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G. K. Chesterton
The Crimes of England

 
I —Some Words to Professor Whirlwind

 
DEAR PROFESSOR WHIRLWIND,
Your name in the original German is too much for me; and

this is the nearest I propose to get to it: but under the majestic
image of pure wind marching in a movement wholly circular I
seem to see, as in a vision, something of your mind. But the
grand isolation of your thoughts leads you to express them in such
words as are gratifying to yourself, and have an inconspicuous
or even an unfortunate effect upon others. If anything were
really to be made of your moral campaign against the English
nation, it was clearly necessary that somebody, if it were only
an Englishman, should show you how to leave off professing
philosophy and begin to practise it. I have therefore sold myself
into the Prussian service, and in return for a cast-off suit of the
Emperor's clothes (the uniform of an English midshipman), a
German hausfrau's recipe for poison gas, two penny cigars, and
twenty-five Iron Crosses, I have consented to instruct you in the
rudiments of international controversy. Of this part of my task I
have here little to say that is not covered by a general adjuration
to you to observe certain elementary rules. They are, roughly



 
 
 

speaking, as follows: —
First, stick to one excuse. Thus if a tradesman, with whom

your social relations are slight, should chance to find you toying
with the coppers in his till, you may possibly explain that you
are interested in Numismatics and are a Collector of Coins;
and he may possibly believe you. But if you tell him afterwards
that you pitied him for being overloaded with unwieldy copper
discs, and were in the act of replacing them by a silver sixpence
of your own, this further explanation, so far from increasing
his confidence in your motives, will (strangely enough) actually
decrease it. And if you are so unwise as to be struck by yet
another brilliant idea, and tell him that the pennies were all bad
pennies, which you were concealing to save him from a police
prosecution for coining, the tradesman may even be so wayward
as to institute a police prosecution himself. Now this is not in
any way an exaggeration of the way in which you have knocked
the bottom out of any case you may ever conceivably have had in
such matters as the sinking of the Lusitania. With my own eyes
I have seen the following explanations, apparently proceeding
from your pen, (i) that the ship was a troop-ship carrying
soldiers from Canada; (ii) that if it wasn't, it was a merchant-
ship unlawfully carrying munitions for the soldiers in France;
(iii) that, as the passengers on the ship had been warned in an
advertisement, Germany was justified in blowing them to the
moon; (iv) that there were guns, and the ship had to be torpedoed
because the English captain was just going to fire them off;



 
 
 

(v) that the English or American authorities, by throwing the
Lusitania at the heads of the German commanders, subjected
them to an insupportable temptation; which was apparently
somehow demonstrated or intensified by the fact that the ship
came up to schedule time, there being some mysterious principle
by which having tea at tea-time justifies poisoning the tea; (vi)
that the ship was not sunk by the Germans at all but by the
English, the English captain having deliberately tried to drown
himself and some thousand of his own countrymen in order to
cause an exchange of stiff notes between Mr. Wilson and the
Kaiser. If this interesting story be true, I can only say that such
frantic and suicidal devotion to the most remote interests of his
country almost earns the captain pardon for the crime. But do
you not see, my dear Professor, that the very richness and variety
of your inventive genius throws a doubt upon each explanation
when considered in itself? We who read you in England reach a
condition of mind in which it no longer very much matters what
explanation you offer, or whether you offer any at all. We are
prepared to hear that you sank the Lusitania because the sea-
born sons of England would live more happily as deep-sea fishes,
or that every person on board was coming home to be hanged.
You have explained yourself so completely, in this clear way, to
the Italians that they have declared war on you, and if you go on
explaining yourself so clearly to the Americans they may quite
possibly do the same.

Second, when telling such lies as may seem necessary to your



 
 
 

international standing, do not tell the lies to the people who know
the truth. Do not tell the Eskimos that snow is bright green; nor
tell the negroes in Africa that the sun never shines in that Dark
Continent. Rather tell the Eskimos that the sun never shines in
Africa; and then, turning to the tropical Africans, see if they will
believe that snow is green. Similarly, the course indicated for you
is to slander the Russians to the English and the English to the
Russians; and there are hundreds of good old reliable slanders
which can still be used against both of them. There are probably
still Russians who believe that every English gentleman puts a
rope round his wife's neck and sells her in Smithfield. There
are certainly still Englishmen who believe that every Russian
gentleman takes a rope to his wife's back and whips her every
day. But these stories, picturesque and useful as they are, have
a limit to their use like everything else; and the limit consists in
the fact that they are not true, and that there necessarily exists a
group of persons who know they are not true. It is so with matters
of fact about which you asseverate so positively to us, as if they
were matters of opinion. Scarborough might be a fortress; but it
is not. I happen to know it is not. Mr. Morel may deserve to be
universally admired in England; but he is not universally admired
in England. Tell the Russians that he is by all means; but do not
tell us. We have seen him; we have also seen Scarborough. You
should think of this before you speak.

