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PREFACE

I FiRST became acquainted with Mrs. Havelock Ellis
—then Edith M. O. Lees—about thirty years ago at
the meetings of a little society called *“ The Fellowship
of the New Life.”” Miss Lees (born in 1861) was one
of the most energetic members, and the society itself
was full of enthusiasms and enterprise. There was
a general urge towards Socialism—though more from
the ethical and humanitarian than from the political
side ; there was a great determination to simplify life
as much as possible ; servants were to be dispensed
with or adopted as friends; manual work to be
cultivated side by side with intellectual ; education
to be greatly reformed. There were schemes for
settlement on the land ; and schemes for co-operation
or community in household life. And always these
schemes and reforms were to be carried out as far as
possible personally and by the personal effort of the
members. They were not to be merely philosophical
propaganda applicable in a distant and general way
to society at large. All which was in accordance with
the Fellowship’s Kantian principle that no one was
to be made merely the means to another person’s
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viii PREFACE

ends, and with its Goethean motto that every indi-
vidual must himself be “ resolute to live in the Whole,
the Good, and the Beautiful.”

I think T am right in saying that it was on this
point of personal effort that in the quite early days
(in 1884) a split occurred in the society, which led
to a certain group breaking away and becoming the
founders of the Fabian Society. These latter con-
centrated their energies on general socialist and
economic propaganda, apart from the question of
individual and personal reform.

The primal founder (in 1883) of the whole move-
ment was Thomas Davidson (brother of Morrison
Davidson) ;* and the earliest members were Percival
Chubb, Maurice Adams, W. J. Jupp, Havelock Ellis,
J. F. Oakeshott, and Rowland Estcourt. They were
soon more or less formally joined by others, Herbert
Rix, Edward R. Pease, Ramsay Macdonald, Olive
Schreiner, Bessie and Isabella Ford of Leeds, Ernest
Rhys, and so forth. Edith Lees, who joined after
the split, became, as I have said, one of the
most vigorous and active members. At an early
period she undertook some of the secretarial work,
and later on she largely helped to organise and carry
on a joint dwelling or co-operative boarding-house
in Doughty Street, near Mecklenburgh Square, where

1 For further details about the beginnings of the two societies see
The History of the Fabian Society, by E. R. Pease, ch. xi.

? For an account ,of Thomas Davidson, see Professor William
Knight’s biography.
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some eight or ten members of the Fellowship made
their home, and were to illustrate the advantages of
the community life. Naturally the arrangements
gave rise to some amusing, and some rather exciting,
episodes ; and at a later time Edith Ellis made use
of these (with a novelist’s freedom) in a story entitled
Attavnment.

After her marriage with Havelock Ellis, and
when the missionary activity of the New Fellowship
had to some degree subsided, Mrs. Ellis concentrated
her mind more and more on the task of writing and
lecturing, from her own individual standpoint, on
the various subjects in which she was interested.
Having, however, also a very practical turn of mind
she did not confine herself to literary work, but-over
a period of several years carried on, besides, a small
farm 1in Cornwall, near St. Ives. Here she became
quite accomplished in dairy work and the breeding
of animals ; and there 1s little doubt that this very
practical side of her activities contributed much to
give concreteness and an effective edge to her speak-
ing and writing.

As to the varied nature of her social interests, that
may easily be gathered from the list of the chapters
in the volume to which this is an introduction.
Questions of Marriage and Divorce, of Sex-Variation
and Eugenics, of the Art of Love in the past and in
the future, of the Education of Children, of Women
in Political Life, of the Ethics of War, of the real
meaning of Democracy, all come up for consideration.
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Besides this, I have before me as I write a printed
programme of some forty lectures and readings,
which were actually being given by Edith Ells
shortly before her death. Some of these cover, of
course, the same ground as the chapters in the present
volume, but others deal with related subjects, and
not a few also with the life-work of well-known
personalities like Swedenborg, James Hinton,
Ellen Key, Frederik van Eeden, Olive Schreiner,
Oscar Wilde, and so forth.

