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I was wandering without purpose when I found myself in front of a second-hand-book-store. I was in love
with graphic novels then, having discovered Moore recently, but my browsing through the shop resulted in
this book. I made a mental note to come back to the shop again when I needed books but, as happens with
most notes, it got lost and I never went ba It was back in the days, when I had a compulsion for buying books,
that I found myself in the back alleys of the famous M. I made a mental note to come back to the shop again
when I needed books but, as happens with most notes, it got lost and I never went back to that shop. However,
the book persisted in my collection; hopping shelves in Bangalore and Delhi before I picked it up recently,
almost two years since I had picked it up from the small store in Bangalore. I was introduced to G. Shaw in
Roorkee through "Candida", one of the plays that was a part of an elective course. I liked his writing then and
I had remembered this book being mentioned by a then close friend over our endless telephonic discussions.
The novel proved to be quite amusing. The story was interlaced with dollops of humour, so subtle that I still
wonder about what it was that the author tried to mock! I initially thought he was mocking socialism, but later
it seemed his views on socialism were in the earnest. Maybe the Victorian society as such. Or maybe there was
no mockery at all, the humour being a result of the ridiculous nature of the conflicting demands of society
from individuals. The story revolves around a certain Sidney Trefusis who is introduced as an eccentric
character. Having found his marriage unbearable, he flees his wife and hides from her. He takes up the life of a
common wage worker and is introduced to the young ladies in Alton College, in whose vicinity he has chosen
to hide. His social conduct is appalling and he tries his best to cause outrage in social settings and gatherings.
His grooming, which he tries to shun so, comes back in his dealings with the ladies of the society, who he
never fails to charm. Jane, Getrude and Agatha. There are flirtations and outrages and absurd social meetings.
With Sidney nothing is ever quite simple! The novel lived up to any expectation that I might have had from it.
It was fast paced and thoroughly entertaining. I specially liked the subtle humour and the complete
unassuming way that Shaw had weaved it with his story.
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Support epubBooks by making a small PayPal donation purchase. Description Sidney Trefusis is a
proselytizing socialist. Armed with irony and paradox, he is determined to overthrow a society riddled with
class and sexual exploitation. With the character of his clown-prophet Trefusis, George Bernard Shaw
presented for the first time his view of what the relationship between the sexes should be. Community
Reviews Sign up or Log in to rate this book and submit a review. There are currently no other reviews for this
book. Excerpt In the dusk of an October evening, a sensible looking woman of forty came out through an
oaken door to a broad landing on the first floor of an old English country-house. A braid of her hair had fallen
forward as if she had been stooping over book or pen; and she stood for a moment to smooth it, and to gaze
contemplativelyâ€”not in the least sentimentallyâ€”through the tall, narrow window. The sun was setting, but
its glories were at the other side of the house; for this window looked eastward, where the landscape of
sheepwalks and pasture land was sobering at the approach of darkness. The lady, like one to whom silence and
quiet were luxuries, lingered on the landing for some time. Then she turned towards another door, on which
was inscribed, in white letters, Class Room No. Arrested by a whispering above, she paused in the doorway,
and looked up the stairs along a broad smooth handrail that swept round in an unbroken curve at each landing,
forming an inclined plane from the top to the bottom of the house. She was followed by a stately girl in green,
intently holding her breath as she flew; and also by a large young woman in black, with her lower lip grasped
between her teeth, and her fine brown eyes protruding with excitement. Her passage created a miniature
tempest which disarranged anew the hair of the lady on the landing, who waited in breathless alarm until two
light shocks and a thump announced that the aerial voyagers had landed safely in the hall. And you, too, Miss
Carpenter: I wonder at you not to have more sense at your age and with your size! You shake the whole house.
Silence and utter confusion ensued. Then came a reply, in a tone of honeyed sweetness, from Miss Wylie:
Come up here, if you please, all three. At last they went up slowly, in the order, though not at all in the
manner, of their flying descent; followed Miss Wilson into the class-room; and stood in a row before her,
illumined through three western windows with a glow of ruddy orange light. Miss Carpenter, the largest of the
three, was red and confused. Her arms hung by her sides, her fingers twisting the folds of her dress. Miss
Gertrude Lindsay, in pale sea-green, had a small head, delicate complexion, and pearly teeth. She stood erect,
with an expression of cold distaste for reproof of any sort. The holland dress of the third offender had changed
from yellow to white as she passed from the gray eastern twilight on the staircase into the warm western glow
in the room. Her face had a bright olive tone, and seemed to have a golden mica in its composition. Her eyes
and hair were hazel-nut color; and her teeth, the upper row of which she displayed freely, were like fine
Portland stone, and sloped outward enough to have spoilt her mouth, had they not been supported by a rich
under lip, and a finely curved, impudent chin. Her half cajoling, half mocking air, and her ready smile, were
difficult to confront with severity; and Miss Wilson knew it; for she would not look at her even when attracted
by a convulsive start and an angry side glance from Miss Lindsay, who had just been indented between the
ribs by a finger tip. She sent up a strange little scream, which exploded in a cascade of laughter. Miss Wilson
turned hastily to the eldest of the three, and continued:
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Its basis is the tyranny of brain force, which, among civilized men, is allowed to do what muscular force does
among schoolboys and savages. The schoolboy proposition is: Now, no men are greater sticklers for the
arbitrary dominion of genius and talent than your artists. The great painter is not satisfied with being sought
after and admired because his hands can do more than ordinary hands, which they truly can, but he wants to be
fed as if his stomach needed more food than ordinary stomachs, which it does not. But the rascal of a painter,
poet, novelist, or other voluptuary in labor, is not content with his advantage in popular esteem over the
ploughman; he also wants an advantage in money, as if there were more hours in a day spent in the studio or
library than in the field; or as if he needed more food to enable him to do his work than the ploughman to
enable him to do his. He talks of the higher quality of his work, as if the higher quality of it were of his own
making--as if it gave him a right to work less for his neighbor than his neighbor works for him--as if the
ploughman could not do better without him than he without the ploughman--as if the value of the most
celebrated pictures has not been questioned more than that of any straight furrow in the arable world--as if it
did not take an apprentices. Artists are the high priests of the modern Moloch. Nine out of ten of them are
diseased creatures, just sane enough to trade on their own neuroses. There was a girl at the Slade school who
supported her mother and two sisters by her drawing. Besides, what can you do? People were made so.
