
them to the town.  Of course, it is only a joke to represent either
the ignorance of town or country as being so grotes que as I have
suggested for the sake of example.  The townsman do es not really think
that milk is rained from the clouds or that rashers  grow on trees,
even when he is a little vague about vegetable marr ows.  He knows
something about it; but not enough to make his advi ce of much value.
The rustic does not really think that milk is used as whitewash
or marrows as bolsters, even if he never actually s ees them used.
But if he is a mere producer and not a consumer of them,
his position does become as partial as that of any Cockney clerk;
nearly as narrow and even more servile.  Given the wonderful
romance of the vegetable marrow, it is a bad thing that the peasant
should only know the beginning of the story, as it is a bad thing
that the clerk should only know the end of it.

I insert here this general suggestion for a particu lar reason.
Before we come to the practical expediency of the p easant who consumes
what he produces (and the reason for thinking it, a s Mr. Heseltine
has urged, much more practicable than the method by  which he only sells
what he produces), I think it well to point out tha t this course,
while it is more expedient, is not a mere surrender  to expediency.
It seems to me a very good thing, in theory as well  as practice,
that there should be a body of citizens primarily c oncerned in producing
and consuming and not in exchanging.  It seems to m e a part of our ideal,
and not merely a part of our compromise, that there  should be in the
community a sort of core not only of simplicity but  of completeness.
Exchange and variation can then be given their reas onable place;
as they were in the old world of fairs and markets.   But there
would be somewhere in the centre of civilization a type that was
truly independent; in the sense of producing and co nsuming within
its own social circle.  I do not say that such a co mplete human
life stands for a complete humanity.  I do not say that the State
needs only the man who needs nothing from the State .  But I do say
that this man who supplies his own needs is very mu ch needed.
I say it largely because of his absence from modern  civilization,
that modern civilization has lost unity.  It is nob ody's business
to note the whole of a process, to see where things  come from
and where they go to.  Nobody follows the whole win ding course
of the river of milk as it flows from the cow to th e baby.
Nobody who is in at the death of the pig is respons ible for realizing
that the proof of the pig is in the eating.  Men th row marrows at other
men like cannon balls; but they do not return to th em like boomerangs.
We need a social circle in which things constantly return to
those that threw them; and men who know the end and  the beginning
and the rounding of our little life.

= = = = = = = = = = = = = = = =

IV SOME ASPECTS OF MACHINERY

  1. The Wheel of Fate
  2. The Romance of Machinery
  3. The Holiday of the Slave
  4. The Free Man and the Ford Car

= = = = = = = = = = = = = = = =

I THE WHEEL OF FATE



The evil we are seeking to destroy clings about in corners especially
in the form of catch-phrases by which even the inte lligent can easily
be caught.  One phrase, which we may hear from anyb ody at any moment,
is the phrase that such and such a modern instituti on has "come to stay."
It is these half-metaphors that tend to make us all  half-witted. What
is precisely meant by the statement that the steam- engine or the
wireless apparatus has come to stay?  What is meant , for that matter,
even by saying that the Eiffel Tower has come to st ay?  To begin with,
we obviously do not mean what we mean when we use t he words naturally;
as in the expression, "Uncle Humphrey has come to s tay."
That last sentence may be uttered in tones of joy, or of resignation,
or even of despair; but not of despair in the sense  that Uncle Humphrey
is really a monument that can never be moved.  Uncl e Humphrey did come;
and Uncle Humphrey will presumably at some time go;  it is even possible
(however painful it may be to imagine such domestic  relations)
that in the last resort he should be made to go.  T he fact that the figure
breaks down, even apart from the reality it is supp osed to represent,
illustrates how loosely these catch-words are used.   But when we say,
"The Eiffel Tower has come to stay," we are still m ore inaccurate.
For, to begin with, the Eiffel Tower has not come a t all.
There was never a moment when the Eiffel Tower was seen striding
towards Paris on its long iron legs across the plai ns of France,
as the giant in the glorious nightmare of Rabelais came to tower
over Paris and carry away the bells of Notre-Dame. The figure of
Uncle Humphrey seen coming up the road may possibly  strike as much terror
as any walking tower or towering giant; and the que stion that may leap
into every mind may be the question of whether he h as come to stay.
But whether or no he has come to stay he has certai nly come.
He has willed; he has propelled or precipitated his  body in a
certain direction; he has agitated his own legs; it  is even possible
(for we all know what Uncle Humphrey is like) that he has insisted
on carrying his own portmanteau, to show the lazy y oung dogs
what he can still do at seventy-three.

Now suppose that what had really happened was somet hing
like this; something like a weird story of Hawthorn e or Poe.
Suppose we ourselves had actually manufactured Uncl e Humphrey;
had put him together, piece by piece, like a mechan ical doll.
Suppose we had so ardently felt at the moment the n eed of an uncle
in our home life that we had constructed him out of  domestic materials,
like a Guy for the fifth of November.  Taking, it m ay be, a turnip
from the kitchen-garden to represent his bald and v enerable head;
permitting the water-butt, as it were, to suggest t he lines
of his figure; stuffing a pair of trousers and atta ching a pair
of boots, we could produce a complete and convincin g uncle
of whom any family might be proud.  Under those con ditions,
it might be graceful enough to say, in the merely s ocial sense
and as a sort of polite fiction, "Uncle Humphrey ha s come to stay."
But surely it would be very extraordinary if we aft erwards found
the dummy relative was nothing but a nuisance, or t hat his materials
were needed for other purposes--surely it would be very extraordinary
if we were then forbidden to take him to pieces aga in; if every
effort in that direction were met with the resolute  answer, "No, no;
Uncle Humphrey has come to stay."  Surely we should  be tempted
to retort that Uncle Humphrey never came at all.  S uppose all
the turnips were wanted for the self-support of the  peasant home.
Suppose the water-butts were wanted; let us hope fo r the purpose
of holding beer.  Suppose the male members of the f amily refused
any longer to lend their trousers to an entirely im aginary relative.



Surely we should then see through the polite fictio n that led us
to talk as if the uncle had "come," had come with a n intention,
had remained with a purpose, and all the rest.  The  thing we
made did not come, and certainly did not come to do  anything,
either to stay or to depart.

Now no doubt most people even in the logical city o f Paris would say
that the Eiffel Tower has come to stay.  And no dou bt most people
in the same city rather more than a hundred years b efore would
have said that the Bastille had come to stay.  But it did not stay;
it left the neighbourhood quite abruptly.  In plain  words, the Bastille
was something that man had made and, therefore, man  could unmake.
The Eiffel Tower is something that man has made and  man could unmake;
though perhaps we may think it practically probable  that some time
will elapse before man will have the good taste or good sense
or even the common sanity to unmake it.  But this o ne little phrase
about the thing "coming" is alone enough to indicat e something
profoundly wrong about the very working of men's mi nds on the subject.
Obviously a man ought to be saying, "I have made an  electric battery.
Shall I smash it, or shall I make another?"  Instea d of that,
he seems to be bewitched by a sort of magic and sta nd staring at
the thing as if it were a seven-headed dragon; and he can only say,
"The electric battery has come.  Has it come to sta y?"