Naturally, with such a large and wvaried pro-
gramme, it was hardly to be expected that each
address should prove to be a profound and exhaustive
treatment of its subject. On the other hand, it
would be a great mistake—as any one may see who
studies the present volume—to conclude that the
results of this wide survey of human life were super-
ficial and negligible. There was a capacity of swift
and penetrating intuition in Edith Ellis’s mind which,
conjoined to a singularly direct habit of expression,
resulted 1n an original and luminous treatment of
almost any subject. It was the same with her novels
and her plays and shorter stories ; and here—as in
Kit’s Woman, or Love-Aere, or The Imperishable Wing
—her intimate knowledge of the life and lingo of the
people enabled her to put the discussion of some of
the great problems of life and death into the racy
speech of ordinary working folk with very telling
eflect.

It was indeed a temperament of varied composi-
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tion, including great contrasts — democratic yet
dominating, combative yet sympathetic, hasty yet
tenacious ; practical and imaginative, logical and
intuitive, feminine and masculine all in one. The
Woman and the Man (and indeed also the Child)
were closely united in her ; and this it was perhaps
which gave her such prophetic insight, as she often
seemed to have, in human affairs.

Yet naturally such various elements could not
always be held in touch together without strain and
discord. I knew nothing of her parents, and she
herself never knew her mother, who died shortly
after her birth, but she used to tell me that she de-
rived from them strongly conflicting heredities, which
were a source of suffering and illness to her both
mentally and physically. And it was pretty evident
that this was by no means mere imagination. Her
bouts of serious illness puzzled the doctors; her
sudden changes of feeling and disposition puzzled,
and sometimes offended, her friends. Yet again,
through it all, her friends clung to her—and some in
a quite devoted way.

We all, I imagine, have somewhat the same pro-
blem to face in our lives, in different degrees. Even
those whose ancestral elements are of the most
harmonious character are not without difficulties—
while others find that they are condemned to drive
through life a chariot whose steeds seem hopelessly
unruly and contradictory ! It is no doubt largely
in the effort to effect control and harmony that the

Mg
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greatness and the success of life lie. And, no doubt
also, it is just by harmonising these unlikely elements
that the best results are sometimes produced.

Edith Ellis’s temperamental energy was amazing.
In the autumn of 1914 she went to the United States
to carry out a course of lectures there. She worked
hard at this during the winter, and was well and
cordially received. Indeed, she made a deep impres-
sion, and aroused enthusiasm both by her lectures
and her personality. The Americans were delighted
with her outspoken candour and directness, qualities
so unusual in the British! There was also a deep
and resonant attraction in the timbre of her voice.

But an American lecturing tour is an exhausting
thing, and in the early year she fell quite ill there with
tonsillitis and septiceemia, which led to an alarming
state of exhaustion. Finally she returned to Eng-
land, in May 1915, in an American ship which—as it
happened—Ileft New York only a few hours after
the news of the ill-fated Lusitanie arrived. The
overcrowding and discomfort on the said ship (con-
sequent on the receipt of the tragic news), combined
with the perpetual apprehensions of nervous pas-
sengers, constituted a very unfortunate atmosphere
for one in her enfeebled health, and for some time
after reaching home she was in a quite broken-down
state. Her energy, however, returned—though it
took on a more feverish character; and actually
during the last twelve months of her life she prepared
and in part delivered the course of lectures and
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readings of which I have spoken. Naturally, such
activity and strain could not last, and after another
more serious break-down in the spring, from which
she only partially recovered, the end came in the
autumn of 1916.

One can see how the very diversity of Edith
Ellis’s interests in life—the plentiful subjects for
books and lectures, the numerous and devoted per-
sonal friendships—were almost too much for one
lifetime. One could not but notice, as the threat
of ill-health materialised more and more and as the
limitation of the years became more evident, how
the tendency to hurry, which had appeared to some
extent in her earlier work, became more marked.
There was a certain tragedy to her in the pressure
of her multitudinous literary projects, combined
with the fatal brevity of the time likely to be at
command for their fulfilment; nor must we forget
that economic needs (made all the greater by her
habitual generosity) frequently increased this pres-
sure. If we think that less speed and more delibera-
tion would have contributed to a finer result in her
work, that need not blind us to the quite gem-like
brilliancy of some portions, nor can it diminish our
gratitude for the real services rendered—often in the
face of illness, opposition, and other disabilities.

