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THE STREAMLET.
F'rom the Russian of Ezekiel Leavitt.
By ALICE STONE BLACKWELL.

In the cold North, between the stowy rocks,
A lonely streamlet, sorrowfully flowed.

Foaming the spray dashed, and the rocks looked down,
As if they whispered, “W hither leads thy road?

“Why hast thow come here to the wilderness,
A tardy guest? In this lone desert gray
Thy waters in the darkness will dry up,
Thouw canst not through the passes break thy way.”

Clear, pearly spray fell on the rocks lhike tears,
Gleaming like steel, the streamlet wound along
Softly, as if it answered to the rocks:
“Oh, ve are wrong! Rocks, ye are wholly wrong!

“Ye laugh at me in pride: ‘We rocks are strong;
Thou, streamlet, weak. We ne er shall be o’erthrown !

Rocks, laugh not! Gramte does not last for aye;
Continual dropping hollows out the stone.”
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OBSERVATIONS AND COMMENTS.

There are such creatures as literary corpse-devourers.
They dig their sharp claws into the dead bodies of great
thinkers and poets and eviscerate them for their mental
diet. This over-taxing of the digestive capacity results
in literary nausea; hence they disgorge—articles, essays,
books. Apollo, have mercy on them.

Behold the case Walt Whitman—Horace Traubel.
pe W

The disclosures of Upton Sinclair in the “Jungle”
served the meat trust to good advantage. True, Mr. Sin-
clair did not wish them well, but—our lawmakers did.

No time was lost in passing a law for meat inspection,
which practically prohibits the importation of foreign
meats. The small dealer is thus forced out of the market
—the big trust is being ridden of competition.

Formerly Messrs. Armour, Swift and Morris were an-
nually spending large sums to ruin their competitors.
The money thus saved will now be devoted to the pur-
chase of courts and legislatures.

The reform methods employed to cure our social evils
are not unlike the medical quack panaceas designed to
aggravate the complaints they pretend to cure.

w %

At the recent unveiling of McKinley’s bust the mob
of patriotic women of both sexes behaved like violent
lunatics.

Shrieking, screaming and kicking they endeavored to
possess themselves of a bit of rag or cord used in the
ceremony. ‘The successful ones, carrying their trophies
home, greatly rejoiced in their rare luck. For such
things have been known to cure constipation, nose-bleed,
toothache and corns. It is also said that they help to
fructify sterile marriage.

Fraudulent bankruptcy, empty wallets and swindling
enterprises, however, are absolutely proof against their
magic power.

Various papers severely censured the superstitious
savagery of the mob. They have failed to note, how-
ever, that the barbaric behavior of these patriots is in
keeping with the spirit of our inheritance.
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In the middle ages (often even to-day) the public ex-
ecution of criminals was attended by a great concourse
of people—mostly delicate women—who fought desper-
ately for the ghastly souvenirs.

w o

Taft, Secretary of War, declares in his proclamation
that it has become imperative to send our soldiers to
Cuba to preserve peace and order, and to protect prop-
erty.

It is good Christian ethics, ever preaching cannons in-
stead of sympathy.

In reality our government is carrying war into Cuba
to establish the reign of graft and to convert Cuban
wealth into American dollars.

w oW

The real pillars of Czarsism are not the Grand Dukes
and Cossacks, but the chiefs of international finance.

It is European and American capitalism that furnishes
the Russian government with the sinews of war against
the Revolution. The latter could successfully oppose the
Russian police and army, were it not for the gold that
flows into the St. Petersburg coffers from French, Ger-
man, Austrian and American banks.

Not that the money kings of Europe or America have
faith in the survival of the Czar’s regime; yet they feel
confident that the successor will be a safe constitutional
government. The bourgeoisie, becoming dominant, will
not forget its traditional respect for capital—the cred-
- 1tors are secure.

The chief responsibility for the crimes of Czarism—
the Jewish massacres, famine and bloodshed—rests upon
the international money powers. Actuated by the same
ethical principles as the banking house of Schiff, of New
York, they shed crocodile tears over their slaughtered

Coreligionists, while negotiating a loan with the royal
butchers.
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LEON CZOLGOSZ.

(Stray Leaves in Commemoration of the 29th October, 1901.)

By Max BAGINSKI.

When I think of Leon Czolgosz I reproach myself for
having indifferently passed by, without a kind and tender
word, an outraged and deeply-wounded soul.

It happened thus.

On the 12th of July, 1901, a party of friends met at the
Chicago railroad station to bid adieu to our departing
comrade Emma Goldman.

As the train left, a friend remarked to me, “There is a
fellow from Cleveland here who asks very peculiar
questions. If we do not wish to be bored by him, we
must make our escape.” We went our way without
taking leave of the rest.

The man from Cleveland was Leon Czolgosz. He had
just arrived in Chicago and called upon the publishers of
“Free Society” at the very moment when they were leav-
ing for the railroad station. Czolgosz was invited to ac-
company them.

I had but a casual glance at the man. His picture,
however, revealed to me a soul out of harmony with the
world about it, shrinking from the coarse touch of life
and finding shelter in its own seclusion.

His was a face with childlike eyes, full of eager
questioning. Confronted with the cruel complexities of
life they would express shyness and helplessness. It was
a face that indicated a singular combination of tenderness
and extreme daring. His was a composite character that
reminded me of Souvarin in Zola’s “Germinal.”

The latter shed tears of anguish over the death of his
beloved squirrel; but the sight of slavish submissicn of
the striking miners, driven back to work by hunger, ex-
asperates him. He is so infuriated by the cowardly spirit
of these slaves that he dooms them to perish in the mines.
At night he descends into the shafts and, at the risk of
his own life, he saws through the supporting pillars. He
goes about his work coolly and without hesitation. In
the morning he indifferently suffers the miners to go
down to certain death.
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The official history of revolutionary acts of violence 1s
absolutely bare of psychological data. It pictures Rava-
chol, for instance, as an extremely cruel and heartless
man; yet there are numerous incidents which prove him
to have been unusually kind and tender.

This combination of extreme tenderness and cruelty 1s
only an apparent contradiction. Supersensitiveness to
suffering and injustice often is the richest soil that fertil-
izes hatred of the forces that cause human suffering.

The act of Czolgosz was the explosion of inner rebel-
lion; it was directed against the savage authority of the

money power, and against the government that aids its
mammonistic crimes.

But few characteristic incidents of the personality and
life of LLeon Czolgosz are known.

Reared under the lash of poverty and the tyranny of the
home, he passed a wretched and joyless childhood. This
misery soon forced the tender youth upon the block
of modern slavery. Driven and kicked about in the in-
dustrial treadmill, unable to adjust himself to the de-
mands of commonplace existence, he was often the target
for the brutality and scorn of his colleagues.

It were too much to demand that the psychological
keenness of the manufacturers of public opinion should
concern itself with the motives and feelings of such an
unimportant individual. Their wonderful ingenuity was
exhausted by the blood-curdling portrayal of the man in
dime novel style. These scribblers, as well as the men-
tally stagnated mass, considered the Czolgosz problem
solved when the Auburn executioner had completed his
horrible work.

Even the revolutionists and anarchists of this country
have added nothing that would serve to silhouette the
personality and act of the man upon the background of
those black days. He was unknown to them; he seldom
frequented their gatherings. Unaided he meditated upon
our terrible social contrasts. Inevitably, his reflections
crystallized in the conviction that the social hell in
which the majority of mankind endured the agony of
the damned, must be abolished. His soul craved freedom
ﬁnd he longed to hear the trumpet of the liberating

attle.
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His naive questions about the existence of secret re-
volutionary societies merely proved his belief in the ne-
cessity of an uncompromising fighting organization, im-
placably waging war against existing conditions. He
sought spiritual companionship, yet found nothing but
disruption, animosity and pettiness—lack of courage and
initiative.

His vague, indefinite yearnings gradually ripened into
the quiet determination to carry out an independent act—

an act to bring relief to his own oppressed soul and pos-
sibly disturb the lethargy of the masses.

For various reasons the motives and character of
Czolgosz were ignored. Peter, the most jealous dis-
cipl: of Christ, at the critical moment denied his
master, vowing that he knew not this law-breaker. Such
is the historical fate of him that stakes his life for an
ideal. The experience with the “human, all-too-human”
found a repetition after the shot at Buffalo. But few
sought the explanation within the spirit of our times; the
rest failed to realize that it was the bursting of a human

heart, quivering under the pressure of an unbearable
life.

It required neither judgment nor wit to prate about the
“normality” or “insanity” of the man. I know of no
instance in the revolutionary annals where a man faced
a condemning world so absolutely alone and forsaken,—
a world of cold, cruel judges flippantly passing the sen-
tence of death. But lo! the contrast between the execu-
tioners and the simple grandeur of their victim.

One there was that dared to voice human sentiments
in an article published in “Free Society,” October 6th,
1901.

As the governmental and press flunkies strenuously
endeavored to associate the author with the Buffalo
tragedy, such an expression of sympathy, at such a time,
was courageous indeed.

The act of September 6th still affects me like the
lifting of a veil designed to hide a dangerous truth. For
years we are maintaining the illusion that no social
question exists in this country; that our republic has no
place for the struggle of poor and rich. The voices of
the deep, crying of human misery and distress, were

WP 1
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thought to be silenced by the formula, “We are free
and equal in this country; we have no social problems
here.” The empty phrase of political liberty has been
made to serve as a panacea for all social ills. Those
that dare to suggest that political freedom is but a farce,
so long as social and economic slavery exists, are branded
criminals, Mere declarations of independence and po-
litical rights dissolve into nothing if the few may mo-
nopolize the earth, control the sources of subsistence,
and thus force mankind to a life of poverty and servi-
tude. Under such conditions alleged political liberty is
but a means to blind the masses to the real necessities of
the times, and to create artificial campaign issues, the
solution of which is in reality of little consequence to the
general welfare,

All this was echoed to me by the Buffalo shot. Mec-
Kinley fell as the first and chief representative of a
republic, the main mission of which is to protect by force
the wealth stolen from the people.

This mission of government—the violent suppression
of every human right—becomes more accentuated with
the growing intensity of commercial and industrial ex-
ploitation.

In the 80’s, the labor movement for an eight-hour
workday was forcibly subdued, and five men judicially
killed at Chicago. Under the régime of President Cleve-
land the Federal forces are employed as the executioners
of striking workingmen. Capitalists wire for soldiers
and their demand is readily complied with at the White
~ House. The last true Democrat, John P. Altgeld, pro-
tests as Governor of Illinois against this arbitrary in-
vasion of State rights, For this crime he later pays
with his political life. What? Shall the government
not serve monopolists a la Pullman? What else is it
here for?!

The régime of McKinley proved even more servile.
It lost no opportunity in aiding capitalism in mercilessly
crushing the aspirations of labor. The use of Federal
troops during strikes becomes a daily occurrence. Thus
the mask slowly falls from the lying Goddess. Her chief
priest, however, proudly carries his starched dignity and
pretended piety. "
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McKinley personified at once social corruption and
political servility. Indeed, he was the ideal President
of the secret kings of the republic; both in character and
appearance a Jesuit, he was eminently fitted to shield
the traitors of the country. He always reminded me of
the typical porter, whose severe, dignified appearance
proclaims his master’s gilded respectability, veneering a
rotten core.

Such were the environments that prompted Czolgosz's
act. Many felt this; few dared to express it. The amaze-
ment that such a thing should happen in America really
had something artificial about it. To the close observer
there exists but an insignificant difference between the
social conditions in this country and that of European
monarchies, upon whose horizon revolutionary flashes
had been playing for years. There, as well as here, the
governments are the willing gendarmes and sheriffs of
the possessing class; we, however, still cling to the super-
stition of political liberty.

Pure in aspiration and motive, the personality of Leon
Czolgosz towers above our stifling’ social existence.
Purer, indeed, than his accusers and judges wished. They
have left nothing undone to make him appear a low, vile
creature, since it was necessary to lull the nation into the
belief that only the basest of men could be guilty of such
a deed.

In vain unscrupulous torturers attempted to defile the
sensitive soul—no confession, unworthy of the man, could
be forced. His alleged statement, that a lecture of
Emma Goldman inspired his act, emanated from a lying
press.

The State of New York employed 200 detectives and
spent 30,000 dollars to trump up evidence to convict
Emma Goldman as the intellectual instigator of McKin-
ley’s death. Is it reasonable to suppose, then, that such
efforts and means would have been used had Czolgosz
been induced to make statements in the least incrim-
imating.

Even the peace of death was denied him. His last
moments were poisoned by the Christian kindness of
the prison warden. To the last he was tortured by in-
sinuations reflecting on his character; in the hope of
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obtaining a confession the dying man was annoyed; he
was told, among other things, that Emma Goldman had
denounced him as tramp and beggar. DBut even such
brutality failed to touch his lofty spirit. “l care not what
Emma Goldman or others say about me. I had no
accomplices. I did it for the dear people, and 1 am
ready to die.”

These were the only words Leon Czolgosz uttered
during all those terrible weeks. Not even at his trial,
which mocked every conception of justice, could he be in-
duced to speak.

The only decent reporter present at the trial—a woman
—relates that she was so overcome by the farcical pro-
ceedings that she was unfitted to do newspaper work for
months. Czolgosz impressed her, she says, as a vision-
ary, totally oblivious to his surroundings.

His large, dreamy eyes must have beheld in the dis-
tance the rising dawn, heralding a new and glorious day.

* % *

Five years have since rolled into eternity. His spirit
still hovers over me. In tender love I lay these immor-
telles on his grave.
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THE DAY OF REBELLION.
By J. A. ANDREWS.

In the might of oppression and anguish,
When the hosts of the tyrants rule wide,

And the people but shudder and languish,
As they crouch from the furies of pride,

Comes a word of Revolt, whispered grimly,
Through the chaos of discord and fear,

Tl the slaves and the despots feel dimly
That the Day of Rebellion is near.

