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has made more speeches at popular meetings dur-
ing the last few years. .-

Calm, and yet with an ardent and even im-
passioned spirit underneath, he has immense in-
fluence over large gatherings, and so far as the
ideas of Henry George have found acceptance in
England he has done' as much as any man to
propagate them.

1t was perhaps their community of ideas that
brought him and Hemmerde into association. This
- was followed. by an association of a different kind.

In collaboration they produced “Breaking a But-
terfly,” one of the most successful dramas of a
season.

To his cause Neilson brings the invaluable gift
of an unselfish enthusiasm. Though brought up
in the hard school of the world behind the scenes,
he has remained an idealist. 1 should add that
people who knew him in his earlier days still
speak with enthusiasm of his remarkable gifts as
a stage producer—his knowledge of color, of effect,
and of organization.
ductions at Covent Garden were brought out under
his skillful guidance.

Perhaps his experience in this world has helped
him largely in politics ; only those outside politics
fail to aporeciate how much the effectiveness of a
cause is helped by the dramatic instinet of the
moment and the act or word that the moément
demands.

Hemmerde is, as everybody knows, a barrister.
Here is a man who stands out from any crowd of
men by his startling personal appearance and air.
Tall, well proportioned, with strongly marked fea-
tures, a long, aquiline nose, brilliant, dark eyes, a
dark skin, a mass of dark hair, an air bold and
almost challenging, he looks the part of a daring
innovator. Confident in himself as well as in his
ideas, bold in speech as in action, optimistic, never
depressed, always certain he is going to win, he is
just the man to take a leading part in a fight which
was to remove mountaing of fortressed strength
and of buttressed opinions.

Hemmerde is a fighter ; seeks as most men would
avoid a big and difficult battle. For instance, he
gave up a safe Welsh seat to have the rollicking

_fun of a contest with Lord Charles Beresford at

Portsmouth. He was beaten, but before he had
finished the fight he had battered the sides of
even 8o tough an old battleship as Lord Charles.
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A TALE OF CONFISCATION.

Parts of a Report Upon Sheffield, England, in the
London and Manchester Daily News of June
10, 1912, by R. L. Outhwaite.

During a century Sheffield has grown from a
town of 30,000 inhabitants to be a mighty manu-
facturing center of 454,653 people, with a world-
conquering industry based on the fashioning of
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steel to individual needs and national folly. But
those who sowed have not garnered the harvest;
that has gone to the ground landlords, and in par-
ticular $o His Grace the Duke of Norfolk. T owe
it to Mr. Charles Paul, author of “Forgotten Facts
in the History of Sheffield” and “An Old English
Village” (St. Catherine’s Press, price 6d.) that I
was able fo understand the evolution of this
tragedy.

We left the center of the city, and in a few min-
utes were in Attercliffe, the dark realm of the clan
of Tubal Cain. Black clouds of smoke hung low,
poisoning the atmosphere, obliterating the sky ; the
begrimed streets, the toil-stained workers, the
squalor and the overpowering evidences of gigan-
tic, remorseless activities were suggestive of the
grim brutality of industrialism. A century ago
this was Attercliffe Common, a place of pleasant
meadows on the crystal Don, a part of the 63,000
acres of common land which in 1767 lay within a
twelve-mile radius of the Sheffield parish church.
The Inclosure Award dealing with Attercliffe
Commons was made in 1820, in the childhood of
men wtill living, and “the most noble Charles,
Duke of Norfolk, Lord of the Manor of Sheffield,”
secured an area here of over 60 acres. Within the
last 30 years the population of Attercliffe ‘has
grown from 6,000 to 60,000, and large works are
now massed on what was the common land. Mr.
Paul pointed out one crowded area of three acres,
the site of which went to the Duke of Norfolk
when the people were despoiled of Oaks Green.

We passed into Brightside division, another in-
dustrial territory under tribute to the Duke. A
pleasing name is Salmon Pastures, recalling the
once verdant river banks. It lay within the ancient
demesne of the Duke of Norfolk. Industry has
covered it with bricks and mortar, and pays dearly
for the privilege.

The Duke has here, as elsewhere, low-lying land
unfit for building purposes. The manufacturers
have difficulty in getting rid of ashes and refuse.
The Duke permits them to tip on to this land at a
charge of 6d. or more a load until they have made
it fit to provide him with ground rents as building
land. In 1906 there was a vacant space here,
slightly over an acre "in extent—an unconsidered
trifle; it produced no income and so it paid no
rates. Then the Sheffield education committee
purchased it, and had to pay the price of progress
—£2,231 and costs.