Edith Ellis died on the 14th September 1916, at
the comparatively early age of fifty-five. The im-
mediate cause of death was pneumonia, following
a chill when watching the first Zeppelin bhrought
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down in flames, but her system had long been under-
mined by the advance of diabetes. In accordance
with her wish, the remains were cremated at Golder’s
Green, without religious service, to the strains of her
best-loved piece of music, Handel’s Largo. Two
days later, in the presence of a few special friends,
the ashes were scattered over the garden of the

Crematorium.
EDWARD CARPENTER.



INTRODUCTION

IN this collection of essays Edith Ells puts forward
the personal record of her faith. Few women who have
achieved definately beautiful expression wn an art have
left, as a corollary of thewr vmaginative work, so art-
culate, so comprehenswe, and so fearless a statement of
a personal philosophy, or so struggled to lwe it out
consustently in practice throughout an overflowingly full
lfe.

i Written originally as essays and lectures, and
without the author’s final revisions, these papers have
the wnformality and colloguialvsm of the spoken rather
than the written word, and are left with much of the
spontaneous character of the spoken exposition on thevr
heads. Presenting her as they do at widely different
periods of her wntensely actve and practical life, they
form a singularly valuable manual for any thinking
man or woman of less experience, less stimulating
environment, or less wntustwe faculty for probing to
the quick of things, who may nevertheless feel within
himself or herself the vmperative mneed of some new
envisagement of life, now that the western world has
been obliged to take down its sign, *“ Higher Civilisa-
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tion,” and write up in uts place, ** Liquidation because
of Bankruptcy.”

The world which Edith Ellis grew up tn, and -
wlhach she, at least, actually lived her vision of human
brotherhood, went down wn an inconceivable holocaust
of blood and flame, the women throwing themselves into
it almost as collectively as the men. Her faith vn and
her hope for mankind may possibly have been shaken,
but the foundations stood. Speaking on the (at that
moment) burning question, *“ Shall Women trawn their
Sons for War,” she expressed the agony of articulate
consciences all over the world, suddenly roused from
sleep. *° One s almost apologetic that one s not either
mad or dead,” she cried out. ** It is a mess of appar-
ently useless slaughier from the contemplation of which
one has to turn away at entervals to escape madness.”
Yet she believed that wnternational co-operation was not
vmpossible, and t was her hope that women would
help to bring vt about. ““ That day,” she wrote, * when
woman takes her place beside man wn the governance and
arrangement of the external affairs of her race, will also
be the day that heralds the death of war as a means of
arranging human differences. No tinsel of trumpets
and waving of flags will ultvmately seduce women into
the wnsanity of recklessly destroying life, or gild the
wilful taking of lfe with any other name than that of
murder, whether it be the slaughter of millions or of
one

22

She was never among those who thought that the
guilt of the war must be put down to one particular
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nation. ““ None of us are guiltless in this devastation
of Burope,” she wrote tn a paper on “ Women and War,”
not wncluded in this volume. “ Who dare deny that
England may mot now be paying some of the price of
the Boer War? And may not Germany, looming at
the moment as the cruel servant of Pride and Power,
be getting her wages of death parily because of her gross
conception of woman ? And may not France, because
of her very hatred of Germany, and may not Russia
because of her internal tyranny, her infidelity to Persia,
her injustice and cruelty towards Poland and Finland,
be learning something of the dignity and the worth of
all human life? While we are paying the price—as
we are doing wn this war—we blame any one and every
one for what vs only our fault. Every thrust at an
enemy alien, every cry over a bloody triumph, every
shout for more armaments and wider war, imply a
destructive clog in the great civilised machine. It is
for women to declare to their children that it may,
from a civilised standpoint, be better to become extinct
as nations than to surviwe only as oppressors and
destroyers.” Wlhile she recognised that war might
under some circumstances be inevitable, she was not
disposed even then to glorify it. *° Women’s intuition,”
she wrote, ““ grasps the truth that war is equally defiling
to the conquered and to the conquerors, for the simple
reason that the motwe behind the outbreak s rarely a
fine one. It is nearly always in the first instance for
national aggrandisement or commercial profit. It us
at its best an intensification of brutality under the name
0
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of courage, or a dimanution of human characteristics
under the name of stoicism. It is well known that
many men engaged wn vt are unfit for civilised dasly
life for a long time after a protracted fight.”