Before we begin any talk of the practical problem o f machinery,
it is necessary to leave off thinking like machines .
It is necessary to begin at the beginning and consi der the end.
Now we do not necessarily wish to destroy every sor t of machinery.
But we do desire to destroy a certain sort of menta lity.
And that is precisely the sort of mentality that be gins by telling
us that nobody can destroy machinery.  Those who be gin by saying
that we cannot abolish the machine, that we must us e the machine,
are themselves refusing to use the mind.

The aim of human polity is human happiness.  For th ose holding
certain beliefs it is conditioned by the hope of a larger happiness,
which it must not imperil.  But happiness, the maki ng glad of
the heart of man, is the secular test and the only realistic test.
So far from this test, by the talisman of the heart , being merely
sentimental, it is the only test that is in the lea st practical.
There is no law of logic or nature or anything else  forcing us
to prefer anything else.  There is no obligation on  us to be richer,
or busier, or more efficient, or more productive, o r more progressive,
or in any way worldlier or wealthier, if it does no t make us happier.
Mankind has as much right to scrap its machinery an d live on the land,
if it really likes it better, as any man has to sel l his old
bicycle and go for a walk, if he likes that better.   It is obvious
that the walk will be slower; but he has no duty to  be fast.
And if it can be shown that machinery has come into  the world
as a curse, there is no reason whatever for our res pecting it
because it is a marvellous and practical and produc tive curse.
There is no reason why we should not leave all its powers unused,
if we have really come to the conclusion that the p owers do us harm.
The mere fact that we shall be missing a number of interesting
things would apply equally to any number of impossi ble things.
Machinery may be a magnificent sight, but not so ma gnificent as a
Great Fire of London; yet we resist that vision and  avert our eyes from
all that potential splendour.  Machinery may not ye t be at its best;
and perhaps lions and tigers will never be at their  best, will never



make their most graceful leaps or show all their na tural splendours,
until we erect an amphitheatre and give them a few live people to eat.
Yet that sight also is one which we forbid ourselve s, with whatever
austere self-denial. We give up so many glorious po ssibilities,
in our stern and strenuous and self-sacrificing pre ference for having
a tolerable time.  Happiness, in a sense, is a hard  taskmaster.
It tells us not to get entangled with many things t hat are much
more superficially attractive than machinery.  But,  anyhow, it is
necessary to clear our minds at the start of any me re vague association
or assumption to the effect that we must go by the quickest
train or cannot help using the most productive inst rument.
Granted Mr. Penty's thesis of the evil of machinery , as something
like the evil of black magic, and there is nothing in the least
unpractical about Mr. Penty's proposal that it shou ld simply stop.
A process of invention would cease that might have gone further.
But its relative imperfection would be nothing comp ared with
the rudimentary state in which we have left such sc ientific
instruments as the rack and the thumbscrew.  Those rude implements
of torture are clumsy compared with the finished pr oducts that
modern knowledge of physiology and mechanics might have given us.
Many a talented torturer is left in obscurity by th e moral prejudices
of modern society.  Nay, his budding promise is now  nipped even
in childhood, when he attempts to develop his natur al genius on
the flies or the tail of the dog.  Our own strong s entimental bias
against torture represses his noble rage and freeze s the genial
current of his soul.  But we reconcile ourselves to  this;
though it be undoubtedly the loss of a whole scienc e for which
many ingenious persons might have sought out many i nventions.
If we really conclude that machinery is hostile to happiness,
then it is no more inevitable that all ploughing sh ould be done
by machinery than it is inevitable that a shop shou ld do a roaring
trade on Ludgate Hill by selling the instruments of  Chinese tortures.

Let it be clearly understood that I note this only to make
the primary problem clear; I am not now saying, nor  perhaps
should I ever say, that machinery has been proved t o be practically
poisonous in this degree.  I am only stating, in an swer to a
hundred confused assumptions, the only ultimate aim  and test.
If we can make men happier, it does not matter if w e make them poorer,
it does not matter if we make them less productive,  it does not
matter if we make them less progressive, in the sen se of merely
changing their life without increasing their liking  for it.
We of this school of thought may or may not get wha t we want; but it
is at least necessary that we should know what we a re trying to get.
And those who are called practical men never know w hat they are trying
to get.  If machinery does prevent happiness, then it is as futile
to tell a man trying to make men happy that he is n eglecting
the talents of Arkwright, as to tell a man trying t o make men humane
that he is neglecting the tastes of Nero.

Now it is exactly those who have the clarity to ima gine the instant
annihilation of machines who will probably have too  much common
sense to annihilate them instantly.  To go mad and smash machinery
is a more or less healthy and human malady, as it w as in the Luddites.
But it was really owing to the ignorance of the Lud dites, in a very
different sense from that spoken of scornfully by t he stupendous
ignorance of the Industrial Economists.  It was bli nd revolt as
against some ancient and awful dragon, by men too i gnorant to know
how artificial and even temporary was that particul ar instrument,



or where was the seat of the real tyrants who wield ed it.
The real answer to the mechanical problem for the p resent is of a
different sort; and I will proceed to suggest it, h aving once made
clear the only methods of judgment by which it can be judged.
And having begun at the right end, which is the ult imate
spiritual standard by which a man or a machine is t o be valued,
I will now begin at the other end; I might say at t he wrong end;
but it will be more respectful to our practical fri ends to call it
the business end.

If I am asked what I should immediately do with a m achine,
I have no doubt about the sort of practical program me that could
be a preliminary to a possible spiritual revolution  of a much
wider sort.  In so far as the machine cannot be sha red, I would
have the ownership of it shared; that is, the direc tion of it
shared and the profits of it shared.  But when I sa y "shared"
I mean it in the modern mercantile sense of the wor d "shares."
That is, I mean something divided and not merely so mething pooled.
Our business friends bustle forward to tell us that  all this
is impossible; completely unconscious, apparently, that all this part
of the business exists already.  You cannot distrib ute a steam-engine,
in the sense of giving one wheel to each shareholde r to take home
with him, clasped in his arms.  But you not only ca n, but you
already do distribute the ownership and profit of t he steam-engine;
and you distribute it in the form of private proper ty.
Only you do not distribute it enough, or to the rig ht people,
or to the people who really require it or could rea lly do work for it.
Now there are many schemes having this normal and g eneral character;
almost any one of which I should prefer to the conc entration
presented by capitalism or promised by communism.  My own preference,
on the whole, would be that any such necessary mach ine should be owned
by a small local guild, on principles of profit-sha ring, or rather
profit-dividing: but of real profit-sharing and rea l profit-dividing,
not to be confounded with capitalist patronage.