Meanwhile I have absolutely no means of escape from my position except by giving away my slaves to
fellows who will use them no better than I, and becoming a slave myself; which, if you please, you shall not
catch me doing in a hurry. No, my beloved, I must keep my foot on their necks for your sake as well as for my
own. But you do not care about all this prosy stuff. I am consumed with remorse for having bored my darling.
You want to know why I am living here like a hermit in a vulgar two-roomed hovel instead of tasting the
delights of London society with my beautiful and devoted young wife. To bring that about, their fellow slaves
all over the world must unite in a vast international a. We must educate them out of that, and, meanwhile, push
forward the international a. I am at present occupied in propagating its principles. Capitalism, organized for
repressive purposes under pretext of governing the nation, would very soon stop the a. Whether I am really
advancing the cause is more than I can say. I use heaps of postage stamps, pay the expenses of many
indifferent lecturers, defray the cost of printing reams of pamphlets and hand-bills which hail the laborer
flatteringly as the salt of the earth, write and edit a little socialist journal, and do what lies in my power
generally. I had rather spend my ill-gotten wealth in this way than upon an expensive house and a retinue of
servants. And I prefer my corduroys and my two-roomed chalet here to our pretty little house, and your pretty
little ways, and my pretty little neglect of the work that my heart is set upon. Some day, perhaps, I will take a
holiday; and then we shall have a new honeymoon. Suddenly she exclaimed with enthusiasm: I will share your
work, whatever it may be. I will dress as a dairymaid, and have a little pail to carry milk in. The world is
nothing to me except when you are with me; and I should love to live here and sketch from nature. She,
resolved not to be cast off, seized him and clung to him. Trefusis was glad of the interruption; and, when he
gave the boy twopence and bade him begone, half hoped that he would insist on remaining. In the meantime,
Henrietta urgently returned to her proposition. Our life would be a long idyll. And the truth is, that the first
condition of work with me is your absence. When you are with me, I can do nothing but make love to you.
When I escape from you for a moment, it is only to groan remorsefully over the hours you have tempted me to
waste and the energy you have futilized. But that is neither your fault nor mine. We have found that we love
each other too much--that our intercourse hinders our usefulness--and so we must part. Not for ever, my dear;
only until you have cares and business of your own to fill up your life and prevent you from wasting mine. I
merely stand out of the rush, not liking its destination. Here comes a barge, the commander of which is
devoted to me because he believes that I am organizing a revolution for the abolition of lock dues and tolls.
We will go aboard and float down to Lyvern, whence you can return to London. You had better telegraph from
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the junction to the college; there must be a hue and cry out after us by this time. You shall have my address,
and we can write to one another or see one another whenever we please. Or you can divorce me for deserting
you. Stop crying, Hetty, for G. You lacerate my very soul. I find that socialism is often misunderstood by its
least intelligent supporters and opponents to mean simply unrestrained indulgence of our natural propensity to
heave bricks at respectable persons. Now I am going to carry you along this plank. If you keep quiet, we may
reach the barge. If not, we shall reach the bottom of the ca. Then he took Henrietta forward, and stood
watching the water as they were borne along noiselessly between the hilly pastures of the country. I have my
own troubles to think of. HER husband lives with her. After a pause he began to speak poetically of the
scenery and to offer her loverlike speeches and compliments. But she felt that he intended to get rid of her, and
he knew that it was useless to try to hide that design from her. She turned away and sat down on a pile of
bricks, only writhing angrily when he pressed her for a word. As they neared the end of her voyage, and her
intense protest against desertion remained, as she thought, only half expressed, her sense of injury grew almost
unbearable. They landed on a wharf, and went through an unswept, deeply-rutted lane up to the main street of
Lyvern. Here he became Smilash again, walking deferentially a little before her, as if she had hired him to
point out the way. She then saw that her last opportunity of appealing to him had gone by, and she nearly burst
into tears at the thought. It occurred to her that she might prevail upon him by making a scene in public. But
the street was a busy one, and she was a little afraid of him. Neither consideration would have checked her in
one of her ungovernable moods, but now she was in an abject one. Her moods seemed to come only when they
were harmful to her. She suffered herself to be put into the railway omnibus, which was on the point of
starting from the innyard when they arrived there, and though he touched his hat, asked whether she had any
message to give him, and in a tender whisper wished her a safe journey, she would not look at or speak to him.
