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SOCIAL CREDIT

Social Crediters and War

By W. A. WILLOX

SOCIAL Crediters know that the root cause of war flourishes only in an impossible

financial system that piles up debt, drives man to fight man for jobs to provide
incomes, and finally forces nation to fight nation for the same sordid end. Knowing
that thus war is caused, Social Crediters will gver strive to remove it.

I war comes, the activities of Social
Crediters may be made more difficult, but
they will never ccase undl the final aim is
achieved : indwidual (and therefore collec-
tive) freedom in security for all.

Simple, commonsense explanations of
the facts of reality will {all on more recep-
tive ears when the miseries of war ave
expericnced, and the longing to end them
leads people to wish to do something
about it.

Social Crediters know that when people
associate in the confident faith of a simple,
reasonable and good aim, that aim can be
achieved. Such united association for a
single objective is irresistible.

It is not an casy task without the aid
of the .press. to persuade people generally

that they have suprcme power in associa-
tion. The most effective way is by prac-
tical demonsturation: by deeds, rather than
by words; by action rather than by ralk
alone.

Some words, some simple explanations,
are necessary as a first step to united
acdon; but the achicvement of an aim,
the winming of an objective, is the effec-
tive stimulus to further action.  Thus,
always acting on the natural principle of
first things first, the small leading to the
great, Social Crediters can continue the
practice of their faith in war and peace.

It is for the individual Social grcditcr
to seize his opportunity; and to judge for
himsclf, in the light of what guidancc
there may be, how, when' and where he

may take his .part in leading the world
to peace and plenty, security and freedom
for one and all.

This paper will strive to give guidance,
to provide simple explanadons of real
facts, so that our readers may be able to
pass on any issue to those who are seeking
help to disentangle the wue from the
false. We want to help in the establish-
ment of truth in all things; for thus, and
thus only, can lies be defeated. Lies perish
in the warm sun ol truth.

'If our readers want what guidance we
can give, they must help in whatever
ways they are able. The ordinary press
is at the moment closed to them: it i
therefore vitally important to maintain
what channels of publicity are already
open. Financial support is essential; sup-
port in increasing the circulation 13
essential.

The Debt Octopus

Mr. Peter E. Brassey, llon. Treasurer,
National Union of Ratcpayers’ Associa-
dons, 6 Quecen Anne’s gate, S.W.1, has
written the following letter, published in
The Times of September 27:

Recent correspondence in  your paper
has drawn attention to the most alarming
facts which lcgisla[ors and administrators
have tried to ignore or deny in the last
five years.

Our natonal debt is as large as it was
in 1919, when we were told that we could
pay off the War debt in 35 years or
s0. We have paid something like
£5,000,000,000 in interest without improv-
ing our position.

The last War left us with annual debt
* charges roughly equivalent to the product
of income-tax at 3s. in the pound. It
appears now that this monstrous burden
is to last for ever, and there are possibilities
of another war. Further, since 1919, the
nct debt of local authorities has risen from
£500,000,000 to nearly [1,500,000,000, and
the debt charges on the rate fund services,
at a dume of low interest rates, are now
equivalent to nearly half the rdtes raised.

The rates raised have reached the unpre-
cedented height of [176,000,000 a year,
which is more than double the amount
paid in any year during the War. At the
same timc income-tax is on the full war
basis, though we are not yctrin the posi-
tion of having to pay for war.

Who is in control and who is respon-
sible? The answer to the first question
is apparently no one. The answer to the
second question may be put in two ways,
for they mean the same thing. Everyone

is respousible and no one is responsible.
We are, in fact, a mulitude with many
representatives and no effective leaders.

Now for the practical point. Are those
people who have complained to you, and
the many others who have agrced with
their complaints, going to rely on any
section of the vast spending nrachine fo
turn against its whole nature and function,
and make economies? If so, they have
learned nothing from a generation’s
cxperience.

There is one thing that Parliament can-
not do. That is to change the sense of
values of the people for the better. But
if this cannot be done, the system will go
on till it bursts.

[ ] [ ] [ ]

When the people exercise their supreme
authority over Governments for the
results tﬁey want, both local and national
—which they can do constitutionally by
their votes—then the greatest “section of
the vast spcnding machine” will be made
to cease draining away the people’s
incomes. Mr. Brassey clearly shows which
section is the greatest. It 1s that which
pays interest and loan charges on “debt,”
and also trics, quite fruitlessly, to repay
“debt,” 1o those who create money out of
nothing!

“Banks . . . create the means of pay-
ment {money] out of nothing” (Encyclo-
pedia Britannica). Banks alone have this
stupendous privilege and power. Why,
then, treat money. created costlessly, as
debt, and accept “charges” which cost
nothing?

Room for economy here!

The Next War Killing
People Already

J. J. MacDonald, a fitter with the
London Passcnger Transport Board, who
in the last war had frighdul expcriences
in Q-boats, took his life last week. At the
inquest it was said that he had commirtted
suicide because he feared another LEuro-
pean war.

Well, it's certainly coming, and poor
MacDonald is not the only man who, has
taken his own life rather than face the
hortor of another war.

Get busy putdng over Social Credit
individually and en masse before it Is t00
late. Never mind if your work doesn't
show immediate results; it will bring forth
strength at the greatest crisis of all.