Touching the last point, it may be well to say in p assing that
what I say about the problem of profit-sharing is i n that respect
parallel to what I say also about the problem of em igration.
The real difficulty of starting it in the right way  is that it has so
often been started in the wrong way; and especially  in the wrong spirit.
There is a certain amount of prejudice against prof it-sharing,
just as there is a certain amount of prejudice agai nst emigration,
in the industrial democracy of to-day. It is due in  both cases
to the type and especially the tone of the proposal s.  I entirely
sympathize with the Trade Unionist who dislikes a c ertain sort of
condescending capitalist concession; and the spirit  which gives every
man a place in the sun which turns out to be a plac e in Port Sunlight.
Similarly, I quite sympathize with Mr. Kirkwood whe n he resented being
lectured about emigration by Sir Alfred Mond, to th e extent of saying,
"The Scots will leave Scotland when the German Jews  leave England."
But I think it would be possible to have a more gen uinely
egalitarian emigration, with a positive policy of s elf-government
for the poor, to which Mr. Kirkwood might be kind; and I think
that profit-sharing that began at the popular end, establishing first
the property of a guild and not merely the caprice of an employer,
would not contradict any true principle of Trades U nions.
For the moment, however, I am only saying that some thing could
be done with what lies nearest to us; quite apart f rom our general
ideal about the position of machinery in an ideal s ocial state.



I understand what is meant by saying that the ideal  in both
cases depends upon the wrong ideals.  But I do not understand
what our critics mean by saying that it is impossib le to divide
the shares and profits in a machine among definite individuals.
Any healthy man in any historical period would have  thought it
a project far more practicable than a Milk Trust.

= = = = = = = = = = = = = = = =

II THE ROMANCE OF MACHINERY

I have repeatedly asked the reader to remember that  my general
view of our potential future divides itself into tw o parts.
First, there is the policy of reversing, or even me rely of resisting,
the modern tendency to monopoly or the concentratio n of capital.
Let it be noted that this is a policy because it is  a direction,
if pursued in any degree.  In one sense, indeed, he  who is not with us
is against us; because if that tendency is not resi sted, it will prevail.
But in another sense anyone who resists it at all i s with us;
even if he would not go so far in the reversal as w e should.
In trying to reverse the concentration at all, he i s helping
us to do what nobody has done yet.  He will be sett ing himself
against the trend of his age, or at least of recent  ages.
And a man can work in our direction, instead of the  existing
and contrary direction, even with the existing and perhaps
contrary machinery.  Even while we remain industria l, we can work
towards industrial distribution and away from indus trial monopoly.
Even while we live in town houses, we can own town houses.
Even while we are a nation of shopkeepers, we can t ry to own our shops.
Even while we are the workshop of the world, we can  try to own our tools.
Even if our town is covered with advertisements, it  can be covered
with different advertisements.  If the mark of our whole society
is the trade-mark, it need not be the same trade-ma rk. In short,
there is a perfectly tenable and practicable policy  of resisting
mercantile monopoly even in a mercantile state.  An d we say that a
great many people ought to support us in that, who might not agree
with our ultimate ideal of a state that should not be mercantile--
or rather a state that should not be entirely merca ntile.
We cannot call on England as a nation of peasants, as France
or Serbia is a nation of peasants.  But we can call  on England
that has been a nation of shopkeepers to resist bei ng turned into
one big Yankee store.

That is why in beginning here the discussion of mac hinery I pointed out,
first, that in the ultimate sense we are free to de stroy machinery;
and second, that in the immediate sense it is possi ble to divide
the ownership of machinery.  And I should say mysel f that even in a
healthy state there would be some ownership of mach inery to divide.
But when we come to consider that larger test, we m ust say something
about the definition of machinery, and even the ide al of machinery.
Now I have a great deal of sympathy with what I may  call
the sentimental argument for machinery.  Of all the  critics who
have rebuked us, the man I like best is the enginee r who says:
"But I do like machinery--just as you like mytholog y.
Why should I have my toys taken away any more than you?"
And of the various positions that I have to meet, I  will begin with his.
Now on a previous page I said I agreed with Mr. Pen ty that it would
be a human right to abandon machinery altogether.  I will add here
that I do not agree with Mr. Penty in thinking mach inery like magic--



a mere malignant power or origin of evils.  It seem s to me quite
as materialistic to be damned by a machine as saved  by a machine.
It seems to me quite as idolatrous to blaspheme it as to worship it.
But even supposing that somebody, without worshippi ng it,
is yet enjoying it imaginatively and in some sense mystically,
the case as we state it still stands.

Nobody would be more really unsuitable to the machi ne age than a man
who really admired machines.  The modern system pre supposes people
who will take mechanism mechanically; not people wh o will take
it mystically.  An amusing story might be written a bout a poet
who was really appreciative of the fairy-tales of s cience, and who
found himself more of an obstacle in the scientific  civilization
than if he had delayed it by telling the fairy-tale s of infancy.
Suppose whenever he went to the telephone (bowing t hree times
as he approached the shrine of the disembodied orac le and murmuring
some appropriate form of words such as vox et praet erea nihil),
he were to act as if he really valued the significa nce of the instrument.
Suppose he were to fall into a trembling ecstasy on  hearing from a
distant exchange the voice of an unknown young woma n in a remote town,
were to linger upon the very real wonder of that mo mentary meeting
in mid-air with a human spirit whom he would never see on earth,
were to speculate on her life and personality, so r eal and yet
so remote from his own, were to pause to ask a few personal questions
about her, just sufficient to accentuate her human strangeness,
were to ask whether she also had not some sense of this weird
psychical tete-a-tete, created and dissolved in an instant, whether she
also thought of those unthinkable leagues of valley  and forest that lay
between the moving mouth and the listening ear--sup pose, in short,
he were to say all this to the lady at the Exchange  who was just
about to put him on to 666 Upper Tooting.  He would  be really and
truly expressing the sentiment, "Wonderful thing, t he telephone!";
and, unlike the thousands who say it, he would actu ally mean it.
He would be really and truly justifying the great s cientific
discoveries and doing honour to the great scientifi c inventors.
He would indeed be the worthy son of a scientific a ge.  And yet I
fear that in a scientific age he would possibly be misunderstood,
and even suffer from lack of sympathy.  I fear that  he would, in fact,
be in practice an opponent of all that he desired t o uphold.  He would
be a worse enemy of machinery than any Luddite smas hing machines.
He would obstruct the activities of the telephone e xchange,
by praising the beauties of the telephone, more tha n if he had sat down,
like a more normal and traditional poet, to tell al l those bustling
business people about the beauties of a wayside flo wer.

It would of course be the same with any adventure o f the same
luckless admiration.  If a philosopher, when taken for the first time
for a ride in a motor-car, were to fall into such a n enthusiasm for
the marvel that he insisted on understanding the wh ole of the mechanism
on the spot, it is probable that he would have got to his destination
rather quicker if he had walked.  If he were, in hi s simple zeal,
to insist on the machine being taken to pieces in t he road,
that he might rejoice in the inmost secrets of its structure, he might
even lose his popularity with the garage taxi-drive r or chauffeur.
Now we have all known children, for instance, who d id really in this
fashion want to see wheels go round.  But though th eir attitude may
bring them nearest to the kingdom of heaven, it doe s not necessarily
bring them nearer to the end of the journey.  They are admiring motors;
but they are not motoring--that is, they are not ne cessarily moving.