They know not the day nor the year,
Yet soon shall its standards appear;

With defiance to rules and to rulers,
The Day of Rebellion 1s near.

It will come as the lightning from heaven,;
As the wrath of the skies it will fall;

It will shatter, hike bolt of the levin,
Harsh Monopoly's fortified wall;

It wnll dash down to dust and perdition,
Whith a crash that shall echo through time,

The twin monsters of Rule and Submission,
That have festered the world in their slime.

The Day of Rebellion is near,
With omens for tyrants to fear,

And defiance to rules and to rulers,
W herever its standards appear.

£
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THE TRAGEDY AT BUFFALO.

Reprinted from “Free Society,”” October, 1901.

For they starve the little frightened child
T1ll it weeps both night and day:
And they scorge the weak, and flog the fool,
And gibe the old and gray,
And some grow mad, and all grow bad,
And none a word may say.
—QOscar Wilde.

Never before in the history of governments has the
sound of a pistol shot so startled, terrorized, and horrified
the self-satisfied, indifferent, contented, and indolent pub-
lic, as has the one fired by Leon Czolgosz when he struck
down William McKinley, president of the money kings
and trust magnates of this country.

Not that this modern Ceasar was the first to die at the
hands of a Brutus. Oh, no! Since man has trampled
upon the rights of his fellow men, rebellious spirits have
been afloat in the atmosphere. Not that William Mec-
Kinley was a greater man than those who throned upon
the fettered form of Liberty. He did not compare either
in intellect, ability, personality, or force of character with
those who had to pay the penalty of their power. Nor
will history be able to record his extraordinary kindness,
generosity, and sympathy with those whom ignorance
and greed have condemned to a life of misery, hopeless-
ness, and despair.

- Why, then, were the mighty and powerful thrown into
such consternation by the deed of September 67 Why
this how! of a hired press? Why such blood-thirsty and
violent utterances from the clergy, whose usual business
1t 1s to preach “peace on earth and good will to all”?
Why the mad ravings of the mob, the demand for rigid
laws to curtail freedom of press and speech?

For more than thirty years a small band of parasites
have robbed the American people, and trampled upon the
fundamental principles laid down by the forefathers of
this country, guaranteeing to every man, woman and
child, “Life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.” For
thirty years they have been increasing their wealth and
pewer at the expense of the vast mass of workers, thereby
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enlarging the army of the unemployed, the hungry,
homeless, and friendless portion of humanity, tramping
the country from east to west and north to south, in a
vain search for work. For many years the home has been
left to the care of the little ones, while the parents are
working their life and strength away for a small pittance.
For thirty years the sturdy sons of America were sacri-
ficed on the battlefield of industrial war, and the
daughters outraged in corrupt factory surroundings.
For long and weary years this process of undermining
the nation’s health, vigor, and pride, without much pro-
test from the disinherited and oppressed, has been going
on. Maddened by success and victory, the money-powers
of this “free land of ours” became more and more
audacious in their heartless, cruel efforts to compete with
rotten and decayed European tyrannies in supremacy of
power.

With the minds of the young poisoned with a per-
verted conception of patriotism, and the fallacious notion
that all are equal and that each one has the same oppor-
tunity to become a millionaire (provided he can steal
the first hundred thousand dollars), it was an easy matter
indeed to check the discontent of the people; one is
therefore not surprised when one hears Americans say,
“We can understand why the poor Russians kill their
czar, or the Italians their king, for think of the con-
ditions that prevail there; but he who lives in a republic,
where each one has the opportunity to become President
of the United States (provided he has a powerful party
back of him), why shoul he attempt such acts? We are
the people, and acts of violence in this country are im-
possible.”

And now that the impossible has happened, that even
America has given birth to the man who struck down
the king of the republic, they have lost their heads, and
are shouting vengeance upon those who for years have
shown that the conditions here were beginning to be
alarming, and unless a halt be called, despotism would
set its heavy foot on the hitherto relatively free limbs of
the people.

In vain have the mouthpieces of wealth denounced
Leon Czolgosz as a foreigner; in vain they are making
the world believe that he is the product of European
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conditions, and influenced by European ideas. This time
the “assassin” happens to be the child of Columbia, who
lulled him to sleep with

“My country, ’tis of thee,
Sweet land of liberty,” etc.,

and who held out the hope to him that he, too, could
become President of the country. Who can tell how
many times this American child has gloried in the cele-
bration of the 4th of July, or on Decoration Day, when
he faithfully honored the nation’s dead? Who knows
but what he, too, was willing to “fight for his country
and die for her liberty”’; until it dawned upon him that
those he belonged to have no country, because they have
been robbed of all that they have produced; until he saw
that all the liberty and independence of his youthful
dreams are but a farce. Perhaps he also learned that it
is nonsense to talk of equality between those who have
all and those who have nothing, hence he rebelled.

“But his act was mad and cowardly,” says the ruling
class. “It was foolish and impractical,” echo all petty
reformers, Socialists, and even some Anarchists.

What absurdity! As if an act of this kind can be
measured by its usefulness, expediency, or practicability.
We might as well ask ourselves of the usefulness of a
cyclone, tornado, a violent thunderstorm, or the ceaseless
fall of the Niagara waters. All these forces are the natural
results of natural causes, which we may not yet have been
able to explain, but which are nevertheless a part of
nature, just as all force is natural and part of man and
beast, developed or checked, according to the pressure of
conditions and man’s understanding. An act of violence
is therefore not only the result of conditions, but also of
man’s psychical and physical nature, and his susceptibil-
ity to the world surrounding him.

Does not the summer fight against the winter, does it
not resist, mourn, and weep oceans of tears in its eager
attempt to shield its children from the icy grip of frost?
And does not the winter enshroud Mother Earth with a
white, hard cover, lest the warm spring sunshine should
melt the heart of the hardened old gentleman? And
does he not gather his last forces for a bitter and fierce
battle for supremacy, until the burning rays of the sun
digsperse his ranks?
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Resistance against force 1s a fact all through nature.
Man being part of nature, he, too, is swayed by the
same force to defend himseli against invasion. Force
will continue to be a natural factor just so long as
economic slavery, social superiority, inequality, exploita-
tion, and war continue to destroy all that is good and
noble in man.

That the economic and political conditions of this
country have been pregnant with the embryo of greed
and despotism, no one who thinks and has closely
watched events can deny. It was, therefore, but a
question of time for the first signs of labor pains to be-
gin. And they began when McKinley, more than any
other President, had betrayed the trust of the people, and
became the tool of the moneyed kings. They began
when he and his class had stained the memory of the
men who produced the Declaration of Independence,
by the blood of the massacred Filipinos. They grew
more violent at the recollection of Hazelton, Virden,
Idaho, and other places, where capital has waged war
on labor; until on the 6th of September the child be-
gotten, nourished and reared by violence, was born.

That violence 1s not the result of conditions only, but
also largely depends upon man’s inner nature, is best
proven by the fact that while thousands loath tyranny,
but one will strike down a tyrant. What is it that drives
him to commit the act, while others pass quietly by? It
is because the one is of such a sensitive nature that he
will feel a wrong more keenly and with greater intensity
than others.

It is, therefore, not cruelty, or a thirst for blood, or any
other criminal tendency, that induces such a man to strike
a blow at organized power. On the contrary, it is mostly
because of a strong social instinct, because of an abun-
dance of love and an overflow of sympathy with the pain
and sorrow around us, a love which seeks refuge in the
embrace of mankind, a love so strong that it shrinks
before no consequence, a love so broad that it can never
be wrapped up in one object, as long as thousands
perish, a love so all-absorbing that it can neither calculate,
reason, investigate, but only dare at all costs.

It is generally believed that men prompted to put the
dagger or bullet in the cowardly heart of govern-
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ment, were men conceited enough to think that they
will thereby liberate the world from the fetters of des-
potism. As far as I have studied the psychology of an
act of violence, I find that nothing could be further
away from the thought of such a man than that if the

king were dead, the mob will cease to shout “Long live
the king!”

The cause for such an act lies deeper, far too deep for
the shallow multitude to comprehend. It lies in the fact
that the world within the individual, and the world
around him, are two antagonistic forces, and, therefore,
must clash.

Do I say that Czolgosz is made of that material? No.
Neither can I say that he was not. Nor am I in a posi-
tion to say whether or not he is an Anarchist; I did not
know the man; no one as far as I am aware seems to
have known him, but from his attitude and behavior so
far (I hope that no reader of “Free Society” has believed
the newspaper lies), I feel that he was a soul in pain, a
soul that could find no abode in this cruel world of ours,
a soul “impractical,” inexpedient, lacking in caution (ac-
cording to the dictum of the wise); but daring just the
same, and I cannot help but bow in reverent silence
before the power of such a soul, that has broken the
narrow walls of its prison, and has taken a daring leap
into the unknown.

Having shown that violence is not the result of per-
sonal influence, or one particular ideal, I deem it un-
necessary to go into a lengthy theoretical discussion as
to whether Anarchism contains the element of force or
not. The question has been discussed time and again,
and it is proven that Anarchism and violence are as far
apart from each other as liberty and tyranny. 1 care not
what the rabble says; but to those who are still capable
of understanding I would say that Anarchism, being a
Philosophy of life, aims to establish a state of society in
which man’s inner make-up and the conditions around
him, can blend harmoniously, so that he will be able
to utilize all the forces to enlarge and beautify the
life about him. To those I would also say that 1
do not advocate violence; government does this, and
force begets force. It is a fact which cannot be done
away with through the prosecution of a few men and
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women, or by more stringent laws—this only tends to
increase 1it.

Violence will die a natural death when man will learn
to understand that each unit has its place in the universe,
and while being closely linked together, it must remain
free to grow and expand.

Some people have hastily said that Czolgosz’s act was
foolish and will check the growth of progress. Those
worthy people are wrong in forming hasty conclusions.
What results the act of September 6 will have no one
can say; one thing, however, is certain: he has wounded
government in its most vital spot. As to stopping the
wheel of progress, that is absurd. Ideas cannot be re-
tarded by restraint. And as to petty police persecution,
what matter?

As I write this, my thoughts wander to the death-cell
at Auburn, to the young man with the girlish face, about
to be put to death by the coarse, brutal hands of the
law, walking up and down the narrow cell, with cold,
cruel eyes following him,

“Who watch him when he tries to weep
And when he tries to pray;

Who watch him lest himself should rob
The prison of its prey.”

And my heart goes out to him in deep sympathy, and to
all the victims of a system of inequality, and the many
who will die the forerunners of a better, nobler, grander
life.

EvMA GOLDMAN.
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A REMINISCENCE.

By ALEXANDER BERKMAN.

[f they would but linger awhile, these last rays of the
sinking sun, I’ll press my face closely to the cold bars—
shine on me a little, caress me a bit—there is warmth,
there is cheer in these rays.

Yet they look so pale, so unsteady; oh, they are fading
—like the hope of one condemned to die.

To die? Yes.... Is it really so hard to die’ Hard?
Are these walls not harder? And this barred door less
cruel than death? And is not either more merciful than
this life with its terrible cruelty, the cruelty of suffocating
sameness. 1t stifies me, it chills my being. They have
built these walls on my heart; the iron bars plerce my
soul. I cannot bear it, I cannot. ...

Unconsciously my look wanders through the cell; my
eyes take in every sickly-familiar detail—the iron bed,
the table, the chair. Oh, not even the freedom of death
18 dekb nte.

Nothing but walls. Oh, but beyond this rocky silence
there is life; there are voices, there is activity, there is
motion—there’s freedom, life there! Yes, and they strug-
gle, they breathe, they live there. 5 3 1 were -Only
there! 1 would show them a Man, a man of blood and
muscle, palpitating flesh, energy, action. How 1 would
ficht and struggle, fight and fight. Joyfully I would wel-
come the mountain in my path, that I may climb it; and
if it be steep, [ should rejoice in it; and 1if I slip and fall,
—in rising lies my strength; and I shall, I will climb on
and on. That means life; to struggle with Titans; no,

not to conquer, but to struggle.

If T were but there! Yet here, solid rocks of gray and
moving rocks in blue that deaden the quick and torture
the dead. Beyond this barred silence the sky is blue and
songbirds thrill the woods, and the redbreast calls his
mate. Yet I remember, once 1 saw a bluebird imprisoned
In a cage. Some thoughtless boy had put it there, un-
mindful of its pain. Poor little bird! Desperately it
Auttered from side to side, vainly beating against the
cruel bars. The look of despair that shone in those eyes.

That night I woke from sleep, crying.
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And once I saw that look upon a man. I have no kin,
but he was my brother. Bowed he stood, with the marks
of the chains upon his bleeding hands, and in his eyes
lay a tortured soul. Oh, all pain is not imprisoned within
these walls. There is misery beyond this iron grating;
there is torture, agony in that great beyond that fills the
world with the groans and cries of Gehenna. There
Moloch sits enthroned, and men are starved and women
defiled to do him honor ; the greed-fanned flames envelop
tender little bodies, and the stench of the burning flesh
fills the air with its fatal poison.

There, beyond my grated door is the real prison. Here
we hate our keepers, but our hands are chained. There
they fetter the mind, and the unfortunate creatures eagerly
bend their knees, happy to worship and to serve their

masters.

Oh, for a Man of flesh and blood to strike a liberating
blow! A man to burst the chains, stronger than mere
iron—those heavy fetters that have weighted man down
for centuries, the chains that have dragged him into the
mire of rottenness and threaten to bury him in the quick-
sands of his own pettiness.

Oh, unhappy Man! You point the finger of scorn to-
word my grated door and think me prisoner and you—
you are free?! Oh, pitiful race of pigmies—where is the
olory of your being, the birthright of your manhood:’
Where is your native courage, your pride, your self-
respect? Is your soul as bare as your body? Has the
last vestige of your humanity been washed away by the
ceaseless waves of stupidity and corruption? Is all, all
lost ?