Third, don't perpetually boast that you are cultured in
language which proves that you are not. You claim to thrust



 
 
 

yourself upon everybody on the ground that you are stuffed
with wit and wisdom, and have enough for the whole world.
But people who have wit enough for the whole world, have wit
enough for a whole newspaper paragraph. And you can seldom
get through even a whole paragraph without being monotonous,
or irrelevant, or unintelligible, or self-contradictory, or broken-
minded generally. If you have something to teach us, teach it to
us now. If you propose to convert us after you have conquered
us, why not convert us before you have conquered us? As it is,
we cannot believe what you say about your superior education
because of the way in which you say it. If an Englishman
says, "I don't make no mistakes in English, not me," we can
understand his remark; but we cannot endorse it. To say, "Je
parler le Frenche language, non demi," is comprehensible, but
not convincing. And when you say, as you did in a recent appeal
to the Americans, that the Germanic Powers have sacrificed a
great deal of "red fluid" in defence of their culture, we point
out to you that cultured people do not employ such a literary
style. Or when you say that the Belgians were so ignorant as
to think they were being butchered when they weren't, we only
wonder whether you are so ignorant as to think you are being
believed when you aren't. Thus, for instance, when you brag
about burning Venice to express your contempt for "tourists,"
we cannot think much of the culture, as culture, which supposes
St. Mark's to be a thing for tourists instead of historians. This,
however, would be the least part of our unfavourable judgment.



 
 
 

That judgment is complete when we have read such a paragraph
as this, prominently displayed in a paper in which you specially
spread yourself: "That the Italians have a perfect knowledge
of the fact that this city of antiquities and tourists is subject,
and rightly subject, to attack and bombardment, is proved by
the measures they took at the beginning of the war to remove
some of their greatest art treasures." Now culture may or may
not include the power to admire antiquities, and to restrain
oneself from the pleasure of breaking them like toys. But culture
does, presumably, include the power to think. For less laborious
intellects than your own it is generally sufficient to think once.
But if you will think twice or twenty times, it cannot but dawn
on you that there is something wrong in the reasoning by which
the placing of diamonds in a safe proves that they are "rightly
subject" to a burglar. The incessant assertion of such things can
do little to spread your superior culture; and if you say them
too often people may even begin to doubt whether you have any
superior culture after all. The earnest friend now advising you
cannot but grieve at such incautious garrulity. If you confined
yourself to single words, uttered at intervals of about a month or
so, no one could possibly raise any rational objection, or subject
them to any rational criticism. In time you might come to use
whole sentences without revealing the real state of things.

Through neglect of these maxims, my dear Professor, every
one of your attacks upon England has gone wide. In pure fact they
have not touched the spot, which the real critics of England know



 
 
 

to be a very vulnerable spot. We have a real critic of England
in Mr. Bernard Shaw, whose name you parade but apparently
cannot spell; for in the paper to which I have referred he is called
Mr. Bernhard Shaw. Perhaps you think he and Bernhardi are
the same man. But if you quoted Mr. Bernard Shaw's statement
instead of misquoting his name, you would find that his criticism
of England is exactly the opposite of your own; and naturally,
for it is a rational criticism. He does not blame England for
being against Germany. He does most definitely blame England
for not being sufficiently firmly and emphatically on the side
of Russia. He is not such a fool as to accuse Sir Edward Grey
of being a fiendish Machiavelli plotting against Germany; he
accuses him of being an amiable aristocratic stick who failed to
frighten the Junkers from their plan of war. Now, it is not in
the least a question of whether we happen to like this quality
or that: Mr. Shaw, I rather fancy, would dislike such verbose
compromise more than downright plotting. It is simply the fact
that Englishmen like Grey are open to Mr. Shaw's attack and are
not open to yours. It is not true that the English were sufficiently
clearheaded or self-controlled to conspire for the destruction of
Germany. Any man who knows England, any man who hates
England as one hates a living thing, will tell you it is not true.
The English may be snobs, they may be plutocrats, they may be
hypocrites, but they are not, as a fact, plotters; and I gravely doubt
whether they could be if they wanted to. The mass of the people
are perfectly incapable of plotting at all, and if the small ring of