God’s Own City
New York City in 1929 had a public
debt of $1,824,000,000, which was far more
than the American National Debt in 1914.
Expenditure on public works fell like a

stone from $174,000000 in 1929 O
$63,000,000 in 1933. But still the city’s
debt kept rising. In 1933 it was

$2,208,000,000, and stll it is going up and
up. Capacity to raise .more money by
taxation and rates is at its limit. Soon
New Yorkers will be realising that they
can’t borrovg themselves out ot debt.

Now, Where Did THIS
Come From ?

The accounts of the Bank of France
show that the amount borrowed by the
French Government as a special advance
in the third week of September was about
£ 17,000,000.
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Feed the People

HE drifr from land to town is strikingly

illustrated by the decrease of 20,700

in the number of labourcrs cmployed.

Including women workers and casual farm
employees the total decline is 42,200.

The rcal tragedy of the situation, how-
ever, lies in the fact that the townspeople
cannot afford to buy all that the country
is producing, in spite of the drift from
the land.

If every citizen reccived the National
Dividend over and above wages, farming
would need no subsidies from the tax-
payer’s pocket, and the farmers’ markets
would be guaranteed.

“Milking” the Consumer

“The "Governments long-term milk
policy has still to be submitted to Parlia-
ment. It is understood that reorganisation
of distribution for the benefit of both pro-
ducer and consumer is the method
chosen.”—Daily Telegraph.

If this is in fact the method chosen it
will be Social Credit. If it is not the
" method chosen then it is bound to benefit
one section only at the expense of another,
which will mean a loss to everyone in the
end. The farmers will gain nothing by
“milking” the public.

A Servant to his Masters

Mr. R. J. Allerton, estates surveyor at
Norwich, says that the city is trying to
solve the problem of larger families, who
are frequently the poorest, being unable
to furnish the bedrooms contained in new
dwellings.

The Council is preparing a scheme for
the supply of furniture on hire-purchase
terms to those tenants who are too poor
to take advantage of the terms offered by
private traders.

“Arising out of thig question of the
inability of tenants tmrovide their own
furniture,” said Mr. erton, “it is very
surprising to find the way in which some

eople spend their already small incomes.

“It has very frefuently been found that
tenants who have fallen into arrears with
their rent have always found money to
invest in the weekly football pools or bet-
ting on horse-racing.”

With the National Dividend a family
could buy its own furniture without get-
ting into debt or having any nosey-parker
council telling it how to_spend its money.

The Giant Put-’em-Out-of-
Work :
London’s vast new reservoir at Staines,
Middlesex, which will hold 4,400,000,000
gallons and will cost £r,250.000, is_begin-
ning to take shape.

Mr. F. W. Ireland, the resident
engineer, describing the two new high-
speed excavating machines which were
brought from America for work on the
scheme said:

“They plough the soil on to a moving
belt. From the moving belt the soil drops
into wagons pulled by caterpillar tractors.
There are two two-ton wagons to a unit
and they are filled in go seconds. They in
turn take the soil away and dump it on
the bank. By this system everythi g is
on the move the whole time.”

No work-making here! Yet the country
is richer in terms of a huge new reservoir.
But if you don’t watch out you will be
poorer in terms of money. Sign the form
on the back page and ﬁgi:t for yoiir Social
Credit.

Peace with Poverty-

E. G. Annis, late Medical Officer of
Health, Greenwich, in a letter to the Dail 'y
Telegraph, says:—

“The Government has announced
several plans for air raid precautions and
for emergency food supplies. In none of
these have I scen any mention of cod liver
oil supplies. It is to be hoped that this
matter is not being overlooked.

“Those whose business it was to help the
starving peoFle after the last war did so
with the help of milk and cod’liver oil
It may not be generally known that many
of the Germans and Austrians now living
owe their existence to-day to these two
homely 'commodities.”

Milk and cod liver oil are out of the
reach of many families, even in “the
piping times of peace.”” We just mention
this fact in case it has been overlooked
by our rulers in Threadneedle Street.

.

{
The Richer We Get the Poorer
We Become

“During the year 1936-7 we boughr just
on [408,000,000 worth of goods from all
overseas British countres—Dominions,
Colonies and mandated territories. Thev
bought only (245,000,000 worth from us;
an adverse balance of [163,000,000 in a
year does not hold out the rosiest pros-
pects of a higher standard of living for
the workers of this country.”—From a
letter to the Daily Telegraph by Mr. J. W.
Banfield, M.P.

If any of our readers still believe in the
present financial system, this should make
them wake up. Great Britain has received
from the Empire 163 million pounds’
worth of goods more than she has sent
out. Yet the only result is a lower stan-
dard of living here. Everything is topsy-
turvy under “sound finance.”

The Main Hope for Civilisation

“The main hope of improved returns to
the farmer lies in further increases in the
consumption of liquid milk throughout
the country.”—Daily Press. And the main
hope of this lies in more money in the
housewife’s pocket without any increase
in the cost of living—in other words,
Social Credit.

Flight of the Ton

Opne day between Mr. Chamberlain’s
visits to Hitler on the Continent, fifteen
tons of gold were flown by aeroplane from
Croydon to Basle in Switzerland.

A Distressed Area

Real poverty lies behind the narural
beauties of the Highlands and the pleasant
ways of the people.