They are not serving that purpose which motoring wa s meant to serve.
Now as a matter of fact this contradiction has ende d in a congestion;
and a sort of stagnant state of the spirit in which  there is
rather less real appreciation of the marvels of man 's invention
than if the poet confined himself to making a penny  whistle
(on which to pipe in the woods of Arcady) or the ch ild confined
himself to making a toy bow or a catapult.  The chi ld really is
happy with a beautiful happiness every time he lets  fly an arrow.
It is by no means certain that the business man is happy
with a beautiful happiness every time he sends off a telegram.
The very name of a telegram is a poem, even more ma gical
than the arrow; for it means a dart, and a dart tha t writes.
Think what the child would feel if he could shoot a  pencil-arrow
that drew a picture at the other end of the valley or the long street.
Yet the business man but seldom dances and claps hi s hands for joy,
at the thought of this, whenever he sends a telegra m.

Now this has a considerable relevancy to the real c riticism of the modern
mechanical civilization.  Its supporters are always  telling us of its
marvellous inventions and proving that they are mar vellous improvements.
But it is highly doubtful whether they really feel them as improvements.
For instance, I have heard it said a hundred times that glass
is an excellent illustration of the way in which so mething becomes
a convenience for everybody.  "Look at glass in win dows," they say;
"that has been turned into a mere necessity; yet th at also was once
a luxury."  And I always feel disposed to answer, " Yes, and it
would be better for people like you if it were stil l a luxury;
if that would induce you to look at it, and not onl y to look through it.
Do you ever consider how magical a thing is that in visible film standing
between you and the birds and the wind?  Do you eve r think of it as water
hung in the air or a flattened diamond too clear to  be even valued?
Do you ever feel a window as a sudden opening in a wall?
And if you do not, what is the good of glass to you ?"
This may be a little exaggerated, in the heat of th e moment, but it
is really true that in these things invention outst rips imagination.
Humanity has not got the good out of its own invent ions;
and by making more and more inventions, it is only leaving its own
power of happiness further and further behind.

I remarked in an earlier part of this particular me ditation
that machinery was not necessarily evil, and that t here were
some who valued it in the right spirit, but that mo st of those
who had to do with it never had a chance of valuing  it at all.
A poet might enjoy a clock as a child enjoys a musi cal-box. But
the actual clerk who looks at the actual clock, to see that he is
just in time to catch the train for the city, is no  more enjoying
machinery than he is enjoying music.  There may be something to be said
for mechanical toys; but modern society is a mechan ism and not a toy.
The child indeed is a good test in these matters; a nd illustrates
both the fact that there is an interest in machiner y and the fact
that machinery itself generally prevents us from be ing interested.
It is almost a proverb that every little boy wants to be an engine-driver.
But machinery has not multiplied the number of engi ne-drivers,
so as to allow all little boys to drive engines.  I t has not given each
little boy a real engine, as his family might give him a toy engine.
The effect of railways on a population cannot be to  produce
a population of engine-drivers. It can only produce  a population
of passengers; and of passengers a little too like packages.
In other words, its only effect on the visionary or  potential



engine-driver is to put him inside the train, where  he cannot
see the engine, instead of outside the train where he can.
And though he grows up to the greatest and most glo rious success
in life, and swindles the widow and orphan till he can travel
in a first-class carriage specially reserved, with a permanent
pass to the International Congress of Cosmopolitan World Peace
for Wire-Pullers, he will never perhaps enjoy a rai lway train again,
he will never even see a railway train again, as he  saw it when
he stood as a ragged urchin and waved wildly from a  grassy bank
at the passage of the Scotch Express.

We may transfer the parable from engine-drivers to engineers.
It may be that the driver of the Scotch Express hur ls himself
forward in a fury of speed because his heart is in the Highlands,
his heart is not here; that he spurns the Border be hind him
with a gesture and hails the Grampians before him w ith a cheer.
And whether or no it is true that the engine-driver 's heart is
in the Highlands, it is sometimes true that the lit tle boy's heart
is in the engine.  But it is by no means true that passengers
as a whole, travelling behind engines as a whole, e njoy the speed
in a positive sense, though they may approve of it in a negative sense.
I mean that they wish to travel swiftly, not becaus e swift
travelling is enjoyable, but because it is not enjo yable.
They want it rushed through; not because being behi nd the railway-engine
is a rapture, but because being in the railway-carr iage is a bore.
In the same way, if we consider the joy of engineer s, we must
remember that there is only one joyful engineer to a thousand bored
victims of engineering.  The discussion that raged between Mr. Penty
and others at one time threatened to resolve itself  into a feud
between engineers and architects.  But when the eng ineer asks us
to forget all the monotony and materialism of a mec hanical age
because his own science has some of the inspiration  of an art,
the architect may well be ready with a reply.  For this is very much
as if architects were never engaged in anything but  the building
of prisons and lunatic asylums.  It is as if they t old us proudly
with what passionate and poetical enthusiasm they h ad themselves
reared towers high enough for the hanging of Haman or dug dungeons
impenetrable enough for the starving of Ugolino.

Now I have already explained that I do not propose anything in what some
call the practical way, but should rather be called  the immediate way,
beyond the better distribution of the ownership of such machines
as are really found to be necessary.  But when we c ome to the larger
question of machinery in a fundamentally different sort of society,
governed by our philosophy and religion, there is a  great deal
more to be said.  The best and shortest way of sayi ng it is that
instead of the machine being a giant to which the m an is a pygmy,
we must at least reverse the proportions until man is a giant
to whom the machine is a toy.  Granted that idea, a nd we have no
reason to deny that it might be a legitimate and en livening toy.
In that sense it would not matter if every child we re an
engine-driver or (better still) every engine-driver  a child.
But those who were always taunting us with unpracti cality will at
least admit that this is not practical.

I have thus tried to put myself fairly in the posit ion of
the enthusiast, as we should always do in judging o f enthusiasms.
And I think it will be agreed that even after the e xperiment a real
difference between the engineering enthusiasm and o lder enthusiasms



remains as a fact of common sense.  Admitting that the man who designs
a steam-engine is as original as the man who design s a statue,
there is an immediate and immense difference in the  effects of
what they design.  The original statue is a joy to the sculptor;
but it is also in some degree (when it is not too o riginal)
a joy to the people who see the statue.  Or at any rate it is meant
to be a joy to other people seeing it, or there wou ld be no point
in letting it be seen.  But though the engine may b e a great joy
to the engineer and of great use to the other peopl e, it is not, and it
is not meant to be, in the same sense a great joy t o the other people.
Nor is this because of a deficiency in education, a s some of
the artists might allege in the case of art.  It is  involved in
the very nature of machinery; which, when once it i s established,
consists of repetitions and not of variations and s urprises.
A man can see something in the limbs of a statue wh ich he never
saw before; they may seem to toss or sweep as they never did before;
but he would not only be astonished but alarmed if the wheels
of the steam-engine began to behave as they never d id before.
We may take it, therefore, as an essential and not an accidental
character of machinery that it is an inspiration fo r the inventor
but merely a monotony for the consumer.