 
 
 

rich people who finance our politics were plotting for anything, it
was for peace at almost any price. Any Londoner who knows the
London streets and newspapers as he knows the Nelson column
or the Inner Circle, knows that there were men in the governing
class and in the Cabinet who were literally thirsting to defend
Germany until Germany, by her own act, became indefensible.
If they said nothing in support of the tearing up of the promise
of peace to Belgium, it is simply because there was nothing to
be said.

You were the first people to talk about World-Politics; and
the first people to disregard them altogether. Even your foreign
policy is domestic policy. It does not even apply to any people
who are not Germans; and of your wild guesses about some
twenty other peoples, not one has gone right even by accident.
Your two or three shots at my own not immaculate land have
been such that you would have been much nearer the truth if
you had tried to invade England by crossing the Caucasus, or to
discover England among the South Sea Islands. With your first
delusion, that our courage was calculated and malignant when in
truth our very corruption was timid and confused, I have already
dealt. The case is the same with your second favourite phrase;
that the British army is mercenary. You learnt it in books and
not in battlefields; and I should like to be present at a scene
in which you tried to bribe the most miserable little loafer in
Hammersmith as if he were a cynical condottiere selling his spear
to some foreign city. It is not the fact, my dear sir. You have been



 
 
 

misinformed. The British Army is not at this moment a hireling
army any more than it is a conscript army. It is a volunteer army
in the strict sense of the word; nor do I object to your calling
it an amateur army. There is no compulsion, and there is next
to no pay. It is at this moment drawn from every class of the
community, and there are very few classes which would not earn
a little more money in their ordinary trades. It numbers very
nearly as many men as it would if it were a conscript army; that
is with the necessary margin of men unable to serve or needed to
serve otherwise. Ours is a country in which that democratic spirit
which is common to Christendom is rather unusually sluggish
and far below the surface. And the most genuine and purely
popular movement that we have had since the Chartists has been
the enlistment for this war. By all means say that such vague and
sentimental volunteering is valueless in war if you think so; or
even if you don't think so. By all means say that Germany is
unconquerable and that we cannot really kill you. But if you say
that we do not really want to kill you, you do us an injustice. You
do indeed.

I need not consider the yet crazier things that some of you
have said; as that the English intend to keep Calais and fight
France as well as Germany for the privilege of purchasing a
frontier and the need to keep a conscript army. That, also, is
out of books, and pretty mouldy old books at that. It was said,
I suppose, to gain sympathy among the French, and is therefore
not my immediate business, as they are eminently capable of



 
 
 

looking after themselves. I merely drop one word in passing, lest
you waste your powerful intellect on such projects. The English
may some day forgive you; the French never will. You Teutons
are too light and fickle to understand the Latin seriousness. My
only concern is to point out that about England, at least, you are
invariably and miraculously wrong.

Now speaking seriously, my dear Professor, it will not do. It
could be easy to fence with you for ever and parry every point you
attempt to make, until English people began to think there was
nothing wrong with England at all. But I refuse to play for safety
in this way. There is a very great deal that is really wrong with
England, and it ought not to be forgotten even in the full blaze of
your marvellous mistakes. I cannot have my countrymen tempted
to those pleasures of intellectual pride which are the result of
comparing themselves with you. The deep collapse and yawning
chasm of your ineptitude leaves me upon a perilous spiritual
elevation. Your mistakes are matters of fact; but to enumerate
them does not exhaust the truth. For instance, the learned man
who rendered the phrase in an English advertisement "cut you
dead" as "hack you to death," was in error; but to say that many
such advertisements are vulgar is not an error. Again, it is true
that the English poor are harried and insecure, with insufficient
instinct for armed revolt, though you will be wrong if you say
that they are occupied literally in shooting the moon. It is true
that the average Englishman is too much attracted by aristocratic
society; though you will be in error if you quote dining with Duke



 
 
 

Humphrey as an example of it. In more ways than one you forget
what is meant by idiom.

