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No. 1

MOTHER EARTH

was a time when men imagined the

Earth as the center of the universe. The stars,

large and small, they believed were created

merely for their delectation. It was their vain con

ception that a supreme being, weary of solitude, had

manufactured a giant toy and put them into posses

sion of it.

When, however, the human mind was illumined by

the torch-light of science, it came to understand that

the Earth was but one of a myriad of stars floating in

infinite space, a mere speck of dust.

Man issued from the womb of Mother Earth, but

he knew it not, nor recognized her, to whom he owed

his life. In his egotism he sought an explanation of

himself in the infinite, and out of his efforts there arose

the dreary doctrine that he was not related to the

Earth, that she was but a temporary resting place for

his scornful feet and that she held nothing for him

but temptation to degrade himself. Interpreters and

prophets of the infinite sprang into being, creating the

"Great Beyond" and proclaiming Heaven and Hell,

between which stood the poor, trembling human being,

tormented by that prjes^rbornjnonster, Conscience.
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5 Mother Earth

In this frightful scheme, gods and devils waged

sternal war against each other with wretched man as

tlie prize of victory; and the priest, self-constituted

interpreter of the will of the gods, stood in front of

the only refuge from harm and demanded as the price

of entrance that ignorance, that asceticism, that self-

abnegation which could but end in the complete sub

jugation of man to superstition. He was taught that

Heaven, the refuge, was the very antithesis of Earth,

'which was the source of sin. To gain for himself a

seat in Heaven, man devastated the Earth. Yet she

renewed herself, the good mother, and came again

each Spring, radiant with youthful beauty, beckoning

her children to come to her bosom and partake of her

bounty. But ever the air grew thick with mephitic

darkness, ever a hollow voice was heard calling:

"Touch not the beautiful form of the sorceress; she

leads to sin 1"

But if the priests decried the Earth, there were

others who found in it a source of power and who took

possession of it. Then it happened that the autocrats

at the gates of Heaven joined forces with the powers

that had taken possession of the Earth ; and humanity

began its aimless, monotonous march. But the good

mother sees the bleeding feet of her children, she hears

their moans, and she is ever calling to them that she

is theirs.

To the contemporaries of George Washington,

Thomas Paine and Thomas Jefferson, America ap

peared vast, boundless, full of promise. Mother Earth,

with the sources of vast wealth hidden within the

folds of her ample bosom, extended her inviting and

hospitable arms to all those who came to her from

arbitrary and despotic lands—Mother Earth ready to
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give herself alike to all her children. But soon she

was seized by the few, stripped of her freedom, fenced

in, a prey to those who were endowed with cunning

and unscrupulous shrewdness. They, who had fought

for independence from the British yoke, soon became

dependent among themselves; dependent on posses

sions, on wealth, on power. Liberty escaped into the

wilderness, and the old battle between the patrician

and the plebeian broke out in the new world, with

greater bitterness and vehemence. A period of but a

hundred years had sufficed to turn a great republic,

once gloriously established, into an arbitrary state

which subdued a vast number of its people into

material and intellectual slavery, while enabling the

privileged few to monopolize every material and

mental resource. I

During the last few years, American journalists

have had much to say about the terrible conditions

in Russia and the supremacy of the Russian censor.

Have they forgotten the censor here? a censor far

more powerful than him of Russia. Have they for

gotten that every line they write is dictated by the

political color of the paper they write for; by the

advertising firms ; by the money power ; by the power

of respectability ; by Comstock ? Have they forgotten

that the literary taste and critical judgment of the

mass of the people have been successfully moulded to

suit the will of these dictators, and to serve as a good

business basis for shrewd literary speculators? The

number of Rip Van Winkles in life, science, morality,

art, and literature is very large. Innumerable ghosts,

such as Ibsen saw when he analyzed the moral and

social conditions of our life, still keep the majority of

the human race in awe.
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MOTHER EARTH will endeavor to attract and appeal

to all those who oppose encroachment on public and

individual life. It will appeal to those who strive for

something higher, weary of the commonplace ; to those

who feel that stagnation is a deadweight on the firm

and elastic step of progress; to those who breathe

freely only in limitless space ; to those who long for

the tender shade of a new dawn for a humanity free

from the dread of want, the dread of starvation in the

face of mountains of riches. The Earth free for the

free individual!

EMMA GOLDMAN,

MAX BACINSKI.

 

The Song of the Storm-Finch*

By MAXIM GORKY

HE strong wind is gathering the storm-clouds

together s

Above the gray plain of the ocean so wide.

The storm-finch, the bird that resembles dark light

ning,

Between clouds and ocean is soaring in pride.

Now skimming the waves with his wings, and now

shooting

Up, arrow-like, into the dark clouds on high,

The storm-finch is clamoring loudly and shrilly ;

The clouds can hear joy in the bird's fearless cry.

In that cry is the yearning, the thirst for the tempest,

And anger's hot might in its wild notes is heard ;

The keen fire of passion, the faith in sure triumph—

All these the clouds hear in the voice of the bird

* From " Songs of Russia," rendered into English by Aiica

STONE
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The storm-wind is howling, the thunder is roaring ;

With flame blue and lambent the cloud-masses glow

O'er the fathomless ocean; it catches the lightnings,

And quenches them deep .a its whirloool below.

Like serpents of fire in the dark ocean writhing,

The lightnings reflected there quiver and shake

As into the blackness they vanish forever.

The tempest! Now quickly the tempest will break!

The storm-finch soars fearless and proud 'mid the

lightnings,

Above the wild waves that the roaring winds fret;

And what is the prophet of victory saying?

"Oh, let the storm burst! Fiercer yet—fiercer yet!"

To the Readers

The name "Open Road" had to be abandoned, owing

to the existence of a magazine by that name.

Observations and Comments

The importance of v/ritten history for the people can

easily be compared with the importance of a diary for

the individual. It furnishes data for recollections,

points of comparison between the Past and Present.

But as most diaries and auto-biographies show a lack

of straight-forward, big, simple, sincere self-analyses,

so does history seldom prove a representation of facts,

of the truth, of reality.

The way history is written will depend altogether

on whatever purpose the writers have in view, and

what they hope to achieve thereby. It will altogether

depend upon the sincerity or lack thereof, upon the

broad or narrow horizon of the historian. That which
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passes as history in our schools, or governmental!}-

fabricated books on history, is a forgery, a misrepre

sentation of events. Like the old drama centering

upon the impossible figure of the hero, with a gesticu

lating crowd in the background. Quacks of history

speak only of "great men" like Bonapartes, Bismarcks,

Deweys, or Rough Riders as leaders of the people,

while the latter serve as a setting, a chorus, howling

the praise of the heroes, and also furnishing their blood

money for the whims and extravagances of their

masters. Such history only tends to produce conceit,

national impudence, superciliousness and patriotic

stupidity, all of which is in full bloom in our great

Republic.

Our aim is to teach a different conception of his

torical events. To define them as an ever-recurring

struggle for Freedom against every form of Might. A

struggle resultant from an innate yearning for self-

expression, and the recognition of one's own possibili

ties and their attitude toward other human beings.

History to us means a compilation of experiences, out

of which the individual, as well as the race, will gain

the right understanding how to shape and organize a

mode of life best suited to bring out the finest and

strongest qualities of the human race.

The American Brutus is, of course, a business man

and has no time to overthrow Caesar. Recently, how

ever, the imperialistic stew became hot and too much

for him. The marriage of Miss Alice Roosevelt pro

duced such a bad odor of court gossip, as to make the

poor American Brutus ill with nausea. He grew indig

nant, draped his sleeve in mourning, and with gloomy

mien and clenched fists, went about prophesying the

downfall of the Republic.

Between ourselves, the number of those who still

believe in the American Republic can be counted on

one's fingers. One has either pierced through the lie,

all for the people and by the people—in that case one

must become a Revolutionist; or, one has succeeded
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in putting one's bounty in safety—then he is a con

servative. "No disturbances, please. We are about to

close a profitable contract." Modern bourgeoisie is

absolutely indifferent as to who is to be their political

boss, just so they are given opportunity to store their

profits, and accumulate great wealth. Besides, the cry

about the decline of the great Republic is really mean

ingless. As far as it ever stood for liberty and well-

being of the people, it has long ceased to be. Therefore

lamentations come too late. True, the American Re

public has not given birth to an aristocracy. It has

produced the power of the parvenu, not less brutal

than European aristocracy, only narrower in vision

and not less vulgar in taste.

Instead of mourning one ought to rejoice that the

latest display of disgusting servility has completely

thrown off the mantle of liberty and independence of

Dame Columbia, now exposed before the civilized

world in all her slavish submissiveness.

The storm in Russia has frightened many out of

their warm bed-clothes.

A real Revolution in these police-regulated times.

More than one voice was raised against the possibility

of a Revolution, and they who dared to predict it were

considered fit for the lunatic asylum.

The workingmen, peasants and students of Russia,

however, have proven that the calculations of the

"wise" contained a hitch somewhere. A Revolution

swept across the country and did not even stop to ask

permission of those in authority.

Authority and Power are now taking revenge on

their daring sons and daughters. The Cossacks, at the

command of the "good Czar" are celebrating a bloody

feast—knouting, shooting, clubbing people to death,

dragging great masses to prisons and into exile, and it

is not the fault of that vicious idiot on the throne, nor

that of his advisors, Witte and the others, if the Revo

lution still marches on, head erect. .Were it in their
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power, they would break her proud neck with one

stroke, but they cannot put the heads of a hundred

million people on the block, they cannot deport eighty

millions of Peasants to Siberia, nor can they order all

the workingmen in the industrial districts shot. Were

the working bees to be killed, the drones would perish

of starvation—that is why the Czar of the Peace

Treaty still suffers some of his people to live ?

In Mayville, Wis., a transvaluation society has been

formed, the purpose of which is, to bring about the

transvaluation of all values in matters of love and the

relations of the sexes. The members of this society

are to contribute by word and deed towards the break

ing of all barriers that prevent an ideal and healthy

conception of love.

The president of this society, Emi! Ruedebusch,

known in this country through his work, "The Old and

New Ideal," which, by the way. was confiscated upon

the grounds of obscenity and the author put on trial.

It is an undisputed fact that robust, graft-greedy

Columbia abhors every free expression on love or

marriage. Emit Ruedebusch, like many others who

have dared to lift the veil of hypocrisy, was condemned

to a heavy fine. A second work of the author, "Die

Eigenen," was published in Germany.

His idea, that the relation of the sexes must be freed

from the oppressing fetters of a lame morality that

degrades every human emotion to the plane of utility

and purpose, I heartily endorse. His method of achiev

ing the ideal seems to me too full of red tape. How

ever, I welcome every effort against the conspiracy

of ignorance, hypocrisy and stupid prudery, against

the simplest manifestation of nature.
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The Tragedy of Woman's Emancipation

By EMMA GOLDMAN

BEGIN my article with an admission : Re

gardless of all political and economic theories,treating of the fundamental differences be

tween the various groups within the human race,

regardless of class and race distinctions, regardless of

all artificial boundary lines between woman's rights

and man's rights, I hold that there is a point where

these differentiations may meet and grow into one

perfect whole.