This being so, it seems to me that in an ideal stat e engineering would
be the exception, just as the delight in engines is  the exception.
As it is, engineering and engines are the rule; and  are even a
grinding and oppressive rule.  The lifelessness whi ch the machine
imposes on the masses is an infinitely bigger and m ore obvious
fact than the individual interest of the man who ma kes machines.
Having reached this point in the argument, we may w ell compare
it with what may be called the practical aspect of the problem
of machinery.  Now it seems to me obvious that mach inery,
as it exists to-day, has gone almost as much beyond  its practical
sphere as it has beyond its imaginative sphere.  Th e whole
of industrial society is founded on the notion that  the quickest
and cheapest thing is to carry coals to Newcastle; even if it be
only with the object of afterwards carrying them fr om Newcastle.
It is founded on the idea that rapid and regular tr ansit and transport,
perpetual interchange of goods, and incessant commu nication between
remote places, is of all things the most economical  and direct.
But it is not true that the quickest and cheapest t hing, for a man
who has just pulled an apple from an apple tree, is  to send it in a
consignment of apples on a train that goes like a t hunderbolt to a
market at the other end of England.  The quickest a nd cheapest thing
for a man who has pulled a fruit from a tree is to put it in his mouth.
He is the supreme economist who wastes no money on railway journeys.
He is the absolute type of efficiency who is far to o efficient
to go in for organization.  And though he is, of co urse, an extreme
and ideal case of simplification, the case for simp lification does
stand as solid as an apple tree.  In so far as men can produce
their own goods on the spot, they are saving the co mmunity a vast
expenditure which is often quite out of proportion to the return.
In so far as we can establish a considerable propor tion of simple
and self-supporting people, we are relieving the pr essure
of what is often a wasteful as well as a harassing process.
And taking this as a general outline of the reform,  it does appear
true that a simpler life in large areas of the comm unity might leave
machinery more or less as an exceptional thing; as it may well be
to the exceptional man who really puts his soul int o it.



There are difficulties in this view; but for the mo ment I may
well take as an illustration the parallel of the pa rticular sort
of modern engineering which moderns are very fond o f denouncing.
They often forget that most of their praise of scie ntific instruments
applies most vividly to scientific weapons.  If we are to have so much
pity for the unhappy genius who has just invented a  new galvanometer,
what about the poor genius who has just invented a new gun?  If there
is a real imaginative inspiration in the making of a steam-engine,
is there not imaginative interest in the making of a submarine?
Yet many modern admirers of science would be very a nxious to abolish
these machines altogether; even in the very act of telling us
that we cannot abolish machines at all.  As I belie ve in the right
of national self-defence, I would not abolish them altogether.
But I think they may give us a hint of how exceptio nal things may be
treated exceptionally.  For the moment I will leave  the progressive
to laugh at my absurd notion of a limitation of mac hines, and go
off to a meeting to demand the limitation of armame nts.

= = = = = = = = = = = = = = = =

III THE HOLIDAY OF THE SLAVE

I have sometimes suggested that industrialism of th e American type,
with its machinery and mechanical hustle, will some  day
be preserved on a truly American model; I mean in t he manner
of the Red Indian Reservation.  As we leave a patch  of forest
for savages to hunt and fish in, so a higher civili zation might
leave a patch of factories for those who are still at such a stage
of intellectual infancy as really to want to see th e wheels go round.
And as the Red Indians could still, I suppose, tell  their quaint
old legends of a red god who smoked a pipe or a red  hero who stole
the sun and moon, so the simple folk in the industr ial enclosure
could go on talking of their own Outline of History  and discussing
the evolution of ethics, while all around them a mo re mature
civilization was dealing with real history and seri ous philosophy.
I hesitate to repeat this fancy here; for, after al l, machinery is
their religion, or at any rate superstition, and th ey do not like it
to be treated with levity.  But I do think there is  something to be said
for the notion of which this fancy might stand as a  sort of symbol;
for the idea that a wiser society would eventually treat machines
as it treats weapons, as something special and dang erous and perhaps
more directly under a central control.  But however  this may be,
I do think the wildest fancy of a manufacturer kept  at bay like
a painted barbarian is much more sane than a seriou s scientific
alternative now often put before us.  I mean what i ts friends call
the Leisure State, in which everything is to be don e by machinery.
It is only right to say a word about this suggestio n in comparison
with our own.

In practice we already know what is meant by a holi day in a world
of machinery and mass production.  It means that a man, when he has done
turning a handle, has a choice of certain pleasures  offered to him.
He can, if he likes, read a newspaper and discover with interest
how the Crown Prince of Fontarabia landed from the magnificent
yacht Atlantis amid a cheering crowd; how certain g reat American
millionaires are making great financial consolidati ons; how the
Modern Girl is a delightful creature, in spite of ( or because of)
having shingled hair or short skirts; and how the t rue religion,
for which we all look to the Churches, consists of sympathy and social



progress and marrying, divorcing, or burying everyb ody without
reference to the precise meaning of the ceremony.  On the other hand,
if he prefers some other amusement, he may go to th e Cinema,
where he will see a very vivid and animated scene o f the crowds cheering
the Crown Prince of Fontarabia after the arrival of  the yacht Atlantis;
where he will see an American film featuring the fe atures of
American millionaires, with all those resolute cont ortions of visage
which accompany their making of great financial con solidations;
where there will not be lacking a charming and viva cious heroine,
recognizable as a Modern Girl by her short hair and  short skirts;
and possibly a kind and good clergyman (if any) who  explains in dumb show,
with the aid of a few printed sentences, that true religion is social
sympathy and progress and marrying and burying peop le at random.
But supposing the man's tastes to be detached from the drama
and from the kindred arts, he may prefer the readin g of fiction;
and he will have no difficulty in finding a popular  novel about
the doubts and difficulties of a good and kind cler gyman slowly
discovering that true religion consists of progress  and social sympathy,
with the assistance of a Modern Girl whose shingled  hair and short
skirts proclaim her indifference to all fine distin ctions about
who should be buried and who divorced; nor, probabl y, will the story
fail to contain an American millionaire making vast  financial
consolidations, and certainly a yacht and possibly a Crown Prince.
But there are yet other tastes that are catered for  under the conditions
of modern publicity and pleasure-seeking. There is the great
institution of wireless or broadcasting; and the ho liday-maker,
turning away from fiction, journalism, and film dra ma, may prefer
to "listen-in" to a programme that will contain the  very latest news
of great financial consolidations made by American millionaires;
which will most probably contain little lectures on  how the Modern Girl
can crop her hair or abbreviate her skirts; in whic h he can hear
the very accents of some great popular preacher pro claiming
to the world that revelation of true religion which  consists
of sympathy and social progress rather than of dogm a and creed;
and in which he will certainly hear the very thunde r of cheering
which welcomes His Royal Highness the Crown Prince of Fontarabia
when he lands from the magnificent yacht Atlantis.  There is thus
indeed a very elaborate and well-ordered choice pla ced before him,
in the matter of the means of entertainment.