No, it cannot be. It must not be. You shall not remain
weakly whining under the heel of iron; you shall not lick
the hand that struck you; you shall not wallow in mud
and infect the heavens with your nauseating odors. And
though you loathe Justice—I respect it, and so you shall.
You shall hear my bugle call to the gigantic struggle,
and you shall know that I wake the slaves to life, to
freedom, to joy. And though you ignore me, you shall
hear! And you shall see me strike the lightning, red
with the blood of my wounded soul, and you shall trem-
ble and—perchance you will look up!



MoTHER EARTH 19

And 7 shall be free!

Where, where is this Man? The Man of Flesh and
Blood !

x %k X

It was dark in my cell. From afar a solitary star was
beckoning through the barred window. I heard stealthy
footsteps, then a whisper, “The President has been shot!”

The lightning struck....

e = ¥k

TOLSTONIAN OR TERRORIST?

The Daily News, of August 23d, gives a striking in-
stance of a Tolstonian turned Terrorist. Any ordinarily
sane person can understand clearly that these very few
people—the Tolstonians—who erect submission into a
principle would under given conditions be driven to
adopt active resistance. We will do them the justice to
say that no Tolstonian would stand calmly by and see
wife and children outraged and murdered without raising
a finger to save them. It was the wanton murder of an
old, white-haired Jew before the eyes of his young.son
that made this man a Terrorist. Here is what he says:

“Then I became a Terrorist, as you call it. I rushed
towards the troops, and tried to address an officer. 1
do not know what I did. I was half-demented with
grief and rage. A policeman struck me on the jaw, and
I was beaten almost to death by a whole company of
soldiers. Then I was thrown into prison. 1 was packed
Into a cell with thirty men; there was scarcely room to
move our arms. As the heat grew more oppressive and
the atmosphere, already vile, grew viler still, all sem-
blance of human beings was lost. The scene became
one that only a Dante could describe. And when I
came out after months of torture that hell itself might
be defied to match, broken by misery and degradation,
and stamped as a ‘political criminal,” T began to regret
bitterly my mistake. I was a Tolstonian no longer. I
became a Terrorist.”

It is criminal stupidity to talk of non-resistance in the
face of all that is happening in Russia to-day.
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ANGIOLINO.
By A. DERLITZKI.

The Firm W. L. & Co. was at that time the Mecca oi
the international printers of London. Alongside of about
forty English compositors worked French and German
colleagues, as well as Russians, Spaniards, Italians, Hol-
landers and Swiss; representatives of other nations
could often also be found there.

Our work, in various languages, was divided 1nto
groups, called “ships”; each ship was in charge of a
“Captain” or Clicker. The foreigners were all grouped
together, but the IFrench ship was by far the most inter-
esting. The latter printed the “Courier de Londres.”

Facing me stood an old veteran from the South of
France. The sharp features of his withered face betrayed
the storms of a strenuous past. During the revolutionary
period of FFrance he was both Student and hero of the
barricades. Subsequently the battle of existence taught
him the trade of compositor. In his old days he became
a mute thinker, and we nicknamed him “the philoso-
pher.”

The “Captain” of the Courier was a surly old Belgian.
His chief assistant, Monsieur Norrin, was an ex-sergeant
of the French Army; he was known among us as “the
comrade.”

Carl, Norrin’s friend, was a German—deserter. He
was a good sort; he considered obedience an optional
virtue—to be practiced voluntarily, but never to be
forced. Once, while still wearing the Kaiser’s uniform,
he applied the Biblical injunction, “an eye for an eye; a
tooth for a tooth” to his superior officer—and then he
bade farewell to his dear Fatherland.

My Russian neighbor had circled the globe. The
Spaniard at his side was also a great traveler, as well as
a Greek and Latin scholar. In short, we were a jolly
family, and it was quite touching to see these strange
fellows sharing their last crumbs with some needy jour-
neyman.

In the beginning of the summer of 1897 a new com-
positor joined our group—Signor Angiolino, an Italian
of noble birth. Angiolino, by the way, means little angel.

His personal appearance, his havelock and soft felt hat
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suggested the journalist rather than the disciple of Gut-
tenberg. His delicate hands, moreover, betrayed the fact
that he did not grow up at the “case.” With his hand-
some, frank face, his soft dark hair, short beard and alert
expression he looked the very type of the vivacious

Southerner., The gold eye-glasses were very becoming
to him.

We were very crowded at the time, and as 1 had a
“double stand,” I was asked to make room for the new
compositor, and thus Angiolino became my right-hand
neighbor.

We got along quite well, though our conversation was
rather limited at first; Angiolino spoke Italian, Spanish,
and French, but no English; the little French I knew
was not sufficient to carry on a prolonged conversation.
However, Angiolino soon began to acquire the English
idiom; he learned rapidly, playfully, and it was not long
till he became very popular with his fellow-compositors
His distinguished and yet modest manner and his consid-
eration towards his colleagues won him the hearts of all
the boys. His past, however, remained an enigma—
which served to make him still more interesting.

One Sunday afternoon Angiolino called on me. Fol-
lowing the English custom, I introduced my visitor to the
members of the household. 1 did not fail to notice the
strong impression he made upon the ladies of the house—

his fine, manly presence and polished manners were very
fascinating.

We had tea; one of the young ladies entertained the
company with music. Someone inquired, “could the
Signor play?” Receiving an affirmative reply, the ladies
begged Angiolino to try his skill. Angiolino consented,
and soon the room was vibrant with choice classical
music. He played with a master hand. His audience
Wwas entranced. Then the Signor began to sing Spanish
and Ttalian love-ditties, accompanying himself on the
p1ano. He was a tenor of remarkable calibre; his sing-
Ing was beautiful enough to have honored any operatic
stage. His sweet tones, full of feeling and tenderness,
carried his audience away, away into the paradise of
melody. They were enchanted. No wonder the ladies
lost their hearts to the fascinating Son of the South. They
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begged me to bring him again soon—but I never did so;
perhaps I was cautious; perhaps it was—jealousy.

One day Angiolino failed to report for work. Several
days passed, and we received no tidings from him. We
were becoming anxious. At last I decided to call on him
—he might be sick.

It was evening when I entered his room. Angiolino
seemed somewhat surprised. I noticed that his desk
was littered with manuscripts. A journalist, I thought.
On the wall I noticed a picture of Victor Hugo, the
soldier of Liberty; on the table lay a copy of “Liberta.”
At home Angiolino was once editor of that paper. His
bold utterances soon attracted the attention of the author-
ities; persecutions began, and Angiolino fled from Italy
to Spain, thence to France and Belgium, finally settling
in England. Ah! the mystery of our noble friend is
solved, I thought:—Angiolino is a revolutionist.

The English press had reported the bomb-explosion in
one of Barcelona’s theatres. The Spanish police began
reprisals. Several suspects were shot and a large number
of radicals were arrested. The Government attempted to
force confessions from the prisoners; the means resorted
to reminded one of the Inquisition. Some of those unfor-
tunates, subsequently banished, reached London in a ter-
ribly mutilated condition.

Among them were friends of Angiolino. The latter,
being in constant communication with Spain, was well in-
formed about the details of the arrest and torture. All
this I learned incidentally.

Angiolino seemed deeply moved. There was a pause.
He was evidently trying to think. For a while all was
silence, and then, overcome with grief, he suddenly be-
gan to weep,—sobbingly, heartbreakingly.

I was painfully affected.

Then Angiolino rose. “Canovas, Canovas!” he cried.
A passionate outburst followed in his native Italian,
which I did not understand; then some phrases in Eng-
lish and then again Italian. I understood, however, that
Canovas—then Spain’s Prime Minister—was being
charged with the responsibility for all that was happen-
ing; Canovas, the heartless dictator during the Queen-
Regents regime,—the man who perpetrated those name-
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less atrocities upon the women and children of Cuba,—
the beast whose path was strewn with mutilated corpses.

His measure was full.

I could do nothing here. I tried to console An-
giolino, and then I quietly left.

The next day Angiolino came to our printing shop to
bid us good-bye. Englishmen and foreigners, all re-
gretted to see him leave—and none knew whither he was
going.

% % *

Sefior Antonio Canovas del Castillo, Prime Minister
of Spain, sojourned at Santa Agueda. As is usual in such
cases, all strangers were carefully kept away from his ex-
alted presence. One exception, however, was made in
the case of a distinguished-looking, elegantly dressed
Italian—the representative, it was understood, of an im-
portant journal. The distinguished gentleman was—
Angiolino.

Sefior Canovas, about to leave his house, stepped on
the veranda. Suddenly Angiolino confronted him. A
shot rang out, and Canovas was a corpse.

The wife of the Prime Minister rushed upon the scene.
“Murderer! Murderer!” she cried, pointing at Angiolino.
The latter bowed. “Pardon, Madame,” he said, “I re-
Spect you as a lady, but I regret that you were the wife

of that man.”
o s i

News of Angiolino’s deed was flashed to England.
- The authorities were investigating his movements
In London. Our printing shop was surrounded by de-
tectives, and as we left the office that evening, we were
Snapshoted. We eagerly bought the papers containing
his picture; we recognized the beautiful face.

_Calmly Angiolino faced death. Death in its most ter-
rible form—for the man whose soul was as a child’s.

He was garrotted. His body lay, sun-kissed, till the
day hid in twilight. And people came,—and pointing the
finger of terror and fear they said, “There—the criminal
—the cruel murderer 3

My heart was bleeding.
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THE DIVINE RIGHT OF CAPITAL.

“This is the Divine Right of Capital. Look, the fierce
sunshine beats down upon the white sand, or chalk, or
hard clay of the railway cutting, whose narrow sides
focus the heat like a lens. Brawny arms swing the pick
and drive the pointed spades into the soil. Clod by clod,
inch by inch, the heavy earth is loosened, and the
mountain removed by atoms at a time. Aching arms
these, weary backs, stiffened limbs—brows black with
dirt and perspiration. The glaring chalk blinds the eye
with its whiteness; the slippery sand gives way beneath the
footstep, or rises with the wind and fills the mouth with
orit; the clay clings to the boot, weighing the leg down
as lead. The hot sun scorches the back of the neck—the
lips grow dry and parched; and ‘Look out for yourself,
mate!” With a jarring rattle the clumsy trucks come
jolting down the incline on their way to the ‘shoot’; then
beware, for they will sometimes jump the ill-laid track,
and crush human limbs like brittle icicles with tons of
earth. Or a ‘shot’ is fired overhead, bellowing as the
roar rushes from cliff to cliff as an angry bull, and huge
stones and fragments hurtle in deadly shower. Or,
worse than all, the treacherous clay slips—bulges, trem-
bles, and thuds in an awful avalanche, burying men
alive.

“‘But they are paid to do it,” says Comfortable Re-
spectability (which hates everything in the shape of a
‘question,” glad to slur it over somehow). They are paid
to do it! Go down into the pit yourself, Comfortable
Respectability, and try it as I have done, just one hour
of a summer’s day; then you will know the preciousness
of a vulgar pot of beer! Three-and-sixpence a day 1is
the price of these brawny muscles; the price of the ras-
cally sherry you parade before your guests in such
pseudo-generous profusion. One guinea a week—that
is, one stall at the opera. But why do they do it? DBe-
cause Hunger and Thirst drive them; these are the fear-
ful scourges, the whips worse than the knout, which lie
at the back of Capital and give it its power. Do you
suppose these human beings with minds and souls and
feelings would not otherwise repose on the sweet sward,
and hearken to the song-birds as you may do on your
lawn at Cedar Villa?
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““The ‘financier,” ‘director,” ‘contractor,” whatever his
commercial title—perhaps all three, who is floating this
line, where is he? Rolling in his carriage, right royally
as a King of Spades should do, honored for the benefits
he has conferred upon mankind, toasted at banquets,
knighted by an appreciative Throne, his lady shining in
bright raiment by his side, glorious in silk and scarlet
and ermine, smiling as her lord, voluble of speech, pours
forth his unctuous harangue. One man whipped with
Hunger toils half-naked in the Pit, face to face with
Death; the other is crowned by his fellows, sitting in
state with fine wines and the sound of jubilee. This is
the Divine Right of Capital.”—Richard Jefferies.

LU R (!
MODERN SCIENCE AND ANARCHISM.

By PeETeEr KROPOTKIN.
(Continued.)
V1.

In these erroneous views, however, Spencer does not
stand alone. Following Hobbes, all the philosophy of
the nineteenth century continues to look upon the savages
as upon bands of wild beasts which lived an isolated
life and fought among themselves over food and wives,
until some benevolent authority appeared among them
and forced them to keep the peace. Even such a nat-
uralist as Huxley advocated the same views as Hobbes,
Who maintained that in the beginning people lived in a
State of war, fighting “each against all,” * till, at last,
owing to a few advanced persons of the time, the “first
society” was created (see his article “The Struggle for
Existence—a Law of Nature”). Even Huxley, there-
fore, failed to realize that it was not Man who created so-
Clety, but that social life existed among animals much
earlier than the advent of man. Such is the power of
deep-rooted prejudice.

ey

* Hobbes’ exact words are: “Bellum omnium contra om-

7‘;&3” (The war of everyone against everybody).—Transla-
or.
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Were we, however, to trace the history of this pre-
judice, it would not be difficult to convince ourselves that
it originated chiefly in religions and among their repre-
sentatives. The secret leagues of sorcerers, rain-makers,
and so on, among primitive clans, and later on, the Baby-
lonian, Assyrian, Egyptian, Indian, Hebrew and other
priesthoods, and later still the Christian priests, have al-
ways been endeavoring to persuade men that they lay
deep in sin, and that only the intercession of the shaman,
the magician, and the priest can keep the evil spirit from
assuming control over man, or can prevail with a re-
vengeful God not to visit upon man his retribution for
sin, Primitive Christianity, it 1s true, faintly attempted to
break up this prejudice; but the Christian Church, ad-
hering to the very language of the gospels concerning
“eternal fire” and ‘“the wrath of God,” intensified it still
more. The very conception of a son of God who had
come to die for “the redemption of sin,” served as a basis
for this view. No wonder that later on “the Holy In-
quisition” subjected people to the most cruel tortures
and burned them slowly at the stake in order to afford
them an opportunity of repenting and of saving them-
selves thereby from eternal torment. And not the Catho-
lic Church alone, but all other Christian Churches vied
with one another in inventing all kinds of tortures in
order to better people “steeped in sin.” Up to the pres-
ent time, nine hundred and ninety-nine persons in a
thousand still believe that natural calamities—droughts,
floods, earthquakes, and epidemic diseases—are sent by a
Divine Being for the purpose of recalling sinful man-
kind to the right path. In this belief an enormous major-
ity of our children are being brought up to this very
day.