So they parted, and he returned alone to the chalet, where he was received by the two policemen who
subsequently brought him to the college. The studious young ladies at Alton College, elbows on desk and
hands over ears, shuddered chillily in fur tippets whilst they loaded their memories with the statements of
writers on moral science, or, like men who swim upon corks, reasoned out mathematical problems upon
postulates. Whence it sometimes happened that the more reasonable a student was in mathematics, the more
unreasonable she was in the affairs of real life, concerning which few trustworthy postulates have yet been
ascertained. Agatha, not studious, and apt to s. Agatha broke it because she was fond of making toffee, of
eating it, of a good fire, of doing any forbidden thing, and of the admiration with which the servants listened to
her ventriloquial and musical feats. Gertrude accompanied her because she too liked toffee, and because she
plumed herself on her condescension to her inferiors. Jane went because her two friends went, and the spirit of
adventure, the force of example, and the love of toffee often brought more volunteers to these expeditions than
Agatha thought it safe to enlist. One evening Miss Wilson, going downstairs alone to her private wine cellar,
was arrested near the kitchen by sounds of revelry, and, stopping to listen, overheard the castanet dance which
reminded her of the emphasis with which Agatha had snapped her fingers at Mrs. She waited until the cold
and her fear of being discovered spying forced her to creep upstairs, ashamed of having enjoyed a silly
entertainment, and of conniving at a breach of the rules rather than face a fresh quarrel with Agatha. There was
one particular in which matters between Agatha and the college discipline did not go on exactly as before.
Although she had formerly supplied a disproportionately large number of the confessions in the fault book, the
entry which had nearly led to her expulsion was the last she ever made in it. Not that her conduct was better--it
was rather the reverse. Miss Wilson never mentioned the matter, the fault book being sacred from all allusion
on her part. But she saw that though Agatha would not confess her own sins, she still a. The witticisms with
which Jane unsuspectingly enlivened the pages of the Recording Angel were conclusive on this point. Smilash
had now adopted a profession. Smilash had immediately promised to dilapidate it to its former state at the end
of the year. He had put up a board at the gate with an inscription copied from some printed cards which he
presented to persons who happened to converse with him. Domestic engineering in all its Branches. Families
waited upon at table or otherwise. No Reasonable offer refused. The business thus announced, comprehensive
as it was, did not flourish. When asked by the curious for testimony to his competence and respectability, he
recklessly referred them to Fairholme, to Josephs, and in particular to Miss Wilson, who, he said, had known
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him from his earliest childhood. Fairholme, glad of an opportunity to show that he was no mealy mouthed
parson, declared, when applied to, that Smilash was the greatest rogue in the country. Josephs, partly from
benevolence, and partly from a vague fear that Smilash might at any moment take an action against him for
defamation of character, said he had no doubt that he was a very cheap workman, and that it would be a
charity to give him some little job to encourage him. Hereupon the radicals of Lyvern, a small and
disreputable party, began to a. But as none of this faction needed the services of a domestic engineer, he was
none the richer for their support, and the only patron he obtained was a housemaid who was leaving her
situation at a country house in the vicinity, and wanted her box repaired, the lid having fallen off. Smilash
demanded half-a-crown for the job, but on her demurring, immediately apologized and came down to a s. For
this sum he repainted the box, traced her initials on it, and affixed new hinges, a Bramah lock, and bra. It got
about that he had made a poor job of the box; and as he, when taxed with this, emphatically confirmed it, he
got no other commission; and his signboard served thenceforth only for the amus. One night a great storm
blew over Lyvern, and those young ladies at Alton College who were afraid of lightning, said their prayers
with some earnestness. Agatha, as serious and friendly with a single companion as she was mischievous and
satirical before a larger audience, enjoyed the scene quietly. The lightning did not terrify her, for she knew
little of the value of life, and fancied much concerning the heroism of being indifferent to it.
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Gertrude went to the other side of the table in pursuit of a ball. She now guessed what was coming, and was
willing that it should come; not because she intended to accept, but because, like other young ladies
experienced in such scenes, she counted the proposals of marriage she received as a Red Indian counts the
scalps he takes. The happiness of my visit has been due to you entirely. I am very awkward. Perhaps I had
better say no more, Gertrude, by turning away to put up her cue, signified that that was a point for him to
consider; she not intending to trouble herself about it. When she faced him again, he was motionless and
dejected, with a wistful expression like that of a dog that has proffered a caress and received a kick. Remorse,
and a vague sense that there was something base in her attitude towards him, overcame her. She looked at him
for an instant and left the room. The look excited him. He did not understand it, nor attempt to understand it;
but it was a look that he had never before seen in her face or in that of any other woman. He hastened from the
house, walked swiftly down the avenue to the lodge, where he kept his bicycle, left word there that he was
going for an excursion and should probably not return in time for dinner, mounted, and sped away recklessly
along the Riverside Road. Warned by this that his headlong pace was dangerous, he slackened it a little, and
presently saw Trefusis lying prone on the river bank, with his cheeks propped on his elbows, reading intently.
Erskine, who had presented him, a few days before, with a copy of "The Patriot Martyrs and other Poems,"
tried to catch a glimpse of the book over which Trefusis was so serious. It was a Blue Book, full of figures.