But even the rich variety of method and approach un folded before us
in this alternative seems to some to cover a certai n secret and subtle
element of monotony.  Even here the pleasure-seeker  may have that weird
psychological sensation of having known the same th ing before.
There seems to be something recurrent about the typ e of topic;
suggestive of something rigid about the type of min d.
Now I think it very doubtful whether it is really a  superior mind.
If the pleasure-seeker himself were really a pleasu re-maker for himself,
if he were forced to amuse himself instead of being  amused,
if he were, in short, obliged to sit down in an old  tavern and talk--
I am really very doubtful about whether he would co nfine
his conversation entirely to the Crown Prince of Fo ntarabia,
the shingling of hair, the greatness of certain ric h Yankees,
and so on; and then begin the same round of subject s all over again.
His interests might be more local, but they would b e more lively;
his experience of men more personal but more mixed;  his likes
and dislikes more capricious but not quite so easil y satisfied.
To take a parallel, modern children are made to pla y public-school
games, and will doubtless soon be made to listen to  the praise



of the millionaires on the wireless and in the news paper.
But children left to themselves almost invariably i nvent games
of their own, dramas of their own, often whole imag inary kingdoms
and commonwealths of their own.  In other words, th ey produce;
until the competition of monopoly kills their produ ction.
The boy playing at robbers is not liberated but stu nted by learning
about American crooks, all of one pattern less pict uresque than his own.
He is psychologically undercut, undersold, dumped u pon, frozen out,
flooded, swamped, and ruined; but not emancipated.

Inventions have destroyed invention.  The big moder n machines
are like big guns dominating and terrorizing a whol e stretch
of country, within the range of which nothing can r aise its head.
There is far more inventiveness to the square yard of
mankind than can ever appear under that monopolist terror.
The minds of men are not so much alike as the motor -cars of men,
or the morning papers of men, or the mechanical man ufacture
of the coats and hats of men.  In other words, we a re not getting
the best out of men.  We are certainly not getting the most
individual or the most interesting qualities out of  men.
And it is doubtful whether we ever shall, until we shut off this
deafening din of megaphones that drowns their voice s, this deathly
glare of limelight which kills the colours of their  complexions,
this plangent yell of platitudes which stuns and st ops their minds.
All this sort of thing is killing thoughts as they grow,
as a great white death-ray might kill plants as the y grow.
When, therefore, people tell me that making a great  part of England
rustic and self-supporting would mean making it rud e and senseless,
I do not agree with them; and I do not think they u nderstand
the alternative or the problem.  Nobody wants all m en to be rustics
even in normal times; it is very tenable that some of the most
intelligent would turn to the towns even in normal times.
But I say the towns themselves are the foes of inte lligence,
in these times; I say the rustics themselves would have more
variety and vivacity than is really encouraged by t hese towns.
I say it is only by shutting off this unnatural noi se and
light that men's minds can begin again to move and to grow.
Just as we spread paving-stones over different soil s without reference
to the different crops that might grow there, so we  spread programmes
of platitudinous plutocracy over souls that God mad e various,
and simpler societies have made free.

If by machinery saving labour, and therefore produc ing leisure,
be meant the machinery that now achieves what is ca lled
mass production, I cannot see any vital value in th e leisure;
because there is in that leisure nothing of liberty .  The man may
only work for an hour with his machine-made tools, but he can only
run away and play for twenty-three hours with machi ne-made toys.
Everything he handles has to come from a huge machi ne that
he cannot handle.  Everything must come from someth ing to which,
in the current capitalist phrase, he can only lend "a hand."
Now as this would apply to intellectual and artisti c toys as well as to
merely material toys, it seems to me that the machi ne would dominate
him for a much longer time than his hand had to tur n the handle.
It is practically admitted that much fewer men are needed to work
the machine.  The answer of the mechanical collecti vists is that though
the machine might give work to the few, it could gi ve food to the many.
But it could only give food to the many by an opera tion that had
to be presided over by the few.  Or even if we supp ose that



some work, subdivided into small sections, were giv en to the many,
that system of rotation would have to be ruled by a  responsible few;
and some fixed authority would be needed to distrib ute the work
as much as to distribute the food.  In other words,  the officials
would very decidedly be permanent officials.  In a sense all the rest
of us might be intermittent or occasional officials .  But the general
character of the system would remain; and whatever else it is like,
nothing can make it like a population pottering abo ut in its own several
fields or practising small creative crafts in its o wn little workshops.
The man who has helped to produce a machine-made ar ticle may
indeed leave off working, in the sense of leaving o ff turning one
particular wheel.  He may have an opportunity to do  as he likes,
in so far as he likes using what the system likes p roducing.
He may have a power of choice--in the sense that he  may choose
between one thing it produces and another thing it produces.
He may choose to pass his leisure hours in sitting in a
machine-made chair or lying on a machine-made bed o r resting
in a machine-made hammock or swinging on a machine- made trapeze.
But he will not be in the same position as a man wh o carves his
own hobby-horse out of his own wood or his own hobb y out of his
own will.  For that introduces another principle or  purpose;
which there is no warrant for supposing will coexis t with
the principle or purpose of using all the wood so a s to save
labour or simplifying all the wills so as to save l eisure.
If our ideal is to produce things as rapidly and ea sily as possible,
we must have a definite number of things that we de sire to produce.
If we desire to produce them as freely and variousl y as possible,
we must not at the same time try to produce them as  quickly
as possible.  I think it most probable that the res ult of saving
labour by machinery would be then what it is now, o nly more so:
the limitation of the type of thing produced; stand ardization.

Now it may be that some of the supporters of the Le isure State
have in mind some system of distributed machinery, which shall
really make each man the master of his machine; and  in that case
I agree that the problem becomes different and that  a great part
of the problem is resolved.  There would still rema in the question
of whether a man with a free soul would want to use  a machine upon
about three-quarters of the things for which machin es are now used.
In other words, there would remain the whole proble m of the craftsman
in the sense of the creator.  But I should agree th at if the small
man found his small mechanical plant helpful to the  preservation
of his small property, its claim would be very cons iderable.
But it is necessary to make it clear, that if the h olidays provided
for the mechanic are provided as mechanically as at  present,
and with the merely mechanical alternative offered at present,
I think that even the slavery of his labour would b e light compared
to the grinding slavery of his leisure.

= = = = = = = = = = = = = = = =

IV THE FREE MAN AND THE FORD CAR

I am not a fanatic; and I think that machines may b e of considerable
use in destroying machinery.  I should generously a ccord them a
considerable value in the work of exterminating all  that they represent.
But to put the truth in those terms is to talk in t erms of
the remote conclusion of our slow and reasonable re volution.
In the immediate situation the same truth may be st ated in a more



moderate way.  Towards all typical things of our ti me we should have
a rational charity.  Machinery is not wrong; it is only absurd.
Perhaps we should say it is merely childish, and ca n even be taken
in the right spirit by a child.  If, therefore, we find that
some machine enables us to escape from an inferno o f machinery,
we cannot be committing a sin though we may be cutt ing a silly figure,
like a dragoon rejoining his regiment on an old bic ycle.
What is essential is to realize that there is somet hing ridiculous
about the present position, something wilder than a ny Utopia.
For instance, I shall have occasion here to note th e proposal
of centralized electricity, and we could justify th e use of it
so long as we see the joke of it.  But, in fact, we  do not
even see the joke of the waterworks and the water c ompany.
It is almost too broadly comic that an essential of  life
like water should be pumped to us from nobody knows  where,
by nobody knows whom, sometimes nearly a hundred mi les away.
It is every bit as funny as if air were pumped to u s from miles away,
and we all walked about like divers at the bottom o f the sea.
The only reasonable person is the peasant who owns his own well.
But we have a long way to go before we begin to thi nk
about being reasonable.

