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TO THE GENERATION KNOCKING
AT THE DOOR

REAK—break it open; let the kmocker rust;
~ Consider no “shalt not,” nor no man’s “must”;
 And, being entered, promptly take the lead,
Setting aside tradition, custom, creed;
Nor watch the balance of the huckster's beam,
Declare your hardest thought, your proudest dream,
Await no summeons; laugh at all rebuff;
High hearts and you are destiny enough.
The mystery and the power enshrined m you
Are old as time and as the moment new,
And none but youw can tell what part you play,,
Nor can you tell until you make assay,
For this alone, this always, will succeed,
The miracle and magic of the deed.
—John Davidson.
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OUR BELOVED COMRADE AND TEACHER

LL. over the world our Anarchist comrades have
decided to celebrate the seventieth birthday of
their beloved comrade and teacher Peter Kro-

potkin. If among the living authors and Socialists some-
‘body deserves such a general demonstration of venera-
tion and love, it is certainly Kropotkin, one of the greatest
characters of our generation and the real glory of his
native land, Russia.

In my long life as Socialist and revolutionist, I have
had the chance to meet many gifted and exceptional
people, excelling in knowledge or talent, and distinguished
by greatness of character. I knew even heroic men and
women, as well as people with the stamp of genius. . .
But Kropotkin stands as a most conspicuous, strongly
defined character even in that gallery of noble fighters
for humanitarian ideals and intellectual liberation.

Kropotkin possesses in delightful harmony the qualities
of a true inductive scientist and evolutionary philosopher
with the greatness of a Socialist thinker and fighter, 1n-
spired by the highest ideals of social justice. At the
same time by his temperament he is undoubtedly one of
the most ardent and fearless propagandists of the social
revolution and of the complete emancipation of working
humanity through its own initiative and efforts. And
all these qualities are united in Kropotkin so closely and
intimately that one cannot separate Kropotkin, the sci-
entist, from Kropotkin, the Socialist and revolutionist.

As scientist—geographer and geologist—Kropotkin 1s
famed for his theory of the formation of mountain chains
and high plateaux, a theory now proved and accepted
by science, and, in recognition of which the mountains
in Fast Siberia explored by him have been named Kro-
potkin mountains. i
- As naturalist and inductive thinker on evolution, Kro-
potkin has earned undying glory and admiration by his
“Mutual Aid,” a work showing his vast knowledge as a
naturalist and sociologist. . |

One of the most striking works of Kropotkin, I may
say even classical by its form, deep knowledge, brilliant
argumentation and noble purpose, i1s his “Fields, IFac-
tories and Workshops.” Here he shows to toiling hu-
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manity with facts and figures the abundance of produce
obtainable, the comforts and pleasures of life possible
if phy sical and intellectual work are combined, 1f agri-
culture and industry are going hand in hand. 1 think
that for the last quarter of a century no book has ap-
peared so invigorating, so encouraging and convincing
to those who work for a happier society. No wonder
that a London democratic weekly advised its readers to
buy his book by all means, even if they had to pawn
thelr last shirt to raise the shlllmg

Kropotkin as a Socialist, as a Communist-Anarchist
and revolutionist, . . . but who of our readers does not
know his numerous and inimitable writings on Socialism,
on Anarchism-Communism, etc.? Who has not read and
enjoyed his “Memoirs of a Revolutionist” ?  His “Paroles
d’'un Revolté,” his “Conquest of Bread,” “Modern Sci-
ence and Anarchism,” “Russian Literature,” “T'he Terror
in Russia,” ‘“The State and Its Historic Role,” etc,, etc.
Here I will not dwell on those books; I have another
aim 1n this article, | -

I will attempt to give an 1dea of the personal character,
the charming individuality of the author of all those
splendid books. Iirst of all let me try to sketch Kro-
potkin at work.

[ often ask myself if there exists another man equal
to Kropotkin in quickness, intensity, punctuality and
variety of work? It 1s simply amazing what he 1s cap-
able of doing in a single day. He reads incredibly much,
in English, French, (Jerman and Russian; with minute
interest he follows polltlcal and social events science and
literature, and especially the Anarchist movement in the
whole world. His study, with its booklined walls, has
piles of papers, new books, etc., on the floor, tables and
chairs. And all this material, if not read, is at least
looked through, annotated, often parts are cut out, classi-
fied and put away in boxes and portfolios made b him-
self. Kropotkin used to occupy himself for recreatmn
with carpentry and bookbmdmg, but now confines him-
self to the latter and to the making of cardboard boxes
for his notes. Whatever he does, he does quickly, with
great exactitude; his notes and extracts are made with
the speed of a stenographer and all his work 1s done
with beautiful neatness and correctness.
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To give an 1dea of the variety of his work, I shall
describe my last visit to Kropotkin. I came with a
French scientist, also a great worker and a sincere
admirer of Kropotkin. We found him in his study, hard
at work, giving the last touches to a new edition of his
“Hields, Factories and Workshops.” One side of his
table was covered with the French proofs of “La Science
moderne et L.’Anarchie.” There were also the appendix
and glossary in English for the coming Freedom edition
of the same book. On a small table a half-finished article
on Syndicalism was lying, and a pile of letters, some of
them twelve pages long, exchanged with an old friend
and comrade of the Federation Jurassienne, and dealing
with the origin of Syndicalism, awaited an answer.
Newspapers, books everywhere, volumes and separate
articles on Bakunin were about, as Kropotkin 1s at pres-
ent editing a complete Russian edition of Bakunin’s
works. In the midst of all these things, vigorous, alive,
active as a young man, smiling heartily, Kropotkin him-
self. And people try to convince us that he 1s old and
must rest! ‘“Nonsense,” said my French friend, “this
is not an old and tired man; he is more alive now than
many a young man of our present generation!” And
really with his overflowing activity and spirits, he ani-
mates the whole household.

It is of course only natural that a man of his learning
and all-sided development is much sought after. Special-
ists and scientists, political and literary people, painters
and musicians, and especially Socialist and Anarchist
comrades and Russian revolutionists, are visitors to his
house, and charmed by his straightforward simplicity
and wholehearted interest. Even children are at once
captivated not only by his fatherly goodness, but by his
capacity to share their enjoyment, by playing for and
with them, arousing their delighted amazement by his
juggling tricks and performances.

At the end of the day, when the household has gone
to rest, Kropotkin, with his usual consideration for those
who have worked, moves about the house like a mouse,
tiptoeing so as not to disturb the sleep even 1f only the
servant has gone to bed. Often he has whispered to
me to be careful so as not to awaken her. Lighting his
candle, he retires to his own room, sometimes till mid-
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night reading new publications for which he could not
find time during the day.

It 1s not astonishing that all who come in contact with
him love and adore him.

But there 1s another side to his character. Kropotkin,
the political and social thinker, the revolutionist, the
Anarchist-Communist, with his fiery temperament of a
fighter, with his inflexible principles, his insight in po-
litical and social problems, is yet more admirable: he
sees further, he understands better, he formulates clearer
than any of our contemporaries. Few people feel so
deeply and acutely the suffering and injustice of others,
and he cannot rest until he has done all in his power to
protect and help. From 1881, when he was expelled
from Switzerland for having organized a meeting pro-
testing against the execution of Sophia Perovskaya and
her comrades, up till recently when he feverishly wrote
his “Terror in Russia,” that crushing act of accusation
against the Czar’s wholesale murder and torture, he has
always been the idefatigable defender of all the victims
of social and political injustice.

Such, 1s, in a few lines, Kropotkin, the Anarchist, the
scientist, and above all the man, beloved by his comrades
and friends, respected and admired by honest people the
world over.

W. TCHERKESOFF.

-4
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I T IS with the greatest pleasure that I send a few lines

to help 1n the commemoration of our friend Kro-
potkin’s seventieth birthday. His work will be remem-
bered for all time; for by it he has brought so much
nearer the day when the true human society will be
realized on earth—that spontaneous, voluntary, non-gov-
ernmental society whose germ was first planted ages ago
among nearly all primitive peoples, but whose glorious
flower and fulfilment awaits us—and perhaps not so
very far distant in the future—as the goal of our free,
rational and conscious endeavor.

May he long live—and you also—to assist in the great
work ! |

Fraternally and heartily yours,

Epw. CARPENTER.
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KROPOTKIN THE REVOLUTIONIST

By HippoLyTE HAVEL.

F the thousands of congratulations and good wishes
conveyed to-day to Peter Kropotkin by his ad-
mirers, friends and sympathizers, none will, I am

sure, find in his heart such a responsive echo as those
expressed-—most of them in silence—by the simple work-
ers in the Anarchist movement, the men who are neither
writers nor speakers, whose names are unknown to the
great public, the quiet, self-sacrificing comrades with-
out whom there would be no movement. ‘Those of us
who have shared their bed and their last bit of bread
know their feeling for the beloved teacher, their love
for the man who gave up his position among the favored
ones and stepped down to the lowly to c;ha,re their daily
struggle, their sorrows, their aspirations; the man who
became their guide in the sacred cause of the Social
Revolution.

Many will speak of Kropotkin as the great natural
scientist, the historian, the philologue, the littérateur;
he is all this, but he 1s at the same time far more—he is
~an active revolutionist! He is not satisfied, like so many
scientists, merely to investigate natural phenomena and
make deductions which ought to be of value to mankind;
he knows that such discoveries cannot be applied as long
as the system of exploitation exists, and he therefore
works with all his power for the Socml Revolution which
shall abolish exploitation.

Were it not for men like Kropotkin, the pseudo-
scientific Socialists would long since have succeeded 1n
extinguishing the revolutionary flame in the hearts of
the workers. It is to his lasting credit that he has used
all his great knowledge to fight the demoralizing activ-
ities of these reformers, who use the name of Revolu-
tionist to hide their mental corruption. It 1s this—the
uncompromising attitude, his direct participation in social
revolt, his firm belief in the proletariat—which dis-
imgmshes Peter Kropotkin from many other .leaders of
modern thought. He is the most widely read revolution-
ary author; the Bible and the “Commumst Manifesto”
are the onl works which have been translated into so
many t(mgucs as “The Words of a Rebel,” “The Appeal
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to the Young,” and other writings of Kropotkin. It
would be impossible to state in how many editions and
translations each of his pamphlets has appeared. Some-
times I wonder whether he would recognize his own
children: the pamphlets go through so many transforma-
tions in their journeyings from one language to another!