Of the population of Stornaway 65.4

- per cent. are unemployed. The percen-

tage for the whole of Ross and Cromarty
is 56.4. The population is leaving the
land. All the Highland counties showed
sharp decline at the 1931 census. The
Services appeal to many who cannot
get work at home, but in 1936 two out of
every three Scots who offercd themselves
for enlistment were rejected by the Army
as physically unfit. Industries are languish-
ing, and no wonder when it costs more to
send a ton of produce from Thurso to

‘London than from Austalia to London,

and when the purchasing power of the
people is so acute.

Buying a Car?

ERNEST
SUTTON

Can supply you with new or
used cars for cash or credit.

AUSTIN MORRIS FORD
SINGER FIAT OPEL

The finest and largest stock of
Immaculate used Rover cars,
CALL or PHONE MAYFAIR 4748

We do a large used car business and
often have real bargains at very low
prices. _Everyone knows the lucky
motorist who‘picked it up*'for £20.

It was probal;ly at Ernest Sutton's

ERNEST SUTTON LTD.
24 BRUTON PLACE, W.I
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Short Story ...

LTHOUGH it was mid-September
the noon temperature had reached
79 in the shade, so Mrs. Jones, who was
a licde stouter than she should be, pur oft
going to sec Mrs. Thomas undl the cool
of the evening. She knew eight o’clock
was an awkward ame for her friend, “what
with those three young limbs of hers being
dragged off to {md, and her husband
coming down for his supper before he
started for the night shitt, and the old
father wanting his chest rubbed—oh, she
had a lot-on her plate, indeed she had!”
Mrs. Jones really didn’t know how she
managed to go on from one year to
another—that she didn’t!

“It isn't living, it’s just existing—that's
what it is!” she remarked to her husband
frequently. “I don’t know how she carries
oh’

“I’s the Ch::fcl," Mrs. Jones' grown-up
dau%gter stated somewhat cryptically.

“The Chapel!” Mrs. Jones exploded.
“Why, she’s never had as much as a penny
piece from that place. And look what
she’s done for it—all her little bits of time
and odd coppers. A damn shame, I call
icl”

“Well, it’s somewhere for her to go. She
meets people. If it weren’t for the Chapel
she’d never escape at all. It's an interest
for her, like your Guild, mother.”

“I suppose so,” Mrs. Jones admitted
reluctandy. “Well, I'm glad she’s having
this outing to-morrow. Itll be a lictle
change for her without the kids. She’s got
the éhapel to thank for that in one way.”

“Where are they going?”

“To Rhyl, on that day excursion—six
bob, including_tea—not bad, is it? She’s
been putting aside them funny threepenny
pieces. She wanted to take the bab with
her, but I put my foot down. ‘Look ‘ere,
Mrs. Thomas,’ I said, ‘if you take that
blarting little Georgie with you I'll not lift
a finger to help you. You can get some-
one else to look after your house that day.’
She didn’t take it too well, what I said
about her Georgie, but I wasn’t going to
beat about the bush. ‘What's the good,
Mrs. Thomas,’ I says, ‘of you having a
day off on your own if you've got that
brat moithering you to death every blessed
minute? You leave the kids to me. T'll
see as they get their dinners, and if there’s
any nonsensc they’ll know my name’s
Myra Jones.”

° ° 'y

It was a little after eight .when Mrs.
Jones went round to Mrs. Thomas’ “back.”
She had to go that way because the front
door was always bolted. In one way, at
least, Mrs. Thomas was lucky, because her
house was the end one and she had the
back to herself—more or less. Children’s
balls came over rather too frequentdy and
her nice bit of mint and parsley held an

By Marjorie Mitchell

DAY TRIP ‘

irresistible atraction to neighbours who
hadn’t time to grow their own. The little
garden looked quite prerry, Mrs. Jones
thought. It was wonaerful what a pride
Mrs. fhomas’ old father took in it. Why,
those asters were as big as plates! And
what a show of Michaelmas daisies! There
were two or three neat-looking chickens at
the bottom making contentea litde cluck-
ings as they setded on their perches for
the night. She could see their red combs
through the wire.

“Hello! Come right in, Mrs. Jones. I've
been expecting you all day. You must
excuse the muddle in the kitchen, but
you know what it is with children.”

There was no doubt about ir, Mrs.
Thomas had a lovely face, though she
did look so dreadfully tired under the
eyes. Mrs. Jones couldn’t make it out at
all. After all that poor woman had gone
through, here she was, forty at least, and
a complexion as fresh as a daisy. “Rain
water straight from the tub and none of
them mucky creams and powders,’ she
resolved to tell her daughter.

She stepped into a largish place which
could best be described as a “room of all
works.” Three generations were carrying
on their various activides in different parts
of the room and frequently quarrelling
with each other about the venulaton and
the state'of the fire. To Mrs. Jones, whose
husband was not a miner, the place
seemed terribly over-heated. She herselt
hadn’t begun fires yet.

“Can you stop a minute while I get the
kids off?” Mrs. Thomas said, but did not
wait for an answer. “Harry,” she turned
a little menacingly to her husband, “see
to your supper yourself this once, will
you? You know I've got to get straight
for to-morrow.”

“Here! Let me do that, Mr. Thomas,
while you finish dressing,” Mrs Jones
offered to Harry, who was standing by the
oven.

“Right you are, Missus, I'll go and get
a bit of a rub down in the kitchen—"

“Crack an egg on to a bit of grated
cheese, then, will you, Mrs. Jones, and add
some salt? These chaps eat a lot of salt
—it’s the pit, you know. Billy, if you spill
any more of that water I shall call your
dad. Now then, Gladys, you needn’t think
ou’re going to sneak off to bed like that.
he WILL go to bed in her vest, Mrs.
Jones, and 1 say it’s not health ?