There are at present some examples of centralizatio n of which the effects
may work for decentralization.  An obvious case is that recently
discussed in connection with a common plant of elec tricity.
I think it is broadly true that if electricity coul d be cheapened,
the chances of a very large number of small indepen dent shops,
especially workshops, would be greatly improved.  A t the same time,
there is no doubt at all that such dependence for e ssential power
on a central plant is a real dependence, and is the refore a defect
in any complete scheme of independence.  On this po int I imagine that
many Distributists might differ considerably; but, speaking for myself,
I am inclined to follow the more moderate and provi sional
policy that I have suggested more than once in this  place.
I think the first necessity is to make sure of any small properties
obtaining any success in any decisive or determinin g degree.
Above all, I think it is vital to create the experi ence of
small property, the psychology of small property, t he sort of man
who is a small proprietor.  When once men of that s ort exist,
they will decide, in a manner very different from a ny modern mob,
how far the central power-house is to dominate thei r own private house,
or whether it need dominate at all.  They will perh aps discover
the way of breaking up and individualizing that pow er.
They will sacrifice, if there is any need to sacrif ice,
even the help of science to the hunger for possessi on.
So that I am disposed at the moment to accept any h elp that science
and machinery can give in creating small property, without in the least
bowing down to such superstitions where they only d estroy it.
But we must keep in mind the peasant ideal as the m otive and the goal;
and most of those who offer us mechanical help seem  to be blankly
ignorant of what we regard it as helping.  A well-k nown name will
illustrate both the thing being done and the man be ing ignorant
of what he is doing.

The other day I found myself in a Ford car, like th at in which I
remember riding over Palestine, and in which, (I su ppose)
Mr. Ford would enjoy riding over Palestinians.  Any how, it reminded
me of Mr. Ford, and that reminded me of Mr. Penty a nd his views
upon equality and mechanical civilization.  The For d car (if I



may venture on one of those new ideas urged upon us  in newspapers)
is a typical product of the age.  The best thing ab out it is the thing
for which it is despised; that it is small.  The wo rst thing about
it is the thing for which it is praised; that it is  standardized.
Its smallness is, of course, the subject of endless  American jokes,
about a man catching a Ford like a fly or possibly a flea.
But nobody seems to notice how this popularization of motoring
(however wrong in motive or in method) really is a complete contradiction
to the fatalistic talk about inevitable combination  and concentration.
The railway is fading before our eyes--birds nestin g, as it were,
in the railway signals, and wolves howling, so to s peak,
in the waiting-room. And the railway really was a c ommunal and
concentrated mode of travel like that in a Utopia o f the Socialists.
The free and solitary traveller is returning before  our very eyes;
not always (it is true) equipped with scrip or scal lop, but having
recovered to some extent the freedom of the King's highway
in the manner of Merry England.  Nor is this the on ly ancient
thing such travel has revived.  While Mugby Junctio n neglected
its refreshment-rooms, Hugby-in-the-Hole has revive d its inns.
To that limited extent the Ford motor is already a reversion
to the free man.  If he has not three acres and a c ow, he has
the very inadequate substitute of three hundred mil es and a car.
I do not mean that this development satisfies my th eories.
But I do say that it destroys other people's theori es;
all the theories about the collective thing as a th ing of
the future and the individual thing as a thing of t he past.
Even in their own special and stinking way of scien ce and machinery,
the facts are very largely going against their theo ries.

Yet I have never seen Mr. Ford and his little car r eally and
intelligently praised for this.  I have often, of c ourse, seen him
praised for all the conveniences of what is called standardization.
The argument seems to be more or less to this effec t.  When your car
breaks down with a loud crash in the middle of Sali sbury Plain,
though it is not very likely that any fragments of other ruined
motor cars will be lying about amid the ruins of St onehenge, yet if
they are, it is a great advantage to think that the y will probably
be of the same pattern, and you can take them to me nd your own car.
The same principle applies to persons motoring in T ibet, and exulting
in the reflection that if another motorist from the  United States
did happen to come along, it would be possible to e xchange wheels
or footbrakes in token of amity.  I may not have go t the details
of the argument quite correct; but the general poin t of it is that
if anything goes wrong with parts of a machine, the y can be replaced
with identical machinery.  And anyhow the argument could be carried
much further; and used to explain a great many othe r things.
I am not sure that it is not the clue to many myste ries of the age.
I begin to understand, for instance, why magazine s tories are all
exactly alike; it is ordered so that when you have left one magazine
in a railway carriage in the middle of a story call ed "Pansy Eyes,"
you may go on with exactly the same story in anothe r magazine
under the title of "Dandelion Locks."  It explains why all leading
articles on The Future of the Churches are exactly the same;
so that we may begin reading the article in the Dai ly Chronicle
and finish it in the Daily Express.  It explains wh y all the public
utterances urging us to prefer new things to old ne ver by any chance
say anything new; they mean that we should go to a new paper-stall
and read it in a new newspaper.  This is why all Am erican caricatures
repeat themselves like a mathematical pattern; it m eans that when



we have torn off a part of the picture to wrap up s andwiches,
we can tear off a bit of another picture and it wil l always fit in.
And this is also why American millionaires all look  exactly alike;
so that when the bright, resolute expression of one  of them has led
us to do serious damage to his face with a heavy bl ow of the fist,
it is always possible to mend it with noses and jaw -bones taken
from other millionaires, who are exactly similarly constituted.

Such are the advantages of standardization; but, as  may be suspected,
I think the advantages are exaggerated; and I agree  with Mr. Penty in
doubting whether all this repetition really corresp onds to human nature.
But a very interesting question was raised by Mr. F ord's remarks
on the difference between men and men; and his sugg estion that
most men preferred mechanical action or were only f itted for it.
About all those arguments affecting human equality,  I myself always
have one feeling, which finds expression in a littl e test of my own.
I shall begin to take seriously those classificatio ns of superiority
and inferiority, when I find a man classifying hims elf as inferior.
It will be noted that Mr. Ford does not say that he  is only fitted
to mind machines; he confesses frankly that he is t oo fine and free
and fastidious a being for such tasks.  I shall bel ieve the doctrine
when I hear somebody say:  "I have only got the wit s to turn a wheel."
That would be real, that would be realistic, that w ould be scientific.
That would be independent testimony that could not easily be disputed.
It is exactly the same, of course, with all the oth er
superiorities and denials of human equality that ar e so specially
characteristic of a scientific age.  It is so with the men who talk
about superior and inferior races; I never heard a man say:
"Anthropology shows that I belong to an inferior ra ce."
If he did, he might be talking like an anthropologi st; as it is,
he is talking like a man, and not unfrequently like  a fool.
I have long hoped that I might some day hear a man explaining
on scientific principles his own unfitness for any important
post or privilege, say:  "The world should belong t o the free
and fighting races, and not to persons of that serv ile disposition
that you will notice in myself; the intelligent wil l know how to
form opinions, but the weakness of intellect from w hich I so obviously
suffer renders my opinions manifestly absurd on the  face of them:
there are indeed stately and godlike races--but loo k at me!
Observe my shapeless and fourth-rate features!  Gaz e, if you can
bear it, on my commonplace and repulsive face!"  If  I heard a man
making a scientific demonstration in that style, I might admit
that he was really scientific.  But as it invariabl y happens,
by a curious coincidence, that the superior race is  his own race,
the superior type is his own type, and the superior  preference
for work the sort of work he happens to prefer--I h ave come
to the conclusion that there is a simpler explanati on.