I have therefore thought it advisable to provide you with a
catalogue of the real crimes of England; and I have selected
them on a principle which cannot fail to interest and please you.
On many occasions we have been very wrong indeed. We were
very wrong indeed when we took part in preventing Europe from
putting a term to the impious piracies of Frederick the Great.
We were very wrong indeed when we allowed the triumph over
Napoleon to be soiled with the mire and blood of Blucher's
sullen savages. We were very wrong indeed when we allowed the
peaceful King of Denmark to be robbed in broad daylight by
a brigand named Bismarck; and when we allowed the Prussian
swashbucklers to enslave and silence the French provinces which
they could neither govern nor persuade. We were very wrong
indeed when we flung to such hungry adventurers a position so
important as Heligoland. We were very wrong indeed when we
praised the soulless Prussian education and copied the soulless
Prussian laws. Knowing that you will mingle your tears with mine
over this record of English wrong-doing, I dedicate it to you, and
I remain,

Yours reverently,
G. K. CHESTERTON



 
 
 

 
II —The Protestant Hero

 
A question is current in our looser English journalism

touching what should be done with the German Emperor after
a victory of the Allies. Our more feminine advisers incline to
the view that he should be shot. This is to make a mistake about
the very nature of hereditary monarchy. Assuredly the Emperor
William at his worst would be entitled to say to his amiable
Crown Prince what Charles II. said when his brother warned him
of the plots of assassins: "They will never kill me to make you
king." Others, of greater monstrosity of mind, have suggested
that he should be sent to St. Helena. So far as an estimate of his
historical importance goes, he might as well be sent to Mount
Calvary. What we have to deal with is an elderly, nervous, not
unintelligent person who happens to be a Hohenzollern; and who,
to do him justice, does think more of the Hohenzollerns as a
sacred caste than of his own particular place in it. In such families
the old boast and motto of hereditary kingship has a horrible and
degenerate truth. The king never dies; he only decays for ever.

If it were a matter of the smallest importance what happened
to the Emperor William when once his house had been disarmed,
I should satisfy my fancy with another picture of his declining
years; a conclusion that would be peaceful, humane, harmonious,
and forgiving.

In various parts of the lanes and villages of South England



 
 
 

the pedestrian will come upon an old and quiet public-house,
decorated with a dark and faded portrait in a cocked hat
and the singular inscription, "The King of Prussia." These inn
signs probably commemorate the visit of the Allies after 1815,
though a great part of the English middle classes may well have
connected them with the time when Frederick II. was earning his
title of the Great, along with a number of other territorial titles
to which he had considerably less claim. Sincere and simple-
hearted Dissenting ministers would dismount before that sign
(for in those days Dissenters drank beer like Christians, and
indeed manufactured most of it) and would pledge the old valour
and the old victory of him whom they called the Protestant Hero.
We should be using every word with literal exactitude if we said
that he was really something devilish like a hero. Whether he
was a Protestant hero or not can be decided best by those who
have read the correspondence of a writer calling himself Voltaire,
who was quite shocked at Frederick's utter lack of religion of
any kind. But the little Dissenter drank his beer in all innocence
and rode on. And the great blasphemer of Potsdam would have
laughed had he known; it was a jest after his own heart. Such was
the jest he made when he called upon the emperors to come to
communion, and partake of the eucharistic body of Poland. Had
he been such a Bible reader as the Dissenter doubtless thought
him, he might haply have foreseen the vengeance of humanity
upon his house. He might have known what Poland was and was
yet to be; he might have known that he ate and drank to his



 
 
 

damnation, discerning not the body of God.
Whether the placing of the present German Emperor in

charge of one of these wayside public-houses would be a jest
after his own heart possibly remains to be seen. But it would be
much more melodious and fitting an end than any of the sublime
euthanasias which his enemies provide for him. That old sign
creaking above him as he sat on the bench outside his home
of exile would be a much more genuine memory of the real
greatness of his race than the modern and almost gimcrack stars
and garters that were pulled in Windsor Chapel. From modern
knighthood has departed all shadow of chivalry; how far we have
travelled from it can easily be tested by the mere suggestion
that Sir Thomas Lipton, let us say, should wear his lady's sleeve
round his hat or should watch his armour in the Chapel of St.
Thomas of Canterbury. The giving and receiving of the Garter
among despots and diplomatists is now only part of that sort of
pottering mutual politeness which keeps the peace in an insecure
and insincere state of society. But that old blackened wooden sign
is at least and after all the sign of something; the sign of the time
when one solitary Hohenzollern did not only set fire to fields and
cities, but did truly set on fire the minds of men, even though it
were fire from hell.