While the madness and the horror of it all were at
their darkest she dved. She died suddenly, of a chill
caught while standing to watch a Zeppelin brought
down in flames, having characteristically and wmpul-
swely taken off her cloak to put it round some one who
seemed less protected. Mercifully, she died before the
war ended. She was spared the disillusions of peace.
She died still hoping that the Great War would end in a
magnanimous Peace—an end which, she insisted, would
be the only mitigation of the evil of the war,—and that
women who had sent thewr husbands and sons to fight
other women’s husbands and sons would be saving
the women of the future from such tortures of human
sacrifice.

But she left, none the less, an enjunctron to all women
who ardently desvre that lasting peace shall be the reward
of so much wuseless sacrifice, a solemn injunction to
ascertawn their true attitude, to revalue their values, and
to give, wn the eyes of those who come after them, a spiritual
stgnificance to what must otherwise ever appear the most
shameful page of human history up to date recorded.

“ It 1s good,” she sasvd, in the same address and wn
concluston, ““ to consider and to carry oui so same an
wnternational programme as the one suggested by Mrys.
Pethick Lawrence™ (substantially that of the Union of
Democratic Control), on the basis of democracy, inter-
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national agreement, and the acceptance of arbitration for
all disputes. ** It is, however,” she adds, *“ still a com-
promise, as 1s any scheme which does not strike, through
father and mother, at the root of the matter.” I refer
to her endorsement of this programme because it shows
how closely Edith Ellis always linked theory and practice ;
with her some form of action must always follow hard
upon the heels of thought.

It s clear that she could never be one of the militant
forces wn feminist movements. She disapproved of
malitancy as she disapproved of militarism, and on
much the same grounds. *° All malitancy,” she wrote,
““ ereates the evil it sets out to destroy. The propaganda
of malitancy in any form by women s a blot on civilisa-
tion. The whole hope of the woman movement to-day is
that women shall follow their own best ideals, and not
follow blindly and weakly those of men. Love, courage,
and even drudgery, can serve beiter than any form of
destruction.” She quotes Mrs. Pethick Lawrence—
this teme with regard to Edith Ellis’s own attitude
towards politics and malitancy—as telling her that she
was not *“ sound ” on the woman question (p. 140).
Genzally she adds : *“ I am quite willing to agree with
Mrs. Lawrence. . . . I have worked at these questions
for more than thirty years, but I know that does
not wmply that I am what Mrs. Lawrence would call
“sound’ on them.”

No, she was mnot, tn a narrow political sense,
“ sound ” on these questions. She was something much

deeper and bigger than that. Her husband, Havelock
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Ellis, said to me once, respecting her especial place
among the feminists and other advanced Englishwomen
of the twentieth century : ** If 9t’s the niche that belongs
to her youw're huniing, you won’t find 4t, for it does
not exist. She never devoted herself to working at any
single confined spot—the  New Fellowship,” at which
in early years she worked hard as secretary, had very
wide aims—in the * Woman Movewent’ or in any
other movement, so she has no place assigned to her.
That was indeed just her value, that she was broader and
saner and more independent and daring than the
women who confined themselves to working at some
single spot.”

W. L. George referred to this same independence and
daring of her maind, when, last summer wn London, we
talked together of Edith Ellis, and of this volume whuch
he had just been reading in the manuscript. He said,
with dry humour : I thank it not too much to say
that among the many thinkers who have been mas-
understood, Mrs. Havelock Ellis occupies a distinguished
place. I did not know her at all intimately, but I did
know her well enough to confirm the impression I
recewved from her works ; and when I consider that by
some she was considered a violent androphobe, by others
an apostle of unrequlated unions, by some a pale idealist,
and by a few a dry mind, it is clear that they did not
understand her. Mrs. Havelock Ellis was a wholly
sincere and clear-headed woman. If she has been mas-
understood, ut is for two reasons. The first is that she
had great respect for language ; she used her words
































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