Peter Kropotkin is the most beloved comrade in the
Anarchist movement; his name 1s a household word 1n
the revolutionary family in all parts of the world. Our
ill-fated Japanese comrades were proud of being
called Kropotkinists. This was no idolatry on their
part, but simply the expression of deep apprecia-
tion of his work. Those who have had the oppor-
tunity of meeting Kropotkin n his home or in
public know that simplicity and modesty are his
chief characteristics. As he never fails to emphasize
that our place 1s among the workers in the factories and
in the fields, not among the so-called intellectuals, so 1s
he never happier than when he sits with his comrades
and fellow-workers. I remember his indignation several
years ago in Chicago when he accepted an invitation to
a social gathering, expecting to meet his comrades, and
found himself instead among vulgar bourgeols women
who pestered him for his autograph. The irony of it!
The man who gave up gladly his position at the Russian
court to go to the people being entertained by the pork-
ocracy of Chicago!

One of the bitterest disappointments of his life, as he
himself told me, was that he could not participate actively
in the great Russian Revolution. His friends and com-
rades decided that he could render the revolution far
greater aid if he remained in LLondon as one of the organ-
izers of the gigantic struggle. But what arguments they
had to use to convince him!

Peter Kropotkin’s life and activities demolish the shal-
low arguments of our utilitarians, who judge all spiritual
and intellectual life from their own narrow point of
view. His work disproves the belief that ours 1s an age
of specialists only. Like every great thinker, Kropotkin
is many-sided in his intellectual activity ; life and science
as well as art find in him a great interpreter.

Looking back over the seventy years of his life, he
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must needs feel gratified with his work. The Anarchist
brotherhood, to which he belongs, rejoices with him to-

day.
e V23 Ve

PETER KROPOTKIN
HE 15 the man of whose friendship I am proud.

I know no man whose disinterestedness is so

| great, no one who possesses such a store of varied
knowledge, and no one whose love of mankind is up to
the standard of his.

He has the genius of the heart, and where his origin-
ality is greatest, as in “Mutual Aid,” it is his heart which
has guided his intellect.

The passion for liberty which is quenched in other
men, when they have attained the liberty they wanted
for themselves, is inextinguishable in his breast.

His confidence in men gives evidence of the nobility
of his soul, even if he had perhaps given the work of
his life a firmer foundation, having received a deeper
impression of the slowness of evolution.

But 1t is impossible not to admire him when we see
him preserving his enthusiasm in spite of bitter expe-
rience and numerous deceptions.

A character like his is an inspiration and an example.

(GEORGE BRANDES.
Ve .

A MAN

L' IS a great joy for those who love Kropotkin to
I participate in the homage—merited, indeed—which

1s being rendered to him to-day.

Whether on the occasion of his seventieth birthday
or on any other occasion we have the right, without fear
of being accused of hero-worship, to proclaim that we
are proud and happy to have for a companion in thought
and 1n the active struggle, for an elder brother and a
respected leader the man who wrote “The Words of a

Rebel.”

All movements either of ideas or of deeds which stir so-
ciety to its very foundations naturally throw to the surface
clements utterly opposed one to the other—the arriviste
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and the apostle; the man without conscience, who dis-
credits in the eyes of the people whom he uses for his
private ends those theories which he preaches, and the
disinterested and impartial thinker who consecrates his
life to the Ideal.

Peter Kropotkin is one of those who has commanded
the admiration and esteem of his enemies themselves.
‘The man, the revolutionist, and the scientist formed in
him a complete unity, a living antithesis to those indi-
viduals with great intellect and feeble heart who might
well take for their motto: Do as I say, not as 1 do.
With him the same pure flame i1llumines the mind, warms
the heart, and guides the conscience.

Born in the country which has remained the most
absolutistic in FEurope, Kropotkin became disgusted with
all inequalities and barbarisms, and voluntarily renounced
the very things for which other men strive with all their
strength—wealth and the vain baubles of worldly posi-
tion. But the mystic communism and Christian resig-
nation of a Tolsto1 did not appeal to him. Inspired by
the influence of the Great Revolution, which scattered
afar the germs of new ideas, and not by the old evan-
gelists prattling of a puerile humanitarianism, Kropotkin
became one of those who conspired against the odious
régime of the Czar.

Scarcely had he escaped from Russian prisons before
he was mmprisoned anew. In France, whither he had
come to continue the great social struggle which has for
its battlefield the entire world—in the land of the Rights
of Man new trials awaited him. The bourgeois re-
public, in reality the slightly veiled despotism of politi-
cians and capitalists, apprehended him: Kropotkin was
imprisoned at Clairvaux, and came forth with his great
book, “The Words of a Rebel,” in which his whole soul

palpitates.

Monarchical England proved more hospitable to him
than republican FFrance. Remote from the tumultuous
continental groups, but in touch with the world-wide
movement of ideas, Kropotkin in an uninterrupted suc-
cession of articles and of books, rounded out by his lec-
tures, has crystalized the great human tendency toward
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Anarchy and affirmed the necessity for a new morality
opposed to the pharasaical morality of bourgeois so-
ciety. In “The Conquest of Bread,” followed by “Mutual
Aid” and “The Great French Revolution,” he sets forth
with luminous clarity the goal of the strugglc liberty
and well-being for all; the ideal which, more or less im-
perfectly visioned, has been the a%puatmu of revolution-

1sts of all ages.

One might well believe that his broad sympathies help
to deceive him as to the innate force of the people by
ascribing to them the energy and clearsightedness which
he himself possesses, but the lines which he has written
regarding the role of the revolutionary minorities dem-
onstrate that his intellectual vision is not subservient to
his humanitarian sensibilities. And the lecture, printed
in pamphlet form, which he delivered on “The Place of
Anarchy in Socialistic Evolution” testifies perhaps more
forcefully than a large volume his wide knowledge of
the laws governing social phenomena.

~ In our time, when the capitalist world 1s sinking into
decadence and the proletarian 1s not yet entirely leleased
from the swaddling clothes of ignorance and supersti-
tion; when parasitical renegades, ambitious and unscru-
pulous, seek under the cover of Anarchy to satisfy their
bourgeois desires, it 1s encouraging to meet—and to
salute—such a man as Kropotkin.
| CHARLES MALATO.

23 224 Y

WITH my whole heart I join with you in paying
honor to our Comrade Peter Kropotkin. The
libertarians of Italy owe him a great debt and we all
love him as our intellectual father. His life of labor
and sacrifice for humanity is a potent example and a
great inspiration to all in whom burns the fire of liberty
and emancipation.
IFraternally,

Luici MOLINARI.

sa R ag
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PETER KROPOTKIN

By EmMmma GorbmAN.
TI—IOSE who constantly prate of conditions as the

omnipotent factor in determining character and

shaping ideas, will find it very difficult to explain
the personality and spirit of our Comrade Peter Kro-
potkin.

Born of a serf-owning family and reared in the at-
mosphere of serfdom all about him, the life of Peter
Kropotkin and his revolutionary activity for almost fifty
years stand a living proof against the shallow contention
of the superior potency of conditions over the latent
force m man to map out his own course in life. And
that force in our comrade is his revolutionary spirit, so
elemental, so impelling that it permeated his whole being
and gave new meaning and color to his entire life.

It was this all-absorbing revolutionary fire that burned
away the barriers that separated Kropotkin, the aristo-
crat, from the common people, and flamed a clear vision
all through his life. It filled him, the child of luxury,
of refinement, the heir of a brilliant career, with but
one 1deal, one purpose in life—the liberation of the hu-
‘man race from serfdom, from all physical as well as
spiritual serfdom.

How faithfully he has pursued that course, only those
can appreciate who know the life and work of Peter
Kropotkin.

Another very striking feature characteristic of this
man 1S that he, of all revolutionists, should have the
deepest faith in the people, in their innate possibilities
to reconstruct society in harmony with their needs.

Indeed, the workers and the peasants are, to Kro-
potkin, the ones to hand down the spirit of resistance,
of insurrection, to posterity. They, unsophisticated and
untampered by artificiality, have always instinctively re-
sented oppression and tyranny.

With Nietzsche, our comrade has continually empha-
sized that wherever the people have retained their in-
tegrity and simplicity, they have always hated organized
authority as the most ruthless and barbaric institution
among men,
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Possibly Kropotkin’s faith in the people springs from
his own simplicity of soul—a simplicity which 1s the
dominant factor of his whole make-up. It 1s because
of this, even more than because of his powerful men-
tality, that Revolution, to Peter Kropotkin, signifies the
inevitable sociologic impetus to all life, all change, all
growth. Even as Anarchism, to him, means not a mere
theory, a school, or a tendency, but the eternal yearning,
the reaching out of man for liberty, fellowship, and ex-
pansion.

Possibly this may also explain the truly human atti-
tude of Peter Kropotkin toward the Attentiter. Never
once in all his revolutionary career has our comrade
passed judgment on those whom most so-called revolu-
tionists had only too willingly shaken off—partly because
of ignorance, and partly because of cowardice-—those
who had committed political acts of violence.

Peter Kropotkin knew that it is generally the most
sensitive and sympathetic personality that smarts most
under our social injustice and tyranny, personalities who
find in the act the only liberating outlet for their har-
assed soul, who must cry out, even at the expense of
their own lives, against the apathy and indifference 1in
the face of our social crimes and wrongs. More than
most revolutionists, Peter Kropotkin feels deeply with
the spiritual hunger of the Attentiter, which culminates
in the individual act and which is but the forerunner
of collective insurrection—the spark that heralds a new
Dawn.

But Peter Kropotkin does more. He also feels with
the social pariah, with him who through hunger, drudg-
ery, and lack of joy strikes down one of the class re-
sponsible for the horror and despair of the pariah’s life.
This was particularly demonstrated in the case of lLuc-
cheni, who was denounced and denied by nearly all
other radicals. Yet no one can possibly have such an
abhorence of violence and destruction of life, as our
Comrade Peter Kropotkin; nor yet be so tender and
sympathetic to all pain and suffering. Only that he 1s
too universal, too big a nature to indulge in shallow moral
censorship of violence at the bottom, knowing—as he does
' —that it is but a reflex of organized, systematic, legal
violence on top.
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Thus stands Peter Kropotkin before the world at the
age of seventy: the most uncompromising enemy of all
social injustice; the deepest and tenderest friend of op-
pressed and outraged mankind; old in years, yet aglow
with the eternal spirit of youth and the undying faith
in the final triumph of liberty and equality.

