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But if Mr Balfour would have welcomed defeat over the Education
Bill, he has been disappointed. How could he or anyone else have known
that the country would stand so much reaction ! His Government has done
its best to drive people and Parliament into revolt—by doles to priests and
landlords ; by taxes on sugar, coal, and corn ; by subsidies to West Indian
planters ; by the Sugar Convention, which will mulet the public in ten
millions a-year that the planters may have a quarter of a million, to the
hurt of the great industry that has grown up in Britain as a result of cheap
sugar. These are small things, it may be said. Yes; but they are
reactionary small things. Tt is surely the most irritating waste of time, and
worse, that the legislators of a nation, instead of going forward to the
establishment of institutions that will endure, should hark back at every
turn to destroy the good work of those who went before and establish that
which must in the near future be overturned. To persistently and mis-
chievously do that which it ought not to do, and to resolutely leave undone
that which ought to be done and which it promised to do—what in a
Government can be more wickedly wasteful and irritating ?

The economic development is hindered, and the conditions that
produce Trusts and pave the way for the Co-operative Commonwealth
are being avoided, by the constant drain of emigration to which our
small towns are subject. The small business run by a hard-working
tradesman hardly represents Capitalism as we understand it; and
without large aggregations of population businesses must remain small,
The small employer in most cases works as hard, displays more ability,
and has much more anxiety about his work than has the workman
—small blame to the latter. At the same time his income is not very much
higher, and he has to keep up more “style.” The paramount duty of the
workman at present is to stay at home and help the development industri-
ally, politically, and socially. But will he do it ¢ Not he. He will leave
his children, the lass whom he has made his wife, and the scenes which
form his home, for 10s more a-week, making his home in city, foreign, and
colonial hell-holes, leaving sentimental fellows to make a book, speak a
word, or deal a blow for poor old Scotland’s sake. The hog that he is, he
is not worth working for if one could get better conditions for oneself.

But by the nature of the case the Co-operative Commonwealth is a
one-and-all business. The true Socialist can have no pleasure save in the
legitimate pleasure of all his fellows. A chivvied woman or a starved
child gets on his spirits, and he cannot be happy unless he feels that all the
others are happy too, and not only happy, but happy in the right way.
And therein lies the punishment of being a Socialist. It is not enough to
see people happy. A pig is happy in its stye, and the British workman is
happy as a full-fed pig when he hears that a brave foe has been beaten in a
righteous cause or that his favourite football club has won a match. The
Socialist looks to the kind of the happiness as well as to the degree of it.



