienated from each other by vast differences of economic status. As it was, the bourgeois class-dictatorship, and not the functional State, emerged from the chaos of the Parliamentary Wars, which saw the overthrow of the Tudor NationState conception.

	The old Parliamentarians expressed the reality of their class-power with a directness which their more subtle successors have long since learnt to avoid. Thus Cromwell and Ireton justified the refusal to grant a universal—as opposed to a property—franchise in the following memorable declaration:

	 

	If one man hath an equal right to the choosing of him that shall govern him—by the same right of nature he hath an equal right to any goods that he sees: meate, drink, cloathes to take and use them for his sustenance. If the master and servant shall be equal electors then clearly those who have no interest in the kingdome will make it their interest to choose those that have noe interest. It may happen that the majority may, by law, not in a confusion, destroy properties; there may be a law enacted, that there shall be an equality of goods and estate. (The Clarke Papers, Camden Society, Vol. I.)

	 

	The new type of political chieftain, who proceeded to mingle with, and ultimately to dominate and absorb the remnants of the old aristocratic order, were typical expressions of the bourgeois mind of their generation, and natural leaders under the new dispensation. The fact that these men aped the manners and way of life, and acquired the territorial honorifics of an older order, does not alter the fact that they were essentially an upper bourgeoisie rather than an aristocracy deriving from feudal overlordships and from State-service. A perusal of any work devoted to the peerage will reveal how the majority of the great families of the English oligarchy have founded their fortunes either in the practice of the Law or in commerce. And the British Constitution growing out of the Parliamentary Wars and the Glorious Revolution of 1688 was founded on the essentially bourgeois interests of property, security and the conception of class-permanence. The Parliamentary Wars had been fought to overthrow the nascent authoritarian state of the Tudors and the Cecils, which was at once curbing the power of the new bourgeois class, and crippling their methods of making themselves rich. The political tradition of “liberty,” and the whole technique of democracy, derive from the bourgeois revolutions of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, when in the newly industrialized countries of Western Europe—in Holland, England and France—the small but rising groups of commercial capitalists were impelled to advocate the subversion of State authority in order to establish their “liberty” to get and keep rich. Mr. Stirling Taylor, in his admirable Modern History of England, has adequately developed this theme. In the great days of the Tudors and their competent and ruthless ministers were laid the foundations of a national State and of a seriously planned economy. In those brilliant days of English history, the control and regulation of capital was a definite aim of State policy. The economic freedom of the individual—freedom, that is, from starvation—was assured by a system of control of the conditions of labour, and assistance for the destitute, which was without parallel in the Europe of those days. Had the Elizabethan system been maintained, the coming of the Industrial Revolution and of the Age of Mechanics might have been a slower process, but it must undoubtedly have been steadier and more ordered.

	Against the weaker hand of the Stuarts—who were very poor Machiavellians—the rising bourgeois class rose in greedy wrath. Mr. Stirling Taylor shows, in a few memorable pages, how it was the reforms of Strafford, and particularly his enlightened measures for the relief of poverty in the North, which brought down upon his head the vengeance of Parliament. Our history has been written for us for so long by Whig historians, that we can hardly discern now that the struggle for the political freedom of the Englishman in the Parliamentary Wars was, in great degree, a rather sordid struggle for the “freedom of the market.” The City of London financed the Parliamentary armies who overthrew the national monarchy and set up, in effect, a system of group-dictatorship—through the corridors of the House of Commons—of the new bourgeois capitalist power. The Old Lady of Threadneedle Street, in her flapperdom, made quite a passable Joan of Arc.

	From the scaffold of King Charles the victorious Whigs marched in triumph into the nineteenth century. John Somers, the ablest contemporary apologist of the Revolution of 1688, underlines—with that unconscious hypocrisy which is the most superb achievement in the manners of the bourgeois type—the three virtues of liberty, property and patriotism upon which the theoretical justification for the dominance of his class was destined to repose:

	Our representatives, to secure us from the encroachments of this and all succeeding ages, have thought fit to declare and establish the rights of the people so fully, and upon such sure foundations, that England is now the securest and happiest nation of the world, if the nation can but be sensible of their own happiness… Nothing could be more terrible to the English, who are so much in love with liberty and property, than to see themselves be dragooned out of both with the help of so powerful an ally as Louis XIV.