With this I do not mean to propose a peace treaty.

The general social antagonism which has taken hold

of our entire public life to-day, brought about through

the force of opposing and contradictory interests, will

crumble to pieces when the reorganization of our social

life, based upon the principles of economic justice, shall

have become a reality.

Peace and harmony between the sexes and indi

viduals does not necessarily depend on a superficial

equalization of human beings ; nor does it call for the

elimination of individual traits or peculiarities. The

problem that confronts us to-day, and which the

nearest future is to solve, is how to be oneself, and yet

in oneness with others, to feel deeply with all human

beings and still retain one's own innate qualities. This

seems to me the basis upon which the mass and the

individual, the true democrat and the true individual

ity, man and woman can meet without antagonism and

opposition. The motto should not be forgive one

another; it should be, understand one another. The

oft-quoted sentence of Mme. de Stael : "To understand

everything means to forgive everything," has never

particularly appealed to me; it has the odor of the

confessional ; to forgive one's fellow being conveys the

idea of pharisaical superiority. To understand one's

fellow being suffices. This admission partly represents

the fundamental aspect of my views on the emancipa

tion of woman and its effect upon the entire sex.
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Emancipation should make it possible for her to be

human in the truest sense. Everything within her that

craves assertion and activity should reach its fullest

expression ; and all artificial barriers should be broken

and the road towards greater freedom cleared of every

trace of centuries of submission and slavery.

This was the original aim of the movement for

woman's emancipation. But the results so far achieved

have isolated woman and have robbed her of the foun

tain springs of that happiness which is so essential to

her. Merely external emancipation has made of the

modern woman an artificial being who reminds one

of the products of French arboriculture with its

arabesque trees and shrubs—pyramids, wheels and

wreaths; anything except the forms which would be

reached by the expression of their own inner qualities.

Such artificially grown plants of the female sex are to

be found in large numbers, especially in the so-called

intellectual sphere of our life.

Liberty and equality for woman ! What hopes and

aspirations these words awakened when they were first

uttered by some of the noblest and bravest souls of

those days. The sun in all its light and glory was to

rise upon a new world; in this world woman was to

be free to direct her own destiny, an aim certainly

worthy of the great enthusiasm, courage, perseverance

and ceaseless effort of the tremendous host of pioneer

men and women, who staked everything against a

world of prejudice and ignorance.

My hopes also move towards that goal, but I insist

that the emancipation of woman, as interpreted and

practically applied to-day, has failed to reach that great

end. Now, woman is confronted with the necessity of

emancipating herself from emancipation, if she really

desires to be free. This may sound paradoxical, but is,

nevertheless, only too true.

What has she achieved through her emancipation?

Equal suffrage in a few states. Has that purified our

political life, as many well-meaning advocates have

predicted? Certainly not Incidentally it is really

time that persons with plain, sound judgment should



Woman's Emancipation 11

cease to talk about corruption in politics in a boarding-

school tone. Corruption of politics has nothing to do

with the morals or the laxity of morals of various

political personalities. Its cause is altogether a ma

terial one. Politics is the reflex of the business and

industrial world, the mottoes of which are: "to take

is more blessed than to give"; "buy cheap and sell

dear"; "one soiled hand washes the other." There is

no hope that even woman, with her right to vote, will

ever purify politics.

Emancipation has brought woman economic equal

ity with man ; that is, she can choose her own profes

sion and trade, but as her past and present physical

training have not equipped her with the necessary

strength to compete with man, she is often compelled

to exhaust all her energy, use up her vitality and strain

every nerve in order to reach the market value. Very

few ever succeed, for it is a fact that women doctors,

lawyers, architects and engineers are neither met with

the same confidence, nor do they receive the same

remuneration. And those that do reach that enticing

equality generally do so at the expense of their physi

cal and psychical well-being. As to the great mass of

working girls and women, how much independence is

gained if the narrowness and lack of freedom of the

home is exchanged for the narrowness and lack of free

dom of the factory, sweat-shop, department store, or

office? In addition is the burden which is laid on many

women of looking after a "home, sweet home"—cold,

dreary, disorderly, uninviting—after a day's hard work.

Glorious independence 1 No wonder that hundreds of

girls are so willing to accept the first offer of marriage,

sick and tired of their independence behind the coun

ter, or at the sewing or typewriting machine. They

are just as ready to marry as girls of middle class

people who long to throw off the yoke of parental

dependence. A so-called independence which leads

only to earning the merest subsistence is not so entic

ing, not so ideal that one can expect woman to sacrifice

everything for it. Our highly praised independence is,

after all, but a slow process of dulling and stifling
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'woman's nature, her love instinct and her mother

instinct.

Nevertheless, the position of the working girl is far

more natural and human than that of her seemingly

more fortunate sister in the more cultured professional

walk of life. Teachers, physicians, lawyers, engineers,

etc., who have to make a dignified, straightened and

proper appearance, while the inner life is growing

empty and dead.

The narrowness of the existing conception of

woman's independence and emancipation ; the dread of

love for a man who is not her social equal; the fear

that love will rob her of her freedom and indepen

dence; the horror that love or the joy of motherhood

will only hinder her in the full exercise of her profes

sion—all these together make of the emancipated

modern woman a compulsory vestal, before whom life,

with its great clarifying sorrows and its deep, entranc

ing joys, rolls on without touching or gripping her

soul.

Emancipation as understood by the majority of its

adherents and exponents, is of too narrow a scope to

permit the boundless joy and ecstasy contained in the

deep emotion of the true woman, sweetheart, mother,

in freedom.

The tragic fate of the self-supporting or economic

ally free woman does not consist of too many, but of

too few experiences. True, she surpasses her sister of

past generations in knowledge of the world and human

nature; and it is because of that that she feels deeply

the lack of life's essence, which alone can enrich the

human soul and without which the majority of women

have become mere professional automatons.

That such a state of affairs was bound to come was

foreseen by those who realized that in the domain of

ethics, there still remained many decaying ruins of the

time of the undisputed superiority of man ; ruins that

are still considei?d useful. And, which is more im

portant, a goodly number of the emancipated arc

unable to get along without them. Every movement

that aims at the destruction of existing institutions and
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the replacement thereof with such as are more ad

vanced, more perfect, has followers, who in theory

stand for the most extreme radical ideas, and who,

nevertheless, in their every-day practice, are like the

next best Philistine, feigning respectability and clamor

ing foi the good opinion of their opponents. There

are, for example, Socialists, and even Anarchists, who

stand for the idea that property is robbery, yet who

will grow indignant if anyone owe them the value of

a half-dozen pins.

The same Philistine can be found in the movement

for woman's emancipation. Yellow journalists and

milk and water literateurs have painted pictures of the

emancipated woman that make the hair of the good

citizen and his dull companion stand up on end. Every

member of the women's rights movement was pictured

as a George Sand in her absolute disregard of morality.

Nothing was sacred to her. She had no respect for

the ideal relation between man and woman. In short,

emancipation stood only for a reckless life of lust and

sin ; regardless of society, religion and morality. The

exponents of woman's rights were highly indignant at

such a misrepresentation, and, lacking In humor, they

exerted all their energy to prove that they were not

at all as bad as they were painted, but the very reverse.

Of course, as long as woman was the slave of man, she

could not be good and pure, but now that she was free

and independent she would prove how good she could

be and how her influence would have a purifying effect

on all institutions in society. True, the movement for

woman's rights has broken many old fetters, but it has

also established new ones. The great movement of

true emancipation has not met with a great race of

women, who could look liberty in the face. Their nar

row puritanical vision banished man as a disturber and

doubtful character out of their emotional life. Man

was not to be tolerated at any price, except perhaps as

the father of a child, since a child could not very well

come to life without a father. Fortunately, the most

rigid puritanism never will be strong enough to kill

the innate craving for motherhood. But woman's free-
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dom is closely allied to man's freedom, and many of

my so-called emancipated sisters seem to overlook the

fact that a child born in freedom needs the love and

devotion of each human being about him, man as well

as woman. Unfortunately, it is this narrow conception

of human relations that has brought about a great

tragedy in the lives of the modern man and woman.

About fifteen years ago appeared a work from the

pen of the brilliant Norwegian writer, Laura Marholm,

called "Woman, a Character Study." She was one ol

the first to call attention to the emptiness and narrow

ness of the existing conception of woman's emancipa

tion and its tragic effect upon the inner life of woman.

In her work she speaks of the fate of several gifted

women of international fame: The genius, Eleanora

Duse; the great mathematician and writer, Sanja Kova-

levskaja ; the artist and poet nature, Marie Bashkirzeff,

who died so young. Through each description of the

lives of these women of such extraordinary mentality,

runs a marked trail of unsatisfied craving for a full,

rounded, complete and beautiful life, and the unrest

and loneliness resulting from the lack of it. Through

these masterly psychological sketches, one cannot

help but see that the higher the mental development

of woman, the less possible it is for her to meet a con

genial mate, who will see in her, not only sex, but also

the human being, the friend, comrade and strong indi

viduality, who cannot and ought not lose a single trait

of her character.

The average man with his self-sufficiency, his ridic

ulously superior airs of patronage towards the female

sex, is an impossibility for woman, as depicted in the

"Character Study" by Laura Marholm. Equally impos

sible for her is the man who can see in her nothing

more than her mentality and genius, and who fails to

awaken her woman nature.

A rich intellect and a fine soul are usually considered

necessary attributes of a deep and beautiful person

ality. In the case of the modern woman, these attri

bute* serve as a hindrance to the complete assertion
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of her being. Fo.' over a hundred years, the old form

of marriage, based on the Bible, "till death us do part"

has been denounced as an institution that stands for

the sovereignty of the man over the woman, of her

complete submission to his whims and commands and

the absolute dependence upon his name and support.

Time and again it has been conclusively proven that

the old matrimonial relation restricted woman to the

function of man's servant and the bearer of his chil

dren. And yet we find many emancipated women who

prefer marriage with all its deficiencies to the narrow

ness of an unmarried life; narrow and unendurable

because of the chains of moral and social prejudice

that cramp and bind her nature.

The cause for such inconsistency on the part of many

advanced women is to be found in the fact that they

never truly understood the meaning of emancipation.

They thought that all that was needed was indepen

dence from external tyrannies; the internal tyrants,

far more harmful to life and growth, such as ethical

and social conventions, were left to take care of them

selves ; and they have taken care of themselves. They

seem to get along beautifully in the heads and hearts

of the most active exponents of woman's emancipation,

as in the heads and hearts of our grandmothers.

These internal tyrants, whether they be in the form

of public opinion or what will mother say, or brother,

father, aunt or relative of any sort; what will Mrs.

Grundy, Mr. Comstcck, the employer, the Board of

Education say? All these busybodies, moral detec

tives, jailers of the human spirit, what will they say?