W o W e
OUR DEBT TO KROPOTKIN

It Anarchists, whatever our particular interpretation
of radical doctrines, we are the heirs of Peter
Kropotkin, and we are all inspired by a strong sense of
gratitude, of affection and admiration. It is because of
his labors that Anarchism has won the “right of citizen-
ship” among modern sciences and philosophies—we owe
it chiefly to him, and we say this without the least wish
to disparage the great services to the cause of liberty
given by our other comrades the world over.

Especially do we love and admire our Comrade
Peter, because he has most unselfishly devoted his whole
life to the cause of human emancipation. He has given
his great talents and all his wonderful energy to the serv-
ice of the proletariat: his poverty is his greatest crown.
He could have been one of the powerful of the earth,
one of the privileged of the bourgeoisie. He preferred
to cast in his lot with the oppressed and disinherited,
preferred to be persecuted and imprisoned, rather than
to be “the darling of the great.” His vast learning and
all the power of his intellect he has consecrated to the
common people, and he has proved the greatest thinker
and propagandist of Anarchism.

Pardon these words if they seem like adulation. They
are the spontancous expression of our deep love for our
great teacher and comrade, to whom the Anarchists of
the world to-day send their heartfelt greetings, in the
hope that he may be preserved to us for many long years,
to continue the great struggle for progress and liberty.

When we speak with our political opponents, it re-
quires but a few words to convince oneself that even
the bitterest among them speak in admiration of our
good Comrade. It is with a sense of justified pride that
we say to them and to ourselves, “He is one of us!”

| [LuiGrt FABBRI.
Crespellano, Italy, November, 1912.
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AN INTELLECTUAL GIANT

By LEoNARD ABBOTT.

VERY great cause has its heroic exponent and
E leader. Anarchism 1s fortunate in being able to
put forward as its standard-bearer so great a man
as Peter Kropotkin. I have before me as I write, some
of the books and pamphlets of which he is the author.
They make a formidable showing and range all the way
from the pure science of “Mutual Aid” and the pure
literature of “Russian Literature” to the revolutionary
doctrine of “Expropriation” and “An Appeal to the
Young.” As a kind of introduction to this shelf-full of
books, I recommend Victor Robinson’s glowing and
eloquent tribute, “Comrade Kropotkin.”* In:it the
reader will find perspective and background.

Kropotkin’s intellectual output for many years has
been of a quality that compelled respect even from his
bitterest opponents. His function, it would seem, has
been in part to cover ground that otherwise might have
been neglected. His erudition i1s enormous; his style
warm and sincere.

Nothing in radical autobiography excels the “Memoirs
of a Revolutionist.”” Who that has read Kropotkin’s
account of his first imprisonment and escape can ever
forget it? Here are the very throb and passion and
romance of the revolutionary struggle as it has gone
forward in Russia during the past half century. “The
Great French Revolution,” which Francisco Ferrer was
planning to publish in Spanish just before he was ar-
rested and executed, 1s an almost equally notable achieve-
ment in the historical field. Conceived in something the
same spirit as the “History of the French Revolution,”
by C. L. James, the American Anarchist, it aims to em-
phasize the great part played in the Revolution by the
people of the lower stratum. Kropotkin points out that
the historians of the period have very largely overlooked
or neglected this phase of the struggle.

“Mutual Aid, A Factor of Evolution” has already be-
come a classic 1 its field. It appeared as a kind of

* Published by The Altrurians, 12 Mount Morris Park
West, New' York City.
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sequel to Charles Darwin’s “Descent of Man,” and shows
how cooperation, no less than individual struggle, plays
its part in the biological process known as “the survival
of the fittest.” Huxley is said to have changed his views
as the result of evidence presented in this work. Kro-
potkin’s arguments have been discussed in all countries.
They apply to human society no less than to the animals.
They appeal to Socialists as well as to Anarchists.

“The Conquest of Bread” and “Fields, Factories and
Workshops” are Kropotkin’s two most important books
in the domain of economic theory. They offer a clear
definition of the Anarchist-Communist program. Espe-
cially timely and noteworthy at the present moment are
his chapters on the decentralization of industries. In
America, at least, the industrial tide runs overwhelmingly
in the direction of trusts and unwieldy aggregations.
This tendency has apparently not even yet reached its
zenith. Socialism and governmentalism will gain from
it. But a reaction is sure to set in.

Kropotkin carries his learning lightly, and one feels
behind his work a great heart as well as a great mind.
When I met and talked with him in England fifteen years
ago, I was struck by his sheer humanity and his beautiful
courtesy. I came to him as a stranger, but he gave me
several hours of his time. He talked of English trade-
unions and the cooperative movement, of Belgian work-
ers, of I'rench peasant-proprietors, and of Russian serfs.
He spoke of the history and first beginnings of English
Socialism; of Robert Owen and Saint-Simon: of Karl
Marx and Michael Bakunine and “The International.”
He gave his idea of the Paris Commune of 1871.

When I asked him if he thought we should go through
Social Democracy to Anarchism, he grew vehement. I
hope not,” he said; “I believe not. I should consider
Social Democracy retrogression, not progress.”

“The atmosphere of politics,” he continued, “is enerv-
ating and corrupting. ILook at the men who have gone
into our English Parliament, firmly resolved to fight for
the workers against class tyranny; remember how many
have been captured by the enemy. Our agitators—the
Keir Hardies, Tom Manns and Ben Tilletts—are doing
ten times as much good out of Parliament as they could
do inside it. We must work out our salvation without
the help of Parliament.”
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He paid a high tribute to William Morris, and I asked
his opinion of “News from Nowhere.” He replied: "It
is an exquisite prose idyll, and is pure Anarchism in
conception, but I can hardly conceive of society develop-
ing in just that way. There is a poetry of industrial
mechanism, of machinery, that Morris never realized.”

Brandes has written: “There are at this moment only
two great Russians who think for the Russian people,

and whose thoughts belong to mankind—ILeo Tolstoy and
Peter Kropotkin.” I asked Kropotkin how he viewed
Tolstoy. He answered in effect: “I admire his literary
genius and his great spirit. But I am not in sympathy
with his asceticism, nor with his doctrine of non-resist-
ance to evil, nor with his New Testament literalism.”

As 1 think of Kropotkin now, this conversation of
fifteen years ago, in the little room at Bromley, comes
vividly back to me. Since 1897 he has been twice 1in
New York and has addressed audiences here. He seems
to me to-day greater than ever before.

Hail to Kropotkin—Anarchist Prince, distinguished
scientist, literary critic—on his seventieth birthday! The
whole world is in debt to him, and his name and fame
will spread over land and sea as the ideas he has pio-
neered are gradually understood and realized. |

0 )23 e

THREE CONTACTS WITH PETER KROPOTKIN
TOG‘ZTHER with all Socialists of my generation

there was never a time when I did not know

Kropotkin and was not inspired by his person-
ality, his revolutionary activity and the magnitude of
his work as a scientist, thinker and propagandist. On
three occasions of my life, however, I came in close,
memorable contact with him. The first time was years
ago at an ordinary Socialist meeting in San Irancisco,
when a youth mounted a platform and read the “Appeal
to the Young.” Is it a far cry from Russia to America,
from the period of 1860 to that of a decade ago, from
the Bastile of Saint Peter and Saint Paul to free Cali-
fornia? Timeless and ageless is a revolutionist, and
that evening Kropotkin was with us as actually as though
we were one of his conspirative workingmen’s audiences
way back in his wonderful youth, |
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Stirring, invincible, absolute were his words as they
reached us through the youthful reader on the platform.
Thousands and hundreds of thousands had read that
pamphlet and had responded to it as to nothing else in
the literature of revolutionary Socialism, but more elo-
quent than the pamphlet was our thought of its author.
Kropotkin wrote 1t, that Titan of the Russian and In-
ternational Revolution, that transitional character, bred
of the misery of the Past, and carrying in himself all
the glories of love and strength and beauty and freedom
of the Future! |

In that meeting years ago, as doubtless in countless
others the world over, the thought of Peter Kropotkin
dwelt like a Presence, and as ever and always, despite
his greatness, he was simply our comrade, showing us,
rather than telling us, how to conduct ourselves as revo-
lutionists on the battlefield which is our life.

The second time I came in contact with him was when
his “Memoirs” were published, that story of his years
which is at once the story of the movement, wholly inter-
twined and inseparable one from the other. This book
was an event to all who stood in the shadow of the
Cause, and inspiration, a message, a personal gift. There
was a new light in the atmosphere. It was as if a wind
swept through the arid land. We became lighthearted,
smiled, congratulated one another. Again it was the
writer behind the written word that held us, it was the
great heart, the transcendant mind, resolute, determined
- upon liberty, the large character nourished by the air
and the soil of the Future, but warring passionately, in-
domitably with the Present.

‘Then came my third contact with him, actual this time.
I remember the English fog, the one light ahead, which
led to his house, then the warmth of his hand, and the
embrace of his look, as he met me at the door on which
I knocked. There stood a Ulysses of the Social Revo-
lution, so vital, so inspired, so aglow with thought and
feeling, that all my heart loved him, and I saw him
through tears.

ANNA STRUNSKY.
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OUR PETER
WHEN we speak among Anarchists of “Our

Peter”. (notre Pierre), everyone knows to
whom we refer.

It proves the great popularity of our Kropotkin, whose
seventieth birthday we are now celebrating.

It is not lip-service, but from the very depths of our
hearts, when we say that we owe a great debt to Kro-
potkin, the man who has devoted his whole life to the
propaganda of his principles. He who could be a rich
man, he chose a life of struggle and hardship; he who
could wield power and have high rank, he preferred to
lead the life of study and be an author for the people.

His name reaches far, but his influence reaches still
further. He will go down in the history of civilization .
as one of the pioneers of progress; he will occupy a
permanent place in the book of human martyrdom for the
emancipation of the working class from the yoke of
capitalism.