The highway now swerved inland from the river, and rose to a steep acclivity, at the brow of which he turned
and looked back. The light was growing ruddy, and the shadows were lengthening. Trefusis was still prostrate
in the meadow, and the old woman was in a field, gathering hemlock. Erskine raced down the hill at full
speed, and did not look behind him again until he found himself at nightfall on the skirts of a town, where he
purchased some beer and a sandwich, which he ate with little appetite. Gertrude had set up a disturbance
within him which made him impatient of eating. It was now dark. He was many miles from Brandon Beeches,
and not sure of the way back. Suddenly he resolved to complete his unfinished declaration that evening. He
now could not ride back fast enough to satisfy his impatience. He tried a short cut, lost himself, spent nearly
an hour seeking the highroad, and at last came upon a railway station just in time to catch a train that brought
him within a mile of his destination. When he rose from the cushions of the railway carriage he found himself
somewhat fatigued, and he mounted the bicycle stiffly. But his resolution was as ardent as ever, and his heart
beat strongly as, after leaving his bicycle at the lodge, he walked up the avenue through the deep gloom
beneath the beeches. Near the house, the first notes of "Grudel perche finora" reached him, and he stepped
softly on to the turf lest his footsteps on the gravel should rouse the dogs and make them mar the harmony by
barking. A rustle made him stop and listen. There are a thousand Miss Lindsays in the world, formal and false.
There is but one Gertrude. Trefusis, and you can call me what you please. But he hesitated, and the
opportunity passed. Go to Sir Charles and tell him what I have said to Miss Lindsay, and within ten minutes I
shall have passed these gates with a warning never to approach them again. Happily, Gertrude, though she
sees as yet but darkly, feels that Miss Lindsay is her bitterest foe. I am not two persons; I am only one. What
does it matter to me if your contempt for me is as illimitable as the stars? Whenever you hear a man talking
about the stars you may conclude that he is either an astronomer or a fool. But you and a fine starry night
would make a fool of any man. I try to, but I cannot; or, if I guess, I cannot tell whether you are in earnest or
not. Abandon at once and for ever all misgivings that I am trifling with you, or passing an idle hour as men do
when they find themselves in the company of beautiful women. I mean what I say literally, and in the deepest
sense. You doubt me; we have brought society to such a state that we all suspect one another. But whatever is
true will command belief sooner or later from those who have wit enough to comprehend truth. Now let me
recall Miss Lindsay to consciousness by remarking that we have been out for ten minutes, and that our hostess
is not the woman to allow our absence to pass without comment. Thank you for reminding me. Trefusis, a man
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whom he had seen that day in a beautiful landscape, blind to everything except a row of figures in a Blue
Book, was his successful rival, although it was plain from the very sound of his voice that he did not--could
not--love Gertrude. Only a poet could do that. Trefusis was no poet, but a sordid brute unlikely to inspire
interest in anything more human than a public meeting, much less in a woman, much less again in a woman so
ethereal as Gertrude. She was proud too, yet she had allowed the fellow to insult her--had forgiven him for the
sake of a few broad compliments. Erskine grew angry and cynical. The situation did not suit his poetry.
Instead of being stricken to the heart with a solemn sorrow, as a Patriot Martyr would have been under similar
circumstances, he felt slighted and ridiculous. He stood under the trees until Trefusis reappeared on his way
home, making, Erskine thought, as much noise with his heels on the gravel as a regiment of delicately bred
men would have done. He stopped for a moment to make inquiry at the lodge as he went out; then his
footsteps died away in the distance. Erskine, chilled, stiff, and with a sensation of a bad cold coming on, went
into the house, and was relieved to find that Gertrude had retired, and that Lady Brandon, though she had been
sure that he had ridden into the river in the dark, had nevertheless provided a warm supper for him. Sir
Charles, to whom he told what he had overheard in the avenue, professed sympathy, but was evidently pleased
to learn that there was nothing serious in the attentions Trefusis paid to Agatha. Has he proposed to Miss
Lindsay and been rejected? Sir Charles shrugged his shoulders and did not reply. I wish you could induce him
to change his mind. He is a nice fellow, with enough to live on comfortably, whilst he is yet what is called a
poor man, so that she could feel perfectly disinterested in marrying him. Make a match of it if you can. I take
an interest in the girl; she has good instincts. Sir Charles pooh-poohed this view, and the two friends were
sharp with one another in discussing it. After dinner, when the ladies had left them, Sir Charles, repentant and
cordial, urged Erskine to speak to Gertrude without troubling himself as to the sincerity of Trefusis. But
Erskine, knowing himself ill able to brook a refusal, was loth to expose himself to o "If you had heard the tone
of her voice when she asked him whether he was in earnest, you would not talk to me like this," he said
despondently. And now that he appears to have been in the right--legally--about the field, it would look like
spite if I cut him. His money gives him an advantage, certainly, but Gertrude has sent richer men to the
rightabout. He is not the man for her at all, and you are. He knows it, too. Ha, ha" Damn his house! It stood in
the midst of an acre of land, waste except a little kitchen garden at the rear. The lodge at the entrance was
uninhabited, and the gates stood open, with dust and fallen leaves heaped up against them. Free ingress had
thus been afforded to two stray ponies, a goat, and a tramp, who lay asleep in the grass. His wife sat near,
watching him. Look at that rascal asleep within full view of the windows. Beneath the cornice was a yellow
frieze with figures of dancing children, imitated from the works of Donatello, and very unskilfully executed.