Until woman has learned to defy them all, to stand

firmly on her own ground and to insist upon her own

unrestricted freedom, to listen to the voice of her

nature, whether it call for life's greatest treasure, love

for a man, or her most glorious privilege, the right to

give birth to a child, she cannot call herself emanci

pated. How many emancipated women are brave

enough to acknowledge that the voice of love is calling,

wildly beating against their breasts demanding to be

heard, to be satisfied.
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The French novelist, Jean Reibrach, in one of his

novels, "New Beauty," attempts to picture the ideal,

beautiful, emancipated woman. This ideal is embodied

in a young girl, a physician. She talks very clearly and

wisely of how to feed infants, she is kind and adminis

ters medicines free to poor mothers. She converses

with a young man of her acquaintance about the sani

tary conditions of the future and how various bacilli

and germs shall be exterminated by the use of stone

walls and floors, and the doing away of rugs and hang

ings. She is, of course, very plainly and practically

dressed, mostly in black. The young man, who, at

their first meeting was overawed by the wisdom of his

emancipated friend, gradually learns to understand her,

and recognizes one fine day that he loves her. They

are young and she is kind and beautiful, and though

always in rigid attire, her appearance is softened by

spotlessly clean white collar and cuffs. One would

expect that he would tell her of his love, but he is not

one to commit romantic absurdities. Poetry and the

enthusiasm of love cover their blushing faces before

the pure beauty of the lady. He silences the voice of

his nature and remains correct. She, too, is always

exact, always rational, always well behaved. I fear

if they had formed a union, the young man would have

risked freezing to death. I must confess that I can

see nothing beautiful in this new beauty, who is as

cold as the stone walls and floors she dreams of.

Rather would I have the love songs of romantic ages,

rather Don Juan and Madame Venus, rather an elope

ment by ladder and rope on a moonlight night, fol

lowed by a father's curse, mother's moans, and the

moral comments of neighbors, than correctness and

propriety measured by yardsticks. If love does not

know how to give and take without restriction it is not

love, but a transaction that never fails to lay stress on

a plus and a minus.

The greatest shortcoming of the emancipation of the

present day lies in its artificial stiffness and its nar

row respectabilities which produce an emptiness in

woman's soul that will not let her drink from the
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fountain of life. I once remarked that there seemed

to be a deeper relationship between the old-fashioned

mother and hostess, ever on the alert for the happiness

of her little ones and the comfort of those she loved

and the truly new woman, than between the latter and

her average emancipated sister. The disciples of eman

cipation pure and simple declared me heathen, merely

fit for the stake. Their blind zeal did not let them see

that my comparison between the old and the new

was merely to prove that a goodly number of our

grandmothers had more blood in their veins, far more

humor and wit, and certainly a greater amount of

naturalness, kind-heartedness and simplicity than the

majority of our emancipated professional women who

fill our colleges, halls of learning, and various offices.

This does not mean a wish to return to the past, nor

does it condemn woman to her old sphere, the kitchen

and the nursery.

Salvation lies in an energetic march onward towards

a brighter and clearer future. We are in need of

unhampered growth out of old traditions and habits.

The movement for woman's emancipation has so far

made but the first step in that direction. It is to be

hoped that it will gather strength to make another.

The right to vote, equal civil rights, are all very good

demands, but true emancipation begins neither at the

polls nor in courts. It begins in woman's soul. His

tory tells us that every oppressed class gained its true

liberation from its masters through its own efforts. It

is necessary that woman learn that lesson, that she

realize that her freedom will reach as far as her power

to achieve her freedom reaches. It is therefore far

more important for her to begin with her inner regen

eration, to cut loose from the weight of prejudices,

traditions, and customs. The demand for various equal

rights in every vocation in life is just and fair, but,

after all, the most vital right is the right to love and

be loved. Indeed if the partial emancipation is to

become a complete and true emancipation of woman,

it will have to do away with the ridiculous notion that

to be loved, to be sweetheart and mother, is synono-
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mous with being slave or subordinate. It will have to

do away with the absurd notion of the dualism of the

sexes, or that man and woman represent two antagon

istic worlds.

Pettiness separates, breadth unites. Let us be broad

and big. Let us not overlook vital things, because of

the bulk of trifles confronting us. A true conception

of the relation of the sexes will not admit of conqueror

and conquered; it knows of but one great thing: to

give of one's self boundlessly in order to find oneself

richer, deeper, better. That alone can fill the empti

ness and replace the tragedy of woman's emancipation

with joy, limitless joy.

 

TRY LOVE

By GRACE POTTER

' N the human heart it lies. The key to happi

ness. Men call the key love. In the sweet

_. time of youth, every man and every maid

knows where lies the key that will unlock happiness.

Sometimes, they, laughing, hold the key in eager,

willing hands and will not put it in the door for very

bliss and waiting. Just outside they laugh and play

and blow wild kisses to the world. The whole world

of men and women, who in their youth found happi

ness in just that way, is gathered round to see it found

again.

When at last the man and maid unlock the door and

go in joy to find their happiness, the men and women

who have been watching them bury their faces in their

hands and weep. Why do they weep? Because they

are thinking that soon other doors in life will be met

by this man and maid and that there will be no keys

to unlock them. They, themselves, could find no key.

They never thought of trying the key of love in all

the doors of life. Long and wearily, eyes searching
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wide, hands eagerly groping, they have spent their

time trying to find other keys. They have looked for

and found knowledge. And tried that. Looked for

and found fame. And tried that. Looked for and

found wealth. And tried that. Looked for and found

many, many other keys. And tried them all. And

when at last they have lain down on their deathbeds,

they have turned gray hopeless faces to the world and

died saying, "We could not find the right key."

Some few, some very few, there are, who try the key

of love in all life's doors. Radiant, they turn to the

men and women about and cry, "Try love 1 It unlocks

all other doors as surely as it does the first in life. Try

love!"

And though their fellow beings see that these are

the only ones in all the world who find happiness, they

turn doubting from them. "It cannot be," they say,

"that the key we used in youth should be used again

in all the other doors of life." And so they keep on

trying the keys that every disappointed, dying man

calls out in warning voice will fail.

Only a few there are who learn—a very few—that

love unlocks all other doors in life as surely as it does

the first. Try love 1

tt

Japan.—A new civilization. The land of a new cul

ture! was the cry of every penny-a-liner at the time

when she began to display her battleships, cannon, and

her accomplished method of drilling her soldiers. They

were mocking themselves and did not know how. They

talk of culture and civilization and their criterion

thereof is the development of the technique of murder.

Again, Japan a modern state. She can take her place

in the ranks of other civilized countries. Rejoice ! and

then learn that victorious Japan is on the threshold of

a famine. Nearly a million people, it is laconically

reported, are in danger of dying of starvation. Surely,

no one will possibly doubt now that Japan is a civilized

country.
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WITHOUT GOVERNMENT

By MAX BAGINSKI

HE gist of the anarchistic idea is this, that

there are qualities present in man, which permit

^ the possibilities of social life, organization, and

co-operative work without the application of force.

Such qualities are solidarity, common action, and love

of justice. To-day they are either crippled or made

ineffective through the influence of compulsion ; they

can hardly be fully unfolded in a society in which

groups, classes, and individuals are placed in hostile,

irreconcilable opposition to one another. In human

nature to-day such traits are fostered and developed

which separate instead of combining, call forth hatred

instead of a common feeling, destroy the humane in-

' stead of building it up. The cultivation of these traits

could not be so successful if it did not find the best

nourishment in the foundations and institutions of the

present social order.

On close inspection of these institutions, which are

based upon the power of the State that maintains

them, mankind shows itself as a huge menagerie, in

which the captive beasts seek to tear the morsels from

each other's greedy jaws. The sharpest teeth, the

strongest claws and paws vanquish the weaker com

petitors. Malice and underhand dealing are victorious

over frankness and confidence. The struggle for the

means of existence and for the maintenance of

achieved power fill the entire space of the menagerie

with an infernal noise. Among the methods which are

used to secure this organized bestiality the most prom

inent ones are the hangman, the judge with his

mehanical: "In the name of the king," or his more

hypocritical: "In the name of the people I pass sen

tence"; the soldier with his training for murder, and

the priest with his: "Authority comes from God."

The exteriors of prisons, armories, and churches

show that they are institutions in which the body and

soul are subdued. He whose thoughts reach beyond
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this philosophy of the menagerie sees in them the

strongest expression of the view, that it is not possible

to make life worth living the more with the help of

reason, love, justice, solidarity. The family and

school take care to prepare man for these institutions.

They deliver him up to the state, so to speak, blind

folded and with fettered limbs. Force, force. It

echoes through all history. The first law which sub

jected man to man was based upon force. The private

right of the individual to land was built up by force;

force took way the claims upon homesteads from the

majority and made them unsettled and transitory. It

was force that spoke to mankind thus : "Come to me,

humble yourself before me, serve me, bring the treas

ures and riches of the earth under MY roof. You are

destined by Providence to always be in want. You

shall be allowed just enough to maintain strength with

which to enrich me infinitely by your exertions and

to load me down with superfluity and luxury."

What maintains the material and intellectual slavery

of the masses and the insanity of the autocracy of the

few? Force. Workingmen produce in the factories

and workshops the most varied things for the use of

man. What is it that drives them to yield up these

products for speculation's sake to those who produce

nothing, and to content themselves with only a frac

tional part of the values which they produce? It is

force.

What is it that makes the brain-worker just as

dependent in the intellectual realm as the artisan in

the material world? Force. The artist and the writer

being compelled to gain a livelihood dare not dream

of giving the best of their individuality. No, they

must scan the market in order to find out what is

demanded just then. Not any different than the dealer

in clothes who must study the style of the season

before he places his merchandise before the public.

Thus art and literature sink to the level of bad taste

and speculation. The artistic individuality shrinks

before the calculating reckoner. Not that which moves

the artist or the writer most receives expression ; the
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vacillating demands of mediocrity of every-day people

must be satisfied. The artist becomes the helper of

the dealer and the average men, who trot along in the

tracks of dull habit.

The State Socialists love to assert that at present

we live in the age of individualism ; the truth, however,

is that individuality was never valued at so low a rate

as to-day. Individual thinking and feeling are incum-

brances and not recommendations on the paths of life.

Wherever they are found on the market they meet

with the word "adaptation." Adapt yourself to the

demands of the reigning social powers, act the obe

dient servant before them, and if you produce some

thing be sure that it does not run against the grain of

your "superiors," or say adieu to success, reputation

and recompense. Amuse the people, be their clown,

give them platitudes about which they can laugh, pre

judices which they hold as righteousness and false

hoods which they hold as truths. Paint the whole,

crown it with regard for good manners, for society

does not like to hear the truth about itself. Praise the

. men in power as fathers of the people, have the

devourers of the common wealth parade along as

benefactors of mankind.

Of course, the force which humbles humanity in

this manner is far from openly declaring itself as force.

It is masked, and in the course of time it has learned

to step forward with the least possible noise. That

diminishes the danger of being recognized.