We are not worshipers of saints, but we pay homage
to him whose life is worthy to be honored. IHe belongs
to us, and we are proud of such a man, a man whose
profound knowledge, unexcelled integrity and high ideal-
ism have found appreciation even among his opponents.

Future generations will appreciate our comrade Peter
Kropotkin at his full worth. But for us it is to give
him what little token we may of our love, understanding,
and esteem. And it is not for him that we do it: he
needs not our praises; rather do we do it for ourselves.
We feel happy that we can say to him, to the whole world,
that we are proud of him.

Does that signify that we agree with everything he
has written? By no means. Nor would he himself wish
us merely to subscribe to his opinions. Such disciples
would find small favor with him. He, most of all, wants
thinking, self-conscious men and women. And it is as
" independently thinking men and women that we offer
him our love and our gratitude. g

With his life and his works he has wrought not for
a day, but for all time. His name will live as one of

the best of his kind.
F. DoMELA NIEUWENHUIS.

Holland, November, 1912.
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IN APPRECIATION

N THE name of the Syndicalists in Britain I wish
to join in loving greetings, most hearty congratu-
lations and genuine thanks to Comrade Peter Kro-

potkin on his seventieth birthday. We heartily con-
gratulate him on his full and intensely useful life; we
thank him most sincerely for the battles he has fought,
the struggles he has endured, and the example he has
set.

It 1s more than twenty years since I first had the
pleasure of meeting the great teacher; it is near thirty
years since, as a propagandist, I joyfully began selling
Kropotkin’s “Appeal to the Young,” one of the finest
appeals ever 1ssued in propagandist literature to young
or old.

I have always felt it to be a great privilege to shake
hands with and to have a few words with the grand
old man, truly a delightful character. I have ever felt
towards Comrade Kropotkin that there is an atmosphere
of knowledge, of love, and of human kindness of heart
surrounding him beyond that of any other man I have
known.

So real a master of the knowledge of the time, so
diligent a student of that yet to be known, and bearing
himself withal so quietly, so unassertive, so superbly
balanced, that I gaze on his modest, smiling, fatherly
face in his photograph with wondering admiration.

T'hat fate should have decided that our comrade should
have lived in this country so long is a matter for us to
be thankful for, but the mass of the working class have
hitherto failed to learn one of the principal lessons the
old teacher has been striving to impart, i. e., the absurd-
ity, the wrongfulness and economic unsoundness of re-
lying upon State Action to bring about the economic
changes essential for well-being: but the workers are
learning that great lesson now and very rapidly. |

In their struggle tor the “Conquest of Bread’ they
will 1n future rely upon their own powers of Direct
Action to achieve the same; and we are hopeful we
shall yet be able to equal the barbarians of centuries
ago in showing mutual regard for the general welfare.

I never read a more encouraging book than “Mutual
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Ald,” and 1 thank our comrade for it; so full of de-
lightful incident bearing so pointedly upon the all-im-
portant principle he is teaching, and so optimistic of
humanity again being at least as sensible as the sav-
ages, coupled with scientific advance.

Many thousands have had their minds opened to the
reception of knowledge by “Fields, Factories, Work-
shops,” and many of us are strenuously engaged in en-
deavoring to apply the lessons therein taught.

We thank the Russian people for so glorious a man,
and we thank the man and brother for such stupendous
work so magnificently achieved. With our comrades
of Europe, of America, aye, and of the world at large,
we join wholeheartedly and offer our loving appreciation
to Peter and Madame. May they have many happy
years to observe the realization of their ideals.

Tom MANN.
Southfields, London, Eng.

ye 3 Ve

LOOKING BACKWARD AND FORWARD

1 THE thought of Kropotkin my mind reverts to
A the time when I was a little boy, the son of a
middle-class family. The terms Socialist and
Anarchist were quite unknown to me then, but “Nihilist”
held a mysterious charm, swaying me with awe and ad-
miration. It was a forbidden word and it conjured up
visions of dreaded gendarmes, iron chains, and the frozen
steppes of Siberia. Vaguely I felt that these forbidden
people, the Nihilists, somehow suffered for the sake of
others—I did not know why or how—but my young
heart glowed with admiration of them.

A little later I saw the college brother of my school-
chum arrested on the street and spirited away in a4
droshka. “A politically unreliable,” it was whispered
about, and the classroom buzzed with the mystic name
of T'chaikovsky, and someone asked me whether I would
join a literary gathering—a secret Tchaikovsky circle,
he whispered confidentially.

Little by little “Nihilism” became clarified to me. Still
were the Bazarovs and Rachmetovs clad in mystery, but
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Tchernishevsky and Turgenev lit up vague yearnings
with a ray of consciousness. It was years later that
Socialism and Anarchism crystallized to me as a definite
social protest, an inspiring ideal, whose very personifica-
tion first appeared to me in the figure of Peter Kropotkin.

Again it was Peter Kropotkin who proved my teacher
and inspiration all through the years of my later life.
[t is impossible to estimate the influence of Kropotkin,
and of the ideas he has promulgated throughout his whole
life, for social ideals flower in manifold paths and carry
their seeds into the farthest corners of the world. DBut
this I know, that all through the years of my life as an
Anarchist and all through my prison existence, the per-
sonality of Kropotkin—his uncompromising revolution-
ary spirit and his ideal-kissed vision, have illumined many
a day of darkness and warmed despair into cheer and
life.

Out of my inmost heart, with love and gratitude I
greet you, Peter Kropotkin, my teacher and comrade.
As teacher and comrade you are dear, very dear to me;
as teacher and comrade you will grow to be appreciated
by mankind. And when the soulless scientists of your
day have been forgotten and the well-fed philosophers
of poverty are lost in the obscurity of time, the name
of Kropotkin, the thinker of revolutionary thought, the
scientist of the social regeneration, the true brother of
the common man in field, factory and mine, will be the
cornerstone of a new humanity and a new civilization.

ALEXANDER BERKMAN.

R - [
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THE APOSTLE OF ANARCHISM

By J. MorrisoN DAVIDSON.

SPECIAL KROPOTKIN number of MOTHER

A EarTH, apropos of our illustrious comrade’s
seventieth birthday, is an excellent suggestion,
which could not emanate from a more fitting source
than MoruER EArTH PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION, New
York, U. S. A. Why, it would be very difficult to sum
up the entire Anarchist Gospel according to Prince Kro-
potkin with more terse exactitude than is done in
Morrer Earti’s standing definition: “The philosophy
of a New Social Order based on Liberty unrestricted
by man-made Law; the theory that all forms of Gov-
ernment rest on violence, and are therefore wrong and
harmful, as well as unnecessary.’” Such 1s the An-
archism of which Kropotkin is the greatest living
Apostle, nay, Saint; for some one has, with singular
felicity, designated him ‘“the St. Francis d’Assisi of
Science.” Nor is the element of Martyrdom lacking. It
is hardly necessary to recall his shameful incarcerations
by Imperial Russia and Republican France, or the hero-
ism with which they were endured. I have never met
this blithe-enthused soul—yes, God-inspired, though he
believes himself a “Materialist”—but 1 recall Hamlet’s
fine, unhackneyable apostrophe to his friend Horatio :—

For thou hast been
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing;
A man that fortune’s buffets and rewards
Hast ta’en with equal thanks; and blest are those
Whose blood and judgment are so well commingled
That they are not a pipe for Fortune’s finger
To sound what stop sﬁe please; give me that man
That is not passion’s slave, and I will wear him
In my heart’s core, ay, in my heart of hearts,

As 1 do thee.

But for its Idealists, nay, its Idealist-Materialists,
what would this weary, heavy-laden human race come to?
A world bereft of Kropotkins, Bakunins and ‘Tolstoys,
were indeed a Planet Sorrowful—a realm of unbroken
gloom, stagnation, and death. It is their lofty mission
to show us how we may confidently

From the future borrow— | _
Cloathe the waste with dreams of grain,
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And on midnight’s sky of rain,
Paint the golden morrow. -

Personally, like the late Count Tolstoy, 1 take my
Anarchism from the Man of Nazareth; but between the
Count’s teaching and Kropotkim's 1 find practically little
or no difference. The coin 1s of pure gold, with reverse
as necessary as obverse. The hypostasis of Materialist
as of Spiritualist Anarchism 1s sufficiently familiar: Do
you as you would have it done to you in like case. This
Golden Rule, once fully realized among men, and the
State, Private Property, and Enacted Law must inevit-
ably give place to the Anarchist Commune, already
adumbrated in the Russian M, of which Madame
Kropotkin (may she and gifted Miss Kropotkin be long
spared to cheer the sunset glory of our Grand Old An-
archist’s days) has written so instructively.

We habitually forget that both the State and Private
Property are purely historic formations, “developed
paraSItlcally amidst the free stitutions of our earliest
ancestors”; and unchallenged in %heir turpitude, except
for Kropotkin and a handful of other intrepid thinkers
to whom the world owes the cleepest debt of gratitude.
The Prince’s analysis of the “State” 1s the excalibur ot
militant Anarchism :

What is this monstrous engine that we call the “State”?
It is relatively of modern origin. The State is a historic
formation which, in the life of all nations, has, at a certain
time, gradually taken the place of free associations. Church,
Law, Military Power, Wealth acquired by Plunder, have
for centuries made common cause; have, in slow labor, piled
stone on stone, encroachment on encroachment; and thus
created the monstrous institution which has finally fixed
itself in every corner of social life—nay, in the brains and
hearts of men—and which we call the State. But rapid de-
composition has set in, and, in the next stage of evolution,
the Involuntary State will cverywhue be replaced by the
Voluntary Commune, as 1f by magic!

Yea, verily the “Conquest of Bread” Commune, when

we shall all have to cry out:

Enough! enough coal, enough bread, enough clothes! Let
us rest, take recreation; put our Stltl’lgth to better use; spend
our time in a better w&y' From each according to his pow-

ers; to each according to s wants!
“And so mote 1t be!”
Years ago, in dedicating a small historical treatise to

our venerable friend, I designated him, “natu Princeps
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Slavonicus, ubique gentiwm mnaturaliter Princeps,” and,
on his seventieth natal day, he is still First—First among
Scientists and Humanitarians, the world over.

Ve s ye

HUMANITARIAN AND REVOLUTIONIST

By Max BAGINSKI.