	 

	It is only necessary to substitute the name “Stalin” for that of Louis XIV, to make these words entirely modern, and in every respect suitable for delivery either by Mr. Baldwin or Mr. MacDonald.

	Mr. Wingfield Stratford, in his monumental History of British Civilization refuses to allow that the Whigs inherited the open cynicism of Cromwell and Ireton:

	 

	When, therefore, we say that the Revolution established an oligarchy in power, it must not be in oblivion of the fact that to no one of that age, so far as we can ascertain, was this perfectly apparent. To the Whigs, who stood most whole-heartedly for the new order of things, it was a triumph of law, of justice and of liberty. Moreover, this is substantially the verdict of Macaulay, of Hallam, and of Burke. And yet it is a fact not to be seriously disputed, that during the century and a half that followed the Revolution, power became gradually concentrated in the hands of a small minority, who used it to repress the common people to a state of impotence and degradation scarcely precedented since “the devils and wicked men” of King Stephen’s days.

	 

	A sublime unconsciousness of moral error is a very definite characteristic of the bourgeois mind, which has become associated by tradition with the English character, because the whole texture of English thought is now saturated with the bourgeois outlook. The avoidance of evil, the ignoring of misery, the hatred of all violence, the quacking for personal liberty within the stockaded shelter of the policeprotected bourgeois State, are all indicative of the pathology of the shop-keeper, who rejoiced at the passing of the armed bands of the Middle Ages, and saw only a world in which all who had the ability might now continue to traffic in peace. With the ideal of liberty—which meant primarily liberty from interference by superior authority—was developed the ideal of property—a conception which in the Middle Ages was by no means clearly formulated. The ideal of property was closely interwoven with that of liberty, for liberty implied, in fact, liberty to enjoy property. In discussing John Locke, the father of English Liberalism, Wingfield Stratford says:

	 

	Not the least characteristic feature is the importance Locke attaches to property. There are cases, he points out, where it would be justifiable to kill a man, but a crime to take his purse. It was during the eighteenth century that brutal assault went comparatively free, while to steal a sheep was a hanging matter.

	 

	We have only to proceed across Mr. Wingfield Stratford’s span of a century and a half to arrive at the ultimate expression of John Locke’s conception of the importance of the property idea in the bourgeois State. When Lord Byron addressed the House of Lords, in 1812, on the second reading of the Framework Bill (which punished by death the destruction of a frameknitting machine or of the lace it wove), he summed up, not only the evils of the Industrial Revolution, but the evils of that bourgeois society, which could fail even to recognize the existence of the crimes which it was perpetrating. Byron, referring to the rioters who had been destroying machinery:

	 

	You call these men a mob, desperate, dangerous and ignorant… Are we aware of our obligations to a mob? It is the mob that labour in your fields and serve in your houses, that man your navy, and recruit your army, that have enabled you to defy all the world; and can also defy you when neglect and calamity have driven them to despair… The rejected workmen in the blindness of their ignorance, instead of rejoicing at these improvements in arts so beneficial to mankind, conceived themselves to be sacrificed to improvements in mechanism. In the foolishness of their hearts they imagined that the maintenance and well-doing of the industrious poor were objects of greater consequence than the enrichment of a few individuals by improvements in the implements of trade, which threw the workmen out of employment, and rendered the labourer unworthy of his hire. (Parl. Debates, XXI, 966 et seq.)

	 

	During the first half of the nineteenth century, the final destruction of the precarious balance between industry and agriculture occasioned the political extinction of the old Tory land interest. The Tory Party, and the land-owning interest—with all their faults—were of their very nature national. They were concerned with the land of England. Commercial Capitalism is, on the other hand, essentially internationalist. “Free Trade,” which became the cry of the Whig democrats, implies in its essence “Freedom of the Market”—“Freedom for Capital.” If one flies in an aeroplane to-day over the wide lands of the Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern Ireland, it is not difficult to see that those who cared so greatly for the “Freedom of the Market” cared not at all for the well-being of their own country. The Highlands of Scotland have been depopulated as if by plague. The farming lands of England are being deserted, as if from invasion. Ireland has been thrown away as not worth the holding. The same political and economic policy of laissez-faire which sacrificed the land to international trade was led, when circumstances required, to sacrifice industry too. The replacement of “paternal industry” by the joint-stock company has achieved the final emancipation of capital. The capitalist who takes the trouble to pick up his telephone, can switch his capital, literally, “from China to Peru.” Capital, in the present phase, remains within the authority of no national government—it is supremely international.