“Granny always did,” Gladys pouted as’

she-slipped off her nightdress again.
“Now then, none o’ that, Miss,” threat-
ened her grandfather from his corner
seat. “No back-chat.”
“Hark! Listen! Ssh—" Mrs. Thomas
commanded frantically, “is that the bab?”
“Let him cry if it is. He’s big enough
now to go.to sleep without bothering you,”

Mrs. Jones remarked unsympathetically,
as she grated a piece of old cheese.

But Mrs. Thomas had disappeared
upstairs, lcaving Billy and Gladys to
make whoopee with the water in the tin
bath-tub.

The old man sighed. “It will do our
Gwennie good to get out a bit to-morrow,
Mrs. Jones. It's all work here.”

“I don’t know how she sticks it. Now
you two mippers, get off to bed on your
own. You're too big now to expect your
mam to go up with you. Off you gol”

Billy and Gladys gave Mrs. Jones a
suspicious look and then decided to obey.

“That's right, Missus,” Harry said as he
came in from the kitchen, rubbing his
face. “You tell 'em off.” .

“She’s had to spoil the kids a bit,” the
old man apologised, “had to do anything
to shut them up when they were babies
and Harry was on nights . . .”

It was long after nine before Mrs.
Thomas was able to have a quiet chart
with Mrs. Jones in the front room.

“Really, I don’t know whether it’s worth
all the bother,” Mrs. Thomas said heavily,
as she sat back on the sofa.

“You don’t need to bother at all. Leave
everything to me.”

“The truth is, Mrs. Jones, I don't feel
I oughrt to be spending that six shillings
—just now. Itrll be ten by the time it’s
finished. I can’t spend nothing. Some of
the women are taking as much as seven-
and-six—" )

“But Lord love us, Mrs. Thomas, you
haven’t had a day off since I don’t know
when.”

Mrs. Thomas laughed. “It’s nine years
since I had a weck’s holiday. I haven’t
had a night away since then. Do you
know, Mrs. Jones, I haven’t had even six-
pence to spend to go to the pictures?”

She Jowered her voice and glanced
furtively at the door. “Is that Harry going
out? Idon’twant him to know: He thinks
I've saved up my threepenny bits for this,
but [’ve had to spend them on youn
Gladys. She’s gone on to the Senior Schoo!
now. Turned eleven, you see. Well, she’s
got to have an overall and cap for cooking
and pumps for gym. and all manner of
things——"

“They ought to provide them, I say,”
Mrs. Jones interposed. “Call that free
education.”

“My dad wouldn’t hear of me not going
on this yip. Made himself regular bad
when he thought I wasn’t going. So he
gave me his three weeks’ cFub-money. I
don’t like taking it, Mrs. Jones. You see,
he gives me his old age pension for his
keep and saves his two shillings a week
club-money. He likes to think he’s got
a pound or two between himself and the
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workhouse, as he says. He keeps sixpence
back for his pear-drops and bit of snuff.”

“But, Mrs. Thomas, don’t think I'm
being a bit of a Nosey Parker, will you?”
Mrs. Jones said eagerly (it was indeed rare
for Mrs. Thomas to be so communicative
about her personal affairs), “your Harry
brings you in regular money, don’t he?
And the two old folk have their pensions.
What I mean is—I can’t make out—well,
it'’s no business of mine, Mrs. Thomas . ..”

“Well, I'll tell you. I'm sick and tired
of folks wondering why I never go an]}'-'
where,” Mrs. Thomas replied, her usually
quiet eyes looking dangerous. “When
Harry has taken out his pocket money
the most [ ever get is 2 6s. When he’s
on short time it’s less. My dad gives me
the pension, so you'd think I could
manage easily, wouldn’t you? When
mum was alive she gave me nine shillings
for her keep, but she never left her bed
for the last year. It's all very well for
folk to say you're on the panel. Doctor
comes round and says, ‘Get her barley,
Mrs. Thomas, get her lemons, beef tea,
vaseline, rubber sheets’—oh, you know.
And bed-clothes wear out pretty quick
when they’ve been slept in day as well
as night. Then there’s the light on half
the night in the bedroom. Don’t you
think I begrudged it her, but it comes
to a lot. My dad’s getting on now, too.
Well, believe it or not, even when I get
L2 16s. a week I don't have as much as
three-ha’pence over for a stamp, let aJone
sixpence for the swimming pool, and I do
so love the water. Look here, I'll get my
book and then you can see for yourself.”

She reached over to the table and
opened a drawer from which she took a
penny notebook.

Mrs. Jones opened it and was astounded
at the neatness of the other woman’s
accounts. As she scanned the items ol
Mrs. Thomas' weekly expenditure—rent,
baker, butcher, grocer, greengrocer, gas,
milk, death benefits, boot and clothmg
«lubs, children’s milk and biscuits, an
other school items, she realised long
before she had got to the end of the
list that it was indeed difficult to make
two ends meet for three grown-ups and
three children on a maximum of 2 16s.

er week.

“Well, I think Harry ought to give you
some of his pocket money now and again,”

Mrs. Thomas laughed tolerantly.
“Harry says if he didn’t have his cigarettes
and drink he’d never be able to stand the
strain of going to work at all, and then
where'd we be?”