The modern republic is a good example. In it

tyranny is veiled so correctly, that there are really

great numbers of people who are deceived by this mas

querade, and who maintain that what they perceive is

a true face with honest eyes.

No czar, no king. . But right in line with these are

the landowners, the merchants, manufacturers, land

lords, monopolists. They all are in possession, which

a as strong a guarantee for the continuance of their

power, as a castle surrounded by thick walls. Who

ever possesses can rob him who possesses nothing of

his independence. If I am dependent for a living on
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work, for which I need contrivances and machines,

which I my self cannot procure, because I am without

means, I must sacrifice my independence to him who

possesses these contrivances and machines. You may

work here, he will tell me. but only under the condi

tion that you will deliver up the products of your labor

to me, that I may trade with and make profit on them.

The one without possessions has no choice. He may

appeal to the declaration of human rights; he may

point to his political rights, the equality before the

law, before God and the archangels—if he wants to

eat, drink, dress and have a home he must choose such

work as the conditions of the industrial mercantile or

agricultural plants impose upon him.

Through organized opposition the workingmen can

somewhat improve this condition ; by the help of trade

unions they can regulate the hours of work and hinder

the reduction of wages to a level too low for mere

living. The trade unions are a necessity for the work

ingmen, a bulwark against which the most unbearable

demands of the class of possesors rebound ; but a com

plete freeing of labor—be it of an intellectual or of a

physical nature—can be brought about only through

the abolition of wage work and the right of private

ownership of land and the sources of maintenance and

nourishment of mankind. There are heart-rendering

cries over the blasphemous opinion that property is

not as holy a thing as its possessors would like to make

it. They declare that possessions must not be less pro

tected than human life, for they are necessary founda

tions of society. The case is represented as though

everybody were highly interested in the maintenance

of the right of private property, whereas conditions

are such that non-possession is the normal condition

of most people.

Because few possess everything, therefore the many

possess nothing. So far as possession can be con

sidered as an oppressive measure in the hands of a

few, it is a monopoly. Set in a paradox it would read :

The abolition of property will free the people from

homelessness and non-possession. In fact, this will
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happen when the earth with its treasures shall cease

to be an object of trade for usurers; when it shall

vouchsafe to all a home and a livelihood. Then not

only the bent bodies will straighten ; the intellect free

itself as might the bound Prometheus rid himself of

his fetters and leave the rock to which he is chained,

but we shall look back on the institutions of force, the

state, the hangman, et al, as ghosts of an anxious

fantasy.

In free unions the trades will organize themselves

and will produce the means of livelihood. Things will

not be produced for profit's sake, but for the sake of

need. The profit-grabber has grown superfluous just

as his patron, the state, which at present serves by

means of its taxes and revenues, his anti-humanitarian

purposes and hinders the reasonable consumption of

goods. From the governing mania the foundation will

be withdrawn ; for those strata in society will be lack

ing which therefore had grown rich and fat by monop

olizing the earth and its production. They alone

needed legislatures to make laws against the dis

inherited. They needed courts of justice to condemn ;

they needed the police to carry out practically the ter

rible social injustice, the cause of which lay in their

existence and manner of living. And now the political

corruptionists are lacking who served the above-

mentioned classes as helpers, and therefore had to be

supported as smaller drones.

What a pleasant surprise! We see now that the

production and distribution of means of livelihood are

a much simpler matter without government than with

government. And people now realize that the govern

ments never promoted their welfare, but rather made

it impossible, since with the help of force they only

allowed the right of possession to the minority.

Life is really worth living now. It ceases to be an

endless, mad drudgery, a repugnant struggle for a

mere existence.

Truth and beauty are enthroned upon the necessity

of procuring the means of existence in a co-operative

organized manner. The social motives which to-day
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make man ambitious, hypocritical, stealthy, are in

effective. One need not sell his individuality for a

mess of pottage, as Esau sold his primogeniture.

At last the individuality of man has struck a solid

social foundation on which it can prosper. The indi

vidual originality in man is valued; it fructifies art,

literature, science, which now, in so far as they are

dependent upon the state and ownership—which is

far-reaching—must take the direction of prescribed

models that are acknowledged, and must not be

directed against the continuance of the leisure classes.

Love will be free. Love's favor is a free granting,

a giving and taking without speculation. No prostitu

tion ; for the economic and social power of one person

over another exists no longer, and with the falling off

of external oppression many an internal serfdom of

feeling will be done away with, which often is only

the reflex of hard external compulsion. Then the

longing of large hearts may take tangible shape.

Utopias are arrows aimed into the future, harbingers

of a new reality.

Rabelais, in his description of life in the "Thelemite

Abbey," wrote:

"All their life was spent not in laws, statutes, or

rules, but according to their own free will and pleasure.

They rose out of their beds when they thought good ;

they did eat, drink, labor, sleep, when they had a mind

to it, and were disposed for it. None did awake them,

none did offer to constrain them to eat, drink, nor do

any other thing. In all their rule and strictest tie of

their order, there was but this one clause to be ob

served: 'Do What Thou Wilt.'

"Because men that are free, well-born, well-bred,

and conversant in honest companies, have naturally an

instinct and spur that prompteth them unto virtuous

actions, and withdraws them from vice, which is called

honor. Those same men, when by base subjection and

constraint they are brought under and kept down, turn

aside from that noble disposition, by which they

formerly were inclined to virtue, to shake off that bond

of servitude, wherein they are so tyrannously enslaved ;
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for it is agreeable to the nature of man to long after

things forbidden, and to desire what is denied us. By

this liberty they entered into a very laudable emula

tion, to do all of them what they saw did please one.

If any of the gallants or ladies should say, 'Let us

drink,' they would all drink. If any one of them said,

'Let us play,' they all played. If one said, 'Let us go

a walking into the fields,' they went all. If it were to

go a hawking, or a hunting, the ladies mounted upon

dainty well-paced nags, seated in a stately palfrey

saddle, carried on their lovely fists either a sparhawk,

or a laneret, or a marlin, and the young gallants car

ried the other kinds of hawks. So nobly were they

taught, that there was neither he nor she amongst

them, but could read, write, sing, play upon several

musical instruments, speak five or six several lan

guages, and compose in them all very quaintly, both in

verse and prose. Never were seen so valiant knights,

so noble and worthy, so dexterous and skilful both on

foot and horseback, more brisk and lively, more nimble

and quick, or better handling all manner of weapons,

than were there. Never were seen ladies so proper and

handsome, so miniard and dainty, less forward, or more

ready with their hand, and with their needle, in every

honest and free action belonging to that sex, than

were there."

A few days ago the red ghost of revolution showed

itself in the White House. The President saw it and

threatened it with his boxing fists: "What are you

looking for here, be off to Russia." "You are comical

in your excitement," answered Revolution. "You must

know, I am not only Russian, I am international, at

home here as well as on the other side of the great

water."

A Proposition.—Would it not be wiser to explain

theories out of life and not life out of theories?
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VIVE LE ROI

BY FRANCES MAUI.K BJORKMAN

 

YE, vive le roi. The King is dead—

So move our lives from day to day.

The triumph of to-morrow's lord

Meets for our former chiefs decay.

Then love and live and laugh and sing—

The world is good and life is free—

There's not a single care I know

That's worth a single tear from me.

"What's love or fame or place or power?

What's wealth when we shall come to die?

What matters anything on earth

So long as only I am I?

The joy or grief or love or shame

That holds its little hour of sway

Is only worth its destined time—

What use to try to make it stay?

Aye, let it go. The monarch dead,

A better king our shouts may hail

And if a worse—well, still be glad;

He too will pass behind, the vail.

They all must pass—fame, joy and love,

The sting of grief, the blot of shame;

The only thing that really counts

Is how we bear the praise or blame.

Ill take the good the while it lasts

And when h goes 111 learn to sing,

All eager for the coming joy—

"The king is dead, long live the king."
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Reflections of A Rich Man

If God were not in existence we would have to order

one from the Professors of Theology.

The fear, instilled in the majority of the poor, with

the God, Devil, Heaven and Hell idea, is greater than

their dread of a hundred thousand policemen. Had

we not given God the place of Chief Gendarme of the

Universe, we would need twice as many soldiers and

police as we have to-day.

A poor devil who owns but one million dollars said

to me the other day : "I, in your place, would rather

contribute money towards art and literature than to

donate it to the Baptist Church." What an imprac

ticable fellow! Art and literature, among the common

people, only tends to cause mischief. They are to

remain our privilege. We know the demands of good

taste and we can afford to pay for the aesthetic pleas

ures of life. The majority is unable to do that; be

sides, to teach them the beauty of art only means to

make them discontented and rebellious against our

authority.

I frankly admit I never had a great admiration for

Jesus of Nazareth. A man of disordered circumstances

arouses my disgust. Jesus was neither engaged in

any kind of a business, nor did he possess as much as

a bank account, nor even a steady home. He preached

to the poor. What for? The poor should work and

not philosophize. The Scriptures tell nowhere that

Jesus returned the mule, upon which he made his entry

into Jerusalem, to the owner, or that he paid him for it.

I strongly suspect he did not do it. One thing is cer

tain, I never would have taken this dreamer of the

abolition of profits as my business partner.

It was very hot yesterday. I walked through my

park, intending to betake myself to my favorite place

lor rest and reverie. Suddenly I stood still, arrested
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I

by the sight of a man lying under a tree. In my park ?

And how the fellow looked 1 In rags and dirty 1 I

have been told I was kind-hearted, and I realized this

myself at the moment. I walked over to the man and

inquired interestedly: "Are you ill?" He grunted in

reply. The wretch must have thought, in his sleep,

that I was one of his kind. My generosity did not

cease. "If you need money, do not feel shy about tell

ing me. How much do you need. I am the rich X Y Z,

who has a fabulous fortune, as you have undoubtedly

heard." At this remark the scoundrel turned on the

other side, with his back toward me, and said, while

yawning: "What I want? I want to sleep. Will you

be good enough to keep the mosquitoes away for two

hours?" Within five minutes I had my servant kick

this impertinent and ungrateful wretch out of my park.

If all of the low class think as this fellow, I fear our

charitable efforts in their behalf will accomplish little.

Eleven million, nine hundred and seventeen thou

sand, nine hundred and forty-six dollars and fifty-eight

cents is what the gallant Gen. Bingham asks us for

protecting us from each other for the ensuing year.

With a population of four million and 4.50 members

to a family, we pay a fraction less than $3 per head,

and about $13.50 for a family, a year for police protec

tion in this enlightened Christian (750,000 of us are

Jews, but ours is a Christian city) city of ours. I'd

give that silver watch of mine away and mind my own

business if I thought it would come cheaper, but it

won't do. H. H. Rogers is my brother and keeper, and

he insists he needs protection, and I must pay for it,

so what can I do? I've told him I'm a peaceful, prop-

ertyless man with no higher ambition than to love my

fellow-man—and woman, and mind my own business:

but his reply has invariably been, "I'm Dr. Tarr, and

my system prevails in this lunatic asylum 1" I recog

nize the logic of his argument all right and continue

to pay for his protection and feel grateful for the privi

lege of grumbling a little now and again.
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COMSTOCKERY

By John R. Corykix

OwnE it understood that the shocking thing which

* we know as Comstockery, goes back into the

^ centuries for its origin ; being, indeed, the per

fect flower of that asceticism, which was engrafted on

the degraded Christianity which took its name from

Christ without in the least comprehending the spirit

of his lofty conception.