	It would be quite unscientific to pretend that the complicated historical process, through which the present stage of bourgeois-capitalist power has been evolved, is altogether the result of a policy which has been consciously followed by the succeeding generations of the governing class, either in Britain or in other of the bourgeois-capitalist countries. A revolution, such as the English bourgeois revolution of the seventeenth century and its economic sequel—the so-called Industrial Revolution—not only creates its own theoretical background, its series of interpretations, but a whole miswritten history of its own.  And many generations of men, some single-minded patriots in their own consciousness, others seeking the perpetuation of their own class predominance with the cunning of instinct, have worked to the blind end that the International of Wealth shall rise above the desert fields of England. The bases of bourgeois democracy lay in the subversion of the developing authoritarian states of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, and when a system, which finds its original justification in a subversive philosophy, is forced to formulate a methodology of power, that methodology can only find expression in terms of surrender. The Whigs, themselves representing ill-disciplined factions in the possession of irresponsible power, were impelled by inevitable tendencies to develop a political machine, which extended to the wider and more incoherent sections of the people vast and vague powers of intervention which they had neither the capacity nor the intelligence to use. With the formal surrender of their sectional prerogatives, the governing class—practiced at least in politics—were impelled to develop the ingenious technique of government by electoral corruption, by mass-suggestion, and, most important, by elaborate deception, for it is only by deception that the implications of surrender may be avoided. As, under the influence of the Industrial Revolution, an increasing proportion of the population became detached from the land and from interest in the ownership of small properties, an animosity against private property developed among the masses of the people who had been deprived of all association with direct ownership. The development of mass-production tended to restrict the opportunities for real economic independence among each new generation of individuals, and as men became less independent in their private lives, they were fobbed  off  by  the  concession of a greater degree of political “liberty”—at once useless to themselves, and ultimately dangerous to the State. It was thus that the Whigs first canalized the dangerous social effervescence which followed the Napoleonic Wars and resulted from the economic dislocations of the Industrial Revolution. The Whigs rallied the mob to carry the Reform Act, which crowned the final victory of the commercial bourgeoisie as the dominant class within the nation. Scarcely was this new edition of “the Glorious Revolution” complete, when the new industrialists tightened up the economic net in the Poor Law “Reform” of 1834. As Wingfield Stratford says:

	 

	All the resources of scientific ingenuity were devoted to securing that the lot of those who were dependent on the tender mercies of the State should be worse in every way than that of the poorest starveling outside—no light undertaking when we remember that the spectacle of one of the latter starved to death under a hedge was not unknown.

	The middle-class legislators were going to take no chances. The aged and infirm who were no longer capable of providing for themselves were doubtless assumed to be suffering from their lack of providence, it was better at any rate that their lives should be allowed to waste away under conditions that combined the minimum of expense with the maximum of affliction. Little children whose parents were imprudent enough to bring them within the clutches of the State would have the sins of those parents visited—with a vengeance—on their heads. The workhouse test was applied with the utmost strictness. With comparatively few exceptions he or she who wanted relief must go for it to the workhouse, a place which the poor, paying it an altogether unmerited compliment, called a Bastille, and which was really a house of slow torture by every indignity that arbitrary tyranny could devise for the helpless and friendless, torture by the tearing of parents from children, and of husband from wife in their declining days… This Poor Law of 1834 was regarded as a triumph of reforming legislation by the class which the Reform Bill had elevated to power. It had many advantages; it certainly had the effect of enormously reducing the number of paupers, when it was no worse to die outright than to be kept alive by charity. It was likely to provide a cheaper supply of labour, when the alternative to accepting the employer’s conditions might be to enjoy those of the Bastilles… The workers took these things in far from good part, and especially in the industrial districts of the North and Midlands, were infuriated at the shabby return they considered the middle class to have made them for their help in securing the new franchise. (Stratford, pp. 971-2)

	 

	Joseph Stephens, a Methodist preacher of High Tory principles, who regarded the middle class as the real enemy and the Reform Bill as a national disaster, voiced the impotent resentment of the workers in old Covenanting terms, which must have shocked the God-fearing manufacturers who had promoted their excellent Bill:
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