Mrs. Joned made no articulate com-
ment on this, but as she rose to go she
said, “Well, I hope your ship will come
home some day, Mrs. Thomas, and bring

ou in a fortune. You deserve it.”

“A fortune! I don't want that. Why,
an extta TEN SHILLINGS A WEEK
WOULD BE ALL THE DIFFERENCE
BETWEEN HEAVEN AND HELL TO
ME.”

Mrs. Jones stared at her quivering
mouth, Never before had she seen her

friend so worked up. The thought of the
little treat to-morrow must be having a
queer effect. Perhaps showing her what
she was missing, )

“It's those few extra shillings which I
can never find . . .’

“Now, look here, Mrs. Thomas, you go
off to bed now and don’t you dare worry
about the kids or anything else to-
morrow,” Mrs. Jones said with brisk
kindliness. “I must be going. My old
man will think I'm lost. Good-night, my
dear. Sleep tight. I'll be round at nine
in the morning.”

® ° °

Butr when she went round to the back
next day she was astonished to-find Mrs.
Thomas in her overall instead of dressed
for the trip.

“T was Sad in the night, Mrs. Jones—
sick and all that,” she said, looking curi-
ously guilty. “The train would start it

all over again, so I've been over to the'

Chapel to tell them I can’t come. It’s
lucky—Mrs. Brown wanted to go with
them at the last minute, so she’s got my
tcket. I'm ever so disappbinted.”

But she didn’t look disappointed. She
looked relieved. Glancing at the dresser,
Mrs. Jones noticed two half-crowns and a
shilling, '

Prayer and Action

“How true is the old fable of the
waggoner who, when his waggon stuck
in the mud, knelt down and prayed to
Jove to get it out! He might have prayed
till the crack of doom and the wa gon
still be there. God’s world is not the imd
of world in which the mere repetition of
words will get waggons outof ruts, poverty
out of slums or bring economic security
with peace to all men. He who would
Eray with effect must do something to
help achieve the object for which he is
praying . . .

“Whether war comes on us as a result
of this dreadful mess in Europe or whether
it is boughrt off by throwing another slice
of the world’s surface to the dictators, let
us realise that there is a way out of this
lunacy wherein the peoples of one natdon
are taught that their cnemies are the
peoples of other nations, whereas, in fact,
they have a common enemy—a system
which allows a comparatively small group
of people to.control the earth, with its
natural resources, so that they may revel

‘on the proceeds of labour whilst those who

work, or would work, fare scantily or go
without.”—From an article by R. R. Stokes,
M.P., September, 1938.

IN THE BABYLON .
CALLED LONDON

AVERY rich city, perhaps the richest
city in the world. . . . Mrs. Laura
Roberts, who is more than 8o, lives in it.
The view from her window .is bricks and
mortar. She lives in Middle Street, Cloth
Fair,"E.C.1, and she draws 10s. a week Old
Age Pension. When she has paid her
rent she has a few shillings left for food.
Rheumatism is beginning to cripple her
limbs and she cannot get about as she used
to and her bare little room is cheerless
without a spat of coal in the grate. So
Mrs. Roberts is very glad wher she gets
a coupon with “Please deliver (ome sack
only) s6lb. of House Coal” sent to her.
She thinks that life is worth living.

Before the talkies came along, A. E.
Drover, who lives at Allabaster Buildings,
Finsbury, £.C.2, used to be employed as a
pianist. He also tuned pianos. He lives
in a single room, too, and from his total
income of 10s. pension, he pays 7s. 2d. for
rent and has 2s. 1od. to supply all his
carthly needs. Mr. Drover is 79. His face
is lined with poverty, illness, despair. Even
the pink ticket with “Please supply (One)
2lb. loaf of the Best Bread” does not
change his expression. Life means lttle
to Mr. Drover.

. e - o

Nor does it mean much to Charles
Fownes, of Bethnal Green. He served
through the war, fell out of work at 6o and
has never been able to get another job.

The Unemployment Assistance Board
gives him 1 a week. He has an invalid
wife and he pays 12s. a week rent. “No
hope of any change for the better is ever
itkely to rake place,” says Mr. Fownes, as
he takes a green coupon with “Pleasc
supply One Pint (Only) Bottle of Milk.”

-These are people on the records of the
London Philanthropic Society, which has
been helping the poor of the City of
London E)r nearly one hundred years. It
makes contracts with coal merchants,
bakers and milk .companies, and supplies
£1,500 worth of coupons a year. The King
is patron and the Lord Mayor of London a
vice-patron.

° ™ °

Sitting in the Guildhall, that memorial
to the majesty of trade, Mr. Horner says:
“There are hundreds of people who have
to spend 7s. or 8s. on their rooms and they
get only the Old Age Pension. They have
their pride; they won’t go into an institu-
don. So they live on a pirtance and we
try to help them with coal, milk and bread.

“I feel the cold in the winter,” says Mr.
Horner. “If T were eld and poor I think I
would rather have a fire in the grate than
bread on the table. And that is what we
find with the old people. They live on
nothing—a slice of bread, a bit of

‘margarine, a cup of tea. But they can

put up with it as long as there is a bright
coal in the fire.”—Evening Standard.
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They Too Are Vietims

By M.