At the same time the State, in its schools and univer-
sities, countenances the same belief in the innate perver-
sity of man. To prove the necessity of some power that
stands above society and inculcates in it the moral prin-
ciples (with the aid of punishments inflicted for violations
of “moral law,” for which, by means of a clever trick, the
written law is easily substituted),—to keep people 1in
this belief is a matter of life or death to the State. DBe-
cause, the moment people come to doubt the necessity
and possibility of such an  inoculation of morality, they



MorHER EARTH 27

will begin to doubt the higher mission of their rulers as
well.

In this way everything—our religious, our historical,
our legal, and our social education—is imbued with the
idea that man, left to himself, would soon turn into a
beast. If it were not for the authority exercised over
them, people would devour one another; nothing but
brutality and war of each against all can be expected
from “the mob.” It would perish, if the policeman, the
sheriff and the hangman—the chosen few, the salt of the
earth—did not tower above it and interpose to prevent
the universal free-fight, to educate the people to re-
spect the sanctity of law and discipline, and with a wise
hand lead them onward to those times when better 1deas
shall find a nestling place in the “uncouth hearts of men’”’
and render the rod, the prison, and the gallows less ne-
cessary than they are at present.

We laugh at a certain king who, on going into exile 1n
1848, said: “My poor subjects; now they will perish
without me!” We smile at the English clerk who be-
lieves that the English are the lost tribe of Israel, ap-
pointed by God himself to administer good government
to “all other, lower races.” But does not the great ma-
jority .of fairly educated people among all nations enter-
tain the same exalted opinion with regard to itself?

E——— - T e W i

And yet, a scientific study of the development of human
society and institutions leads to an entirely different con-
clusion. It shows that the habits and customs for mu-
tual aid, common defence, and the preservation of peace,
which were established since the very first stages of hu-
man pre-historic times—and which alone made it possible
for man, under very trying natural conditions, to survive
In the struggle for existence,—that these social convic-
tions have been worked out precisely by this anonymous

mob.” As to the so-called “leaders” of humanity, they
have not contributed anything useful that was not de-
veloped previously in customary law; they may have
?rqphasized (they nearly always vitiated) sonie useful ex-
isting customs, but they have not invented them; while
they always strove, on their side, to turn to their own
advantage the common-law institutions that had been
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worked out by the masses for their mutual protection, or,
failing 1n this, endeavored to destroy them.

Even in the remotest antiquity, which is lost in the
darkness of the stone age, men already lived in societies.
In these societies was already developed a whole retwork
of customs and sacred, religiously-respected institutions
of the communal regime or of the clan which rendered
social life possible. And through all the subsequent
stages of development we find it was exactly this con-
structive force of the “uninformed mob” that worked out
new modes of life and new means for mutual support and
the maintenance of peace, as new conditions arose.

On the other hand, modern science has proved con-
clusively that Law—whether proclaimed as the voice of
a divine being or proceeding from the wisdom of a law-
giver—never did anything else than prescribe already
existing, useful habits and customs, and thereby hardened
them into unchangeable, crystallized forms. And in do-
ing this it always added to the “useful customs,” gener-
ally recognized as such, a few new rules—in the interest
of the rich, warlike and armed minority, “Thou shalt not
kill,” said the Mosaic law, “Thou shalt not steal,” “Thou
shalt not bear false witness,” and then it added to these
excellent injunctions: “Thou shalt not covet thy neigh-
bor’s wife, his slave, nor his ass,” which injunction legal-
1zed slavery for all time and put woman on the same level
as a slave and a beast of burden.

“Love your neighbor,” said Christianity later on, but
straightway added, in the words of Paul the Apostle:
“Slaves, be subject to your masters,” and “There is no
authority but from God,”—thereby emphasizing the di-
vision of society into slaves and masters and sanctifying
the authority of the scoundrels who reigned at Rome.
The Gospels, though teaching the sublime idea of “no
punishment for offences,” which is, of course, the essence
of Christianity—the token which differentiates it and
Buddhism from all other positive religions—speak at the
same time all the while about an avenging God who takes
his revenge even upon children, thus necessarily impress-
ing upon mankind the opposite idea of vengeance.

We see the same thing in the laws of the socalled “Bar-
barians,” that is, of the Gauls, the Lombards, the Alle-
mains, and the Saxons, when these people lived in their
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communities, free from the Roman yoke. The Barbarian
codes converted into law an undoubtedly excellent
custom which was then in process of formation: the
custom of paying a penalty for wounds and killing, in-
stead of practising the law of retaliation (an eye for an
eye, a tooth for a tooth, wound for wound, and death for
death). But at the same time they also legalized and per-
petuated the division of freemen into classes—a division
which only then began to appear. They exacted from
the offender varying compensations, according as the
person killed or wounded was a freeman, a military man,
or a king (the penalty in the last case being equivalent to
life-long servitude). The original idea of this scale of
compensations to be paid to the wronged family accord-
ing to its social position, was evidently that a king’s fa-
mily, which loses more than the family of an ordinary
freeman by being deprived of its head, was entitled to
receive a greater compensation. DBut the law, by re-
stating the custom, legalized for all time the division of
people into classes—and so legalized it that up to the
present, a thousand years since, we have not got rid of
it.

And this happened with the legislation of every age,
down to our own time. The oppression of the preceding
epoch was thus transmitted by law from the old society
to the new, which grew up upon the ruins of the old.
The oppression of the Persian empire passed on to
Greece; the oppression of the Macedonian empire, to
Rome; the oppression and cruelty of the Roman em-
pire, to the medizeval European States then just arising.

Every social safeguard, all forms of social life in the
tribe, the commune, and the early medieval town-re-
publics; all forms of intertribal, and later on inter-pro-
vincial, relations, out of which international law was sub-
sequently evolved; all forms of mutual support and all
institutions for the preservation of peace—including the
Jury,—were developed by the creative genius of the anony-
mous masses. While all the laws of every age, down to
our own, always consisted of the same two elements: one
which fixed and crystallized certain forms of life that
were universally recognized as useful; the other which
was a superstructure—sometimes even nothing but a
cunning clause adroitly smuggled in in order to establish
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and strengthen the growing authority of the nobles, the
king, and the priest—to give it sanction.

So, at any rate, we are led to conclude by the scientific
study of the development of human society, upon which
for the last thirty years not a few conscientious men of
science have labored. They themselves, it is true, sel-
dom venture to express such heretical conclusions as
those stated above. But the thoughtful reader inevitably
comes to them on reading their works.

VII.

What position, then, does Anarchism occupy in the
great intelectual movement of the nineteenth centry?

The answer to this question has alerady been partly
formulated in the preceding pages. Amnarchism 1is a
world-concept based upon a mechanical explanation of all
phenomena,* embracing the whole of Nature—that is, in-
cluding in it the life of human societies and their eco-
nomic, political, and moral problems. Its method of in-
vestigation is that of the exact natural sciences, by which
every scientific conclusion must be verified. Its aim is to
construct a synthetic philosophy comprehending in one
generalization all the phenomena of Nature—and there-
fore also the life of societies,—avoiding, however, the er-
rors mentioned above into which, for the reasons there
given, Comte and Spencer had fallen.

It is therefore natural that to most of the questions of
modern life Anarchism should give new answers, and
hold with regard to them a position differing from those
of all political and, to a certain extent, of all socialistic
parties, which have not yet freed themselves from the
metaphysical fictions of old.

Of course, the elaboration of a complete mechanical
world-conception has hardly been begun in its sociologi-
cal part—in that part, that is, which deals with the life
and the evolution of societies. But the little that has been
done undoubtedly bears a marked—though often not fully
conscious—character. In the domain of philosophy, of
law, in the theory of morality, in political economy, in

* It were more correct to say, a kinetic explanation, but
this word 1s not so commonly known.
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history (both of nations and institutions), Anarchism has
already shown that it will not content itself with meta-
physical conclusions, but will seek in every case a nat-
ural-scientific basis. It rejects the metaphysics of Hegel,
of Schelling, and of Kant; it disowns the commentators
of Roman and Canon Law, together with the learned
apologists of the State; it does not consider metaphysi-
cal political economy a science; and it endeavors to gain
a clear comprehension of every question raised in these
branches of knowledge, basing its investigations upon
the numerous researches that have been made during the
last thirty or forty years from a naturalist point of view.
In the same way as the metaphysical conceptions of a
Universal Spirit, or of a Creative Force in Nature, the
Incarnation of the Idea, Nature’s Goal, the Aim of Ex-
istence, the Unknowable, Mankind (conceived as having
a separate spiritualized existence), and so on—in the
same way as all these have been brushed aside by the
materialist philosophy of to-day, while the embryos of
generalizations concealed beneath these misty terms are
being translated into the concrete language of natural
sciences,—so we proceed in dealing with the facts of so-
cial life. Here also we try to sweep away the metaphys-
Ical cobwebs, and to see what embryos of generaliza-
tions—if any—may have been concealed beneath all sorts
of misty words.

When the metaphysicians try to convince the naturalist
that the mental and moral life of man develops in accord-
ance with certain “Immanent (in-dwelling) Laws of the
Spirit,” the latter shrugs his shoulders and continues his
Physiological study of the mental and moral phenomena
of life, with a view to showing that they can all be re-
solved into chemical and physical phenomena. He en-
deavors to discover the natural laws on which they are
based. Similarly, when the Anarchists are told, for in-
stance, that—as Hegel says—every development consists
of a Thesis, an Antithesis, and a Synthesis; or that “the
object of Law is the establishment of Justice, which rep-
resents the realization of the Highest Idea”; or, again,
When they are asked,—What, in their opinion, is “the Ob-
Ject of Life?” they, too, simply shrug their shoulders and
Wonder how, at the present state of development of nat-
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ural science, old fashioned people can still be found who
continue to believe in “words” like these and still express
themselves in the language of primitive anthropomor-
phism (the conception of nature as of a thing governed
by a being endowed with human attributes). High-flown
words do not scare the Anarchists, because they know
that these words simply conceal either ignorance—that
1s, uncompleted investigation—or, what is much worse,
mere superstition. They therefore pass on and continue
their study of past and present social ideas and institu-
tions according to the scientific method of induction. And
in doing so they find, of course, that the development of
social life 1s incomparably more complicated—and in-
comparably more interesting for practical purposes—
than it would appear from such formulee.

We have heard much of late about “the dialectic
method,” which was recommended for formulating the
socialist ideal. Such a method we do not recognize,
neither would the modern natural sciences have anything
to do with it. “The dialectic method” reminds the mod-
ern naturalist of something long since passed—of some-
thing outlived and now happily forgotten by science. The
discoveries of the nineteenth century in mechanics, phy-
sics, chemistry, biology, physical psychology, anthro-
pology, psychology of nations, etc., were made—not by
the dialectic method, but by the natural-scientific method,
the method of induction and deduction. And since man
is part of nature, and since the life of his “spirit”—per-
sonal as well as social—is just as much a phenomenon
of nature as is the growth of a flower or the evolution of
social life amongst the ants and the bees,—there i1s no
cause for suddenly changing our method of investigation
when we pass from the flower to man, or from a settle-
ment of beavers to a human town.

The inductive-deductive method has proved its merits
so well, in that the nineteenth century, which has applied
it, has caused science to advance more in a hundred years
than it had advanced during the two thousand years that
went before. And when, in the second half of the cen-
turv, this method began to be applied to the investigation
of human society, no point was ever reached where it
was found necessary to abandon it and again adont me-
dizeval scholasticism—as revised by Hegel. Besides,
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when, for example, philistine naturalists, seemingly ba-
sing their arguments on “Darwinism,” began to teach,
“Crush everyone weaker than yourself; such is the law
of nature, or that capitalism is the most convenient form
scientific method that no such law exists: that the life
of animals teaches us something entirely different, and
that the conclusions of the philistines were absolutely
unscientific. They were just as unscientific as, for in-
stance, the assertion that the inequality of wealth is a law
of nature, or that capitalism is the most convenient form
of social life calculated to promote progress. Precisely
this natural-scientific method, applied to economic facts,
enables us to prove that the so-called “laws” of middle-
class sociology, including also their political economy,
are not laws at all, but simply guesses, or mere assertions
which have never been verified at all. Moreover, every
investigation bears fruit only when it has a definite aim—
when it is undertaken for the purpose of obtaining an
answer to a definite and clearly worded question. And 1t
is the more fruitful the more clearly the explorer sees the
connection that exists between his problem and his gen-
eral concept of the universe—the place which the former
occupies in the latter. The better he understands the
importance of the problem in the general concept, the
easier will the answer be. The question, then, which
Anarchism puts to itself may be stated thus: “What
forms of social life assure to a given society, and then to
mankind generally, the greatest amount of happiness,
‘and hence also of vitality?” “What forms of social life
allow this amount of happiness to grow and to develop,
quantitatively as well as qualitativelv.—that is. to hecome
more complete and more varied?”’ (from which, let ue
note in passing, a definition of progréss is derived). The
desire to nromote evolution in this direction determines
the scientific as well as the social and artistic activity of
the Anarchist,

VIIT.

Anarchism originated, as has already been said, from
the demands of practical life.