There was a meagre portico of four columns, painted red, and a plain pediment, painted yellow. The colors,
meant to match those of the walls, contrasted disagreeably with them, having been applied more recently,
apparently by a color-blind artist. The door beneath the portico stood open. Following him in, they found that
the house was a hollow square, enclosing a courtyard with a bath sunk in the middle, and a fountain in the
centre of the bath. The courtyard, formerly open to the sky, was now roofed in with dusty glass; the nymph
that had once poured out the water of the fountain was barren and mutilated; and the bath was partly covered
in with loose boards, the exposed part accommodating a heap of coals in one corner, a heap of potatoes in
another, a beer barrel, some old carpets, a tarpaulin, and a broken canoe. The marble pavement extended to the
outer walls of the house, and was roofed in at the sides by the upper stories,which were supported by fluted
stone columns, much stained and chipped. The staircase, towards which Trefusis led his visitors, was a broad
one at the end opposite the door, and gave access to a gallery leading to the upper rooms. He wished the place
to be maintained forever--he actually used that expression in his will--as the family seat, and he collected a
fine library here, which I found useful, as all the books came into my hands in good condition, most of them
with the leaves uncut. Some people prize uncut copies of old editions; a dealer gave me three hundred and
fifty pounds for a lot of them. I came into possession of a number of family fetishes--heirlooms, as they are
called. We fought on the wrong side, of course, but the sword fetched thirty-five shillings nevertheless. You
will hardly believe that I was offered one hundred and fifty pounds for a gold cup worth about twenty-five,
merely because Queen Elizabeth once drank from it. This is my study. It was designed for a banqueting hall.
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There were similar pillars on the opposite side, but between them, instead of windows, were arched niches in
which stood life-size plaster statues, chipped, broken, and defaced in an extraordinary fashion. The flooring, of
diagonally set narrow boards, was uncarpeted and unpolished. In another place bolts had been driven in to
support the ropes of a trapeze and a few other pieces of gymnastic apparatus. The walls were whitewashed,
and at about four feet from the ground a dark band appeared, produced by pencil memoranda and little
sketches scribbled on the whitewash. At the other end a comparatively luxurious show was made by a large
bookcase, an elaborate combination of bureau and writing desk, a rack with a rifle, a set of foils, and an
umbrella in it, several folio albums on a table, some comfortable chairs and sofas, and a thick carpet under
foot. What do you think of this for a study? How did you manage to break the statues and chip the walls so
outrageously? In three days 52 chamois and 79 stags and deer fell to 19 single-barrelled rifles, the Emperor
allowing no more on this occasion. Hence--" Here Trefusis opened a drawer, took out a pistol, and fired at the
Hebe in the farthest niche.
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The Unsocial Socialist, Chapter 5 Written: The Unsocial Socialist, Chapter 5 Transcription: Do you know
what a pessimist is? Modern English polite society, my native sphere, seems to me as corrupt as consciousness
of culture and absence of honesty can make it. If you interrupt me with a silly speech, Hetty, I will pitch you
into the canal, and die of sorrow for my lost love afterwards. You know what I am, according to the
conventional description: Do you know the wicked origin of that money and gentility? That a man can do so
and not starve is nowadays not even a paradox. Every halfpenny I possess is stolen money; but it has been
stolen legally, and, what is of some practical importance to you, I have no means of restoring it to the rightful
owners even if I felt inclined to. Do you know what my father was? That necklace of yours was purchased
with his money; and I can almost fancy stains of blood. DO be nice to me. Let me explain to you why we are
so rich. My father was a shrewd, energetic, and ambitious Manchester man, who understood an exchange of
any sort as a transaction by which one man should lose and the other gain. He made it his object to make as
many exchanges as possible, and to be always the gaining party in them. I do not know exactly what he was,
for he was ashamed both of his antecedents and of his relatives, from which I can only infer that they were
honest, and, therefore, unsuccessful people. However, he acquired some knowledge of the cotton trade, saved
some money, borrowed some more on the security of his reputation for getting the better of other people in
business, and, as he accurately told me afterwards, started FOR HIMSELF. He bought a factory and some raw
cotton. Now you must know that a man, by laboring some time on a piece of raw cotton, can turn it into a
piece of manufactured cotton fit for making into sheets and shifts and the like. The manufactured cotton is
more valuable than the raw cotton, because the manufacture costs wear and tear of machinery, wear and tear
of the factory, rent of the ground upon which the factory is built, and human labor, or wear and tear of live
men, which has to be made good by food, shelter, and rest. Do you understand that? When my father started
for himself, there were many men in Manchester who were willing to labor in this way, but they had no
factory to work in, no machinery to work with, and no raw cotton to work on, simply because all this
indispensable plant, and the materials for producing a fresh supply of it, had been appropriated by earlier
comers. So they found themselves with gaping stomachs, shivering limbs, and hungry wives and children, in a
place called their own country, in which, nevertheless, every scrap of ground and possible source of
subsistence was tightly locked up in the hands of others and guarded by armed soldiers and policemen. In this
helpless condition, the poor devils were ready to beg for access to a factory and to raw cotton on any
conditions compatible with life. My father offered them the use of his factory, his machines, and his raw
cotton on the following conditions: They were to work long and hard, early and late, to add fresh value to his
raw cotton by manufacturing it. Out of the value thus created by them, they were to recoup him for what he
supplied them with: So far he asked nothing but just remuneration. But after this had been paid, a balance due
solely to their own labor remained. Such is the bargain I propose. It is, in my opinion, fair and calculated to
encourage thrifty habits. If it does not strike you in that light, you can get a factory and raw cotton for
yourselves; you shall not use mine. The Manchesterians could not bear to starve or to see their children starve,
and so they accepted his terms and went into the factory. The terms, you see, did not admit of their beginning
to save for themselves as he had done. Well, they created great wealth by their labor, and lived on very little,
so that the balance they gave for nothing to my father was large. He bought more cotton, and more machinery,
and more factories with it; employed more men to make wealth for him, and saw his fortune increase like a
rolling snowball. He prospered enormously, but the work men were no better off than at first, and they dared
not rebel and demand more of the money they had made, for there were always plenty of starving wretches
outside willing to take their places on the old terms. Sometimes he met with a check, as, for instance, when, in
his eagerness to increase his store, he made the men manufacture more cotton than the public needed; or when
he could not get enough of raw cotton, as happened during the Civil War in America. Then he adapted himself
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to circumstances by turning away as many workmen as he could not find customers or cotton for; and they, of
course, starved or subsisted on charity. During the war-time a big subscription was got up for these poor
wretches, and my father subscribed one hundred pounds, in spite, he said, of his own great losses. Then he
bought new machines; and, as women and children could work these as well as men, and were cheaper and
more docile, he turned away about seventy out of every hundred of his HANDS so he called the men , and
replaced them by their wives and children, who made money for him faster than ever. By this time he had long
ago given up managing the factories, and paid clever fellows who had no money of their own a few hundreds a
year to do it for him. He also purchased shares in other concerns conducted on the same principle; pocketed
dividends made in countries which he had never visited by men whom he had never seen; bought a seat in
Parliament from a poor and corrupt constituency, and helped to preserve the laws by which he had thriven.