Everything was young once, even Frederick the Great. It was
an appropriate preface to the terrible epic of Prussia that it
began with an unnatural tragedy of the loss of youth. That blind
and narrow savage who was the boy's father had just sufficient



 
 
 

difficulty in stamping out every trace of decency in him, to
show that some such traces must have been there. If the younger
and greater Frederick ever had a heart, it was a broken heart;
broken by the same blow that broke his flute. When his only
friend was executed before his eyes, there were two corpses to
be borne away; and one to be borne on a high war-horse through
victory after victory: but with a small bottle of poison in the
pocket. It is not irrelevant thus to pause upon the high and dark
house of his childhood. For the peculiar quality which marks out
Prussian arms and ambitions from all others of the kind consists
in this wrinkled and premature antiquity. There is something
comparatively boyish about the triumphs of all the other tyrants.
There was something better than ambition in the beauty and
ardour of the young Napoleon. He was at least a lover; and his
first campaign was like a love-story. All that was pagan in him
worshipped the Republic as men worship a woman, and all that
was Catholic in him understood the paradox of Our Lady of
Victories. Henry VIII., a far less reputable person, was in his
early days a good knight of the later and more florid school of
chivalry; we might almost say that he was a fine old English
gentleman so long as he was young. Even Nero was loved in
his first days: and there must have been some cause to make
that Christian maiden cast flowers on his dishonourable grave.
But the spirit of the great Hohenzollern smelt from the first of
the charnel. He came out to his first victory like one broken
by defeats; his strength was stripped to the bone and fearful as



 
 
 

a fleshless resurrection; for the worst of what could come had
already befallen him. The very construction of his kingship was
built upon the destruction of his manhood. He had known the
final shame; his soul had surrendered to force. He could not
redress that wrong; he could only repeat it and repay it. He could
make the souls of his soldiers surrender to his gibbet and his
whipping-post; he could 'make the souls of the nations surrender
to his soldiers. He could only break men in as he had been broken;
while he could break in, he could never break out. He could not
slay in anger, nor even sin with simplicity. Thus he stands alone
among the conquerors of their kind; his madness was not due to
a mere misdirection of courage. Before the whisper of war had
come to him the foundations of his audacity had been laid in fear.

Of the work he did in this world there need be no considerable
debate. It was romantic, if it be romantic that the dragon should
swallow St. George. He turned a small country into a great
one: he made a new diplomacy by the fulness and far-flung
daring of his lies: he took away from criminality all reproach
of carelessness and incompleteness. He achieved an amiable
combination of thrift and theft. He undoubtedly gave to stark
plunder something of the solidity of property. He protected
whatever he stole as simpler men protect whatever they have
earned or inherited. He turned his hollow eyes with a sort
of loathsome affection upon the territories which had most
reluctantly become his: at the end of the Seven Years' War men
knew as little how he was to be turned out of Silesia as they



 
 
 

knew why he had ever been allowed in it. In Poland, like a devil
in possession, he tore asunder the body he inhabited; but it was
long before any man dreamed that such disjected limbs could live
again. Nor were the effects of his break from Christian tradition
confined to Christendom; Macaulay's world-wide generalisation
is very true though very Macaulayese. But though, in a long
view, he scattered the seeds of war all over the world, his own
last days were passed in a long and comparatively prosperous
peace; a peace which received and perhaps deserved a certain
praise: a peace with which many European peoples were content.
For though he did not understand justice, he could understand
moderation. He was the most genuine and the most wicked of
pacifists. He did not want any more wars. He had tortured and
beggared all his neighbours; but he bore them no malice for it.