At the time of the great French Revolution of 1789—
1793, Godwin had the opportunity of himself seeing how
the governmental autherity creatéd during the revolution
itself acted as a retardirg force wpon the revolutionary
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movement. And he knew, too, what was then taking
place in England, under cover of Parliament (the confis-
cation of public lands, the kidnapping of poor work-
house children by factory agents and their deportation
to weavers’ mills, where they perished wholesale, and so
on). He understood that the government of the “One
and Undivided” Jacobinist Republic would not bring
about the necessary revolution; that the revolutionary
government itself, from the very fact of its being a
guardian of the State, was an obstacle to emancipation;
that to insure the success of the revolution, people ought
to part, first of all, with their belief in Law, Authority,
Uniformity, Order, Property, and other superstitions in-
herited by us from our servile past. And with this pur-
pose in view he wrote “Political Justice.”

The theorist of Anarchism who followed Godwin,
Proudhon, had himself lived through the Revolution of
1848 and had seen with his own eyes the crimes perpetra-
ted by the revolutionary republican government, and the
inapplicability of the State Socialism of Louis Blanc.
Fresh from the impressions of what he had witnessed,
Proudhon penned his admirable works, “A General Idea
of the Social Revolution” and “Confessions of a Revolu-
tionist,” in which he boldly advocated the abolition of the

State and proclaimed Anarchy.

And finally, the idea of Anarchism reappeared again in
the International Working Men’s Association, after the
revolution that was attempted in the Paris Commune of
1871. The complete failure of the Council of the Com-
mune and its 1ncapac1ty to act as a revolutlonary body—
although it consisted, in due proportion, of representa-
tives of every revolutionary faction of the time (Jacobin-
ists, the followers of Louis Blanc, and members of the
Internatlonal Working Men’s Assocmtion) and, on the
other hand, the incabacity of the London General Council
of the International and its ludicrous and even harmful
pretension to direct the Paris insurrection by orders sent
from England,—opened the eyes of many. They forced
many members of the International, including Bakunin,
to reflect upon the harmfulness of all sorts of govern-
ment——even stich as had been freely elected in the Com-
mune and.in the International Working Men’s Associa-
tion.. A few months later, the resolution passed by .the
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same general Council of the Association, at a secret con-
ference held in London in 1871 instead of an annual
congress, proved still more the inconvenience of having a
government in the International. By this dire resolution
they decided to turn the entire labor movement into an-
other channel and to convert it from an economic revo-
lutionary movement—ifrom a direct struggle of the work-
ing men’s organizations against capitalism—into an elec-
tive parliamentary and political movement. This decision
led to open revolt on the part of the Italian, Spanish,
Swiss, and partly also of the Belgian, Federations against
the London General Council, out of which movement
modern Anarchism subsequently developed.

Every time, then, the anarchist movement sprang up in
response to the lessons of actual life and originated
from the practical tendencies of events. And, under the
impulse thus given it, Anarchism set to work out its
theoretic, scientific basis.

No struggle can be successful if it is an unconscious
one, and if it does not render itself a clear and concise ac-
count of its aim. No destruction of the existing order is
possible, if at the time of the overthrow, or of the
struggle leading to the overthrow, the idea of what
is to take the place of what is to be destroyed is not al-
ways present in the mind. Even the theoretical criticism
of the existing conditions is impossible, unless the critic
has in his mind a more or less distinct picture of what he
would have in place of the existing state. Consciously or
‘unconsciously, the ideal of something better is forming in
the mind of every one who criticises social institutions,.

This is even more the case with a man of action. To
tell people, “First let us abolish autocracy or capitalism,
and then we will discuss what to put in its place,” means
simply to deceive oneself and others. And power is never
created by deception. The very man who speaks thus
surely has some idea of what will take the place of the in-
stitutions destroyed. Among those who work for the
abolition—let us say, -of autocracy—some inevitably
thn}k of a constitution like that of England or Germany.
while others think of a republic, either placed under the
powerful dictatorship of their own party or modeled after
the French empire-republic, or, again, of a federal -re-
public ke that of the United States or Switzerland;
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while others again strive to achieve a still greater limita-
tion of government authority; a still greater indepen-
dence of the towns, the communes, the working men’s
associations, and all other groups united among them-
selves by free agreements.

Every party thus has its ideal of the future, which
serves it as a criterion in all events of political and eco-
nomic life, as well as a basis for determining its proper
modes of action. Anarchism, too, has conceived its own
ideal; and this very ideal has led it to find its own im-
mediate aims and its own methods of action different
from those of all other political parties and also, to some
extent, from those of the socialist parties, which have re-

tained the old Roman and ecclesiastic ideals of govern-
mental organization.

G

This is not the place to enter into an exposition of
Anarchism. The present sketch has its own definite aim
—that of indicating the relation of Anarchism to modern
science,—while the fundamental views of Amnarchism
may be found stated in a number of other works. DBut
two or three illustrations will help us to define the ex-
act relation of our views to modern science and the mod-
ern soctal movement.

When, for instance, we are told that Law (written
large) “is the objectification of Truth”; or that “the prin-
ciples underlying the development of Law are the same
as those underlying the development of the human
spirit”, or that “Law and Morality are identical and differ
only formally”; we feel as little respect for these asser-
tions as does' Mephistopheles in Goethe’s “Faust.” We
are aware that those who make stich seemingly profound
statements as these have expended much thought upon
these questions. Bt they have taken a wrong path; and
hence we see in these highflown sentences mere attempts
at unconscious generalization, based upon inadequate
foundations and confused, moreover, by words of hyp-
notic power. Tn olden times they tried to give “Law” a
divine origin; later thev began to seek a metaphysical
basis for it: now. however, we are able to studv its an-
thropoleiical origin. And, availing ourselves of the re-
sults obtained by the anthropological schidol, we take up
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the study of social customs, beginning with those of the
primitive savages, and trace the origin and the develop-
ment of the laws at different epochs.

In this way we come to the conclusion already ex-
pressed on a preceding page—namely, that all laws have a
two-fold origin, and in this very respect differ from those
institutions established by custom which are generally
recognized as the moral code of a given society. Law
confirms and crystallizes these customs, but, while doing
so, it takes advantage of this fact to establish (for the
most part in a disguised form) the germs of slavery and
class distinction, the authority of priest and warrior, serf-
dom and various other institutions, in the interest of the
armed and would-be ruling minority. In this way a yoke
has imperceptibly been placed upon man, of which he
could only rid himself by means of subsequent bloody
revolutions. And this is the course of events down to
the present moment—even in contemporary “labor legis-
lation” which, along with “protection of labor,” covertly
introduces the idea of compulsory State arbitration 1n
case of strikes,* a compulsory eight-hour day for the
workingman (no less than eight hours), military exploita-
tion of the railroads during strikes, legal sanction for the
dispossession of the peasants in Ireland, and so on. And
this will continue to be so as long as one portion of so-
ciety goes on framing laws for all society, and thereby
strengthens the power of the State, which forms the chief
support of Capitalism.

It is plain, therefore, why Anarchism—which aspires to
- Justice (a term synonymous with equality) more than
any lawgiver in the world—has from the time of Godwin
rejected all written laws. |

When, however, we are told that by rejecting Law we
reject all morality—since we deny the “categoric im-
perative” of Kant,—we answer that the very wording of
this objection is to us strange and incomprehensible.f It
is as strange and incomprehensible to us as it would be
to every naturalist engaged in the study of the phenom-

* “Compulsory arbitration”—what a glaring contradiction!

+1 am not quoting an imaginary example, but one taken
from correspondence which I have recently carried on with
a German doctor of law. 5=
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ena of morality. In answer to this argument, we ask:
“What do you really mean? Can you not translate your
statements into comprehensible language—ior instance,
as Laplace translated the formula ot higher mathematics
into a language accessible to all, and as all great men of
science did and do express themselves:”

Now, what does a man who takes his stand on “univer-
sal law” or “the categorical imperative” really mecan?
Does he mean that there is in all men the conception that
one ought not to do to another what he would not have
done to himself—that it would be better even to return
good for evil? If so, well and good. Let us, then, study
(as Adam Smith and Hutcheson have already studied)
the origin of these moral ideas in man, and their course
of development. Let us extend our studies also to pre-
human times (a thing Smith and Hutcheson could not
do). Then, we may analyze to what extent the idea of
Justice implies that of Equality. The question is an im-
portant one, because only those who regard others as
their equals can accept the rule, “Do not to others what
you would not have done to yourself.” The landlord
and the slave-owner, who did not look upon “the serf”
and the negro as their equals, did not recognize “the cate-
gorical imperative” and “the universal law” as applicable
to these unhappy members of the human family. And
then, if this observation of ours be correct, we shall see
whether it is at all possible to inculcate morality while
teaching teh doctrine of inequality.

We shall finally analyze, as Mark Guyau did, the facts
of self-sacrifice. And then we shall consider what has
most promoted the development in man of moral feelings
—first, of those which are intimately connected with the
idea of equality, and then of the others; and after this
consideration we shall be able to deduce from our study
exactly what social conditions and what institutions
promise the best results for the future. Is this develop-
ment promoted by religion, and to what extent? Is it
promoted by inequality—economic and political—and by
a division into classes? Is it promoted by law? By pun-
ishment? By prisons? By the judge? The jailer? The
hangman?

Let us study all this in detail, and then only may we
speak again of Morality and moralization by means of
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laws, law courts, jailers, spies, and police. But we had
better give up using the sonorous words which only con-
ceal the superficiality of our semi-learning. In their time
the use of these words was, perhaps, unavoidable—their
application could never have been useful; but now that
we are able to approach the study of burning social
questions in exactly the same manner as the gardener and
the physiologist take up the study of the conditions most
tavorable for the growth of a plant—Iet us do so!

(To be Continued.)




40 THE FAILURE oF STATE SoCIALIST LLEGISLATION.

THE FAILURE OF STATE-SOCIALIST
LEGISLATION.

There comes to hand just now from various sources
such a scathing indictment of the State-Socialist measures
which have been on trial of late years that we propose
to give extracts with comments, and leave unprejudiced
minds to form their own conclusions.

LThere 1s in Wilshire's Magazine a paper on New Zea-
land, from which it is possible to see how all the State-
Socialist measures taken in this colony in the years 1865-
1890 were reduced to naught by the fact that the land of
the colony remained in the hands of the landlords.

The population of New Zealand numbered only
600,000 persons, but there was land enough to support
20,000,000 people; and yet, there being no enterprise on
behalf of the land owners and the capitalists, the colony
was extremely poor, and more than 20,000 people had
to emigrate.

Several State-Socialist measures had been passed. The
telegraph lines, the railways, the telephones had been
taken over by the government; the cities were allowed
to build and operate their own street railways; some
State-banking was introduced.

“But,” we read in this paper, “all of these things to-
gether did not provide work for an additional man. The
government employed no more men to operate the rail-
roads, telegraph, telephone, lighting plants, street-rail-
way lines, etc., than did the private capitalists who for:
merly owned them. The government, by owning and
operating these public utilities, simply afforded an op-
portunity to those who were already in receipt of in-
comes, to obtain for less money the services offered by
these various utilities. In short, the government simply
reduced the cost of living.” .

‘Then the workingmen of New Zealand understood that
so long as all the land of the country was not considered
public property, so long as every one was not entitled
to get out of that land the amount which he was capable
and willing to cultivate himself, nothing would be
changed. This is now realized, and their cry is now for
“free land.”

New Zealand is thus a new proof of the truth which
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we have advocated:—Municipal and State Socialism,
without the land being declared the property of the
nation, is of no avail; just as the nationalization of the
land would be ineffective were it not accompanied by
the socialization of all the industrial capital as well.

Turning now to the Coast Seamen’'s Journal, which, like
Wilshire’s, favors political action, we find the wholesale
denunciation of a “reform” that several weak-minded
labor men here are wasting their time in advocating.
We allude to Compulsory Arbitration, which has
been on trial for some time now in New Zealand. In
the Journal for August we read: “Criticism of the Com-
pulsory Arbitration law is not confined to one paper, nor
t0 one organization, nor to one locality. In fact, that

system 1s condemned in unmeasured terms throughout
Australia.”

Here is what the New Zealand Worker says on this

subject:

~"“To-day the workers who were married to the Arbitra-
tion Court are seriously considering whether it is all they
thought it.

“Looked at in the light of satisfying all the desires of
the working classes, the Arbitration Court has been, and
will always be, a failure.

“Regarded from the point of view of a machine for

adjusting disputes and preventing strikes, it has accom-
Plished what it was created for—prevented strikes. It
has sat heavily on the chest of unionism; it has by its
Protracted delays in dealing with disputes half strangled
SOme unions, but it has prevented strikes.
. 'So much for the good it has done! What harm has
it done? Tt has brought into existence a form of unionist
who does not conceive any greater economic truth than
that an application to the Court may produce a rise of
a shilling or two a week.

“It has washed out all the sentiment of unionism; it
has entirely abolished the larger landscape of labor's
Possibilities; and has reduced unionism to a spineless,
Mactive mass of political and economic inertia kneel-
:]ng placidly at the feet of a tribunal for a shilling a day

10re,

“Not only has it done this, but it has split up the forces
of labor into isolated atoms without cohesion of any sort,
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until to-day we find the labor movement in New Zealand
a discordant tangle of dissimilar objectives—without any
aim in common save that of getting better wages and
conditions from the Arbitration Court.

“Now that the workers have failed to get all they want
from the Court, what are they going to do? Wages
have increased 8 per cent., the cost of living has 1n-
creased 30 per cent. A clean loss to the workers of 22

per cent,”

The following are the 'views.of Secretary Belcher, of
the New Zealand Seamen’s Union:

“Referring to the award generally, the position is this:
The seamen have not gained one single concession, On
the contrary, the Court has imposed further work on
the poor fellows who now work eighteen hours a day,
and deprived them of an overtime payment which they
have hitherto been in receipt of. And this award has
been made in spite of the fact that the evidence has
proved the ship-owners to be in an exceptionally pros-
perous condition. They are paying good dividends, arc
constantly adding large and costly vessels to their fleets
—all paid for, on the evidence of Mr. Holdsworth, out
of profits and earnings..... The fight has been unequal,
and the power of the ‘almighty dollar’ has again pre-
vailed. I always believed that truth, right and justice
must prevail, but my faith in these virtues has been
rudely shaken—so much so that my energies in future
will be directed against arbitration, which ignores truth
and justice, and throws its weight into the scale against
the worker.”