Afterwards, when his wealth grew famous, he had less need to bribe; for modern men worship the rich as
gods, and will elect a man as one of their rulers for no other reason than that he is a millionaire. He aped
gentility, lived in a palace at Kensington, and bought a part of Scotland to make a deer forest of. It is easy
enough to make a deer forest, as trees are not necessary there. You simply drive off the peasants, destroy their
houses, and make a desert of the land. However, my father did not shoot much himself; he generally let the
forest out by the season to those who did. He purchased a wife of gentle blood too, with the unsatisfactory
result now before you. That is how Jesse Trefusis, a poor Manchester bagman, contrived to be come a
plutocrat and gentleman of landed estate. And also how I, who never did a stroke of work in my life, am
overburdened with wealth; whilst the children of the men who made that wealth are slaving as their fathers
slaved, or starving, or in the workhouse, or on the streets, or the deuce knows where. What do you think of
that, my love? It cannot be helped now. Besides, if your father saved money, and the others were improvident,
he deserved to make a fortune. He took a fortune that others made. At Cambridge they taught me that his
profits were the reward of abstinence - the abstinence which enabled him to save. That quieted my conscience
until I began to wonder why one man should make another pay him for exercising one of the virtues. Then
came the question: The workmen abstained from meat, drink, fresh air, good clothes, decent lodging, holidays,
money, the society of their families, and pretty nearly everything that makes life worth living, which was
perhaps the reason why they usually died twenty years or so sooner than people in our circumstances. Yet no
one rewarded them for their abstinence. Besides, if the money was the reward of abstinence, it seemed logical
to infer that he must abstain ten times as much when he had fifty thousand a year as when he had only five
thousand. Here was a problem for my young mind. Required, something from which my father abstained and
in which his workmen exceeded, and which he abstained from more and more as he grew richer and richer.
The only thing that answered this description was hard work, and as I never met a sane man willing to pay
another for idling, I began to see that these prodigious payments to my father were extorted by force. To do
him justice, he never boasted of abstinence. He considered himself a hard-worked man, and claimed his
fortune as the reward of his risks, his calculations, his anxieties, and the journeys he had to make at all seasons
and at all hours. This comforted me somewhat until it occurred to me that if he had lived a century earlier,
invested his money in a horse and a pair of pistols, and taken to the road, his object - that of wresting from
others the fruits of their labor without rendering them an equivalent - would have been exactly the same, and
his risk far greater, for it would have included risk of the gallows. Constant travelling with the constable at his
heels, and calculations of the chances of robbing the Dover mail, would have given him his fill of activity and
anxiety. On the whole, if Jesse Trefusis, M. Most men make it their business to imitate him, hoping to become
rich and idle on the same terms. Therefore I turn my back on them. I cannot sit at their feasts knowing how
much they cost in human misery, and seeing how little they produce of human happiness. What is your
opinion, my treasure? She smiled faintly, and said caressingly, "It was not your fault, Sidney. It is not I alone.
Nobody thinks the worse of you for it. That is precisely the mischief of it. Could a man be happier than I ought
to be, sprung as I am from monopolists of all the sources and instruments of production - of land on the one
side, and of machinery on the other? At least the law allowed him to use it as such. When he was a boy, there
was a fairly prosperous race of peasants settled here, tilling the soil, paying him rent for permission to do so,
and making enough out of it to satisfy his large wants and their own narrow needs without working themselves
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to death. But my grandfather was a shrewd man. He perceived that cows and sheep produced more money by
their meat and wool than peasants by their husbandry. So he cleared the estate. That is, he drove the peasants
from their homes, as my father did afterwards in his Scotch deer forest. Or, as his tombstone has it, he
developed the resources of his country. I suppose the old ones went into the workhouse, and the young ones
crowded the towns, and worked for men like my father in factories. Their places were taken by cattle, which
paid for their food so well that my grandfather, getting my father to take shares in the enterprise, hired laborers
on the Manchester terms to cut that canal for him. When it was made, he took toll upon it; and his heirs still
take toll, and the sons of the navvies who dug it and of the engineer who designed it pay the toll when they
have occasion to travel by it, or to purchase goods which have been conveyed along it. I remember my
grandfather well. He was a well-bred man, and a perfect gentleman in his manners; but, on the whole, I think
he was wickeder than my father, who, after all, was caught in the wheels of a vicious system, and had either to
spoil others or be spoiled by them. But my grandfather - the old rascal! Master as he was of his bit of merry
England, no man could have enslaved him, and he might at least have lived and let live. Howbeit, whichever
bears the palm, there they were, the types after which we all strive. I hate tradespeople and country squires.