The immediate cause of that spirited disaster, the intervention
of England on behalf of the new Hohenzollern throne, was due,
of course, to the national policy of the first William Pitt. He
was the kind of man whose vanity and simplicity are too easily
overwhelmed by the obvious. He saw nothing in a European
crisis except a war with France; and nothing in a war with France
except a repetition of the rather fruitless glories of Agincourt
and Malplaquet. He was of the Erastian Whigs, sceptical but
still healthy-minded, and neither good enough nor bad enough to
understand that even the war of that irreligious age was ultimately
a religious war. He had not a shade of irony in his whole being;
and beside Frederick, already as old as sin, he was like a rather



 
 
 

brilliant schoolboy.
But the direct causes were not the only causes, nor the true

ones. The true causes were connected with the triumph of
one of the two traditions which had long been struggling in
England. And it is pathetic to record that the foreign tradition
was then represented by two of the ablest men of that age,
Frederick of Prussia and Pitt; while what was really the old
English tradition was represented by two of the stupidest men
that mankind ever tolerated in any age, George III. and Lord
Bute. Bute was the figurehead of a group of Tories who set
about fulfilling the fine if fanciful scheme for a democratic
monarchy sketched by Bolingbroke in "The Patriot King." It
was bent in all sincerity on bringing men's minds back to what
are called domestic affairs, affairs as domestic as George III.
It might have arrested the advancing corruption of Parliaments
and enclosure of country-sides, by turning men's minds from the
foreign glories of the great Whigs like Churchill and Chatham;
and one of its first acts was to terminate the alliance with
Prussia. Unfortunately, whatever was picturesque in the piracy of
Potsdam was beyond the imagination of Windsor. But whatever
was prosaic in Potsdam was already established at Windsor; the
economy of cold mutton, the heavy-handed taste in the arts,
and the strange northern blend of boorishness with etiquette. If
Bolingbroke's ideas had been applied by a spirited person, by a
Stuart, for example, or even by Queen Elizabeth (who had real
spirit along with her extraordinary vulgarity), the national soul



 
 
 

might have broken free from its new northern chains. But it was
the irony of the situation that the King to whom Tories appealed
as a refuge from Germanism was himself a German.

We have thus to refer the origins of the German influence in
England back to the beginning of the Hanoverian Succession;
and thence back to the quarrel between the King and the lawyers
which had issue at Naseby; and thence again to the angry exit of
Henry VIII. from the mediaeval council of Europe. It is easy to
exaggerate the part played in the matter by that great and human,
though very pagan person, Martin Luther. Henry VIII. was
sincere in his hatred for the heresies of the German monk, for
in speculative opinions Henry was wholly Catholic; and the two
wrote against each other innumerable pages, largely consisting of
terms of abuse, which were pretty well deserved on both sides.
But Luther was not a Lutheran. He was a sign of the break-
up of Catholicism; but he was not a builder of Protestantism.
The countries which became corporately and democratically
Protestant, Scotland, for instance, and Holland, followed Calvin
and not Luther. And Calvin was a Frenchman; an unpleasant
Frenchman, it is true, but one full of that French capacity for
creating official entities which can really act, and have a kind
of impersonal personality, such as the French Monarchy or the
Terror. Luther was an anarchist, and therefore a dreamer. He
made that which is, perhaps, in the long run, the fullest and most
shining manifestation of failure; he made a name. Calvin made
an active, governing, persecuting thing, called the Kirk. There is



 
 
 

something expressive of him in the fact that he called even his
work of abstract theology "The Institutes."

In England, however, there were elements of chaos more
akin to Luther than to Calvin. And we may thus explain many
things which appear rather puzzling in our history, notably the
victory of Cromwell not only over the English Royalists but
over the Scotch Covenanters. It was the victory of that more
happy-go-lucky sort of Protestantism, which had in it much of
aristocracy but much also of liberty, over that logical ambition
of the Kirk which would have made Protestantism, if possible,
as constructive as Catholicism had been. It might be called the
victory of Individualist Puritanism over Socialist Puritanism. It
was what Milton meant when he said that the new presbyter was
an exaggeration of the old priest; it was his office that acted, and
acted very harshly. The enemies of the Presbyterians were not
without a meaning when they called themselves Independents.
To this day no one can understand Scotland who does not realise
that it retains much of its mediæval sympathy with France, the
French equality, the French pronunciation of Latin, and, strange
as it may sound, is in nothing so French as in its Presbyterianism.

In this loose and negative sense only it may be said that
the great modern mistakes of England can be traced to Luther.
It is true only in this, that both in Germany and England a
Protestantism softer and less abstract than Calvinism was found
useful to the compromises of courtiers and aristocrats; for every
abstract creed does something for human equality. Lutheranism



 
 
 

in Germany rapidly became what it is to-day – a religion of court
chaplains. The reformed church in England became something
better; it became a profession for the younger sons of squires.
But these parallel tendencies, in all their strength and weakness,
reached, as it were, symbolic culmination when the mediæval
monarchy was extinguished, and the English squires gave to
what was little more than a German squire the damaged and
diminished crown.