IF in the days to come the economic
warfare to which, as Soaal Crediters,
we have been seeking to put an end,
eventuates in. armed warfare, let us
remember they, too, are victims, these
men whom we shall be twld are our
enemies. Should this great tragedy come
again on the world, once more, as in the
last war, every source of information will
be polluted, every vicious rumour that will
serve to blacken the character of our
tellows on the other side will be exploited,
and every evil report will have its measure
of oﬂici;r exaggeration. In these circurn-
stances let us, as Social Crediters who
know the cause of war, ever bear in mind
that these men, these enemeis, are {ellow-
victims of the evil that we have fought in
da%s gone by and still fight.
he temptation to think cvil of these

other victims will be powerful indeed.
They, like us, will kil and maim, but
whercas we shall see the results of their
handiwork, our own will be hidden from
us. They, like us, will be twold they fight
for justice, for the preservation of their
country, their homes, their women and
children, but, unkke us, they will not
know the evil trap in which they have
been taken. It 1is because, as Social
Crediters, we know, that our responsibility
is so tremendous.

Only by keeping our minds clear of hate,
can we hope, should we survive (and some
of us will) to work'for a real and lasting
peace, when the tume for recomstruction
comes. Then, if the Social Credit Crusade
is to become a world force, we must be
without hatred in our hearts, for hatred
destroys association, and Social Credit is
the belief that, in association, people can
get what they want.

Much of the material basis of Social
Credit, the real wealth of the world, will
be destroyed if war comes. But there is
a spiritual side to that credit which cannot
be lost or taken from us unless we volun-

Jacklin

tarily give it up. Let us shut our ears to
all the lies that will be let loose, let us
meet their thunder by holding fast to the
truth we know.

In a world mad with bate and fear, let
us stand united in courage and good-faith,
confident that out of whatever wrack may
come, good will ultimately prevail and
that the day of economic sccurity in
frecdom for each and all will yet dawn in
conditions of peace and joy.
. M. JackLm,

'

Why Demonstrate ?

How odd it seems that so many people
will go to the inconvenience of demon-
strating in Whitchall about a subject of
which they know nothing except what the
newspapers have told them!

They have to rely on that very doubtful
source of information because they are
not able to ascertain the facts for them-
selves—they are too far away.

Nevertheless there are facts close at
hand, readily to be observed by people in
England, that would be muc?x better
worth demanstrating about; but the people
merely shrug their shoulders if they
happen to notice them: the facts
overty, injustice, imprisonment of various

inds—loss of freedom—and the unhappi-
ness that comes to so many, unnecessarily.

These things, so casy to discover at first
hand,* would be worth demonstrating
about. They are wronﬁs that could be
put right without difficulty; but they will
not be touched until some sort of pressurc
is brought to bear on those who are¢
responsible.

A better way than demonstrating, of
course, would be the constitutional way
open to the people of this country: the
Parliamentary vote exerciscd unitedly to
remove the causc of the trouble.

Fill In and hand to your local dealer.
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. NOW 1S
THE TIME!

PREPARE to quit yourselves like men,

for the hour ol your ordeal is at
hand. So said Lord Roberts in 1914 to
a great gathering of volunteers in Man-
chester some months before the beginning
of the war which was to end war.

And now we are back at the same
point in the cycle. By the time you read
this, England may be at war. If by
some chance war has not come, it nceds
no emphasis that it has been put off only
for a dme. The momentum of events
automadcally crcated by economics of
scarcity in the midst of actual plenty, and
the promulgation of work for work’s sake,
has probably now become too great for us
to escape a world conflagration.

But as that great Soctal Crediter, L. D.
Byrne, said last year, although we cannot

revent it, the barder we work and the
onger time we have the greatcr will be the
control we will have over its magnitude
when it does come.

If we are at war, it is surely the duty
of every Social Crediter to do all in his
power to cnsurc the preservation of the
maximum number of Social Crediters,
for if peace does come to a Europe which
is not entrely depopulated, the immediate
introductdon of sound forms of economic
and politcal democracy will be vital
There is no bravery in stopping on in a
city or area which is being, or is likely to
be, bombed, gassed, and shelled. It is not
bravery to go clsewhere to kill. It should
not be, and is not. even necessary to do
these things; it is-simply criminal foolish-
ness. We need the preservation of all that
is best and finest in our race.

But if we are not at war when this
comes into your hands, thank God. for the
further chance He has given you. Get out
into the markect place, fill your town halls
and your village institutes, go among the
crowds, and rouse up your fellows to the
mischief which is afoot behind all these
dictators and Cabinet-rulers. Root out the
evil which is forcing the whole world to
war when all its citizens are clamouring
for peace.

Use any and every means at your com-
mand ro make known the wuth—the living
Truth that can free us—and to bring your

{riends and fcllow citizens out into action

against the evil powers behind. As never
before, the minds of Britain’s 45,000,000
people are receptive to the truth, for they
have been brought to the very brink—if
they are not actually over it. Make them
sce that their servants should—and can
be made to—obey_them, and instantly.

The State v. The Individual

The new official cheque of the State of
New York bears the slogan: “The State
that has everything.”” This has been
greeted by cries of emphatic assent by the
overburdcned taxpayers. It's about time
the taxpayer had something.
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Social Credit Resolved

A CATALYST is that which by its pre-,

sence accelerates the speed of a
reactton and yet itself remains unchanged
at the end of the action. For example,
whale oil is turned into the hard, white
fat, which is largely used in soap, by the
mere presence of nickel. The latter does
not apparcntly combine in any way with
whale oil, and nobody knows why it has
any effect on it at all. Yert success in the
process depends upon its introducuon.
Chemists are familiar with many such
manifestations.