Now Mr. Ford is a good man, so far as it is consist ent with being
a good millionaire.  But he himself will very well illustrate
where the fallacy of his argument lies.  It is prob ably quite
true that, in the making of motors, there are a hun dred men
who can work a motor and only one man who can desig n a motor.
But of the hundred men who could work a motor, it i s very probable
that one could design a garden, another design a ch arade,
another design a practical joke or a derisive pictu re of Mr. Ford.
I do not mean, of course, in anything I say here, t o deny
differences of intelligence, or to suggest that equ ality
(a thing wholly religious) depends on any such impo ssible denial.



But I do mean that men are nearer to a level than a nybody will discover
by setting them all to make one particular kind of run-about clock.
Now Mr. Ford himself is a man of defiant limitation s.
He is so indifferent to history, for example, that he calmly admitted
in the witness-box that he had never heard of Bened ict Arnold.
An American who has never heard of Benedict Arnold is like a
Christian who has never heard of Judas Iscariot.  H e is rare.
I believe that Mr. Ford indicated in a general way that
he thought Benedict Arnold was the same as Arnold B ennett.
Not only is this not the case, but it is an error t o suppose that there
is no importance in such an error.  If he were to f ind himself,
in the heat of some controversy, accusing Mr. Arnol d Bennett
of having betrayed the American President and ravag ed the South
with an Anti-American army, Mr. Bennett might bring  an action.
If Mr. Ford were to suppose that the lady who recen tly wrote revelations
in the Daily Express was old enough to be the widow  of Benedict Arnold,
the lady might bring an action.  Now it is not impo ssible that among
the workmen whom Mr. Ford perceives (probably quite  truly) to be only
suited to the mechanical part of the construction o f mechanical things,
there might be a man who was fond of reading all th e history
he could lay his hands on; and who had advanced ste p by step,
by painful efforts of self-education, until the dif ference between
Benedict Arnold and Arnold Bennett was quite clear in his mind.
If his employer did not care about the difference, of course,
he would not consult him about the difference, and the man would
remain to all appearance a mere cog in the machine;  there would
be no reason for finding out that he was a rather c ogitating cog.
Anybody who knows anything of modern business knows  that there
are any number of such men who remain in subordinat e and obscure
positions because their private tastes and talents have no
relation to the very stupid business in which they are engaged.
If Mr. Ford extends his business over the Solar Sys tem, and gives cars
to the Martians and the Man in the Moon, he will no t be an inch nearer
to the mind of the man who is working his machine f or him, and thinking
about something more sensible.  Now all human thing s are imperfect;
but the condition in which such hobbies and seconda ry talents do
to some extent come out is the condition of small i ndependence.
The peasant almost always runs two or three sidesho ws and lives
on a variety of crafts and expedients.  The village  shopkeeper
will shave travellers and stuff weasels and grow ca bbages and do
half a dozen such things, keeping a sort of balance  in his life
like the balance of sanity in the soul.  The method  is not perfect;
but it is more intelligent than turning him into a machine in order
to find out whether he has a soul above machinery.

Upon this point of immediate compromise with machin ery, therefore, I am
inclined to conclude that it is quite right to use the existing machines
in so far as they do create a psychology that can d espise machines;
but not if they create a psychology that respects t hem.
The Ford car is an excellent illustration of the qu estion;
even better than the other illustration I have give n of an electrical
supply for small workshops.  If possessing a Ford c ar means
rejoicing in a Ford car, it is melancholy enough; i t does not bring
us much farther than Tooting or rejoicing in a Toot ing tramcar.
But if possessing a Ford car means rejoicing in a f ield of corn
or clover, in a fresh landscape and a free atmosphe re, it may be
the beginning of many things--and even the end of m any things.
It may be, for instance, the end of the car and the  beginning
of the cottage.  Thus we might almost say that the final triumph



of Mr. Ford is not when the man gets into the car, but when he
enthusiastically falls out of the car.  It is when he finds somewhere,
in remote and rural corners that he could not norma lly have reached,
that perfect poise and combination of hedge and tre e and meadow
in the presence of which any modern machine seems s uddenly
to look an absurdity; yes, even an antiquated absur dity.
Probably that happy man, having found the place of his true home,
will proceed joyfully to break up the car with a la rge hammer,
putting its iron fragments for the first time to so me real use,
as kitchen utensils or garden tools.  That is using  a scientific
instrument in the proper way; for it is using it as  an instrument.
The man has used modern machinery to escape from mo dern society;
and the reason and rectitude of such a course comme nds itself instantly
to the mind.  It is not so with the weaker brethren  who are not
content to trust Mr. Ford's car, but also trust Mr.  Ford's creed.
If accepting the car means accepting the philosophy  I have
just criticized, the notion that some men are born to make cars,
or rather small bits of cars, then it will be far m ore worthy of a
philosopher to say frankly that men never needed to  have cars at all.
It is only because the man had been sent into exile  in a
railway-train that he has to be brought back home i n a motor-car.
It is only because all machinery has been used to p ut things wrong
that some machinery may now rightly be used to put things right.
But I conclude upon the whole that it may so be use d; and my reason
is that which I considered on a previous page under  the heading
of "The Chance of Recovery."  I pointed out that ou r ideal is
so sane and simple, so much in accord with the anci ent and general
instincts of men, that when once it is given a chan ce anywhere it
will improve that chance by its own inner vitality because there
is some reaction towards health whenever disease is  removed.
The man who has used his car to find his farm will be more
interested in the farm than in the car; certainly m ore interested
than in the shop where he once bought the car.  Nor  will Mr. Ford
always woo him back to that shop, even by telling h im tenderly
that he is not fitted to be a lord of land, a rider  of horses,
or a ruler of cattle; since his deficient intellect  and degraded
anthropological type fit him only for mean and mech anical operations.
If anyone will try saying this (tenderly, of course ) to any
considerable number of large farmers, who have live d for some time
on their own farms with their own families, he will  discover
the defects of the approach.
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I THE NEED OF A NEW SPIRIT

Before closing these notes, with some words on the colonial aspect of
democratic distribution, it will be well to make so me acknowledgment of
the recent suggestion of so distinguished a man as Mr. John Galsworthy.
Mr. Galsworthy is a man for whom I have the very wa rmest regard;
for a human being who really tries to be fair is so mething very
like a monster and miracle in the long history of t his merry race