The man Comstock, who has the shameful distinc

tion of having lent his name to the idea of which he

is the willing and probably the fit exponent, may be

dismissed without further consideration, since he is,

after all, only the inevitable as he is the deplorable

result of that for which he stands ; seemingly without

any sense of the shame and the awfulness of it.

It may be said, too, in dismissing him, that it is of

no consequence whether the very unpleasant stories

current concerning him are true or not. It is alto

gether probable that a man who stands for what he

does and who glories in proclaiming the things he

does, will also do things for which he does not stand

and which he does not proclaim. That is a character

istic of most of us and only proves that, after all, he

is not less than human.

The only point that need be made in regard to the

man who is proud of representing Comstockery is, that

if he had not done so, some other lost soul would. In

that sad stage of our social growth when death was

the penalty for most infractions of the law, an execu

tioner could always be found who took pride in his

work and who seemed to be beyond the reach of the

scorn, the abhorrence and the contempt of his fellows.

Comstockery, as we know it, is apparently an organ

ized effort to regulate the morals of the people. If it

were nothing more than this, it would be absurd and

negligable, because futile; for what we call morals

are only the observances which the conditions of life

impose upon a people; and an act depends, for its
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moral status, upon its relation to those conditions. As,

for example, horse-stealing in a closely settled com

munity, which has its railroads and other means of

communication, is a crime to be punished by a brief

period of imprisonment ; while in the sparsely settled

sections of a country, where the horse is an imperative

necessity of life, its theft becomes a hanging matter,

whatever the written law for that section of the coun

try may be as to the punishment of the crime. And

men, brought up in law-abiding communities in the

deepest respect for the law, will, under the changed

conditions of life, not merely condone the infliction of

a penalty in excess of that provided by law, but will

themselves assist, virtuously satisfied with their con

duct because the society of which they form a part

has decided that horse-stealing shall be so punished.

On the other hand, there are numerous laws on the

statute books, still unrepealed and unenforceable

because the acts treated of are no longer held to be

offences against morality. In other words, the morals

of a people can be regulated only by themselves.

What Comstockery does is bad enough, but its real

awfulness lies in the fact that it seems to fairly enough

represent us in our attitude toward a certain class of

ideas and things. It is the expression of our essential

immorality—using that word in its conventional sense

—having its roots deep down in pruriency, hypocrisy

and ignorance. Like the blush on the cheek of the

courtesan, it deceives no one, but is none the less a

truthful expression, not of the thing it simulates, but

of the character of the simulator.

Comstockery was probably brought to this country

by the first Anglo-Saxon, whether pirate or minister

of the gospel, who set foot on this soil; certainly it

was a finely blooming plant on the Mayflower, and

was soon blossoming here as never elsewhere in the

world, giving out such a fragrance that the peculiar

odor of it has become a characteristic of this land of

liberty.

When the so-called Comstock laws were passed

there was a real disease to be treated : The symptoms
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of the disease were obscene books and pictures which

were being freely circulated among the children of the

land, boarding-schools, whether for girls or boys, being

fairly flooded with the pernicious literature. The work

of confiscation, suppression and of imprisonment was

done thoroughly and conscientiously, so that in the

course of a comparatively short time it was difficult

to find books or pictures of the kind in question. It

is said that the effectiveness of the work done is best

shown by the one or more libraries of obscene books

which the society, or some of its officers, have col

lected.

The value of the work done and the efficiency of

the workers were recognized in the passage from time

to time of laws giving extraordinary powers not alone

to the popularly so-called "Comstock Society," but to

officers of the government. A perfect fury of purity

took possession of our legislators; they were deter

mined to stamp out impurity. And perhaps they were

establishing reputations for themselves. It is recorded

that in the days of the Inquisition men established

their orthodoxy by the loudness of their cries against

heresy; that in the times of the French Revolution,

men proved their patriotism by making charges of

treason against their neighbors ; that practicing poly-

gamists have purified themselves by hounding a theo

retical polygamist out of their legislative body. Any

how, the laws were passed, the thing was done.

And what was the thing that was done? A moral

Inquisition had been established. Arguing from a

wrong premise a hideous conclusion had been reached.

It was voiced only a few weeks ago by an official of

the postoffice in Chicago, when confiscating a publica

tion. He said in substance, if not literally : "Any dis

cussion of sex is obscene."

There it is in a few words—a complete and perfect

treatise on Comstockery ! In the early days in some

parts of New England, a man might not kiss his wife

on a Sunday. On common days, the filthy act was per

missible, but the Sabbath must not be so defiled. And

now, any discussion of sex is obscenity 1
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Pause a while and consider what this means and

whither it will lead, where it has already led. Dis

cussion of sex is obscene; then sex, itself, must be

obscene ; life and all that pertains to it must be filthy.

That is, providing it be the life of Man. The sex of

flowers may be discussed frankly and freely either for

the pleasure of knowledge, or in order to use knowl

edge for the purpose of improving the flower. The

sex of animals may be discussed; it is discussed in

government publications and in the many farm jour

nals published throughout the country, because it is

necessary to improve the breed of our domestic ani

mals, because these animals are valuable. But dis

cussion of the sex of man is obscene !

There have been some changes in public sentiment,

some changes, perhaps, in the grey matter on the

judicial bench, since the early days in New York when

Comstockery was most rampant: for what was

tolerated then is not tolerated now ; some things that

were judicially wrong then are judicially right now.

And in this change there is hope and the promise of

greater change.

In those early days a confectioner on Fulton street

sought to attract customers by exhibiting in his window

a painting by a great artist. If memory serves, it was

"TheTriumph of Charles V." by Hans Makart. Figures

of nude females were in the picture, and Comstockery

established in its censorship of art and solemnly uncon

scious of its appalling ignorance, but true to its funda

mental pruriency, ordered the picture removed from

the window. And it was removed. Just as Boston,

finding its bronze bacchante immodest, rejected the

brazen hussey. And now she stands on her pedestal

in the Metropolitan Museum in New York, giving joy

to the beholder, and—not ordered down by Com

stockery. Why? And why is not the whole museum

purged of its nude figures? It is a puzzle not even to

be solved by the theory of change in public sentiment ;

for it is only a few months ago that the art censor in

chief of Comstockery saw in the window of an art

dealer on Fifth Avenue a landscape in which figured
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several nude children discreetly wandering away from

the beholder. The picture was ordered out of the win

dow forthwith. And went. A few blocks below, on

Broadway, there were then and are now exhibited in

a window, numerous photographs of nude children,

not all of them discreet as to way of their going. Why ?

Has the art censor decided that the photographs are

innocuous, or that they are art ?

But these instances and the amazing expeditions

made by the censor into the realm of literature are

hardly more than ludicrous; and they can and will

correct themselves. But the frightful results of Com

stockery, as applied to life and to real purity, cannot

be so lightly passed over. And let it not be forgotten

that an indictment of Comstockery is an indictment

of ourselves, for the prurient, hypocritical, degrading

thing can exist not one instant after we have declared

that it shall perish.

It is no exaggeration to say that Comstockery is the

arch enemy of society. It seeks to make hypocrisy

respectable; it would convert impurity into a basic

virtue ; it labels ignorance, innocence ; it has legislated

knowledge into a crime ; and it seeks its perpetuation

hi the degradation of an enfeebled human race. And

that these are not over-statements can easily be estab

lished to the satisfaction of any reasonable mind.

The most creditable work ever done by Comstockery

was the practical suppression and elimination of the

obscene book ; but when that is said, all is said. How

worse than fatuous, how absolutely fiendish that phy

sician would be deemed who hid the signs of small-pox

with paint and powder and permitted his patient to

roam at will among his fellows, unwarned even of the

nature of the fell disease that was devouring his life.

Nay, worse ! What if the physician should have him

self clothed with plenary powers and should compel

the poor wretch to refrain from making his case known

after he had discovered its nature? But this is pre

cisely what Comstockery does.

The obscene book was removed from circulation. In

other words, the symptom of the disease was hidden.

,
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But was anything done to eliminate the disease, or to

remove its cause? On the contrary, everything pos

sible was done to perpetuate the disease; everything

possible was done to prevent anyone who had suffered

from the disease or who knew anything about it, from

imparting his knowledge. For the disease was ignor

ance; ignorance of self, of life, of sex. And not only

does Comstockery strive to perpetuate ignorance, not

only does it glorify ignorance and miscall it innocence,

not only does it elevate it into a virtue, but it has legis

lated knowledge into a crime. The offence of the book

it had eliminated was not its vicious misinformation,

but its use of sex as a subject. The postoffice has said

that any discussion of sex is obscene and the courts

have put one noble old man of over seventy years into

prison at hard labor, and have punished an aged

woman physician in some other way because they

sought, in all purity and right-mindedness, to help

their brothers and sisters to a knowledge of them

selves.

It is true that, at last, there is a rift within the lute ;

or would it better be called a leak in the sewer? Com

stockery has not quite the standing that it once had.

When it was made generally known that a postoffice

official had said that any discussion of sex was obscene,

there followed such a rattling fire of reprobation and

condemnation even from many startled conventional

ists, who could support the thing but could not look

it in the face, that the maker of the now historic phrase

was moved to deny that he had said it officially. In

fact, there are many signs, most of them still small, on

the distant horizon, it is true, which indicate that we

are becoming alive to the fact that it is imperative that

sex should be discussed.

This is an age of radical ideas. Radicalism in poli

tics, in religion, in ethics is ripe ; which is only another

way of saying that we are beginning to dare to think.

Probably the most apparent, if not the most significant,

sign of the general radicalism, is the tendency to exalt

the science of life to an even higher plane than that

which it occupied in the days of Hellenic supremacy.
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We are beginning to understand that right living is a

purely physical matter, and that morals are only laws

of health ; and if there are yet but few who dare take

so radical a view of morals as that, still there are quite

as few who will not admit freely that nothing can be

immoral which is beneficial to the human body.

Of course, it is unthinkable, even from the point of

view of the most conventional of orthodox Christians,

that there can be any immorality in sex, for sex in

itself is absolutely a work of the deity, hence of the

highest morality, if it can have any such attribute at

all. As -well might one give digestion a moral quality.

Morality is surely a matter of personal conduct. One

may say that it is immoral to eat so much as to injure

one's health, but it is not a matter of record that any

considerable body of persons declares the stomach to

be an immoral organ, or the digestive function to be

an immoral one, or any discussion of digestion im

moral. Then why sex or sex functions?