We belong to the artistic and cultured classes, and we can keep aloof from shopkeepers. No, my dear, this is
the way of those people who insist that when they are in heaven they shall be spared the recollection of such a
place as hell, but are quite content that it shall exist outside their consciousness. I respect my father more - I
mean I despise him less - for doing his own sweating and filching than I do the sensitive sluggards and
cowards who lent him their money to sweat and filch with, and asked no questions provided the interest was
paid punctually. And as to your friends the artists, they are the worst of all. Its basis is the tyranny of brain
force, which, among civilized men, is allowed to do what muscular force does among schoolboys and savages.
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Sir Charles shrugged his shoulders and did not reply. I wish you could induce him to change his mind. He is a
nice fellow, with enough to live on comfortably, whilst he is yet what is called a poor man, so that she could
feel perfectly disinterested in marrying him. Make a match of it if you can. I take an interest in the girl; she has
good instincts. Sir Charles pooh-poohed this view, and the two friends were sharp with one another in
discussing it. After dinner, when the ladies had left them, Sir Charles, repentant and cordial, urged Erskine to
speak to Gertrude without troubling himself as to the sincerity of Trefusis. But Erskine, knowing himself ill
able to brook a refusal, was loth to expose himself. And now that he appears to have been in the
rightâ€”legallyâ€”about the field, it would look like spite if I cut him. His money gives him an advantage,
certainly, but Gertrude has sent richer men to the rightabout. He is not the man for her at all, and you are. He
knows it, too. It stood in the midst of an acre of land, waste except a little kitchen garden at the rear. The lodge
at the entrance was uninhabited, and the gates stood open, with dust and fallen leaves heaped up against them.
Free ingress had thus been afforded to two stray ponies, a goat, and a tramp, who lay asleep in the grass. His
wife sat near, watching him. Look at that rascal asleep within full view of the windows. Beneath the cornice
was a yellow frieze with figures of dancing children, imitated from the works of Donatello, and very
unskilfully executed. There was a meagre portico of four columns, painted red, and a plain pediment, painted
yellow. The colors, meant to match those of the walls, contrasted disagreeably with them, having been applied
more recently, apparently by a color-blind artist. The door beneath the portico stood open. Following him in,
they found that the house was a hollow square, enclosing a courtyard with a bath sunk in the middle, and a
fountain in the centre of the bath. The courtyard, formerly open to the sky, was now roofed in with dusty
glass; the nymph that had once poured out the water of the fountain was barren and mutilated; and the bath
was partly covered in with loose boards, the exposed part accommodating a heap of coals in one corner, a heap
of potatoes in another, a beer barrel, some old carpets, a tarpaulin, and a broken canoe. The marble pavement
extended to the outer walls of the house, and was roofed in at the sides by the upper stories which were
supported by fluted stone columns, much stained and chipped. The staircase, towards which Trefusis led his
visitors, was a broad one at the end opposite the door, and gave access to a gallery leading to the upper rooms.
He wished the place to be maintained foreverâ€”he actually used that expression in his willâ€”as the family
seat, and he collected a fine library here, which I found useful, as all the books came into my hands in good
condition, most of them with the leaves uncut. Some people prize uncut copies of old editions; a dealer gave
me three hundred and fifty pounds for a lot of them. I came into possession of a number of family
fetishesâ€”heirlooms, as they are called. We fought on the wrong side, of course, but the sword fetched
thirty-five shillings nevertheless. You will hardly believe that I was offered one hundred and fifty pounds for a
gold cup worth about twenty-five, merely because Queen Elizabeth once drank from it. This is my study. It
was designed for a banqueting hall. There were similar pillars on the opposite side, but between them, instead
of windows, were arched niches in which stood life-size plaster statues, chipped, broken, and defaced in an
extraordinary fashion. The flooring, of diagonally set narrow boards, was uncarpeted and unpolished. In
another place bolts had been driven in to support the ropes of a trapeze and a few other pieces of gymnastic
apparatus. The walls were whitewashed, and at about four feet from the ground a dark band appeared,
produced by pencil memoranda and little sketches scribbled on the whitewash. At the other end a
comparatively luxurious show was made by a large bookcase, an elaborate combination of bureau and writing
desk, a rack with a rifle, a set of foils, and an umbrella in it, several folio albums on a table, some comfortable
chairs and sofas, and a thick carpet under foot. What do you think of this for a study? How did you manage to
break the statues and chip the walls so outrageously? In three days 52 chamois and 79 stags and deer fell to 19
single-barrelled rifles, the Emperor allowing no more on this occasion. Henceâ€”" Here Trefusis opened a
drawer, took out a pistol, and fired at the Hebe in the farthest niche. I once met a gamekeeper who was a

Page 12

5. AN UNSOCIAL SOCIALIST. pdf
Methodist. He was a most eloquent speaker, but a bad shot. If he could have swapped talents with me I would
have given him ten thousand pounds to boot willingly, although he would have profited as much as I by the
exchange alone. I have no more desire or need to be a good shot than to be king of England, or owner of a
Derby winner, or anything else equally ridiculous, and yet I never missed my aim in my lifeâ€”thank blind
fortune for nothing! What private man in England is worse off than the constitutional monarch? We deny him
all privacy; he may not marry whom he chooses, consort with whom he prefers, dress according to his taste, or
live where he pleases. We dictate everything except his thoughts and dreams, and even these he must keep to
himself if they are not suitable, in our opinion, to his condition. The work we impose on him has all the
hardship of mere task work; it is unfruitful, incessant, monotonous, and has to be transacted for the most part
with nervous bores. We make his kingdom a treadmill to him, and drive him to and fro on the face of it.