We pass one world-conquering firm after an-
other. Here, for instance, are the works of Messrs.
Vickers, Sons & Maxim, covering 100 acres and
employing 6,000 men. From this point back to
the Wicker in the city is about two miles, and in
one continuous row stretch the works of mighty
firms established on ducal land. On a hillside in
the distance one saw the massed dwellings of the
workers at Pittsmoor, who pay ground rent to the
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present Duke for occupation of land that his an-
cestor secured under the Brightside award. We
pass the Rotherdam railway that in the days of
its construction paid tribute to the ducal estate.
So in the manufacturing quarter of Sheffield one
saw on all sides how progess has fructified in
ground rents for His Grace the Duke of Norfolk.
And, thanks to Mr. Paul’s investigations, I was
able to trace the similar history of ducal property
situated in more favored residential areas. Under
an Inclosure award in 1791 the then Duke secured
1,393 acres, and villadom now occupies the site;
under another, 7,000 acres went to him for the
benefit of his descendant.

We passed into the Bailey street area of back-to-
back houses, of which Sheffield has 17,000, and in-
spected foul, evil-smelling habitations. Here
Death reaps a full harvest at the rate of 40 per
thousand, comparable with the 8 per thousand
amongst the villas of Fulwood suburb. From
there we went to the Scotland street area, of which
Councillor Bashforth remarked: “This area
should be swept away, but it cannot be done under
the present system owing to the cost, but under a
land values tax it would clear itself, for the site
is of high value.”

We passed out of these horrible areas down on to
West Bar, a main thoroughfare, which, with
streets leading thereto, has been improved by the
Corporation at a cost of £63,926. Great hoard-
ings along vacant frontages attest that the Cor-
poration, as in the case of its slum clearances, has
not been able to dispose of land purchased, and
that the ratepayers are bearing a heavy burden of
loss. And right down on to these frontages come
the slum areas within a stone’s throw of the Town
Hall. If rating had been on the basis of land
value the slums would have been swept away and
these improvements would have brought such an
increased revenue to the treasury that there would
have been profit in place of loss. So whether it be
a matter of slum clearances or street widening, one
sees the present rating system wrecking municipal
endeavor.

We passed on to the New Street Improvement
area lying near the Market Buildings. Here the
Corporation has taken the first step towards a
clearance, having purchased property at a price of
£145,987. The need was great, for we went at
one point down a narrow alley way and struck
a pest spot, a whiff from which sent us hurrying
back. Here again the Duke of Norfolk levied a
heavy toll. This area lies in the midst of the
busiest business thoroughfares of the city, along-
side the Great Central Railway Station. A land
values tax would have swiftly swept it clean. Then
we came to the Market Buildings, and evidences
of ducal plunder again became the predominant
feature of our investigation. The Duke of Nor-
folk owned the market site and buildings, and as
Lord of the Manor had the sole right to maintain
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a market in Sheffield. The Corporation bought
him out, and paid £526,000 and £ 5,292 in trans-
fer expenses. At the outside, £100,000 would
cover the value of the buildings.

Then we turned into the Park territory—so
called because it was once the park of the Duke
of Norfolk’s manor house. Councillor Bashforth .
pointed out a small corner shop. Mr. Unwin, a
draper, had held it on a lease from the Duke at
£5 1s. per annum. When the lease had still 615
years to run the tenant approached the Duke for a
renewal. He had to surrender the unexpired term,
and for a forty years’ lease contract to pay £150
a year and spend £1,000 on the property.

Round the corner in Duke street we saw the
Park Wesleyan Chapel. The site, in area about
three-quarters of an acre, was held on a 99 years’
lease expiring in 1895, at an annual ground rent
of £8 16s. In 1889 the Duke of Norfolk adver-
tised the freehold of the site for public sale, but
on representations from the Chapel trustees he sold
it to them privately for £2,800. A small frontage
was reserved for the Duke and is now occupied
by a butcher’s shop. The Duke has been more
generous to his co-religionists at Arundel, for
whom he has erected a magnificent church out of
the wealth of Sheffield.

Then we went up the slope, still on ducal terri-
tory,- into a miscrable, congested arca where in-
habited hovels are mixed up with others unten-
anted and in ruins. We stopped at one tumble-
down cottage to talk with a miner and his wife.
The whole abode of two little cribs below and two
ahove only provided the space of a small room.
There was a hole through the outer wall, the rent
is 4s. 9d. a week, and helps to maintain Arundel
Castle. And just beyond this crowded area, with-
in a mile of the center of the city, stretch the
green pasture fields of His Grace the Duke of
Norfolk. These fields block the extension of the
city in this direction, they ring round the con-
gested Park area, preventing the spreading out of
the people. Councillor Bashforth informed me
that in Sheffield cottages are built on the average
at the rate of 45 to the acre, at a ground rent of
£1 10s. each, and so one may attribute to this
land a minimum value of £1,500 an acre and to
the area of 63 acres a total value of about £100,-
000. This block is rated at £79, and as “agricul-
tural” land will contribute £20 or so to the ex-
penditure of the city and to the finance of educa-
tion and poor relief, that is to say, about as much
as five cottages letting at 6s. a week. A land
values tax would un]oc%( this area.