. Finally we quote from the Worker, of DBrisbane,
Queensland, one of the best of the Australian labor
papers:

“The workers’ attitude toward this measure is well
known. We have no enthusiasm on the subject. We
cannot pretend that we expect a good deal from it. Its
inadequacy has been demonstrated in New Zealand. It
has prevented strikes, but it has not done away with the
necessity for strikes; that is to say, it has not prevented
the exploitation of labor, nor greatly minimized it.

“Nevertheless we recognize Industrial Arbitration as a
necessary phase of our movement. The labor parties
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of Australia have made up their minds that there is
something in it, and whether there is or not only direct
experience will convince them.

“When labor has completed the capture of political
power, 1t may be that the arbitration tribunal will be
shaped and sharpened into an instrument to make the
thieves disgorge. But that is still in the future, and for
the present the question is whether arbitration makes
for progress or acts as a soporific.”

This is what the friends of legislative methods have
to say of the first fruits of all their efforts to make a
legal and peaceful transition from wage-slavery to So-
cialism. We regret the waste of time and energy. We
;‘egret still more that so few workers are aware of the
acts,

U

CLASS-CONSCIOUS POLITICS.
By I. Knox.

There was a time in the distant past when politics
Meant 1deas; it represented the acme of social wisdom;
It was a science and a philosophy. Then it had not yet
Sunk to the conception of mere successful organization of
the ballot herd.

Jean Jaque Rousseau was a politician; Voltaire was
one, and so were the French encyclopedists, Diderct and
D’Alambert carried on an extensive correspondence with

uropean monarchs, treating about the best form of gov-
cfment; they endeavored to demonstrate that the true
mission of politics consists in furthering the welfare of
the nations.

Strange enthusiasts! Did they really believe their own
assertions? Their acid wit, their brilliant sarcasm sug-
S€sts the contrary. Probably they considered the awak-
Cling of the masses to freedom and independence im-
bossible; they sought, however, to do their utmost to
lighten the burdens weighing so heavily upon the people.
.. Thomas Paine and Benjamin Franklin, too, were pol-
lticians., Their faith in the conquering power of reason
Was even stranger. A single work of these men contains
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more thought and ideas than all the twentieth century
publications of Greater New York could muster.

Fancy Jean Jaque Rousseau as boss of one of the po-
litical parties of America! The very thought is absurd.
He would prove such an absolute fiasco, that even the
cheapest ward heeler would scorn to waste his time on
him.

Thomas Paine would fare even worse. It is inconceiv-
able that he could prove even as successful as Hearst’s
sixth assistant-vice-manager. 1 fear me much that in
practical politics he could not attain even to the exalted
rank of Mr. Hugh O. Pentecost, who only recently real-
“1zed his true vocation in life as social-democratic sheep
gatherer.

Happily, the discovery was made just in time to re-
joice in its practical application during the present cam-
paign. Those that expected greater things of this man
have but themselves to blame. He is not at fault if they
displayed such poor judgment of human nature.

Now he is busily studying the soul of the modern Pro-
letarian. Oh, this Proletarian! He is a hard problem
indeed. Even the social democratic bourgeois and law-
yers often despair of him.

There is Morris Hilquitt, for instance, eager to get
into Congress and firmly imbued—as all know—with the
scientific conviction that the earthly mission of the pro-
letarian 1s to class-consciously vote the social demo-
cratic ticket.

And the proletarians? They are numerous as grains
of sand on the seashore. They could elect full 300 social
democratic congressmen. Oh, 1f they were only class-
conscious ! -

Fortunately, the unexpected happens. The class-con-
sciousness, which the proletarians lack, has concentrated
in the hearts of the newly converted millionaires and
lawyers. There it abides, eternal and immutable as the
stars.

No one knows so well how the proletarians should
think and feel as the social democratic bourgeois. Sanct
Marx, come forth from your grave!

Let us hope that the situation does not prove more se-
rious when conditions are reversed—when the proleta-
rians begin to study the souls of their politicians.



MoTHER EARTH 45

THE MORAL OF THE STRIKE.

We wish we had space to quote in full a remarkable ar-
ticle that has appeared in the San Francisco Bulletin,
headed “Why the Working Man Wins with the Odds
against Him,” which bears out the argument of our
French comrades that the success of a strike does not
depend on financial resources. It begins by stating that
“working men on strike have an advantage in their
poverty that overbalances all the massed wealth of their
employers. This is a paradox, but for all that it states a

deep truth of political economy.” After pointing out the
two sides of the problem, it continues:—

“Why, then, do the working men win so many strikes?
Why are they so much more steadfast than the employ-
ers? Why, to consider a particular case, have wealthy
shipowners in the existing strike on the water front
broken away from their associates and yielded to the
unions, while not one union man of the thousands that
left their work has Jdeserted his union? Isn’t it strange
that the men who possess the largest resources should
surrender to the men whose main resource is simple forti-

tude and strong devotion to a principle—admirable quali-
ties, but not nutritious?

Money, which is rated as a source of power, is rather

a cause of weakness. Capital makes cowards of us all.
he rich man has much to lose: the poor man, so long
as he has his hands and health, is confident that he can
d? bard labour and live, if things come to that extremity.
€ man of money has acquired necessities that bear him
Own. He lives on an expensive scale, His wife must
have fine dresses and servants to help her. His daughter’s
Social ambitions must not be thwarted. His son at col-
{ege must have a liberal allowanee. Luxury, long en-
Joyed, breaks down character. The opulent man fears a-
Iminution of his copious revenues more than the me-
chanic fears downright penury. The capitalist cannot
tar to view his pile of hoarded wealth dwindle. His joy
as been to behold it grow larger from year to year, and
¢ has become by a slow process the slave of his super-
Uous capital. Tn him the desire for more money is of-
teri ‘stronper than anv sense of fidelity to ‘his claes or his
colfea‘gies. When h;é enters into a comipatt with other
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employers he looks on the combination purely from the
point of commercial self-interest, and when he sees that
his interest would be served by breaking away from his
associates he breaks away without any sense of shame,
for he feels that any of them would do the same thing.
His fellow employers are his competitors, and he does
not love them. If he were to ruin their business he
would profit by their loss. Consequently, in confedera-
ting with them he is moved by no altruistic feelings. He
goes in the direction of more money, whatever tack he

takes.

The working man, on the contrary, is sentimental
rather than mercenary, in his zeal for his union. He will
not quit the union when an employer, whose men have
struck, offers him wages above the union scale. He
thinks more of his fealty to his fellow working men than
of his pocket. That is why he wins so many strikes with
the odds against him.

e % ¥

THE VALUE OF THE VOTE.

Seldom now-a-days do we read such good common-
sense as Blatchford has written in the Clarion for August
24, on the subject of woman’s suffrage. No one can put
a thing more tersely than Blatchford, even when, as un-
happily occurs sometimes, he puts a thing wrong. But
in this case who can deny him when he says as a reason
for not making a specialty of this question:—"But I have
been trying to help women and children and men, not by
casting a vote once in a bundle of years, but by cshowing
the cause of the evils under which men and women suffer,
and by suggesting that the cause should be attacked and-
destroyed.” And again: “Votes are good things to have
—perhaps. - But votes are not so good- to-have as knowl-
edge. The most powerful human weapons are ideas.. . .
Give me a womankind with their. hearts and souls in a
cause and that cause will be won—won without a vote.””
Such a- breath of fresh air-as this comes as a tonic after
all the trash of electoral campaigning. It might even
purify Worcester. Let the “Clarionettes” wear these
words of Blatchford’s ‘as-their badge: ‘It is nek votes

e

thrat matter; 1t isfel'v’or’ thibn,lOVe.“ | o
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REFLECTIONS OF A RICH MAN.

I vividly recollect my feelings when 1 learned that
Leon Czolgosz had shot President McKinley.

I saw a mighty arm raised from the deeps and heard
a voice whisper in my ear, “The conspiracy between the
government and the rich to rob and oppress the people
has become known to us. The magic of your power,
maintained through ignorance and fear, has lost its hold.
We emerge from the abyss to a new dawn; we come to
destroy the old, decayed structure and in its stead to erect
one of beauty and strength.” I was terrified—just for a
moment. Then I was seized by violent anger. Have we
labored in vain? Have all our deep-laid schemes proven
futile? The political webs that our governmental spiders
have so artfully spun to enmesh the human flies,—have
they been torn asunder by the desperate awakening of a
Czolgosz?!

The family fosters obedience; our schools inculcate
patriotism: the church stultifies mental growth; our
courts are designed to uphold the precious lie of equality
before the law: furthermore, the majority are being
weakened and unnerved in factories and mines—is all this
Insufficient to perpetuate the power of capital?

Is it possible that the act of a solitary being could tear
off the mask of the face of authority, religion and capital
and expose their real nature.

Not that T value the life of any individual, though he be
President—what disturbs me is the realization that the
fetters we have forged for body and mind so easily vield
to the effort of a determined will.

The breaking light of the new day terrifies me.

* * %

The presumption and arrogance of the poor are con-
Stantly growing. T recently witnessed court-proceedings
?gal_ﬂS} a thief, and T was scandalized to hear the prisoner
Justifying his crime by the plea of Kleptomania.
ery}} tramp suffering from Kleptomania! What effront-

.E"e!} the judge realized that the fellow endeavored to
R1ve his offense a respectable appearance, ant therefore
Cserved severer punishment.
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It was quite apparent from the emaciated and famished

look of the man that he had been driven into crime by
mere starvation.

i ] ¥
X >k 3K

Every time I open the new Testament 1 am unspeak-
ably annoyed by the impracticability of Christ.

I have in mind especially the incident of the devil tak-
ing Jesus upon the mountain, pointing to all the wealth
of the world and saying, “All this I put at your disposal
if you will prostrate yourself before me.”

Jesus could have become the richest man of all ages
had he availed himself of this wonderful opportunity.
But he failed to grasp the moment, which—to say the
least—was very reckless of a man who seldom enjoyed
a square meal,

What a pity Jesus lacked the business capacity of my
friend Russell Sage. He would have seized the offer of
Satan without the slightest scruple; he would have
possessed himself of the riches of the earth and then
brought proceedings against his benefactor on the charge
of a discrepancy of three cents to balance the accounts.

% K ¥

Sometimes I grow cynical. I recently visited the cir-
cus. While everybody was watching the performance, a
woman began to scream, “My jewels! I have been
robbed!”

Evidently the pickpockets plied their trade while the
audience was intent upon the acrobats.

The incident T witnessed at the circus forcibly re-
minded me of our political Punch and Judy show. The
woman tepresents the people, whose pockets are being
rifled, while their eyes are glued upon the political aremna.
There, the champions of the people’s rights strut about,

declaiming big, empty phrases regarding the wellare o

L]
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LIBERTY FOR PRISONERS.

By Borton HALL.

The New York Juvenile Asylum at Dobb’s Ferry, to
which boys are committed by the Courts as ungovernable
or destitute, has discarded walls and guards.

~ The lads, from about six to sixteen years of age, live
In groups of twenty under the care of House-mothers,
and they practically do not run away.

Last week I heard one of the officers tell those boys
that he would not give a cent for a boy that did not want
to, do a thing that was forbidden. He said that was the
reason that the Asylum (the “Children’s Village” they
call it) has no use for walls and prohibitions; which re-
minds me of an incident.

At Lake Forest College the time-honored custom pre-
vailed that each class should steal the clapper of the col-
lege bell. Shortly after their new President was installed,
the clapper, in spite of all precautions, was missing, and,
48 most of the young men are country-bred and mostly
Without watches, the college exercises suffered greatly.

The President took no notice till evening chapel, then
hq asked the boys to remain, and after the professors had
withdrawn he said: “Some very young gentleman has
Carried off the clapper of the bell. Now, that is incon-
vVenient to us: we have to wait for the late comers at the
Classes and to waste time trying to be early enough. After
that young gentleman has finished playing with the clap-
per, I wish he would return it—that’s all.”

Next morning, the President noticed an unusual at-
tendance at chapel; again he took no notice, but stepped
forward to read the services, and found a ribbon on the
book. Following it with his eye he saw in front of the

desk the clapper, with a placard on it, “President Dick,
from his Boys.”

. Needless to say, the clapper has never been bolted in

sInCe that, and never will be stolen again, and thereby
hangs a moral. '

Up at Dob_b’s Ferry, as at Dr. Arnold’s school and at
our colleges in “the honor system,” they have done away
With the detectives and taken it for granted that the boys
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would do right because it is wisest; but they go further.
They teach the boys things that they want to know—mnot
like our schools, the catalogue of Henry the Eigth’s
wives, which nobody needs to know, or the length of
rivers with indeterminate beginnings. You learned the

length of the Mississippi at school, but they forgot to say,
and you don’t know now, whether that included the wind-

ings or not, and whether “navigable length” means for a
catboat or for a propeller. At the Asylum they teach
them how to do things, to print, to use tools, to cultivate
gardens, “school gardens” we say, though we mean play
gardens, for all decent schooling is really play. And the
boys, instead of being forced to learn as a punishment,
learn as a joy.

The time of the birch in school and the whipping post
in the army has passed. But the more cruel moral and
mechanical compulsions still remain, suggestions and
challenges to do the unsocial act.

Our moral education has been mostly of the type of the
mothers who said, “Mary, go and see what Johnny is
doing and tell him to stop.” Is it not time we tried the
other plan—that we assumed that other men need no more
prohibition than each of us needs himself?