And Social Credit is just such a catalyst,
except that it is an abstract catalyst. For
by its mere presence it accelerates the
speed of reactions whilst itself remaining
unchanged at the end of such actions.

Take as an illustration the case of a
savage who, with his mate and progeny,
inhabit a cave. If the man leaves the cave
he risks the loss of it, and his family, to
any chance marauder. The food avail-
able is consequently limited to the animals
which he cap kill whilst they are passing
the mouth of the cave, which he dare not
leave. Also, his mate’s domestic duties
arc subject to constant interruption
through alarms and attacks. Both the

By G. F. Powell

savage and his mate may have realised for
some time that all these disabilities would
vanish if only a large stone near by could
be rolled in front of the cave’s mouth to
parrow its entrance so that the women
could easily defend it against encmies.

Each, int{ividually and alone, may have
previously struggled to move the stone,
but it has proved too hea Suddenly,
“out of thin air,” a catalyst 1s supplied to
them—it is that form of abstract catalyst
known as Social Credit. It takes the form
of a realisadon that by acting in associa-
tion, simultaneously, the savage and his
mate can get what they want, viz, the
stone moved to where it will close the
mouth of their cave. Thcir reaction to
their previously unsolved problem is
accelcrated by this abstract catalyst, and
their united strength moves the stone. The
defence of the cave is thereby rendered
casy. !

The savage can now hunt far afield
and get more food, whilst his mate works
safely, weaving and cooking, with less
interruption. The famjly wealth and
security is thereby multiplied many dmes
by that catalyst, Social Creditr, which has
combined with nothing concerned with

the action described but has accelerated
it whilst itself remaining quite unchanged.

This form of catalyst has been furnished
to thc human race for countless genera-
tions. It would appear that when a suffi-
cient number have been proffered to, and
utilised by humanity, the resultant pro-
duct is a masterpiece of some sort or
another, cach manifesting that quality of
clegant sufficiency, easily discernible as
common to all ot them, and which some
are now acclaiming as the halimark of
“The Canon” (the law governing all
rclated things). For, although a master-
piece may appear to be solely the product
of dehnite persons, it seems certain that
but for countess profferings and udlisa-
dons of the sort of caralysts above
described, which influence the reacdons of
humanity over a long succession of genera-
tions, no such masterpiece would ever be
forthcoming.

“The Canon” is perhaps the “only
begerter” of these masterpieces, and Social
Credit is the caralyst by which it induces
all of us to react in the direction of an
age of freedom for vocation towards which
“The Canon” is apparently leading, or
channelling. us. g

AN ENGINEER ON
WORLD ECONOMICS

Some fitr.le time ago, Dr. D. Schindler,
chairman - of the widcly-known Swiss
electrical engincering firm of Oerlikon,
said in the course of a speech to his
company’s shareholders:

“Governments endeavour to keep up
prices or increase them by means of higher
tariffs, import prohibitions, exchange
monopolies, and subsidies. When all
other means fail or prove impracticable,
they even have recourse to currency
depreciation. The economic conditions
that this policy has created are charac-
terised by the fact that the consuming
countries of Europe with the largest popu-
lation have had to introduce mcatless and
fatless days, while the agricultural
countries have a surplus of [oodstufl,
which they have to dump at cut prices
or actually destroy.

“Dumping applies at the dpresent day
not ouly to the export of goods. In many
countries she foreigner travels on the rail-
ways at rates 30 or 5o or even 6o per cent.
lower than the inhabitant of the country.
Shipping conveys him and his goods at
rates involving a loss. The petrol for his
car is supplied to him free of tax, and if
only one could be a foreigner everywhere
it would be a joy to live.

“Owing to the fact that countries with
their protective policy wish to kgep out at
any price the foreigner when be isa §eller,
they have to grant him special privileges

when he is a buyer. Even this strange
paradox is not sufficient to open the eyes
of pcople throughout the world. The
power of habirt is greater than the power
of common sense.” .

/

HOW NICE!

A defidt of £3,184,000 in the Australian
Federal Budger will be met this year by
increased taxation. A 15 per cent. increase
in company -and individual income tax
will bring in [1,400,000, and a beggarly
increase of 11 per cent. in the land tax
will give [135,000.

In his preliminary Budget speech,
Public Servant Casey, Federal Treasurer,
remarked on the comparatively strong
economic and financial i
Australia!

German  revenue from taxation in
August amounted to 1,305 million Reichs-
marks. against 1,080 million in August,
1937. It is estimated that Jews owning an
aggregate of ro4 million marks fled from
Germany during the month of August.
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Woman Puts Publie

Servantsin their Place

Mrs. C. Parkins, of Trowbridge, Wilt-
shire, last week staged a two-hour sit-down
strike in a hole workmen had dug outside
her home.

An official called on her early in the
morning to ask if she and her husband
objected to a telegraph pole being put up
outside their home. Mr. and Mrs. Parkins -
said “Yes.”

While they were having breakfast they
saw workmen digging up the pavement.

As soon as her husband had gone to
work, Mrs. Parkins took a garden spade
and shovelled back the earth as fast as
the workmen could dig it out.

When the workmen went off to fetch
the postmaster, Mrs. Parkins jumped into
the hole and began a sit-tiown strike.
Sympathetic neighbours brought her tea
and refreshments.