It must be remembered that the Germanics were at that time
used as a sort of breeding-ground for princes. There is a strange
process in history by which things that decay turn into the very
opposite of themselves. Thus in England Puritanism began as
the hardest of creeds, but has ended as the softest; soft-hearted
and not unfrequently soft-headed. Of old the Puritan in war was
certainly the Puritan at his best; it was the Puritan in peace whom
no Christian could be expected to stand. Yet those Englishmen
to-day who claim descent from the great militarists of 1649
express the utmost horror of militarism. An inversion of an
opposite kind has taken place in Germany. Out of the country
that was once valued as providing a perpetual supply of kings
small enough to be stop-gaps, has come the modern menace of
the one great king who would swallow the kingdoms of the earth.
But the old German kingdoms preserved, and were encouraged
to preserve, the good things that go with small interests and strict
boundaries, music, etiquette, a dreamy philosophy, and so on.
They were small enough to be universal. Their outlook could



 
 
 

afford to be in some degree broad and many-sided. They had the
impartiality of impotence. All this has been utterly reversed, and
we find ourselves at war with a Germany whose powers are the
widest and whose outlook is the narrowest in the world.

It is true, of course, that the English squires put themselves
over the new German prince rather than under him. They put
the crown on him as an extinguisher. It was part of the plan that
the new-comer, though royal, should be almost rustic. Hanover
must be one of England's possessions and not England one of
Hanover's. But the fact that the court became a German court
prepared the soil, so to speak; English politics were already
subconsciously committed to two centuries of the belittlement
of France and the gross exaggeration of Germany. The period
can be symbolically marked out by Carteret, proud of talking
German at the beginning of the period, and Lord Haldane, proud
of talking German at the end of it. Culture is already almost
beginning to be spelt with a k. But all such pacific and only slowly
growing Teutonism was brought to a crisis and a decision when
the voice of Pitt called us, like a trumpet, to the rescue of the
Protestant Hero.

Among all the monarchs of that faithless age, the nearest
to a man was a woman. Maria Theresa of Austria was a
German of the more generous sort, limited in a domestic rather
than a national sense, firm in the ancient faith at which all
her own courtiers were sneering, and as brave as a young
lioness. Frederick hated her as he hated everything German



 
 
 

and everything good. He sets forth in his own memoirs, with
that clearness which adds something almost superhuman to the
mysterious vileness of his character, how he calculated on her
youth, her inexperience and her lack of friends as proof that she
could be despoiled with safety. He invaded Silesia in advance
of his own declaration of war (as if he had run on ahead to say
it was coming) and this new anarchic trick, combined with the
corruptibility of nearly all the other courts, left him after the
two Silesian wars in possession of the stolen goods. But Maria
Theresa had refused to submit to the immorality of nine points of
the law. By appeals and concessions to France, Russia, and other
powers, she contrived to create something which, against the
atheist innovator even in that atheist age, stood up for an instant
like a spectre of the Crusades. Had that Crusade been universal
and whole-hearted, the great new precedent of mere force and
fraud would have been broken; and the whole appalling judgment
which is fallen upon Christendom would have passed us by.
But the other Crusaders were only half in earnest for Europe;
Frederick was quite in earnest for Prussia; and he sought for
allies, by whose aid this weak revival of good might be stamped
out, and his adamantine impudence endure for ever. The allies
he found were the English. It is not pleasant for an Englishman
to have to write the words.

This was the first act of the tragedy, and with it we may
leave Frederick, for we are done with the fellow though not
with his work. It is enough to add that if we call all his after



 
 
 

actions satanic, it is not a term of abuse, but of theology. He
was a Tempter. He dragged the other kings to "partake of the
body of Poland," and learn the meaning of the Black Mass.
Poland lay prostrate before three giants in armour, and her name
passed into a synonym for failure. The Prussians, with their fine
magnanimity, gave lectures on the hereditary maladies of the
man they had murdered. They could not conceive of life in those
limbs; and the time was far off when they should be undeceived.
In that day five nations were to partake not of the body, but of
the spirit of Poland; and the trumpet of the resurrection of the
peoples should be blown from Warsaw to the western isles.