HOSE who believe that a charming personality, a
gentle spirit, or a poetic susceptibility are not
compatible with aggressive revolutionary activity

ought to read Peter Kropotkin’s works, especially the
“Memoirs of a Revolutionist.” There is in his life and
work a perfect synthesis of highest devotion to humanity
and of revolutionary passion.

Through the realms of nature, the field of science,
Kropotkin searches, with the keen and mild eye of the
sage, for those facts and experiences which show that
mutual aid, comradeship, solidarity are man’s finest qual-
ities and at the same time the sources and motives for
his material and mental development. He does not dis-
cover in this vast realm anything that looks like a super-
natural ethic which has the power to command us to
do the pgood, but he hnds already 1 the lite of the
animals unmistakable traces of sympathetic cooperation
pointing toward the cooperative human commonwealth,
that leaves the individual free and yet unfolds his social
instincts and actions towards a life of equality and
justice. Kropotkin’s sociology and philosophy make for
reconciliation of the individual with society, expleting
the icy social abyss which separates man from man like
mortal enemies.

This ideal and aim of humanism, Anarchy—nobody’
has brought its beautiful realization so sympathetically
near to the mind and heart as the revolutionist Kro-
potkin, and nobody has, like him, furnished i1t with so
splendid an intellectual armor.

The Russian government has still every reason to
deplore the fact that on June 30, 1876, the political
prisoner Peter Kropotkin made his miraculous escape
from the prison hospital in St. Petersburg. This escape
gave to the modern international revolutionary move-
ment its most beloved comrade, its boldest, most inspir-
ing pioneer.
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PETER KROPOTKIN
A PERSONAL EXPERIENCE

By BavarDp BoOYESEN.

N THE college life of the average American youth

l there is little, if any, intellectual companionship;

and the young man whose mind expatiates beyond
the spheres of college rules and interests finds him-
self forced to huddle in a lonely dream. Of course,
there are political clubs and literary societies; but the
former are not places of thought, and the latter gaze
at literature from a viewpoint that denies the “springs
of life.” Indeed, the students, as well as the author-
ities, consider it properly “American” to deride all
enthusiasms that hitch themselves to anything nobler
than a college yell. Once, a Freshman came to me and
showed me an essay he had written with a sincerity
that was almost terrible in its beauty; and he said to
me in a voice that verged on tears: “Look: they told
me to write as I felt, and I did so, and this 1s all the
criticism 1 get: ‘lmnmature, ~ . 1 could starcely De-
lieve what he said until I had read the essay again
and again, and found nothing for guidance to this
youth of sixteen save the professor’s illuminating 1n-
formation ‘that the lad was immature!

So the young man of thought and aspiration must
find his companionship in books. Lucky he will be
if this necessity leads him to a meeting with the works
of Kropotkin.

I remember hearing, while I was still an under-
graduate, a professor speak blithely about the “margin
of labor”; and I remember my astonishment when he
said, in the tone of a man making so obvious a re-
mark that it required no substantiation, that 1t was
necessary that there should be, at all times, some men
who were unemployed. I, being an impertinent youth
—impertinent, because I had a habit of asking perti-
nent questions—requested to know the reason why;
whereupon he, being a learned man, replied: “It 1s
necessary because the conditions of business demand
it, because business can’t be run without this margin.”
I then asked him what provision had been made in
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order to insure to these men “on the margin” and to
their families a means of subsistence. But this ques-
tion he dismissed, since it had, he asserted, nothing
to do with economics. I began to think.

Some time afterwards, I was talking with an elderly
gentleman, and in the course of a general discussion,
I ventured to tell him of the opinions and conclusions
I had formed concerning what [ still termed eco-
nomics. To my utter amazement, he said: “So you're
an Anarchist.” Indignantly I replied that he was
simply calling me an odious name, as age 18 wont to
do when it cannot answer the arguments of youth.
He smiled benignly. ‘“Read Kropotkin, my boy, and
then come and tell me if it is not an honor to be
called an Anarchist.” e handed me some pamphlets
and the “Memoirs of a Revolutionist.”

That night I read. I had realized, before, the mis-
eries and perfidies of men; but that night I realized
~ for the first time the hopes and opportunities of Man.
The ideal of what I should be—I, too l—spoke to the
puny reality of what I was. From the reclusive park
of my former imaginings, I looked; looked and saw
the rough country around, the unplotted earth, the
stubble paths; and I knew that my literary altars
must be cast down, and that I, too, must go forth
over the unplotted earth, into the stubble paths, and
beyond. In my eyes was the vision of an unboun-
daried nation, unshackled, complete.

But the “Memoirs” were not merely the cause of
a temporary exaltation and a vision; they were the
basis and beginning of a life-long companionship with
the men and women whose thoughts and actions pro-
ject into previously undiscovered territories, who use
the facts and traditions of life not as jackets of re-
straint, but as springboards into space, who take un-
abashed, cheerfully, the challenge of existence, and
realize that it is only the terrors and perfidies of men
that make the opportunity of greatness. Just as my
imagination had first seen its possibilities when, as a
boy, I came upon the works of Shelley, so here, first,
in the work of Kropotkin my heart and mind awoke.

It would not be practical to attempt to set forth
in this necessarily short paper even a tithe of what
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the books of Kropotkin have meant to me and to the
young men to whom I have given them. 1 will, how-
ever, present’one example of the enduring quality of
their influence. _

[t 1s difficult for me to speak of Professor Klasovsky
without displaying what must seem an exaggerated
emotion to those who have never experienced the
loneliness of undergraduate aspiration in America;
and I cannot, to-day, recall that wonderful little man
as he appears in the pages of Kropotkin without a
misting of the eyes and something very close to de-
spair of our university education. I wonder whether
he did more for Kropotkin than for me. I, of course,
never saw him; but often, when I had been listening,
perforce, to some professor spreading weak and weary
platitudes over the beauties of English poetry, patron-
1zing Shelley as one might patronize a naughty boy,
attempting to make the flame-bled slogans of Swin-
burne seem but a concatenation of gorgeous sounds,
or mouthing the steepled prose of Milton without any
realization of the fervid spirit behind,—how often
then, seeking seclusion, I would run to my imaginary
Klasovsky and listen at his feet! What absurdities
I must have put into his mouth, what puerile gen-
eralizations! Yet what a comfort it was to me to
fancy that there was one man of knowledge to whom
I could speak out my mind without fear of the worst
of rebuffs, the smile of condescending age!

Later, I spent four years in an attempt to teach
and educate in the university in which I had been
lectured and quizzed. Then, too, I had need of Kla-
sovsky and Kropotkin; for, though I cared not at
all for the criticisms my colleagues would bestow upon
my unacademic methods, I had need of courage when
I saw—how often !l-—some youth who had entered with
enthusiasm and high hopes go down before the drudg-
geries of the system, flatten out, and disappear.

I might go on to relate a thousand incidents in
which the works of Kropotkin have proved of benefit
to me and to my fellows; and it would be interesting
to me to proceed to an exposition and friendly criti-
cism of his theories. But that was not the purpose
of this little essay. I have written it with the inten-
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tion merely of recording an experience common to
many men of my acquaintance and to innumerable
others whom neither he nor I can know. If, to-day,
it is not given to me to sail so buoyantly upon an
optimism so large as his, I still accept his purpose
and belief, I still pick up the thumb-worn pages of
the “Revolutionist,” and there still see the fair crops
of the future, though the miseries of the present rot
the harvests of to-day. Salve, Kropotkin'!

)23 e Ve

AN IMMORTAL

HE seventieth anniversary of Peter Kropotkin’s birth

ought to remind every lover of freedom and bene-

ficiary of science of the debt we owe this courageous
and kindly Russian.

There is no reason why those of us who cannot sub-
scribe to his faith in Anarchism should not subscribe to
our faith in him. A man who abjures the princely title
and who dedicates his life to science, interpreting that
in the distinctively twentieth century method of syn-
thesis, although he was the contemporary and colleague
of the nineteenth century analytical scientist; a man
whose writings are alive with democratic sympathy and
who in himself is the incarnation of democracy; a man
who has not only repudiated high position, but who has
been driven from pillar to post, from country to country,
from prison to prison;—such a man commands the re-
spect and homage of every scientific thinker and lover
of freedom.

It would be a distinct sacrifice for any humanitarian
to deny himself the privilege of paying tribute to this
devoted lover of his kind, whose pioneer services and
bodily risks have not prevented his attaining his three-
score years and ten. Whatever may be the social system
of the future, Peter Kropotkin’s niche is safe in the

universal Hall of Fame.

CHARLES ZUEBLIN.
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A TRIBUTE

T IS 4 very happy occasion that has suggested the
l idea of celebrating the seventieth birthday of our
dear Comrade Peter Kropotkin by publishing a
special number of Morner Eart. For I am sure there
is none who has the slightest regard for the welfare of
humanity, who will not rejoice at the thought that he
is still alive and well, and still working hard in the great
cause, after three-score years and ten of a life that few
men could ever hope to have lived.

It would indeed be fairer to call that life a strenuous
battle against privilege in all its forms. For it 1s not
only against capitalist exploitation that he has raised his
voice, but with equal force and power he has denounced
those even more insidious phases of the same evil which
authority uses to enslave the mind of man. None wish
more than he that all should have well-being; but few
unhappily care as he does that the individual should be
really free in thought and word and deed.

It may be of interest to your readers to have a few
brief details of his work in England so far as it has
centered round Freedom, although it must be earnestly
hoped that whoso has not yet read his “Memoirs” will
take this opportunity of acquainting themselves with the
narrative, of his life by getting that deeply interesting
work, . |

When in 1886 Kropotkin returned here from France
after his imprisonment, there was practically no An-
archist movement in England. The Socialist League,
however, had been formed, with Willlam Morris at its
head, and had already sounded the note of anti-par-
liamentarism, clearing the air to some extent for An-
archist ideas. So that when Freedom was started (Oc-
tober, 1886) Kropotkin found many interested i the
excellent articles he contributed to that paper on the
aims and ideals of Anarchist Communism. So much so
that a few months later it was found necessary to start
a series of meetings at the Socialist League Hall, Far-
ringdon Road, which Morris, with that fairmindedness
so characteristic of him, had willingly let to us.