It is true that Comstockery has us to designate our

legs, limbs, though not at the present time with any

legal penalty for not doing so ; it prescribes the word

stomach for polite usage in describing that part of the

body which lies subjacent to the actual stomach,

anterior to the spinal column and posterior to the

abdominal wall ; it forbids a visible bifurcated garment

for the "limbs" of a female; and it does a variety of

other absurd things, all going to show that in some

singular fashion it has confounded acts with things;

as one might call all knives immoral because a few

knives had been used to do murder with.

By what extraordinary process does Comstockery

conjure decency into the stomach and indecency into

the bowels? But how rejoiced we should be that it

is no worse than indecent to speak of the receptacle

of the intestines by its common name. By some hocus

pocus of which Comstockery is easily capable it might

have been obscene to speak of the digestive process

or of any of the digestive organs. We might easily

have been taught that digestion was a moral matter,

not to be talked of, not to be studied; ignorance of
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which was a virtue, knowledge of which a crime. And

then, under those conditions, if a person, possessed of

a little knowledge such as might have crept stealthily

down the ages, were in a fine humanitarian spirit to

dare to publish some of the things he knew in order

to help dyspeptic humanity, he would have been

robbed of his worldly goods and clapped forthwith into

jail. Fancy that under such circumstances a man who

had lived his three score and ten years and had learned

something from his own suffering and experience,

something from the secretly imparted information of

others, might not say a word to help his fellows. Is it

not too absurd to contemplate without both tears and

laughter that that man who should plead with his fel

low men to abstain from habitually living on butter

cakes and coffee, should be charged with obscenity and

imprisoned in consequence? And imagine some sapient

postoffice official solemnly declaring that any discus

sion of digestion is obscene 1 Consider how the land

would be flooded with literature describing the pleas

ures of gluttony and depicting impossible gastronomic

feats ! Consider, too, trying to cure indigestion and to

suppress the orgies of our children in pies, crullers,

fritters and butter cakes by the naive device of for

bidding all knowledge of the digestive function and

making the utterance of the name of a digestive organ

an obscenity punishable by fine and imprisonment 1

Digestion is a matter to be considered in the light of

hygiene. So is sex. Digestion is not in itself either

moral or immoral. Neither is sex. But there is the

most hideous immorality in the ascription of obscenity

to sex, sex function or any phase of sex life. And this

is the crime of Comstockery. It has reared an awful

idol to which have been sacrificed the best of our

youth; with hypocrisy the high-priest, ignorance the

creed, and pruriency the .detective.

Comstockery strikes at the very root of life. It for

bids that we shall know how to live our best ; it forbids

that we shall know how to save our children from the

perils we have so discreditably passed through; it

raises barriers of false modesty between parents and
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children by branding the very science of life an obscen

ity. Owing to the shocking suggestions of Comstock-

ery all that relates to life is degraded into the gutter ;

and that which would be pure and sweet and whole

some in the home or in the school, becomes filthy

Comstockery on the snickering lips of ignorant play

fellows.

The wonder is that we have endured the nasty thing

for so long a time. We have been boys and girls and

have gone from our parents to our school-mates and

play-fellows for the information to which we are en

titled by very reason of living, but, more than all,

because of our need to live right. We all know the

hideous untruths we were told because of Comstock

ery; we all know how much we had to unlearn, and

how great the suffering mentally, how great the deteri

oration physically in the unlearning; we all know our

unfitness for parentage at the time we entered it ; every

man knows how the brothels kept open doors and

beckoning inmates by the thousand for his undoing.

And yet we endure it—Comstockery.

It is such a subtly pervasive thing, this Comstock

ery, it steals in wherever it can and puts the taini of

its own uncleanness on whatever it touches. Clothing

becomes a matter of Comstockery. We do not always

see it, but such is the fact. We do not wear clothing

for convenience, but to cover our nakedness. You see

nakedness is obscene. Not in itself, but only in man.

You may take a naked dog on the street, but not a

naked human being. The summer previous to the

last one was a very hot one in New York, and a poor

wretch of a boy of fourteen years of age, being on the

top floor of a crowded tenement was half crazed by the

heat and the lack of fresh air, of which there was abso

lutely none in the closet in rvhich he was trying to

sleep. He ran down into the street nude at two o'clock

in the morning in the hope of finding a surcease of his

distress. A policeman saw him, remembered his blush

ing Comstockery in time and haled the poor lad off to

a cell. The next morning the magistrate in tones of

grimmest virtue sent the boy to the reformatory,
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remarking with appropriate jest that the young scoun

drel might have seven years in which to learn to keep

his clothes on.

Theodore Roosevelt, who is at once the greatest

President and the wisest man of whom we have any

record, tells us that we must breed more children. But

how shall our women bear more children, or presently

bear any, if they are to be continually made more and

more unfit for motherhood by the pitfalls into which

their ignorance of the science of life leads them ? Be

cause of the Comstockery which has its felt grip upon

our throats we may not instruct the little child in the

way of health ; or if it be said that there is nothing to

prevent the parent from instructing the child, yet it

must be insisted that the parent has no means of know

ing since Comstockery prescribes ignorance as the only

way to innocence; and innocent our girls must be at

any cost. Besides, the average mother, if she will but

admit the truth, is ashamed to talk with her daughter

about Comstockery things. We all know that this is

so. Our parents treated us in such fashion, and we

are so treating our children.

The knowledge which each generation acquires at

the cost of health, yes, at the cost of life even, dies

with it, for the most part. The one thing we most

need to know is how to live ; the science of life begins

with sex, goes on with sex, ends with sex ; but sex we

may not discuss; thus we go on in ignorance of life.

Shall it remain so? Is Comstockery to be our best

expression of the most vital matter of existence? Life,

sex, should be and is when we recognize it, the purest,

sweetest, simplest subject of discussion ; and we make

of it a filthy jest. We will not tell our sons the things

we have learned through bitter experience, because we

cannot b<:ar the shame of discussing sex subjects with

them, because of the accursed Comstockery that is

within us ; but we will go to the club and the bar room,

or anywhere behind locked doors in the select company

of our fellows, and there pour out the real essence of

our Comstockery in stories which make a filthy jest of

sex. Every man knows this is the truth. Perhaps
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women, in their Comstockery, know it too. As has

been already said, treat digestion as sex is treated, and

it will be sniggered over behind locked doors in pre

cisely the same way.

Let us rid ourselves of the fatal, prurient restrictions

on sex discussion and in a marvellously short time we

shall have a store of sweet knowledge on the subject

that will enable us to live well ourselves and fit us to

bring into the world such children as will amaze us

with their health of body and purity of mind. No

alteration of the facts of life is necessary, but only a

change of attitude. Why, when Trilby brought the

bare foot into prominence, it was gravely debated

whether or not such an indecency should be permitted.

It was assumed that a naked foot was indecent. Why

a foot more than a hand? Why any one part of the

body more than another? Comstockery 1 Comstockery 1

 

DON QUIXOTE AND HAMLET

N Peter Kropotkin's Book: "Russian Litera

ture" (published by McClure, Phillips & Com-

pany), there is a quotation from Turgenieffs

works, which shows the Russian poet's genius and

psychological insight in all its wonderful depth. Here

it is :

"Don Quixote is imbued with devotion towards his

ideal, for which he is ready to suffer all possible priva

tions, to sacrifice his life ; life itself he values only so

far as it can serve for the incarnation of the ideal, for

the promotion of truth, of justice on earth. . . . He

lives for his brothers, for opposing the forces hostile

to mankind: the witches, the giants—that is, the

oppressors. . . . Therefore he is fearless, patient; he

is satisfied with the most modest food, the poorest

cloth: he has other things to think of. Humble in

his heart, he is great and daring in his mind. . . . And

who is Hamlet? Analysis, first of all, and egotism,
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and therefore no faith. He lives entirely for himself,

he is an egotist; but to believe in one' self—even an

egotist cannot do that : we can believe only in some

thing which is outside us and above us. ... As he

has doubts of everything, Hamlet evidently does not

spare himself; his intellect is too developed to remain

satisfied with what he finds in himself; he feels his

weakness, but each self-consciousness is a force where-

from results his irony, the opposite of the enthusiasm

of Don Quixote Don Quixote, a poor man, almost

a beggar, without means and relations, old, isolated—

undertakes to redress all the evils and to protect op

pressed strangers over the whole world. What does

it matter to him that his first attempt at freeing the

innocent from his oppressor falls twice as heavy upon

the head of the innocent himself? . . . What does it

matter that, thinking that he has to deal with noxious

giants, Don Quixote attacks useful windmills? . . .

Nothing of the sort can ever happen with Hamlet:

how could he, with his perspicacious, refined, sceptical

mind, ever commit such a mistake 1 No, he will not

fight with windmills, he does not believe in giants . . .

but he would not have attacked them even if they did

exist. . . . And he does not believe in evil. Evil and

deceit are his inveterate enemies. His scepticism is

not indifferentism. . . . But in negation, as in fire,

there is a destructive power, and how to keep it in

bounds, how to tell it where to stop, when that which

it must destroy, and that which it must spare are often

inseparably welded together? Here it is that the often-

noticed tragical aspect of human life comes in: for

action we require will, and for action we require

thought; but thought and will have parted from each

other, and separate every day more and more. . . .

"And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sickled o'er by the pale cast of thought. . . ."
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ON THE BANKS OF ACHERON

By EDWIN BJORKMAN

HE air was still and full of a gray melancholy

light, yet the waters of the river boiled angrily

as if touched by a raging tempest. The billows

rose foaming above its surface, all white with the

whiteness of fear. When they sank back again, they

were black—black as despair that knows of no hope.

Steep hills mounted abruptly on either side of the

river until they touched the sullen, colorless cloud-

banks overhead. Their sides were seamed with num

berless paths, running on narrow ledges, one above the

other, from the river's edge to the crest of the hill.

Men were moving along those paths : they swarmed

like ants across the hillside, but I could not see whence

they were coming nor whither they were going. All

were pushing ana jostling and scratching and howling

and fighting. Every one's object seemed to be to raise

himself to the path above his own and to prevent all

others from doing the same.

Down at the water's edge, they moved in a solid

mass, arms pinned down, shoulder to shoulder and

chest to back. At times a man got an arm out of the

press and began to claw the up-turned, tear-stained

faces of his neighbors in wild endeavors to lift his

whole body. But soon his madness subsided, the

writhing arm sank back, and the man vanished out of

sight. The mass once more moved stolidly, solidly

onward. Once in a great while its surface of heads

would begin to boil like the waters of the river near

by, and a man would be spouted into the air, landing

on one of the paths above. Then each face would be

turned toward him for a breathless moment, at the end

of which the mass glided slowly onward as before.

The crush on the paths higher up on the hillside was

not so great, but the fighting of man against man was

incessant and bitter. I could see them clambering up

the steep sides of the ledges, with bleeding nails, dis

torted features and locked teeth. Waving arms and
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clutching fingers pursued them from below; ironshod

heels trampled them from above. Ninety-nine out of

the hundred ended their struggles with a fall, and in

their rapid descent they swept others with them. But

rising or falling, they all pushed onward, onward—

from nowhere to nowhere, as it seemed to me. I

watched them for hours, for days, for years—always

the same wandering, the same scrambling, the same

tumbling, without apparent purpose or result. Then

my blood rose hotly to my heart and head. A scarlet

mist floated before my eyes and my soul swelled within

me almost unto bursting.