For thousands of years we have prohibited almost
everything that could hurt us or could hurt the doer, from
drinking and petty gambling to fornication, and we have
especially dubbed the last one “immorality.”” Have these
tgings much decreased? Will more prohibitions abolish
them 7

There is no question that law and police have pun-
ished many crimes, largely of their own manufacture;
and have prevented some crimes, but there does seem to
be a serious question whether New York, for instance,
would suffer more from theft than it does from the black-
mail of the system and the graft of “the finest”—whether
police and detectives, legislators, forts, armies and navies
and all the forces of restriction do not cause more suffer-
ing and violence than they prevent.

At any rate, if liberty works so well for those who have
been “committed” by magistrates, we might try more of
it for deeds and men not yet committed.
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INTERNATIONAL NOTES.

A rather interesting and somewhat heated discussion
is going forward in the columns of “Le Libertaire,”
Paris, concerning the advantages and disadvantages of
state education and education by ‘“the Congregations,”
between which two powers so lively a war recently took
place. Emilie Lamotte, in criticising both sides, observes:
“Neither in the lay schools nor in those of the congrega-
tions do they really educate”; and points out further that
in certain respects the secular schools are at a disad-
vantage because there is less opportunity to pay atten-
tion to the individual scholar than in the religious schools,
where the “dear brother” can take the incompetent pupil
aside and give him separate instruction. If it be true
that, in the lay school, as Lamotte claims, “a great num-
ber of children quit the schools at eleven, twelve and
thirteen years, not knowing how to read fluently,” and
if this is, as most freethinkers believe, an improvement
on the religous schools, it is indeed ripe time for In-
structors, whose real purpose is to instruct, to organize
educational efforts outside of both Church and State in
order, as Lamotte proposes, “to complete and correct the

instruction of the state.”
x k%

Judging by the number of articles, pamphlets and ad-
dresses advertised to be given, the question of education
and the application of the anarchistic principle to it seem
to be uppermost in the present libertarian movement in
France. “I’Anarchie” announces “The Education of
T:O—Morroxv,” by A. Laisant, published by the Commu-
nist Colony of Aiglemont; “Les Temps Nouveaux”
advertises a lecture by Mme. Seville Mérat on “Physical
and Moral Education of the Child from the Cradle”; Le
Libertaire, in addition to the aforementioned articles, ad-
vertises “Libertarian Education” by Nieuvenhuis,- “Ed-
ucation and Liberty” by Devaldés, and “Education” by
Nunrietska. “I’anarchie’”’ has its series of articles and
debates. These are indicative straws.

ey Sk
The international anti-militarist agitation continues.

A recent congress at Elbeuf, in which twelve organiza-
tions participated, urges that an anti-militarist provision
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be introduced into the mutual covenant of all federated
bodies of workingmen as the very first necessity. It
recommends that an understanding be sought between
the united federations of workers and the anti-militarist
organizations. Meanwhile local groups continue to meet
and effect distribution of anti-militarist placards and lit-
erature.
.. %N

There seems to be a reappearance of the perennial idea
of a universal language ; this time it is “Esperanto” ; and
the avidity with which it is being seized and propagated
by our European comrades is evidence sufficient that
there are certain demands for international information
which could be more easily supplied through the channel
of a universal language than the roundabout courses now
open. An appeal has been issued for help to bring out

a journal in the new tongue.
%% %

A new anarchist monthly, En Marcha, has appeared
in Uruguay. Those who read Spanish, and are curious
to know the progress of radical ideas in the less aggres-
sive countries of the earth, should get it. Address, “Cen-
tro International de Estudios Social, Rio Negro, 274,
Montevideo.”

* k%

The free communist group of Stockel-Bois, Bel-
gium, has changed the name of its paper, “The Insur-
gent, to “The Emancipator”; this as the result of the
conference of delegates from all over Belgium, recently
held at Stockel-Bois. Perhaps the new name gains in

mellifluousness what it loses in force.
% % %

Colony experiments are multiplying in France and the
Netherlands, chiefly through the efforts of the young
comrades who are not content to be warned by the fail-
ures of their elders, and who insist that they desire to try
and to make their own failures if needs be, but to try at
any rate. In this they are right. However disheartened,
we may be with our own attempts or those of our gen-
eration, let us not restrain the young from pursuing the
ideal of a free life as they see it. Failure in trying to get
what you want is better than success in getting what you
don’t want.
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Alexander Herzen, Jr., son of the great Alex Herzen,
who was the stormy friend of that storm-petrel Bakou-
nine, died recently at Lausanne, Switzerland. His was
the life of the quiet savant, having been, since 1881, pro-
fessor of physiology at the University there. Never-
theless he was one of the strong and steadfast supports of
freedom in moral life, having written well on the sub-

ject: “What is morality?”’ from the standpoint of the

freeman.
0w B p2

NOTICE.

‘On November 3d the first number of the new
Anarchist labor paper, “The Voice of Labor,” will be
1ssued at 127 Ossulston street, London N.W., England.
The object is to bring the English workers into line with
the advanced movement of other countries, pointing out
to them the futilities, imbecilities and the chicanery of
politics, and encouraging them to organize along eco-
nomic and revolutionary lines. Among the contributors
will be P. Kropotkin, A. Marsh (Musicians’ Union),
John Turner* (Shop Assistants—Retail Clerks—Union),
T. H. Keell (London Society of Compositors), and other
well-known writers. An American letter by H. Kelly
dealing with labor matters in this country will appear
weekly. All who wish to get a clear, sane view of the
labor movement in Great Britain should read the “Voice
of Labor”; it will contain eight pages; the price is one
dollar a year. Send subscriptions to the “Voice of La-
bor,” 127 Ossulston street, London N.W., England, or to
H. Kelly, 210 East 13th street, New York City.

* Those who were desirous of hearing Mr. Turner in this
Country, but were unable to do so owing to his deportation
by the U. S. Government, will through this medium have
the opportunity of learning some of his views.



54 EpucaTioN UNDER REACTIONIST SPAIN.

EDUCATION UNDER REACTIONIST SPAIN.

It is a well-known fact that popular instruction in
Spain is sadly neglected, almost as much as in Turkey
and Russia. What little is given is poor in quantity as
well as in quality, chiefly in the latter respect, as it rests
under the control, more or less, of priests and monks,
who take care that the modern tendencies are as much
ignored as possible by the underpaid, starving school-
masters, whose will is generally subservient to that of
the Church.

A good friend of ours, Professor Francisco Ierrer,
who spent several years of his life in Paris as an exile,
was in the habit, amongst the circle of friends he made
in the French capital, of complaining bitterly of the im-
perfection of the whole of the Spanish education system,
and of telling with much enthusiasm what he would do
in the way of public instruction if he had the needed
financial support. A wealthy lady who was much im-
pressed with his theories left him a considerable portion
of her fortune, and Ferrer at once went to Barcelona
and started La Escuela Moderna (the Modern School),
in praise of which it is enough to say that its success
was so marvelous, from the very beginning, that
branches had to be established in numerous parts of

Spain.

Besides providing good teachers, Ferrer turned his
attention to the lack of suitable text-books and reading-
books for children in Spain, and provided both by suit-
able translations and adaptations of French standard
works, and by appealing successfully to native talent.

Amongst the works thus published there are, besides
translations from Reclus, Kropotkin, Malato, Jean
Grave, Letourneau, Paraf-Juval, Engerand, etc., text-
books written in Spanish by Buen and Vargas, pro-
fessors of the Barcelona University, by Ramon Cajal,
the greatest Spanish naturalist, by our Spanish friends,
Anselmo Lorenzo, Nicolas Estervanez, Dr. Liuria, Fe-
derico Urales, Mrs. Jacquinet, Pi Arsuaga, etc. Needless
to say, all these books are decidedly rationalist and
frankly revolutionary in tendency—just what is needed
to prepare a new generation of free citizens. This pre-
cisely explains the hatred and animosity entertained to-
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wards Ferrer and his work by the two most potent factors
in the Spanish State—the Romish Church and the Army.
Their representatives waited only for an opportunity to
act, and the opportunity sought came on the occasion of
the attempt on the lives of the Spanish sovereigns by

Mateo Morral.

Morral, who had rather large private means, enriched
the Library of La Escuela Moderna, and volunteered to
act as librarian. After he had committed suicide, his ac-
quaintance with Ferrer was found a sufficient motive for
arresting the latter and seizing his fortune, or rather the

money left him in trust for a purpose.

Those who are acquainted with the ways of Spanish
justice in political matters—as revealed to the world by
Montjuich, Mano-Negra and Alcala affairs—will not
need to be told that the Spanish inquisitors have more
than one way of proving guilty any man they want to
get rid of.

Several prominent Freethinkers and Revolutionists,
as well as all our comrades on the Continent and in
England, are now making a vigorous fight on behalf of
Justice. Press campaigns have already been started by
many independent papers in Spain; by the T7ibuna and
Messagiero in Italy; by the Labour Leader in England; the
Express in Belgium; by L'Intransigeant, Echo de Paris,
Action, Temps Nouwveaux, Cowriier Européen, Pelite Ré-
- publique, Dépéche, and many others in France.

A first victory has already been gained by this agita-
tion. The Spanish government, who intended to submit
Ferrer to a court martial, which in Spain always con-
demns the accused, whether they are guilty or not, has
at length decided to remit the affair to a civil tribunal.

Now we must demand a prompt and a fair trial, and
compel the Spanish government to allow the Rationalist
schools, which have all been closed throughout Spain,
to reopen their doors and to continue without hindrance

the work of education and emancipation.
T. pDEL MARMOL.
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TO THE REVOLUTIONISTS OF THE WORLD.

In connection with the Russian revolution, it is said
that some foreign powers are preparing to make an
armed intervention in Russia, that is to say, to smother
the insurrectionary movement of that country and re-
establish the autocracy.

The realization of this threat depends on the propor-
tions which the revolution may take.

To us, who believed that we saw in that struggle a
hope of the awakening of all the world’s sufterers or a
beginning of the universal social revolution, it seems
that the duty of all revolutionists is to prevent the armies
of the other countries passing the Russian frontier, and
to help in the death of this system.

Agitate! Agitate! Let us raise the spirit of the people
and threaten a universal general strike, should foreign
governments intervene in Russia. -

This action would be the most useful and most prac-
tical proof of solidarity that revolutionists could give in
the cause of the Russian proletariat.

In New York we have already formed an international
group for agitation on this subject in North America.

We wish to put ourselves in communication with all
individuals, groups and institutions sympathetic to our

1dea.
J. VIDAL,

37 Liberty street, Brooklyn, N. Y
(L 5 A

Labor papers please copy this appeal.
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TO THE COMRADES.

It is an undisputed fact that the majority of people
know little of the great questions of our time; much
less do they know of those unfortunates whom Poverty
and Law have condemned to a life of degradation and
despair—the prisoners. In tribute to the latter, and
because it is my desire to shed light on the terrible in-
fluence of prisons on those within and without the gloomy
walls, I have decided to tour the country.

1 am ready to deliver a series of lectures on Prisons and
their physical and psychic effects.
_ o far dates have been arranged for the following cities:

BNy il October 14 and 15,
STRECUSE v : 20 and 21.
EARtsbure ... 0. & 22 and 23.
Cleveland -, .ok 3 24 and 25,
Colunbas | ..o % 26 and 27.
i85 e e ey = 28, 29 and 30.
< T W el ! 31 to Nov. 3.

I expect to be in Chicago about the 4th of November,
and to remain there two weeks.

Groups, Societies, and Unions that wish to arrange for
dates, will please communicate with me at once.

Alexander Berkman,
Box 217, Madison Sq. Sta.,

New York.
g 0 ¢

JAMES’S VINDICATION OF ANARCHISM.
AN APPEAL.

Comrades and Friends :—

It has been the earnest desire of many of the former
readers of Free S ociety to see the work entitled, “Vindi-
cation of Anarchism,” by C. L. James, issued in book
form, The comrades of Philadelphia, whose original
?Uggestmn was in a measure the occasion which called
orth the work, have steadily kept this purpose in view
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ever since its serial appearance in Free Society, regard-
ing it as one of the serious contributions to a fundamental
literature of Anarchism. The creation of such a litera-
ture 1s, in our opinion, the most definite task we can
assign ourselves under present material and intellectual
conditions in America.

We, therefore, appeal to all who agree with us in this
matter to help raise the funds necessary for the publica-
tion,—between $450 and $500. We suggest that wher-
ever picnics, socials, or similar affairs are held, a propor-
tion of the receipts be set aside for this purpose; and we
feel assured that the undertaking can be accomplished in
a comparatively short time, if all will concentrate their

efforts to that end.
Send all contributions to N. Notkin, 2630 E. Lehigh
street, Philadelphia. Acknowledgment will be made

through the Demonstrator, Freiheit, and MorEER EARTH :
and as soon as the commencement of the work is justified,

report will be given.

VoOLTAIRINE DE CLEYRE.
NATAaAsHA NOTKIN.
GEO. BrROwN.

Philadelphia, Aug. 14, 1906.
W o ¢

BETWEEN THE LIVING AND THE DEAD.

We were three—a man, a child, and I who am a woman.
It was in the winter, and the man sat always at the front
window of the third story opposite me, and the child in
the parlor two doors below; and I from my second
story saw them both. If they saw me, or seeing noted
me, 1 do not know; but I think they did: for we were
kin, and the only kin in all that life that hurried round
us, up and down, up and down. Ah, the long agony of
those endless days, while we stayed watching the snow
floating in the merciless atmosphere and the living
people going up and down,—we the unburied dead who
from our coffin windows still looked out!