Looking back over a quarter of a century, Kropotkin
and those who were with him will recall these meetings,
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at several of which he explained, in his addresses, An-
archism in its various aspects, necessarily arousing much
heated discussion; in which it may be mentioned that
amongst others Sldney Webb, Annie Besant, John Burns
and Herbert Burrows took part. In spite of develop-
ments that have taken place since those early times, there
1s none of them, I am sure, who will not have good wishes
for him on his seventieth birthday.

For those of us who have worked more closely with
him, who know how deeply the Anarchist spirit has been
manifested by him towards all, irrespective of social or
educational disadvantages, looking only for sincerity and
conviction—we wish to join with you, comrades of these
great United States of America, and add our voice to
yours in wishing still for our dear friend Peter Kro-
potkin years of health, happiness and that activity which
1s his life. And if there is one hope we hold more fer-
vently than another it 1s that he may yet live to see some
grand fulfillment of those ideals to which he has devoted
the whole of his energies and for which his heart beats
as ardently as ever in the seventieth year of his life.

A. MARsH,
Editor of Freedom, I.ondon.
ne 24 )22

A RARE MAN

WE ARE at a loss to describe or clarify such a char-
acter as Kropotkin; accepted standards are usu-
ally false, and the terminology at our disposal lacks com-
prehensiveness. When the orator or eulogist fails, in
his opinion, to adequately characterize 1'11‘-; subject, he
usually falls back on some such phrase as “we like him
best of all because he 1s human.” This 1s considered the
greatest of compliments, and oftimes kings are exalted
by their SUbJ ects and flatterers because they are “human.”
Certain 1t 1s, Kropotkin 1s human in the sense that he
has a Lommonality of interest with his fellow-men and
1s not without human weaknesses, but the phrase is
faulty, incomplete, as it fails to 1mply that we love him
because he 1s a rare human being. Bernard Shaw makes
Blanco Posnet say, “there 1s no good and no bad, but
there’s a great game and a rotten game.” Good and
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bad are relative terms, but we love those who play the
great game and despise those who play the rotten one.

Happy indeed is the man who has found his work,
and thrice happy should he be if the work has a social
value. To live is ordinary, to live well and with a pur-
pose, extraordinary—it makes for that immortality all
should strive for, to be a force and live in the hearts of
our fellow-men after we have crossed the Styx. With
a combination of gifts rare in man, Kropotkin has lived
to a purpose, and his work will live after him. Scientist,
explorer, man of letters and social revolutionist, this re-
markable man has combined these and many other qual-
ities with a humanity as deep as the springs of life, and
as broad as the vision of our greatest age. Humanity,
with its endless roll of great thinkers, poets and human-
itarians, has produced many men and women as great
in one or more particulars; it is the combination of great
talents, the harmony of scientist, social prophet, man of
action and great humanitarian that makes him rare among
the rarest of mortals.

His “Mutual Aid” humanized and put the sweetness
of life into the Darwinian theory and bids humanity have
hope for better days. “Fields, Factories and Workshops™
attacks the God of Efficiency that would degrade and
destroy the soul of man for a greater productivity of
things, and points out the necessity for well-rounded and
fully developed men if we are to have a free society.,
His “Conquest of Bread” and “Memoirs,” analytic and
constructive, show the seer and prophet as well as the
worker and man of action. What niche in the pantheon
of fame future historians will assign him we know not;
that it will be a high one we can not doubt. An inspira-
tion and guiding star for men and women of all lands,
his influence will grow and expand. To those of us
who have known him personally our lives have been
better and our wisdom larger for having met, known
and learned to love this wonderful personality, a per-
sonality symbolized by a name—Peter Kropotkin.

HaArryY KELLY.

e
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KROPOTKIN AS A SCIENTIST

Y WHATEVER path the social revolution comes,
B all of us who have our faces towards that su-
preme event, do gladly join in our tribute to

the worth and work of Peter Kropotkin. The Socialist
tendency of to-day 1s to generously recognize all per-
sons and forces that are making for the great change.
It 1s as a revolutionary Socialist that I hail Peter Kro-
potkin, on his celebration of his seventieth birthday, and
wish that he yet may have many years wherein to con-
tinue his devoted and heroic labors. It was as a Social-
ist, and with the approval of my comrades in New York
City, that I presided over the great mass meeting that
welcomed him to New York City eleven years ago. 1
shall always gratefully remember—though probably he
has forgotten—the afternoon conversations I had with
him when I was attending lectures at the London School
of Economics, fifteen years ago. He did not at all ap-
prove of my way of looking at things at that time, either
sociologically or religiously ; but he was always so kindly
and so reasonable in his admonitions and arguments,
that I found him a vastly better teacher than the Fabian
professors of political economy who constituted the fac- .
ulty of the School of Economics. And though I still
look for the great change to come by a very different
highway from that by which he thinks it will come, I
yet wish to say that no man since Marx or Darwin has
made a more ultimate or permanent a contribution to
the social future than Kropotkin has made. I also wish
to join my word to the words of those who will speak
of Kropotkin’s sterling personal worth, as well as of his
career as a Russian revolutionist, as one of the greatest
men of science, and as a great man of letters. |
There 1s one special phase of Kropotkin’s work that

I do not think i1s yet sufficiently valued or understood.
I refer to his emphasis on the cooperative tendency in
nature, as against the competitive tendency so insistently
emphasized by the older evolutionists. The Darwinians
have outdone their master in calling attention to the
struggle for existence—in sharpening the tooth and claw.
It 1s only Kropotkin, so far as I know, who has, as a
scientist, called attention to the struggle for fellowship
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that 1s as truly manifest in nature as the competitive
struggle. He alone among scientists has called attention
to the fact that the strongest in the competitive struggle
do no survive; they extinguish one another. A merely
competitive nature would be nature’s self-destruction.
Ultimate survival has been concurrent with cooperation.
The types that really survive, in the long course of
things, are the types that cooperate, the types that at-
tain to fellowship. Biologically, or physiologically, these
types are often, i1f not generally, the weakest. If we
were to change this from scientific into more familiar
phraseology, we would say that it seems to be a law of
nature that the meek inherit the earth, in the end; that
it 1s not the fighter, but the lover who will ultimately
prevail. Even to the materialist, there seems to be some
reason mn or behind nature that lends the last results of
power to love, and snatches them from hate. It is war,
it 1s the struggle for existence, it is the competition be-
tween man and man or tribe and tribe or nation and
nation, that has wrought the waste places of the earth.
Even the jungles of Africa are now found to have been
the seats of mighty civilizations, of immense and splendid
cities and temples, destroyed by the competitions of
races. It 1s possible that the great deserts of the world
. are the result of man’s destruction of man. The sci-
entists tell us that the Black Plague originated upon a
battlefield where a hundred thousand dead were left un-
buried. Forests are denuded, great rivers are dried up,
rain-falls are ended, through the fierce competition of
industrial man, while cooperation and social control are
able to restore the forests, the rain-falls and the rivers.
It 1s literally true that nature so favors cooperation that
the cooperative man could make the solitary places of
the earth glad, and the wilderness blossom as a rose,
and the world like unto a kingdom of heaven.

I have called attention to this special emphasis which
runs through Kropotkin’s writing, and which makes his
“Mutual Aid Among Animals” one of the greatest and
most istructive books ever written. There is no book
more useful to the Socialist, the Single-taxer, or the
Philosophical Anarchist. Peter Kropotkin has made an
immense and yet unappropriated contribution both to
the knowledge of nature and to sociology. I am sure
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that the greatest honor we could pay him in his seven-
tieth birthday, and the one that would give him the
greatest gratitude, would be to appropriate his immeas-
urable contribution.
(GEORGE D. HERRON.,
Florence, Italy, Oct. 8, 1912.

g N U
A GREETING

Dear COMRADE :

You ask me to tell you what I think of Kropotkin for
the number which you intend to publish on the occasion
of his seventieth birthday. -

What can I say except what everyone says who is
acquainted with him?

I know of no man more loyal than he, more enthusi-
astic, more youthful in spite of his seventy years, and
at the same time there is no one so simple, so modest.

To appreciate his disinterestedness, it is only necessary
to be aware of his origin, and his sacrifice of wealth and
honors to consecrate himself to the propagation of ideas
which could bring him nothing but imprisonment and
persecutions on all sides, even to the extent of a death
sentence in his native land. :
Everybody knows the position which he has won for
himself in the scientific world.

Therefore the example of his life seems to me to re-
fute perfectly the imbecilities of those “worshippers of
the horny hand”—ex-workingmen—who hold that the
“intellectuals” never come to the working class for any
purpose except to dominate it.

Without taking into account that the term “intellec-
- tual” has absolutely no significance and means simply a
man who has not sprung from the working class; for
where 1s the manual labor which does not require brain
work, and how many so-called “intellectuals” are less
intellectual than those whom some people call “common
- workingmen”? Now then? . . .

Cordial greetings,
JEAN GRAVE.

""'I?F'
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A KROPOTKIN INTRODUCTION

HE non-Anarchist stranger walked in shyly behind
the old-friend-of-prison-days. A great event was
to take place in her life. She was to see Kro-

potkin—to meet him—to speak to him! The old-friend-
of-prison-days had said to her simply just like this: “I
am going to Kropotkin’s. If you want, you can come
along.”

She looked at him strangely. If she wanted! Is it
possible that in his close intimacy with the man, he had
forgotten what that name meant to the youth? It had
been part of her being. She had grown up conscious
of its meaning, not remembering when or how it first
came to her. It belonged to the breath she drew, to the
glowing life within her. Once she had heard the “Ap-
peal to the Youth” read at a Socialist meeting. Some-
how she knew beforehand those inspired words. His
name alone had made the appeal to humanism and soli-
darity even before she read him. It was by his life that
he taught. And the youth—it held communion with him
through his living personality, through his memoirs,
through those little black covered volumes with the large
white letters, the books of Kropotkin and Anarchism,
which the ardent souls in Russia carry along with them
in their hazardous work of propaganda and agitation.

And now she was to see him—to slip in quietly be-
hind the old-friend-of-prison-days and meet him.