Finally, having taken everything else that men prize from him, we fall upon his character, and that of every
person to whom he ventures to show favor. We impose enormous expenses on him, stint him, and then rail at
his parsimony. We use him as I use those statuesâ€”stick him up in the place of honor for our greater
convenience in disfiguring and abusing him. We send him forth through our crowded cities, proclaiming that
he is the source of all good and evil in the nation, and he, knowing that many people believe it, knowing that it
is a lie, and that he is powerless to shorten the working day by one hour, raise wages one penny, or annul the
smallest criminal sentence, however unjust it may seem to him; knowing that every miner in the kingdom can
manufacture dynamite, and that revolvers are sold for seven and sixpence apiece; knowing that he is not bullet
proof, and that every king in Europe has been shot at in the streets; he must smile and bow and maintain an
expression of gracious enjoyment whilst the mayor and corporation inflict upon him the twaddling address he
has heard a thousand times before. I do not ask you to be loyal, Erskine; but I expect you, in common
humanity, to sympathize with the chief figure in the pageant, who is no more accountable for the manifold
evils and abominations that exist in his realm than the Lord Mayor is accountable for the thefts of the
pickpockets who follow his show on the ninth of November. Trefusis turned quickly, so evidently gratified
that Sir Charles hastened to say, "Charming! Very clever indeed," said Sir Charles. The portrait has been much
admired. Then Erskine, turning with pity and disappointment to the picture, said, "Poor girl! I fell in love with
her and married her. I have fallen in love once or twice since but a glance at my lost Hetty has cured me of the
slightest inclination to marry. Men should marry, especially rich men. But I assure you I have no present
intention of doing so. It cost seventy-five thousand pounds. The figures were actually written beneath the
picture. In the right-hand corner of the mount you will see a note of the cost of the furniture, fittings, napery,
and so forth. They were of the most luxurious description. It is comfortable and spacious, and solidly
furnished. Are they not handsome? You are noting the figures, I hope. There is the cost of the building and the
expenditure per horse per annum. What do you think of it? Would you like to live in it? What induced you to
photograph such a wretched old rookery? Photography gives you a fair idea of the broken flooring and patched
windows, but you must imagine the dirt and the odor of the place. Some of the stains are weather stains, others
came from smoke and filth. The landlord of the house holds it from a peer and lets it out in tenements. Three
families occupied that room when I photographed it. You will see by the figures in the corner that it is more
profitable to the landlord than an average house in Mayfair. Here is the cellar, let to a family for one and
sixpence a week, and considered a bargain. The sun never shines there, of course. I took it by artificial light.
You may add to the rent the cost of enough bad beer to make the tenant insensible to the filth of the place. We
are down on him for it, because, if he could bear his life without beer, we should save his beer-moneyâ€”get
him for lower wages. In short, we should be richer and he soberer. Here is the yard; the arrangements are
indescribable. That is, they had created a considerable part of the vast sums of money for drawing your
attention to which you were disgusted with me just now. The seven men to whom I have alluded, with three
hundred others, were thrown destitute upon the streets by this. He had bought the patent of the machine for
fifty pounds from the inventor, who was almost ruined by the expenses of his ingenuity, and would have
sacrificed anything for a handful of ready money. Here is a portrait of my father in his masonic insignia. He
believed that freemasons generally get on in the world, and as the main object of his life was to get on, he
joined them, and wanted me to do the same. But I object to pretended secret societies and hocus pocus, and
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would not. You see what he wasâ€”a portly, pushing, egotistical tradesman. Mark the successful man, the
merchant prince with argosies on every sea, the employer of thousands of hands, the munificent contributor to
public charities, the churchwarden, the member of parliament, and the generous patron of his relatives his
self-approbation struggling with the instinctive sense of baseness in the money-hunter, the ignorant and greedy
filcher of the labor of others, the seller of his own mind and manhood for luxuries and delicacies that he was
too lowlived to enjoy, and for the society of people who made him feel his inferiority at every turn. Everything
he left me, except a few pictures, I spent long ago, and even that was made by his slaves and not by him. My
wealth comes day by day fresh from the labor of the wretches who live in the dens I have just shown you, or
of a few aristocrats of labor who are within ten shillings a week of being worse off. However, there is some
excuse for my father. Once, at an election riot, I got into a free fight. I am a peaceful man, but as I had either
to fight or be knocked down and trampled upon, I exchanged blows with men who were perhaps as peacefully
disposed as I.
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