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Iloyd George budget settled it.

Lloyd George proposed to meet the expense of these

radical measures in a iree trade country by a system of graduated income taxes, taxes

on luxuries and taxes on land values.

“The London Times” excitedly declared that the country was being ruined by a dem
agogue and a bureaucrat; Lord Rosebery declared that a political and social revolution

was being declared without the consent of the people.

The landlords and the brewers

were enraged, and tinancial interests shouted that capital was being ruthlessly destroyed.
Al united in declaring that Lloyd Gieorge was an unscrupulous little Welshman who was

trving to hypnotize the labor vote with socialism.

Conservative leaders in the House

of Lords compared him with the “robber gull”™ which lives by s.ealing fish from other
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WHAT IS SO RARE

“Remember. daughter, vou can never be accused of immodesty in
dress if your skirt reaches down to the tops of your shoes.”
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siastic cooperators. He was not a mere
voung man with a new job. He was a
prophet of the Golden Age. There was
inspiration for all in his voice and in his
eyves.

In time he became assistant secre-
tary of the society, the Irish Agricult-
ural Organization Society, and editor
of its little weekly organ, “The Irish
Homestead.” The average tarm paper
is a prosaic thing, but “The Homestead”
is a revelation of wisdom and humor
and beauty. Its editorials could be
studied with profit in our schools of
iournalism as models of English prose.
JE has the gift of writing about cab
bages and making them seem as ro-
mantic as kings.

I quote from a recent number part ol
an editorial desceribing a eooperative ex-
periment among the farmers in the
country about Dungloe, in Northwest
Donegal.
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Posters of the Budget tight of 1909, which show in what esteem the present Premier was held by the “Conservatives” of Press and Parliament

zulls.

LLOYD GEORGE., THE *WRECKER” OF ENGLAND
EPENDS ON U

o

Lord Willoughby de Broke denounced Lloyd George as a panderer to the Labor

clement, The workingmen of the country, he darkly suggested, were beginning to be

tired of the rhetoric of the Chancellor of the Exchequer.

Lord Ribblesdale alluded to

Lloyvd ticorge as the speaker who had adopted the hali-Pantaloon-half-highwayman style
so long that it was too much to expect him to change.

But the greatest danger of the budget was that it showed Lioyd George was pointing
the road to socialism, which was “the end of all, the negation of faith. of family, of prop-

erty, of monarchy and the empire.”

It was bad enough to have swept away all the sacred

private rights of the individual without endangering his property, and the Welchman
was to be crushed beiore he brought England to ruin.
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this district he
sottle

If the traveller wvisits
wonders how men ever came to
there, what necessity drove them to make
their homes in a region where the rocky
ribs of the earth break everywhere
through itz skin. Wherever the eye
roams there is the brown of bog, the gray
of rock, and the little patches of green
which appear here and there are strewn
with howlders like the tombstones of hu-
man hope lang buried. There is not a tree
where the earth could shelter itzelf from
torms. and vet if we climb a hill
multitudes of little
arated hy gray walls of stone built up from
the litter of the fields, and these gray walls
running into each other appear like a gi-
gantic network of ragged lace A
What attracted people here? There is in-
deed a wild beauty here when the rain
stops and the sun shines and the clouds
seud over the sky and the world is an
amazement of vivid color; the streaming
rnads are ablaze with glittering silver and
the hills are blue and gold, the hollows
where the shadows fall are purple and the
little lakes gleam hike jewels set in bronze;
but that beauty iz unprofitable save to the
artist's eye, and we wonder whether these
fairy flashes of color, the harvest of vis.
ion, indeed hring any
compensation for the
scanty harvest yield-
ed by the fields. For,
truly, the winds are
tempects here and
the rains
paesion.
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The editorial gnes
on to describe the
abject poverty in
which they lived be-

fore  co-operation
came and how by
working  together

thev struck off their
shackles of debt.
The tiny co-opera-
tive store organized
in 1906 had a turn-
over of $2,450 the
first vear; this vear
it promises a turn-
aver of £200,000,
The article also tells
of the adventures of
Patrick Gallaghesr,
- manager of the so-

ciety, universally called, through a nat-
ural abbreviation of his title, Paddy the
Cope. Paddy the Cope ran for the
county council, all the offices of which
had always been filled by the middle-
men. At one of his meetings a trader
interrupted with a question. “I'll at-
tend to yvou presently,” replied Paddy
politelv: whereupon the trader com-
plained to the police that Paddy the
Cope had threatened his life. Middle-
men magistrates sent Paddy to jail, but
he was elected anyway, so it all came
right in the end.

“F gets through more work than
any other ten men in Dublin,” wrote
(reorge Moore, During the yvears that
he has been editor and agricultural or-
ganizer he has produced also books of
verse and essays, he has been the soul
of the Gaelic League, he helped get the
[rish Theatre under way and wrote a
play for it, he has won notice as a paint-
er of pictures. Of late he has been
maturing plans whereby through co-
operative action the poor of the cities
may lift themselves out of the slums.

“While we strive after happiness, he
holds it in hiz hand,” said Moore, whose

caustic pen has nothing but tender
words for .. All come to him with
their troubles and worries and he

solves the problem.

Five vears ago when Kipling gave forth
his bitter rhymed attack on the Irish,
E. who was a Protestant from Ulster,
rushed to the defence of his country-
men. Not Whistler, not Arnold, at their
best, ever demolished an opponent with
such dispassionate epic completenoea,

Of thig polemic, included in his latest
book, “Imaginations and Reveries,” the
conclugion follows:

You hud the car of the world and you
poisoned it with prejudice and ignorance.
You had the power of song, and vou have
always used it on behalf of the strong
against the weak. You have smitten with
all your might at creatures who are frafl
on earth, but mighty in the heavens, at
generosity, at truth, at justice, and Heaven
has withheld vision and power and beauty
frota you, for this your verse is only a
shullow newspuper article made to rhyme.

Truly ought the zolden spurs to be hacked
from your heels and you be thrust out of
the court

(reorge W, Russell is the man's name.
A biographical study of him by Darrell
Figgiz, from which I have made sev-
eral quotations, was recently published.
A few weeks agu a newspaper Pari
graph from London stated that the
Cabinet was considering putting the
government of Ireland in the hands of
a commission, of which he would be a
member. Such an appointment would
be like an Irish fairy tale come true.