They sat on the top of a 'bus and talked Kropotkin,
he telling her how they met for the first time in the
warden’s office of a prison in St. Petersburg. It had a
splendid name—that prison. The House of Detention
Before Trial. She, too, knew those crumbling walls with
the splendid name. She had been whisked through it
for a day. Only a day? Never mind. It gave her the
chance to sit with the old-friend on this 'bus to go to
Kropotkin’s.

“I'hat was about forty years ago when we two met,”
he said. “How old we are getting. No, not Kropotkin.
You will see, he has green youth.”

Yes. So young he was! He walked briskly across
the room, and so straight—almost like an official at the
court. But his greeting was hearty and his face warm
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with love, and just like his portraits seen everywhere.,
There lay his big beard spread out upon his chest, and
his head thrown back military fashion, looking quite
hairless 1n contrast with his beard. There he was, his
portrait came down from the wall. It was as he should
look, and she felt she had always known him in person.

He had not been feeling well, he said. T’he old-friend-
of-prison-days whose hearing had been almost ruined and
whose whole constitution undermined in Siberia, looked
golicitous, ‘' You, too, my dear? he said.

Kropotkin smiled. It will soon pass away, he an-
swered. “And you,” he said, turning to the newcomer,
“tell me what are they going to do in America.”

She did not know. She had left America as a student
and had been away many years, but she had just read.
It was not as blatant a country as when she left. There
was the Moyer, Pettibone and Haywood trial just fin-
ished, and besides this awakening of the workers, there
seems to be a breaking up of the old bourgeois traditions.
She reads on all sides a concerted attack on the con-
stitution.

Why did she say that! It was shyness that made her
talk so stupidly. “Constitution”! As if she, too, believed
in its potency. Could she not have told him of something
more fundamental, something which pertains really to
the life of the people! But it was too late. Already
Kropotkin was striding up and down the room, blazing
forth in wrath. What hope was there of a new social
era, if the youth still tinkered with the enemy’s tools!
One must find new forms entirely, create one’s vision
anew and hold it ever before one clear and distinct that
even its edge might be reached. We cannot go forward
dragging the old with us, and we must speak of words
written in blood, not paper!

True—but if he were not so angry she would explain,
she would acknowledge herself wrong; but how angry
he was and how quickly he became angry! Besides, it
was a sign of the times. She said so.

Again great wrath. It was no sign at all—t meant
nothing, it was no matter for the youth to soil their
hands with. She seemed to have pricked a whole hornet’s
nest of wrath.
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Did he really think she was not one of his? How
sad that was.

Suddenly she felt a hand laid tenderly on her head.
“How are your dear people?” he asked. She smiled up
into his face, which now looked down kindly at her.
“And tell me what you did in Russia?” He never for
a moment mistook her, but such a careless talker, and
a careless thinker, too—almost.

There was a frown and a swift shrug of the shoulders.
Would 1t break out again? No-—there was laughter.
The erstwhile stranger was to have dinner and then
spend the rest of the day. There was talk of parties in
Russia, of the growing consciousness of the people and
of mutual friends.

It had all become so simple again, just as when the
old-friend had said, “If you want, you can come along
with me to I\topoth’ “a.dhere they sat and: {alked,
familiarly, not as old friends, but as if one who had
been gone many years had just returned and there was
talk of new things concerning old friends.

The friend-of-prison-days and. the non-Anarchist
stranger sat again on the top of a 'bus.

“He frightened you?” the old-friend asked, laughing.
“But he always does it.”

“Why” she asked.

“To test his love perhaps. He knows he can love.: -1
fancy he wonders 1f he still has the iron in it.”

ROSE STRUNSKY.
ne $e 24

KROPOTKIN AS PHILOSOPHER AND WRITER
WHAT 1s especially characteristic of the works of

Peter Kropotkin, what appeals to us most 1s
his high i1dealism, his wide outlook over the
whole field of sociologic thought, an outlook that con-
stantly opens up to us new vistas of man’s possibilities.
His work, “Conquest of Bread,” i1s a revolutionary
idyl, a beautiful Kulturbild, that sketches in broad out-
line future society as it may be formed, after the storm
period of the Social Revolution, by the spontaneous ef-
forts of the working masses.
Indeed, we do not blind ourselves to the difficulties of
the great struggle, nor that these, in their practical real-
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ization, may even prove greater than indicated by the
author. But what appeals to us most forcibly is the
grand conception of the problems to be solved and the
wealth of new ideas suggested by the author along vari-
ous lines of thought. The manner in which Kropotkin
presents 1n this book, as well as in all of his scientific
works, the broad lines followed by the progress of human
ctvilization, carries us along with almost irresistible force
and inspires us to greater effort and struggle, without
our closer examining whether the milestones, marked
out by the author, are to be reached so soon—indeed,
whether they may ever be reached at all.

In this regard the philosophic and scientific works of
Kropotkin exert upon the revolutionary reader an effect
similar to the preachments and revelations of the gospel
upon the early Christian societies,

On the other hand, Kropotkin’s ideas concerning the
cooperation of industry and agriculture, of the combi-
nation of intellectual work with manual labor, of mutual
aid i the animal and human world, have exerted an in-
fluence that is reaching far beyond the revolutionary
labor movement.

The same broad conception that characterizes the sci-
entific labors of Kropotkin permeates also his autobiog-
raphy. Generally speaking, autobiographies are thank-
less tasks, because personal life stories are of but little
value as reliable historic sources. Most autobiographies
are nothing more than advertisements of the author,
who usually incorporates in his book letters and docu-
ments favorable to himself, while suppressing everything
that might have an opposite effect.

How different in this regard is the autobiography of
Peter Kropotkin! How little space he devotes to speak-
ing of himself and how thoroughly he deals with the
conditions and environment of his time, how objective
his descriptions of the persons he came in contact with.

Perhaps the readers of his “Memoirs” could have
formed their estimate of Kropotkin if he had limited
himself only to facts and data. But how we should have
missed his objective characterization of persons, environ-
ment, and events! The very brevity with which Kro-
potkin speaks of himself, the warmth and deep under-
standing with which he treats everything outside his
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personal “I,” are the features which in his “Memoirs”
produce the same charm upon his readers as the most
beautiful passages of his scientific works.

The theoretical exposition of his views on economic
and social questions and his personal reminiscenses com-
plement each other in the happiest manner.

Paris. " CHRISTIAN CORNELISSEN.
9 - W e

ROPOTKIN makes us ready to compare our time
with any period of history. We must go back
generations, 1f not centuries indeed, before we can find
anyone of his ability equally at home in science, litera-
ture, history and social philosophy. The quality of Kro-
potkin’s revolutionism can only be gauged by his quality
as a thinker and a man; no aspect of life and no aspect
of the movement towards a new society has failed to
interest him. But we cannot measure Kropotkin’s value
either by the breadth of his revolutionism or by his con-
tributions to the life and thought of the time. He is
great because his revolutionism inspires every word he
writes and because at the same time his universal culture
1s the basis of all his revolutionism. This is why we have
in Kropotkin beyond question the greatest living fore-
runner ‘of the civilization of the future.

, WwMm. EnGLisH WALLING.
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THE STERILIZATION OF THE UNFIT

Lecture delivered by Peter Kropotkin before the Eugenics
Congress held in London m August last.

ERMIT me to make a few remarks: one concern-

P ing the papers read by Professor Loria and

Professor Kellogg, and another of a more gen-

eral character concerning the purposes and the limita-
tions of Eugenics.

First of all 1 must express my gratitude to. Pro-
fessor Loria and to Professor Kellogg for having
widened the discussion about the great question which
we all have at heart—the prevention of the deteriora-
tion and the improvement of the human race by main-
taining in purity the common stock of inheritance of
mankind.

Granting the possibility of artificial selection 1n the
human race, Professor Loria asks: ‘Upon which cri-
terion are we going to make the selection?” Iere we
touch upon the most substantial point of Eugenics
and of this Congress. I came this morning with the
intention of expressing my deep regret to see the nar-
row point of view from which Eugenics has been
treated up till now, excluding from our discussions
all this vast domain where Eugenics comes in contact
with social hygiene. This exclusion has already pro-
duced an unfavorable impression upon a number of
thinking men in this country, and I fear that this im-
pression may be reflected upon science altogether.
Happily enough the two papers I just mentioned came
to widen the field of our discussions.

Before science is enabled to give us any advice as
to the measures to be taken for the improvement of
the human race, it has to cover first with its researches
a very wide field. TInstead of that we have been asked
to discuss not the foundations of a science which has
still to be worked out, but a number of practical
measures, some of which are of a legislative character.
Conclusions were already drawn from a science before
 1ts very elements had I)cen established.

Thus we have been asked to sanction, after a very
rapid examination, marriage certificates, Malthusian-
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ism, the notification of certain contagious diseases,
and especially the sterilization of the individuals who
may be considered as undesirables.

I do not lose sight of the words of our president,
who indicated the necessity of concentrating our at-
tention upon the heredity aspects of this portion of
social hygiene; but I maintain that by systematically
avoiding considerations about the influence of sur-
roundings upon the soundness of what is transmitted
by heredity, the Congress conveys an entirely false
idea of both Genetics and Eugenics. To use the word
a la mode, 1t risks the “sterilization” of its own discus-
stons. In fact, such a separation between surround-
ings and inheritance is impossible, as we just saw
from Professor Kellogg’s paper, which has shown us
how futile it 1s to proceed with Eugenic measures
when such immensely powerful agencies, like war and
poverty, are at work to counteract them.

Another point of importance is this. Science, that
1s, the sum total of scientific opinion, does not consider
that all we have to do is to pay a compliment to that
part of human nature which induces man to take the
part of the weak ones, and then to act in the opposite
direction. Charles Darwin knew that the birds which
used to bring fish from a great distance to feed one
of their blind fellows were also a part of Nature, and,
as he told us in “Descent of Man,” such facts of mutual
support were the chief element for the preservation of
the race; because, such facts of benevolence nurture
the sociable instinct, and without that instinct not one
single race could survive in the struggle for life against
the hostile forces of Nature.

My time 1s short, so I take only one question out
of those which we have discussed: Have we had any
sertous discussion of the Report of the American
Breeders’ Association, which advocated sterilization?
Have we had any serious analysis of the vague state-
ments of that Report about the physiological and men-
tal effects of the sterilization of the feeble-minded and
prisoners? Were any objections raised when this
sterilization was represented as a powerful deterring
means against certain sexual crimes?