The man sat always propped among his pillows with
his feet stretched out on the window-sill, looking down,
wearily down. I, who could not sit nor lie, stood with my
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forehead upon the panes of glass, listening to the never
ending roar of the machinery of my own body, the engine
beat of a sick heart. And the child, ah well, the child,
with her ghastly face and sullen blue eyes, sat staring
outward at the snow and the life that was all denied her;
—such a young child, with the glory of youth yet shining
in her mass of pale hair. And we thought, we three, as
we gazed at the others, busy, so busy with life, “Ah, they
too must die soon. The woman who sweeps the pave-
ment there, impatient of the falling snow, she too must
suffer ; yet a little while she too must suffer and die. One
day she will go in and close the door behind her, and
never come out again. Those men who tramp so lustily,
forcing back the cold and the snow with their hot hearts
and limbs, they are tramping straight towards it, that
last door which will open to them the fore-halls of death,
wherein they, too, must sit unburied,—long perhaps, like
us. Ah, what is the use of it all? Why go up and down
so? Why wait so long since the end is the same? Why
not make an end? Why not make an end?”

But the will to make an end was dead also, so we
staid on, looking wearily from our coffins at the world
that did not interest us, to which we did not belong,—
dead things with living eyes. But there came a day, a
soft, stray day that had wandered among the winter
rigors, a day with a blue sky and a flood of golden glam-
ors, when Life, in mockery, called luringly from afar to
her forsaken children. I leaned out over my casement,
and looked at that swift runlet of being passing by, then
up at the man and down at the child. The man was cares-
Sing a geranium with his long skeleton fingers, and look-
Ing down, down, down, as into a bottomless well. He
Was measuring: I felt it then, I knew it afterward. But
the child,—ah, the meagre little creature with her blue-
white visage and sunken nose! Around the decaying
bones of it the lichenous fungus of a rotten birthright!
She had crept out upon the doorstep; even to her, who
had begun to die before she saw the light, to die long and
M much pain and never know aught of life save fugitive
yearnings, inexplicable, ending in nothing, buds that can
never fruit nor bloom,—even to her the mocking sun-
light called, and in the wasted little bosom the fading life
swelled vaguely. Her crippled leg, shapeless and flesh-
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less, just a covered bone, hung down from the step, and
in her crippled arm she nursed a great wax doll, moving
the other arm aimlessly to and fro as if seeking relief irom
pain. At times she pressed her face against the doll,—
the only thing in all this great surging world on which
she might dare to spend her hungry love; only there, on
the insensate wax, the innocent love of a child might pour
itself through the leprous lips whose pure kiss would
curse responsive flesh with that undying death of hers.

And the great hammer that beat in my head, the merci-
less hammer that rang like iron, began to clang: “And
the sins . . . . of the fathers..... shall be visited . . . .
upon the children . . . .unto the third . .. . and the fourth
.. . generation . . . And the sins . . . of the fathers ... .”

I pressed my ears between my hands, but the hammer
clanged on—"“unto the third ....and the fourth....

generation.” . . . .

Oh the terrible isolation of the child, that pallid mys-
tery of purity enclosed within a cell of putrefaction, that
luminous chrysalid sublimely silent, expectant, awaiting
its mutation, while the never to be unfolded wings are
being eaten away; and no living thing dare press the seal
of welcome even on that translucent forehead for the
foul contamination that lies therein! “For the sins . . ..

of the fathers” ...

Under the hammer-clang repeating the pitiless law, my
head reeled to and fro: “O Life, Life, where will you
make it up to her? Why was the dream of justice ever
born in the human mind, if it must stand dumb before

this terrible child?”

And far away there stretched before my eyes the limit-
less procession of little lives that had come forth in waste
and blight, to die in their smitten youth, bearing through
all their pain the unnameable grace of babyhood, the
aroma of green tendrils, the gloss and the down of
childhood shining and floating still among the dust and
death. Oh, that girl’s long golden hair!l How thick
and fair it gleams around the waxy face! And the little
starved kitten in the alleyway with its delicate paws
catching at a wind-blown straw! GOD? Did men ever
believe a God could so order life? Did any one ever be-

lieve it?
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1 stared up at the sky, and the face of the consumptive
Caressing his geranium came in between. Ah, well, he
and I at least had lived a little; but the mother of the
doll had never lived; she had died always.

We have gone from each other now. Somehow the
door of my coffin reopened, and I came back to the living.
The man has passed down to the dead. Of his will he
went. It happened so: on a day of thunder and storm
he leaned out and measured with his eyes for the last
time; then he looked back into the room; no one was
there. He set the geranium carefully at the side of the
window-sill, and plunged to the stone below—the kind,
hard stone that was merciful to him.

The child remains. In the summer days she still sits
there upon the step,—her sullen eyes staring with a seeing
blindness at what she does not understand, sometimes the
skull-like face bending to kiss the only thing that does
not shun her love,—the Doll.

. 1f her father and mother live they never face that
sight,  Stranger hands attend her, professional hands,
sterilized hands. They do their duty, kindly; but never
the warmth of all-oblivious love, careless of contamina-
tion, enfolds her to a living breast, kisses through the clay
to the spirit. Locked within the fatal narrowing circle,

€r soul is freezing as her body rots. Powerless in its
Martyrdom it waits the final expiation, hidden and dark,
like an eye seen dull-blue under a lid that has never un-
closed. Powerless, non-understanding . ... —“For the

SIn . , ., . of the father . . .. has been visited . . . . upon

the child ...” Aund there is no Justice anywhere, NOT
ANYWHERE.
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|
Eron Preparatnry Schonl
175 Fast Broadmuay |

Harlem Wrauch, 159.2 Lexington Auvenie, near 10Gth Street

PREPARES FOR REGENTS, COLLEGE

e e L e E L e S

AND CIVIL SERVICE AND ALSO |
CLASSES FOR GENERAL EDUCATION |

Englishto Foreigners, 135 Lessons for $15.00

¥J. £, Lran, M. A., Principal

OFFICE ALWAYS OPEN FOR INFORMATION AND REGISTRATION

= e S T Ry S ————— e K T 1 P

International #Bonk Store

Estubliahen 1892 A, Wagserman, Proprietor

Books—Books in all Languages Bought Sold and

Exchanged—Radical Books—Russian Circulating Lib-
rary—Fine Stationery and Bookbinding—School and College
Books a Specialty—Souvenir Postal Cards—Blank Books—
Composition Books—Fountain Pens—Leather Postal Cards
—Congratulation Cards—Autograph Albums

(LEnglish German, French, Russian, Jewish and Polish

45 @linton S1., Bet. Stanton and Riviugton Sta., Nrin ’Lﬂnrk Qlﬁt_l

WILLIAM SIEGMEISTER'S DRUG STORES

423 GRAND STREET 257 BROOME STREET
Cor. Attorney Cot, Orchard

NEW YORK




MotHER EARTH 63

| Careful attention given to all
Prescriptions filled at

Dr. 5. HARKAVY’S
3 DRUG STORES

436 CHERRY ST., cor. Rutgers
193 BROOME ST., cor. Suffolk
256 CHERRY ST., cor. Jackson

Dr. MORRIS SCHNEER

Burgeon DVentist

216 East Broadway New York
N. W. Cor. Clinton Street

EVERYBODY USES

COLUMBIA TEA

SCHECHNOVITZ, 193 Division Street, New York

Country Orders Promptly Attended

The Well=-Known

SHOLEM

Is on DecKk.

BEG to inform all my friends

that | opened a fine Restaurant,
where excellent food is served in
the best style. Satisfaction guar-
anteed. The only restaurant 1 own
is at

280 Broome St.
NEW YORHK

HARRY FEINGOLD’S

date and IRestaurant
Member of Br. 39 A. R,

A SOCIAL TIME AT

“‘“—-—-“'-:'-_E—-_EOPLE’S

Cafe and (Restautant

299 Broome Street New York
Abramson & Epstein, Props.

e QFPEN DAY AND NIGHT

Tasteful Dishes: Pleasant Company

OPEN DAY AND NIGHT
H. FEINGCLD, 45 FORSYTH ST., NEW YORK
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fIL.N.Maisel’s Book dtore

194 East Broadway, New York
A FEW SPECIAL BARGAIRS

Publ, at MyPrice

GORKY—A Night’s

Lodging ..... $1.00/$0.45
GORKY—S ummer

e v 1.00{ .45
GORKY — Children

of the Sun.... 1.00] .45

These are the only
dramas of Gorky
translated into Eng-
Rl il
GORKY—Three of

them, cloth...
~GORKY—Foma Gor-
deyeff, cloth..

The only two nov-
els of Gorky trans-
lated into English.
L. ANDREEFF—The

Red Laugh... ....| .39
TOLSTOI’S Complete
Works, 12 vols.
Cloth. Best
Edition
IBSEN’S—Best 10
: Dramas. Pa-
per. Complete
translations ..
SPENCER’S Syn-
thetic Philos-
ophy, consist-
ing of 10 vols.
Appleton’s on-
ly  copyright
edition; cloth.20.00
DARWIN’S Works.
10 vols. Ap-
pleton’s copy-
right KEdition;
eloth .........25,00] 8.00

I will supply these books at
these reduced prices only as
long as present stock is on
hand.

Prices are net cash. If sent
by mail, 10c must be added
for every cloth volume.

1.00| .50
1.00{ .50

8.50

3.00| 2.40

8.00

MEE

TINGS

Progressive Library
106 Forsyth Street. Meet-

ings every Sunday evening.

BrooKiyn Philosophical
Association. DMeets every
Sunday, 3 P. M., at Long Is-
land Business College, 143 .
8th Street.

Manhattan Library Club
Meets every Friday, 8 P. M.,
at German Masonic Hall, 220
East 15th Street.

Harlem Liberal Alliance
Every Friday, 8 P. M, at
Fraternity Hall, 100 W.
116th Street, cor. Lenox.

Liberal Art Society. DMeets
every Friday, 8.30 P. M., at
Terrace Lyceum, 206 Kast
Broadway.

“Mother Earth”

For Sale at all the

above mentioned places

10 Cents a Cop?V
One Dollar a Year?



AGENTS FOR “MOTHER EARTH”

NEW YORK CITY.
M. N. Maisel, Bookstore, 104 E. Broadway.

A. Wasserman, 45 Clinton St.
Progressive Library, 106 Forsyth St.

E. C Walker, 244 W. 143td St.

| PHILADELPHIA PA.
N. Notkin, Cor. E. Lehtgh & Thompson Sts. |

PITTSBURG PA.
Mrs. Gt,orge Seldes, 1801 Centre Ave,

CLEVELAND, O.
P Rovner, 35 Putnam St.

ST. LOUIS, MO.
Jos. Rothstem 717/; Morgan St.

CHICAGO ILL. |
M. A. Schmidt, 1367 Jackson St.
o Hammersmark Norwood Park.

H. Havel, 45 N. Clark St.

MILWAUKEE, WIS.
Leo I{opczynsk1, 041 Seventh. St

BUFFALO N. =Y
S kael 208 Broadway

1{C)CI‘IESTFR N. Y.
Mr. Rubenfeld, 65 Weld St.

| DETROIT, MICH.

Carl Nold, 167 Hale St.
UTICA N. Y.

S, Bookbinder, 04 Liber ty St.

ATLANTIC CITY.
| M. Kislick, 410 Medlterranean Ave,

ALBANY, N. Y.
Leo Malnied, 92 Dalling St.

SAN FRANCISCO.
- Rosa Fritz, 537 Oak St.

TORONTO CAN.
-~ Wm. Simons, 24 Agnes St.

LONDON ENGLAND.
- Thogast Keel, 127 Ossulston St, London

--4-—-—-""'“‘“‘-—-._-.7-_-_.-———-
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" Colleg ol e

Regents ~ Commercial Depts.

;. L j? oU eem’t strlke ﬁre by mbbmg your nose. You muat use

_means adequate. Neither can you succeed without fit

tools and proper methods. The question then becames, &

I “HOW CAN YOU BEST GAIN SUCCESS?>
| We answer, “By ‘having a proper preparatory eduea,tmn

-.]ﬂ.lﬁ“tll res show that with an education you have forty ehances of :
| success to one of your uneducated brother. _
Where can you get the essentials of a. High- Sehool (,ourse'

b w:tt;hout its useless frills and its four years?

'~ Where can you prepare for a profession in less than a, year -
ﬁ' and a half? Our hundreds of gmduates have all been satxsﬁed on

@ '_thl‘i point.. We can satisfy you.

I Year after year it becomes more dlfﬁ(,ult fox yau:ag men &nd |
_,'_Wﬁmen who must depend upon their own energy in the struggle

 of life to enter a Professional College. :
- Two years ago 28 counts admitted you to study Law., Last
: _'-'-';-.yeatt you needed 48 counts; this year yvou must have 60 counts. I
il  Last yeal you could have qtudled Pharmacy without a single ||
| count; only last month you could have entered with 12 counts, i

| but now an applicant must show 15 counts. To enter a College of |
|| Dentistry, 83 counts is needed instead of the 48 of last year, or ||
| 1l the 36 of two years ago. This year the Medical Oﬁlleges require
|} 63 counts instead of 48 and are also dlSQ’I.IE-i&ng a ﬁve year atten-‘-;j_ £

| dance at College instead of four.
We therefore say again, “YOU DARE NOT LOSF' TIME v

| Begm with us this mnnth and you wil come under the old
1 '-law, and no matter what cha,ngeg are made m the antrance re—-"*‘
‘fqmrements it will he no concern of yours. |
I - JOIN OUR SCHQOL NOW. Wherever you lwe you will find ||
one of our Schools in your meighborhood. We have two Schools ||

.....

| down-town, a branch 8chool UP-TOWN at 8 EAST llﬁth STRFDT

o ~ Dear Fifth Avenue, *'md one 'Sehoal m Brooklyn e
‘"'_'_ABRAHAM RUBlNSTElN : e

s Prmc;pal Evening Dep S = M SCHONBERG Mgr
f___;; MORRIS R. FINKELSTEIN A B Brooklyn School

Prmmpai Day D&p L A M l L L E R, Mgr :

= B 'a“ha“an Preparatory School.

Chartered by the State OE New Yark

o Mam Schoal 201 East Broadway

Bramch School : Terr. Lyceum Bld s
i Uptown School 8 East llﬁth Street

4 e e i gle T e
i T I P T S e e P

_ Brooklyn Sahoal 76 cmhm Avenue};;_f
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