"Why J" I cried, and the word rolled back and forth

between the hillsides until its last echo was swallowed

by the murmur that hovered over the wrathful river.

The stragglers on the hillside paths, each and all,

turned toward me. On every face I read astonish

ment.

"Why?" I yelled at them again, and the sound of my

voice lingered above the waters like a distant thunder.

Gradually the expression on all those staring faces

changed from wonder to scorn. A man on one of the

paths near the crest of the hill laughed aloud. Two

more joined him. It became contagious and spread

like wildfire. All those millions were laughing into

my face, laughing like demons rather than men.

. My frown onlv increased the mirth of that grinning

multitude. I shook my clenched, up-stretched fists

against them. And when at last their ghastly merri

ment ceased, I raised my voice once more in defiance.

"Why?"

As when on a bleak winter day the black snow

clouds suddenly begin to darken the sky, so hatred and

rage spread over their faces. Crooked, bony fingers

were pointed at me. Men leaned recklessly from their

narrow ledges to shout abuse at me. Stones and mud

were Bung at me. A hundred arms seized me and

tossed my body in a wide curve from the hillside out

over the river. For one long minute I struggled to

keep myself above the yawning waters. Then I sank.

All grew dark about me. A strange fullness in my
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chest seemed to rise up toward my head. There was a

last moment of consciousness in which I heard a single

word uttered by a ringing, bell-like voice that came

from within myself. That last word was :

"Why?"

 

The British Elections and the Labor Parties

By H. KELLY

are a left-center country; we live by com

promise."

____ The above statement was made by an aged

member of Parliament to Kropotkin some years ago,

and the present elections testify strongly to the truth

of that remark. For a country which produced the

father of political economy, Adam Smith—for Scot

land is included in our generalization—Robert Owen,

the father of libertarian Socialism, which in the forties

stood almost at the head of the Socialist movement in

Europe, which has been the scene of so many Socialist

and workingmen's congresses and has furnished a

refuge for so many distinguished exiles, it is passing

strange, to say the least, that up to the present no one

has been elected to Parliament on a purely Socialist

platform; this notwithstanding that, in the elections

just past, of forty-three labor members elected nineteen

are members of the Independent Labor Party and one

of the Social Democratic Federation. John Burns was

elected to Parliament just after the great Dock Strike

on his trade-union record and has been elected regu

larly ever since, although he has long since ceased to

be a Socialist. Keir Hardie was elected for West Ham

as a Radical, and when he stood for re-election as a

Socialist was defeated. In 1900 he was elected again

as member for Merthyr Tydnll, a radical mining dis

trict in Wales, on a trade union-Socialist platform, and

undoubtedly received a large number of votes on the

ground of having been a miner once himself. R. B.
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Cunningham-Graham, probably the ablest Socialist

who has yet sat in the British Parliament, was elected

as a Radical, announcing himself a Socialist some time

after his election.

The British workman, true to his traditions, has con

sistently demanded compromise before electing any

one, and where that has been refused, the candidates

have gone down to defeat. Hyndman, founder of the

Social Democratic Federation and the ablest Socialist

in public life; Quelch, editor of "Justice," the official

organ of that party, for more than a decade, and Geo.

Lansbury, one of their oldest, ablest and most re

spected members, refused to compromise in the recent

election, and paid the inevitable penalty. Hyndman's

case was really remarkable, he is a man of exceptional

ability, has devoted himself for twenty-five years to

the Socialist and labor movement, was endorsed by all

the labor bodies of Burnley, and Mr. Phillip Stanhope,

recently created a lord and one of the ablest Liberal

politicians in the country, did him the honor of declin

ing to stand against him. Still he was defeated—while

politicians of an inferior stamp like John Burns, Keir

Hardie, J. R. MacDonald and two score of others were

triumphantly elected on a labor platform. Therein

lies the secret, they were elected on a "Labor Plat

form!" Eight-hour day, trade-union rate of wages,

better factory legislation, secular education, annual

sessions of Parliament, paid members, one man, one

vote, etc. All excellent things in themselves, but not

Socialism and in no way disputing the right of one

man to exploit another and leaving untouched the basic

principle of Socialism, real Socialism, the right of labor

to the fruits of its toil.

Under conditions such as those described, is it to be

wondered at that many Anarchists are frankly cynical

as to the benefits labor will derive from the labor par

ties? There will be at least two, that have suddenly

forced the gilded doors of the "Mother of Parliaments"

and about which the guilty middle class grew nervous.

We know that men like T. Burt, H. Broadhurst, W.

Abraham, F. Madison and a score of others are but
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nominal labor men not having worked at their various

trades for years and are middle class by training and

income, that others like Keir Hardie, J. R. MacDonald,

John Ward and many more are at best labor politicians

so steeped in political bargaining and compromising

that the net results to labor from them will be very;

small indeed. It is not necessary nor would it be just

to question the honesty or well-meaning of many of

the forty-three labor members, to prove that a distinct

disappointment awaits those who elected them. Past

history foretells the future clearly enough. We have

seen John Burns, hero of the Dock Strike, who entered

Parliament as a Revolutionary Socialist, becoming in a

few short years as docile as a lamb to those above him

in power and as autocratic as a Russian provincial

governor to those who needed his assistance, finally

enter a Liberal Cabinet with the ''hero of Feather-

stone," H. H. Asquith, by whose orders striking miners

were shot down in real American fashion, Sir Edward

Grey, and other Jingo Imperialists—and the end is not

yet. There are our other friends (?). H. Broadhurst,

special favorite of the King; W. Abraham, ex-coal

miner, who so endeared himself to the coal operators

of Wales in his capacity as official of the Miners' Union

and Scale Committee that when his daughter was mar

ried several years ago she received a cheque for £100

from one of the aforesaid operators, and others whom

space forbids mentioning. Such is the material of

which the labor parties now in the House of Commons

is formed, and it requires a violent stretch of imagina

tion to see any real, lasting benefit can accrue from the

forty-three men now sitting there as representatives

of the oppressed masses. An inability to see this, how

ever, by no means implies a lack of inherent good in

the formation of the Labor Representation Committee

and the Miners' Federation, their fraternization with

the Socialists and the forces which impelled that or

ganization and fraternization. It is the agitation which

preceded it, and we hope will continue, and the grow

ing desire on the part of the workers for a larger share

of the product of their toil and a part in the manage-
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ment of industry that we see hope. The form that

movement has taken or the beneficial results from the

efforts of the elected are details. It is scarcely five

years since the Labor Representation Committee

sprang into existence, and it says much for the soli

darity of labor that over a million trade unionists,

thirteen thousand members of the Independent Labor

Party and eight hundred Fabians could be got together

on a political program in so short a time.

For good or ill the British workingman has gone in

for political action and will have a try at that before

he listens to the Anarchists. Slow of thought and used

to compromise, he is a stern taskmaker and will exact

a rigid account of the stewardship entrusted to those

who sought his suffrage. When the disillusionment

comes, as it surely will, real progress may come. The

process of disillusionment does not come with geome

trical precision. To some it comes over night, to

others it is a process of years, and to some it is denied

altogether. For years the Anarchists have been scoffed

at as impossible dreamers for advocating the General

Strike as the only effective means of overthrowing the

present system. The glorious fight of the Russian

people for freedom has changed all this, and we find

even Bebel threatening the German Government with

a general strike if they attempt to withdraw the fran

chise; and Hyndman, who opposed it for years, has

finally admitted its effectiveness. The effect has been

felt in Great Britain in the shape of the unemployed

agitations and demonstrations, and although tem

porarily allayed by the elections, it will blossom forth

again.

If the advent of the Liberal party to power, backed

by the Home Rule and Labor parties, causes an undo

ing of the harm of the Balfour-Chamberlain govern

ment, it will be more than can reasonably be expected.

The trade unions can never be restored to quite the

same legal immunity they had previously. The forty

thousand Chinese imported into South Africa to take

the places of white miners will remain even if no more

are brought in. The Education Act, passed with the
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assistance of the Irish Archbishops and attacking secu

lar education, will be amended and not repealed. The

endowment of the brewers will continue, and my Lords

Bass, Burton and the rest will merely await nature

opportunities to plunder the British public. In short,

little constructive legislation, even of that mild and

tentative character one might expect from a Liberal

party, made up of capitalistic units can be expected

after the ten years of corrupt and extravagant rule of

this band of modern pirates.

They who advocate the complete reconstruction of

society are under no illusions as to the time and trouble

required to overcome the superstitions of the past.

Being imbued, however, with the belief in what Chris

tians call "the eternal righteousness of their cause,"

they meet the future with smiling face ; and far from

being downcast over the turn of events in Great

Britain, see hope in the formation of the Labor

Parties.

r
AND YOU?

BOLTON HAM,

"What would you do," asked the Idealist, "if you

were Czar of Russia?"

"I would first abolish monopoly of land, for that is

fundamental," said the Reformer, "and then resign.

What would you do?"

"I would first resign, and then teach the people to

abolish monopoly of land, the same as now," answered

the Idealist. "But what would you do, Teacher?"

"I would teach the people from the throne that they

were oppressed by their system of monopoly—and by

their Czar."
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NATIONAL ATAVISM

BY INTERNATIONALIST

HE Jewish circles in New York, Boston, Phila

delphia and other cities of America are aroused

over the visit of a spectre called Nationalism,

alias Territorialism. Like all spectres, it is doing a lot

of mischief and causing much confusion in the heads

of the Jewish population.

The spirit of our ancestor, Abraham, has come to

life again. Like Abraham, when Jehovah commanded

him to go in quest of the promised land, the Jewish

Nationalists make themselves and others believe that

they long for the moment, when with wife and child

and all possessions, they will migrate to that spot on

earth, which will represent the Jewish State, where

Jewish traits will have a chance to develop in idyllic

peace.

Natural science calls retrogression of species, which

shows signs of a former state already overcome,

atavism. The same term may be applied to the ad

vanced section of the Jewish population, which has

listened to the call of the Nationalists. They have

retrogressed from a universal view of things to a philo

sophy fenced in by boundary lines; from the glorious

conception that "the world is my country" to the con

ception of exclusiveness. They have abridged their

wide vision and have made it narrow and superficial.

The Zionism of Max Nordau and his followers never

was more than a sentimental sport for the well-to-do

in the ranks of the Jews. The latter-day Nationalists,

however, are bent on reaching those circles of the

Jewish race that have so far followed the banner of

Internationalism and Revolution ; and this at a moment

when revolutionists of all nationalities and races are

most in need of unity and solidarity. Nothing could

be more injurious to the Russian revolution, nothing

prove a lack of confidence in its success, so much as

the present nationalistic agitation.
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The most encouraging and glorious feature of revo

lutions is that they purify the atmosphere from the

thick, poisonous vapors of prejudices and superstition.