In my opinion, Professor McDonnell was quite right
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when he made the remark that it was untimely to
talk of such measures at the time when the crimi-
nologists themselves are coming to the conclusion that
the criminal is “a manufactured product,” a product
of society itself. He stood on the firm ground of mod-
ern science. I have given in my book on Prisons some
striking facts, taken from my own close observation
of prison life from the inside, and I might produce
still more striking facts to show how sexual aberra-
tions, described by Krafft Ebing, are often the re-
sults of prison nurture, and how the germs of that
sort of criminality, if they were present in the prisoner,
were always aggravated by imprisonment.

But to create or aggravate this sort of perversion
in our prisons, and then to punish it by the measures
advocated at this Congress, is surely one of the great-
est crimes. It kills all faith in justice, it destroys all
sense of mutual obligation between society and the
individual. It attacks the race solidarity—the best
arm ot the human race 1n its struggle for life.

Betfore granting to society the right of sterilization
of persons affected by disease, the feeble-minded, the
unsuccessful 1n life, the epileptics (by the way, the
Russian writer you so much admire at this moment,
Dostoyevsky, was an epileptic), is it not our holy duty
carefully to study the social roots and causes of these
diseases?

When children sleep to the age of twelve and fifteen
in the same room as their parents, they will show the
effects of early sexual awakenings with all its conse-
quences. You cannot combat such widely spread ef-
fects by sterilization. Just now 100,000 children have
been 1n need of food in consequence of a social con-
flict. Is it not the duty of Eugenics to study the ef-
fects of a prolonged prlvatlon of food upon the gen-
eration that was submitted to such a calamity?

Destroy the slums, build healthy dwellings, abolish
that promiscuity between children and full-grown
people, and be not afraid, as you often are now, of

“making Socialism”; remember that to pave the
streets, to bring a supply of water to a city, 1s already
what they call to “make Socialism”; and you will
have improved the germ plasm of the next generation
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much more than you might have done by any amount

of sterilization. | : :
And then, once these questions have been raised,

don’t you think that the question as to who are the
unfit must necessarily come to the front? Who, 1n-
deed? The workers or the idlers? The women of
the people, who suckle their children themselves, or
the ladies who are unfit for maternity because they
cannot perform all the duties of a mother; 1hose
who produce degenerates in the slums, or those who
produce degenerates in palaces?

LA

ANARCHISM~—The philosophy of a new social order based
- on liberty unrestricted by man-made law; the theory
that all forms of government rest on violence, and are
therefore wrong and harmful, as well as unnecessary.

FREE COMMUNISM—Voluntary economic co=operation of
all towards the needs of each. A social arrangement
based on the principle: To each according to his needs;
from each according to his ability.

DIRECT ACTION—Conscious individual or collective effort
to protest against, or remedy, social conditions through
the systematic assertion of the economic power of the
workers.

wﬂ
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COMRADES AND FRIENDS:

Next February MOTHER EARTH will close its seventh
year of existence. I shall not burden you with a recital of
what those years have meant to us—the struggle, anxiety
and travail to keep the magazine above water. But I want
you to know that if we did not fail or grow weary, it was
largely due to your devotion and to our consciousness that
MOTHER EARTH has endeared itself to you as much as
to us. It is with this certainty that we turn to you again,
as we often have on previous occasions.

To begin the eighth year of our magazine, we must in-
crease our subscription by at least five hundred. To make
this possible, we have decided to offer a premium with
every new subscription or renewal. My book, “Anarchism
and Other Essays,” which, as you know, sells at $1.00,
cloth, has been gotten out now in paper cover, and will be
given as a premium with a year’s subscription for the
magazine.

Also, a copy of “Prison Memoirs of An Anarchist,” by
Alexander Berkman, will be sent to any one of you who
will secure five NEW subscribers for the magazine.

This offer barely covers the cost of our publication; but
we feel that an increase in subscribers means an increase
in friends who represent in the struggle we are making,
the only sustaining force. |

Let us hear from you soon, dear friends. We need your

cooperation,
EMMA GOLDMAN.

O
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TO OUR CHICAGO FRIENDS

Wednesday, December 11th, 8 P. M., a Peter Kro-
potkin Seventieth Birthday Celebration will take place
at the West Side Auditorium. Among the speakers will
be EMMA GoLpMAN and ALEXANDER BERKMAN.

Thursday, December 12th, 8 P. M., EMMA GOLDMAN
will lecture at the West Side Auditorium Annex. Sub-
ject: SYNDICALISM IN THEORY AND PRACTICE.

Monday, December 16th, 8 P. M., ALEXANDER BERK-
MAN will lecture at the West Side Auditorium Annex.
Subject: L1FE 1N PRrISON. |

All friends who wish to learn more about our visit to
Chicago should communicate with Dr. R. M. Yampolsky,
801 South Ashland Boulevard.

EMMA GOLDMAN'S

last lectures at Lenox Casino, 116th Street and Lenox Ave

Suxiday, December 8th, 8 P. M.

ECONOMIC EFFICIENCY—THE MODERN
MENACE. |

Sunday, December 15th, 8 P. M.
- “DAMAGED GOODS,” by Brieux.

(A powerful drama, dealing with the curse of venereal
disease.)

Sunday, December 22d, 8 P. M.

THE BIRTH OF LABOR AND THE FAILURE OF
CHRISTIANITY,

Beginning with the new year Emma Goldman will deliver
a course of 8 lectures on the Modern Drama, comprising
Ibsen, Strindberg, Hauptmann, Schnitzler, Wedekind,
Rostand, Maeterlinck, Mirbeau, Tolstoy, Tchekhov, Gorky
and Andreyev.

Price of course, $1.00. General admission, 25 cents.
The place will be announced later.

Subscriptions for the course may now be sent in to the
Mother Earth office.

During January and February Miss Goldman will be open
for lectures and debates outside of New York. Groups and
organizations wishing dates will please communicate with
us at once.
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The much-delayed ‘‘Prison Memoirs of an Anarchist’’
BY

ALEXANDER BERKMAN

Introductory by HUTCHINS HAPGOOD

- Price $1.50 ————

Postage 15 Cents
544 Pages - = Seven [llustrations
| PUBLISHED BY
MOTHER EARTH PUBLISHING ASSOCIATION

Headquarters for Anarchist Literature

00 .West Twenty-Eighth Street, New York
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ANARCHISM

Dr. Paul Eltzbacher

Translated by Steven T. Byington, under the
General Editorship of B. R. Tucker.

With Preface by the Translator, a Bibliog-
raphy of Anarchistic Literature in all
[Languages, an Index, and Six
Portraits.

This valuable book is an impartial study of
the philosophy of Anarchism, and a careful
summary of the teachings of Godwin, Proud-
hon, Stirner, Bakunin, Kropotkin, Tucker, and
Tolstoy. It is the work of a competent author-
ity, who is not himself an Anarchist, but is so
fair-minded that most Anarchists willingly
accept him as an exponent of their thought.
The summaries are presented in the actual
words of the writers, and carefully classified,
so that the volume is in effect a practical
condensation of all authoritative Anarchistic
literature.

Price, $1.50; postage, 15cC.
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‘  AND OTHER ESSAYS
By EMMA GOLDMAN

€] Including a biographic SKETCH of the author’s in-
teresting career, a splendid PORTRAIT, and twelve
of her most important lectures, some of which have
been suppressed by the police authorities of various
cities, This book expresses the most advanced ideas
on social questions—economics, politics, education
and sex.

Second Revised Edition

Emma Goldman-—the notorious, insistent, rebellious, enigmatical
Emma Goldman-—has published her first book, “Anarchism and
Other Essays.” Im it she records ‘‘the mental and soul struggles
of twenty-one years,” and recites all the articles of that strange
and subversive creed in behalf of which she has suffered lmpnaon-«
ment, contumely and every kind of persecution. The book is
vivid revelation of a unique personality. It appears at a time whea
Anarchistic ideas are undoubtedly in the ascendant throughout the
world.—Current Literature.

Emma Goldman’s book on “Anarchism and Other Essays” ought
to be read by all savcalled respectable women, and adopted as a
text-book by women’s clubs throughout the country. . . . For cour-
age, persistency, self-effacement, self-sacrifice in the pursuit of her
object, she has hitherto been unsurpassed among the world's
women. . . . Repudiating as she does practically every tenet of
what the mﬁdem State holds good, she stands for some of the
aoblest traits in human nature.—Life.

Every thoughtful persom ought to read this volume of papers
by the foremost American Anarchist. In whatever way the book

may modify or strengthen the opinion already held by its readers,
there is no doubt that a careful reading of it will tend to bring
about greater social sympathy. It will help the public to under-
stand a group of serious-minded and morally strenuous individuals,
and also to feel the spirit that underlies the most radical ten-
dencies of the great labor movement of our day.-—Hutching Hap-
good in The Bookman.

Price $1.00 By Mail $1.10
ORDER THROUGH YOUR BOOK DEALER OR SEND TO

Mother Earth Publishing Association
55 WEST 28th STREET, NEW YORK
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Spebial Anniversary Offer

of

Peter Kropotkin’s Works

In celebration of our Comrade’s 7oth birthday, we offer
a complete set, including the following bound volumes:
Great French Revolutmn Mutual Aid, Memoirs of a Revo-
lutionist, Russian therature Conquest of Bread, and four-
tceé'l other works, for $7. 50 postpald These books are listed
at 99.10.

—

GRAND
BALL AND BAZAAR

Arranged by

MOTHER EARTH

Will take place

Christmas Eve., December 24t]1.. 1912, 8 P. M.

In the large and beautiful

ROYAL LYCEUM
10-12-14 West 114th Street. New York
A PR T

THE PRINCIPLES OF A.NARCHISM
By LUCY E. PARSONS

Price 10 Cents

Also the
| FAMOUS SPEECHES OF THE EIGHT CHICAGO ANARCHISTS
In reply to why sentence of death should not be passed upon them.
Delivered in Court, October 7, 8, and 9, 1886. . Sixteen thousand copies
sold in two years. Price, ‘3}0 cloth bound, 8Oc.

Souvenir Editlon, 350. and 80c.

LUCY E. PARSONS, ILecturer and Publisher,
1000 S, Paulina St CHI(_AGO IT.L.
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