I then took a penny tram to Osgathorpe, and
walked along Earl Marshal road, with pasture
fields belonging to the Duke of Norfolk on each
side, comprising an arca of 61 acres. The Educa-
tion Committee in 1910 bought an acre of this
land for an extension of the Owler Lane School.
The price paid was £1,512 10s. and costs. The
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61 acres of surrounding “agricultural” land are
assessed at £90, and contribute a few pounds to
the rates. During the last 38 years the Education
Authority has spent £153,657 on sites for ele-
mentary- schools. Of this sum £34,000 has
been paid to the Duke for 20 acres. Eleven
acres which cost £22,000, were derelict,
and went unrated. The other nin'e‘ acres,
which cost £12,000, were assessed at from
£1 10s. to £2 per acre, and contributed about
£5 to the rates. Under a land values tax there
would be a different story to tell.

I called on Ald. Sir William Clegg, ex-Lord
Mayor and leader of the Liberal Party, who ex-
pressed himself as strongly in favor of the rating
of land values, so that landowners henefiting from
municipal expenditure, like the Duke of Norfolk
through the tramways, should pay their fair con-
tribution. The force of Sir William Clegg’s argu-
ment is revealed in the Abstract of Accounts for
the City under the head “Property and Permanent
Works and Outlay of a Capital Nature.” Total
cost or outlay to March 25, 1910, has amounted to
£11,941,349. This vast expenditure, over £26
per head of the population, has gone in the main
to directly enhance land values.

This, then, is the lesson that Sheffield conveys
so that he who runs may read. Within the space
of less than a century, and in particular during its
last quarter, meadow land and waste fields have
been turned into crowded residential areas and
factory sites. Industry has marched forward from
victory to victory, but the spoils of conquest have
been filched from the victors by those who own the
city site, and in particular by one leviathan monop-
olist. The burden of civic endeavor and national
obligation grievously penalizes industry and cruel-
ly taxes the struggling worker, whose wretched
abode is made subject to it, whilst the ducal tax-
collector, with the Strand and the mines also under
tribute to him, can hold 20,000 Sussex acres as
an appanage to a castle on which he spent £750,-
000, and a territory in Scotland for the preserva-
tion of grouse. It is estimated that of the occu-
pied area of Sheffield the Duke of Norfolk holds
4,000 acres. Put the average value so low as
£1,500 per acre, and this gives a total land value
of £6,000,000. In 1815 the rental of the Sheffield
estates was £18,000. Here we see what a cen-
tury of progress has done for the Duke of Norfolk.

It is not 8o much what monopoly takes from
the citizens as what it absolutely withholds that
makes reality fall so tragically short of possibility.
In the City Engineer’s Report the following pas-
sage occurs: ‘““The-area of the city, which is one
of the largest in the United Kingdom, is 23,662
acres, and the proportion of land at present unde-
veloped exceptionally large. Of the total area of
the city 5,000 acres may be taken as being denselyv
populated, 2,500 acres sparsely built upon, 11,500
acres as land available for further development,
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the remainder being moorland, reservoirs, parks,
recreation grounds, precipitous ground, etc., un-
available for building.?

When we excludefrom_ the 5,000 acres the busi-
ness sites, the great areas occupied by the engi-
neering yards, the roadways, and other non-resi-
dential areas, the spectacle is presented of all but
a few of 454,653 human beings jammed together,
skimped of light and air and garden space, whilst
around them lies a great territory that the monop-
olist withholds till his price be obtained. A land
values tax would lift the ban.

BOOKS

A STORY OF MODERN POLITICAL
LIFE.

The Citadel. A Romance of Unrest. By Samuel
Merwin. Price $1.25, postage 10c. New York, The
Century Company.

- Congressman John Garwood had surprised him-
self.

The subconscious self of him that had long
been storing up the facts of observation had sud-
denly broken loose and delivered in the House of
Representatives a remarkable speech, the words
of which he could not distanctly recall. Seated
in his office resting his feet on the low steam radia-
tor while he moodily reflected on what he had
done, he was startled by the headliners of the
Evening Sun which his secretary thrust before his
eyes: ‘“Garwood assails the Constitution. Aston-
ishing Attack on Fundamental Law,” etc., ete.
The words did not seem to relate to him, but he
read on, without a sense of personal responsibility,
the bold speech which followed:

I do not see, Mr. Chairman, why we should hesitate
to admit that this pretense of sacred mystery that is
today woven about the Constitution is just bold hocus
pocus. The Constitution is, of course, an interesting
and remarkable document. But to expect us to be-
lieve that any document drawn up as a compromise
by a body of men representing the property interests
of a few sea coast colonies—colonies which existed
in political, industrial and social conditions basically
different from the conditions obtaining today—to
expect us to helleve that any such.document is to
be accepted today as the political, industrial and
social law and gospel I8 to expect us to believe a
good deal.

The Congressman’s eyes ran on over the con-
trasts between the problems of 1789 and those that
face the present generation, and fastened on the °
next paragraph:

Mr. Chairman, speaking as an individual, may I
not admit that I am tired of thinking and talking
nonsense? Is it not nonsense—this perpetual use of
our ancient Constitution as a bar to progress and to
independent thought, and this perpetual tinkering and