Mrs. Parkins insisted that nothing
further should be done until her objec-
tons had been referred to the statutory
authority, and she has got her way.

Quite right, too. If 1o per cent. of the
people in this country had the pluck and
determination of Mrs. Parkins there would
be no fear of war, no fear of rise in rates
or rise in taxes, tclephones could be laid
underground and anything we liked to
unite in demanding would be forthcom-
ing, providing it was physically possible.

If you know of another ’ole, go and
jump in it.
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LIFE AND
ABUNDANCE
BETWEEN 1924 and 1935, the output

per worker in mines and factories
increased by 25 per cent; in engincering
by s2 per cent; and in many other
industries by 27 per cent. and upwards.

LEven in agriculture the last few years
show an increase of production per man
of 27 per cent. =

What do these figures mean?

Is the standard of living—of personal
security—increasing as the rate output of
wealth per man is?

It is not.

We are being cheated—defrauded of
well-being, abundance of all those things
required to make life free and secure for
all in here on our doorstep.

Increasing output per man (with the
help of machines) means more wealth and
less work is NOW available.

If we demand work, we are cheating our-
selves, if we listen to planners who impl
- that more and more jobs must be founcz,,
we are conspiring against facts, trying to
cheat the facts.

It is distribution of the output to con-
sumers that is required, and further, tQat
distribution must increase as output per
man increases and as labour decreases.

To demand WORK in face of the facts
of the performance of labour-saving®
machinery is insane and dangcrous.

To demand the “wages of the machine”
(National Dividends) so that consumers
may choose and consume the 'mcreas.in
output of the machines, is sane, practic
and safe, because it fits the facts; because
it fits the facts of production in reladon
to its proper objective—i.e., consumption—
correctly.

To demand WORK (meaning employ-
ment) is to demand a form of slavery,
whatever and however its degree may vary
with the conditions of different “jobs.”

For a human labourer to 1nsist on
attempting to compete with a machine as
his only dignified claim on the means of
life is to throw away his birthright, and
to condemn himself to destitution plus
degradation.

Every man and woman who wants to live
secure from continual threat of debt, free
from financial, industrial and political
dictatorship; and who is willing that all
others shall enjoy freely the same liberties,
t0o, is a Social Crediter at heart,

FACE THE TRUTH!

By Dorothy Beamish

CONVERSATION at the hairdresser’s turned on the alleged discovery by an
American of a new method of cutting hair so that it assumes a permanent

wave.

I confessed that to me it seemed an impossibility to achieve this result by

cutting alone, With some heat the hairdresser assured me that it was an impossi-
bility, adding angrily, “and if it could be done, it would ruin the hairdressing

trade.”

Shortly afterwards I visited a friend
who told me she had just been to have the
new “hair-cut wave.” On relating my
conversation with the hairdresser, she told
me that she had had a similar experience
and that the man to whom she usually
went was “quite white and shaking” when
the subject was mentioned, and
vigorously denied its possibility.

“All the hairdressers are saying it is
impossible against their better judgment,”
said my friend. “It is proved to be pos-
sible but most of them won’t belicve i1t.”

She seemed inclined to condemn the
hairdressers as unreasonable persons and
incorrigible doubting Thomases, and was
obviously very pleased with the slight but
natural-looking wave her own locks
exhibited, and which she triumphantly
assured me would last a life-time.

The subject of war was next on the
tapis, and she expressed the opinion that
the economic system and war had nothin
to do with each other and “if we ha
Social Credit to-morrow it wouldn’t pre-
vent- war.”

If a number of persons are making a
living—only just making a living with
difficulty—and somebody invents some-
thing that is going to make it next to
impossible for them to make a living an
longer, they cannot possibly feel goodwill
towards that person, no matter how
naturally benevolent they may be.

Consider what happens to the man who
fails in business. It is extremely difficult
and in many cases practically impossible
for anyone who has spent many years of
his life in one occupation, suddenly to
change over to another and be successful
in it. And he will find that all other
occupations are crowded too. His entry
into any one of them will only make
things harder for those already in them.

If he puts his money into another
venture, he will in all probability gradually
lose it. If he lives on his capital for a
time, wondering how best to invest it in
some gainful occupation, it will rapidly
dwindle. He cannot help worrying and
this affects his health and his wife’s heaith
too. In a short time they both probably
need medical attention and a good holi-
day, but cannot have either because that
would only intensify the cause of their
ill-health, 1.e., worry as to how they are
going to live. .

They find their friends are not quite
so pleased to see them as they used to be.
Having their own worries, the latter feel
the constant urge to seek for cheerfulness

- they are selling

and a happy atmosphere outside business.
Deep down they feel that “something
ought to be done for the Smiths”"—but
what? They are perhaps apprehensive
that the Smiths are going to asi for a loan
which, under the crcumstances, will in
the end be a gift, which they cannot
afford.

And so it goes on to some sort of end;
a gradual deterioration of health and
morale and a more or less rapid descent
in the social scale, perhaps right down
to the dole queue—unless they choose a
quicker death,

Now let us suppose that, instead of hair-
dressers, it is a number of people who get
their living by manufacturing goods for
export. Presently the Germans, Japanese
or others, either by discovering somc
improved process which cheapens manu-
facture, by their lower living standard or
for some other reason, are able to sell the
same goods cheaper. Gradually or per-
haps very swiftlf' our friends find that

ess and less; their busi-
ness is going downhill; they are menaced
with having t0 go out of business
alto