 
 
 

 
III —The Enigma of Waterloo

 
That great Englishman Charles Fox, who was as national as

Nelson, went to his death with the firm conviction that England
had made Napoleon. He did not mean, of course, that any other
Italian gunner would have done just as well; but he did mean
that by forcing the French back on their guns, as it were, we had
made their chief gunner necessarily their chief citizen. Had the
French Republic been left alone, it would probably have followed
the example of most other ideal experiments; and praised peace
along with progress and equality. It would almost certainly have
eyed with the coldest suspicion any adventurer who appeared
likely to substitute his personality for the pure impersonality
of the Sovereign People; and would have considered it the
very flower of republican chastity to provide a Brutus for such
a Caesar. But if it was undesirable that equality should be
threatened by a citizen, it was intolerable that it should be simply
forbidden by a foreigner. If France could not put up with French
soldiers she would very soon have to put up with Austrian
soldiers; and it would be absurd if, having decided to rely on
soldiering, she had hampered the best French soldier even on
the ground that he was not French. So that whether we regard
Napoleon as a hero rushing to the country's help, or a tyrant
profiting by the country's extremity, it is equally clear that those
who made the war made the war-lord; and those who tried to



 
 
 

destroy the Republic were those who created the Empire. So,
at least, Fox argued against that much less English prig who
would have called him unpatriotic; and he threw the blame upon
Pitt's Government for having joined the anti-French alliance,
and so tipped up the scale in favour of a military France. But
whether he was right or no, he would have been the readiest to
admit that England was not the first to fly at the throat of the
young Republic. Something in Europe much vaster and vaguer
had from the first stirred against it. What was it then that first
made war – and made Napoleon? There is only one possible
answer: the Germans. This is the second act of our drama of the
degradation of England to the level of Germany. And it has this
very important development; that Germany means by this time
all the Germans, just as it does to-day. The savagery of Prussia
and the stupidity of Austria are now combined. Mercilessness
and muddleheadedness are met together; unrighteousness and
unreasonableness have kissed each other; and the tempter and
the tempted are agreed. The great and good Maria Theresa was
already old. She had a son who was a philosopher of the school
of Frederick; also a daughter who was more fortunate, for she
was guillotined. It was natural, no doubt, that her brother and
relatives should disapprove of the incident; but it occurred long
after the whole Germanic power had been hurled against the
new Republic. Louis XVI. himself was still alive and nominally
ruling when the first pressure came from Prussia and Austria,
demanding that the trend of the French emancipation should be



 
 
 

reversed. It is impossible to deny, therefore, that what the united
Germanics were resolved to destroy was the reform and not even
the Revolution. The part which Joseph of Austria played in the
matter is symbolic. For he was what is called an enlightened
despot, which is the worst kind of despot. He was as irreligious
as Frederick the Great, but not so disgusting or amusing. The
old and kindly Austrian family, of which Maria Theresa was the
affectionate mother, and Marie Antoinette the rather uneducated
daughter, was already superseded and summed up by a rather
dried-up young man self-schooled to a Prussian efficiency. The
needle is already veering northward. Prussia is already beginning
to be the captain of the Germanics "in shining armour." Austria
is already becoming a loyal sekundant.

But there still remains one great difference between Austria
and Prussia which developed more and more as the energy of
the young Napoleon was driven like a wedge between them.
The difference can be most shortly stated by saying that Austria
did, in some blundering and barbaric way, care for Europe; but
Prussia cared for nothing but Prussia. Austria is not a nation; you
cannot really find Austria on the map. But Austria is a kind of
Empire; a Holy Roman Empire that never came, an expanding
and contracting-dream. It does feel itself, in a vague patriarchal
way, the leader, not of a nation, but of nations. It is like some
dying Emperor of Rome in the decline; who should admit that
the legions had been withdrawn from Britain or from Parthia,
but would feel it as fundamentally natural that they should have



 
 
 

been there, as in Sicily or Southern Gaul. I would not assert that
the aged Francis Joseph imagines that he is Emperor of Scotland
or of Denmark; but I should guess that he retains some notion
that if he did rule both the Scots and the Danes, it would not be
more incongruous than his ruling both the Hungarians and the
Poles. This cosmopolitanism of Austria has in it a kind of shadow
of responsibility for Christendom. And it was this that made the
difference between its proceedings and those of the purely selfish
adventurer from the north, the wild dog of Pomerania.
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