From time immemorial revolutions have been the

only hope and refuge of all the oppressed from national

and social yokes. The radical nationalistic elements

seem to have forgotten that all their enthusiasm, their

faith and hope in the power of a great social change,

now falters before the question: Will it give us our

own territory where we can surround ourselves with

walls and watch-towers? Yes, the very people, who

once spoke with a divine fire of the beauty of the soli

darity of all individuals and all peoples, now indulge

in the shallow phrases that the Jew is powerless, that

he is nowhere at home, and that he owns no place on

earth, where he can do justice to his nature, and that

he must first obtain national rights, like all nations,

ere he can go further.

These lamentations contain more fiction than truth,

more sentimentality than logic.

The Poles have their own territory; still this fact

does not hinder Russia from brutalizing Poland or

from flogging and killing her children ; neither dees it

hinder the Prussian government from maltreating her

Polish subjects and forcibly obliterating the Polish

language. And of what avail is native territory to the

small nations of the Balkans, with Russian, Turkish

and Austrian influences keeping them in a helpless

and dependent condition. Various raids and expedi

tions by the powerful neighboring states forced on

them, have proven what little protection their terri

torial independence has given them against brutal

coercion. The independent existence of small peoples

has ever served powerful states as a pretext for

venomous attacks, pillage and attempts at annexation.

Nothing is left them but to bow before the superior

powers, or to be ever prepared for bitter wars that

might, in a measure, temporarily loosen the tyrannical

hold, but never end in a complete overthrow of the

powerful enemy.
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Switzerland is often cited as an example of a united

nation which is able to maintain itself in peace and

neutrality. It might be advisable to consider what

circumstances have made this possible.

It is an indisputable fact that Switzerland acts as

the executive agent of European powers, who consider

her a foreign detective bureau which watches over,

annoys and persecutes refugees and the dissatisfied

elements.

Italian, Russian and German spies look upon Switz

erland as a hunting ground, and the Swiss police are

never so happy, as when they can render constable

service to the governments of surrounding states. It

is nothing unusual for the Swiss police to carry out

the order of Germany or Italy to arrest political

refugees and forcibly take them across the frontier,

where they are given over into the hands of the Ger

man or Italian gendarmes. A very enticing national

independence, is it not?

Is it possible that former revolutionists and enthu

siastic fighters for fieedom, who are now in the nation

alistic field, should long for similar conditions? Those

who refuse to be carried away by nationalistic phrases

and who would rather follow the broad path of Inter

nationalism, are accused of indifference to and lack of

sympathy with the sufferings of the Jewish race.

Rather is it far more likely that those who stand for

the establishment of a Jewish nation show a serious

lack of judgment.

Especially the radicals among the Nationalists seem

to be altogether lost in the thicket of phrases. They

are ashamed of the label "nationalist" because it stands

for so much retrogression, for so many memories of

hatred, of savage wars and wild persecutions, that it

is difficult for one who claims to be advanced and

modern to adorn himself with the name. And who

does not wish to appear advanced and modern ? There

fore the name of Nationalist is rejected, and the name

of territorialist taken instead, as if that were not the

same thing. True, the territorialists will have nothing

to do with an organized Jewish state; they aim for a
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free commune. But, if it is certain that small states

are subordinated to great powers and merely endured

by them, it is still more certain that free communes

'within powerful states, built on coercion and land rob

bery, have even less chance for a free existence. Such

cuckoos' eggs the ruling powers will not have in their

nests. A community, in which exploitation and slavery

do not reign, would have the same effect on these

powers, as a red rag to a bull. It would stand an ever

lasting reproach, a nagging accusation, which would

have to be destroyed as quickly as possible. Or is

the national glory of the Jews to begin after the social

revolution ?

If we are to throw into the dust heap our hope that

humanity will some day reach a height from which

difference of nationality and ancestry will appear but

an insignificant speck on earth, well and good 1 Then

let us be patriots and continue to nurse national char

acteristics ; but we ought, at least, not to clothe our

selves in the mantel of Faust, in our pretentious sweep

through space. We ought at least declare openly that

the life of all peoples is never to be anything else but

an outrageous mixture of stupid patriotism, national

vanities, everlasting antagonism, and a ravenous greed

for wealth and supremacy.

Might it not be advisable to consider how the idea

of a national unity of the Jews can live in the face of

the deep social abysses that exist between the various

ranks within the Jewish race ?

It is not at all a mere accident that the Bund, the

strongest organization of the Jewish proletariat, will

have nothing to do with the nationalistic agitation.

The social and economic motives for concerted action

or separation are of far more vital influence than the

national.

The feeling of solidarity of the working-people is

bound to prove stronger than the nationalistic glue.

As to the remainder of the adherents of the national

istic movement, they are recruited from the ranks of

the middle Jewish class.
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The Jewish banker, for instance, feels much more

drawn to the Christian or Mohammedan banker than

to his Jewish factory worker, or tenement house

dweller. Equally so will the Jewish workingman,

conscious of the revolutionizing effect of the daily

struggle between labor and money power, find his

brother in a fellow worker, and not in a Jewish banker.

True, the Jewish worker suffers twofold: he is ex

ploited, oppressed and robbed as one of suffering

humanity, and despised, hated, trampled upon, because

he is a Jew; but he would look in vain toward the

wealthy Jews for his friends and saviors. The latter

have just as great an interest in the maintainance of a

system that stands for wage slavery, social subordina

tion, and the economic dependence of the great mass

of mankind, as the Christian employer and owner of

wealth.

The Jewish population of the East Side has little in

common with the dweller of a Fifth Avenue mansion.

He has much more in common with the workingmen

of other nationalities of the country—he his sorrows,

struggles, indignation and longings for freedom in

common with them. His hope is the social reconstruc

tion of society and not nationalistic scene shifting.

His conditions can be ameliorated only through a

union with his fellow sufferers, through human broth

erhood, and not by means of separation and barriers.

In his struggles against humiliating demands, inhuman

treatment, economic pressure, he can depend on help

from his non-Jewish comrades, and not on the assist

ance of Jewish manufacturers and speculators. How

then can he be expected to co-operate with them in

the building of a Jewish commonwealth?

Certain it is that the battle which is to bring liberty,

peace and well-being to humanity is of a mental, social,

economic nature and not of a nationalistic one. The

former brightens and widens the horizon, the latter

stupefies the reasoning faculties, cripples and stifles

the emotions, and sows hatred and strife instead of

love and tenderness in the human soul. All that is big

and beautiful in the world has been created by thinkers
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and artists, whose vision was far beyond the Liliputian

sphere of Nationalism. Only that which contains the

life's pulse of mankind expands and liberates. That is

why every attempt to establish a national art, a

patriotic literature, a life's philosophy with the seal

of the government attached thereto is bound to fail

flat and to be insignificant.

It were well and wholesome if ail works dealing

with national glory and victory, with national courage

and patriotic songs could be used for bonfires. In

their place we could have the poems of Shelley and

Whitman, essays of Emerson or Thoreau, the Book of

the Bees, by Maeterlink, the music of Wagner, Bee

thoven and Tschaikovsky, the wonderful art of Elea-

nore Duse.

I can deeply sympathize with the dread of massacres

and persecutions of the Jewish people; and I consider

it just and fair that they should strain every effort to

put a stop to such atrocities as have been witnessed

by the civilized world within a few years. But it

must be borne in mind that it is the Russian govern

ment, the Russian reactionary party, including the

Russian Church, and not the Russian people, that are

responsible for the slaughter of the Jews.

Jewish Socialists and Anarchists, however, who

have joined the ranks of the Nationalists and who have

forgotten to emphasize the fundamental distinction

between the people of Russia and the reactionary

forces of that country, who have fought and are still

fighting so bravely for their freedom and for the libera

tion of all who are oppressed, deserve severe censure.

They have thrown the responsibility of the massacres

upon the Russian people and have even blamed the

Revolutionists for them, whereas it is an undisputed

fact that the agitation against the Jews has been inaug

urated and paid for by the ruling clique, in the hope

that the hatred and discontent of the Russian people

would turn from them, the real criminals, to the Jews.

It Is said, "we have no rights in Russia, we are being

robbed, hounded, killed, let the Russian people take

care of themselves, we will turn our backs on them."
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Would it not show deeper insight into the condition

of affairs if my Jewish brethren were to say, "Our peo

ple are being abused, insulted, ill-treated and killed by

the hirelings of Russian despotism. Let us strengthen

our union with the Intellectuals, the peasants, the

rebellious elements of the people for the overthrow of

the abominable tyranny; and when we have accom

plished that let us co-operate in the great work of

building a social structure upon which neither the

nation nor the race but Humanity can live and grow

in beauty."

Prejudices are never overcome by one who shows

himself equally narrow and bigoted. To confront one

brutal outbreak of national sentiment with the demand

for another form of national sentiment means only to

lay the foundation for a new persecution that is bound

to come sooner or later. Were the retrogressive ideas

of the Jewish Nationalists ever to materialize, the

world would witness, after a few years, that one Jew is

being persecuted by another.

In one respect the Jews are really a "chosen people."

Not chosen by the grace of God, nor by their national

peculiarities, which with every people, as well as with

the Jews, merely prove national narrowness. They

are "chosen" by a necessity, which has relieved them

of many prejudices, a necessity which has prevented

the development of many of those stupidities which

have caused other nations great efforts to overcome.

Repeated persecution has put the stamp of sorrow on

the Jews ; they have grown big in their endurance, in

their comprehension of human suffering, and in their

sympathy with the struggles and longings of the

human soul.

Driven from country to country, they avenged^hem-

selves by producing great thinkers, able theoreticians,

heroic leaders of progress. All governments lament

the fact that the Jewish people have contributed the

bravest fighters to the armies for every liberating war

of mankind. . ,
Owing to the lack of a country of their own, they
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developed, crystallized and idealized their cosmo

politan reasoning faculty. True, they have not their

own empire, but many of them are working for the

great moment when the earth will become the home

for all, without distinction of ancestry or race. That

is certainly a greater, nobler and sounder ideal to

strive for than a petty nationality.

It is this ideal that is daily attracting larger num

bers of Jews, as well as Gentiles ; and all attempts to

hinder the realization thereof, like the present nation

alistic movement, will be swept away by the storm

that precedes the birth of the new era—mankind

clasped in universal brotherhood.

Mine Owners' Revenge

Bv M. B.

Charles H. Mover, President of the Western Federa

tion of Miners, William D. Haywood, Secretary of that

organization, and G. A. Pettibone, former member of

the same, were arrested in Denver, February I7th.

They are accused of having participated in the mur

der of the ex-Governor of Idaho, Mr. Steunenberg.

Various other arrests have taken place in Cripple

Creek and Haines, Oregon.

The events during and after the arrest leave no

doubt that the authorities of Colorado and Idaho are

in the most beautiful accord in their attempt to kill

the Miners' Union. This accord and harmony is so

apparent that thoughtful citizens cannot fail to see that

the governments of Colorado and Idaho are aiding in

the conspiracy of the mine owners against the miners.

Requisition papers and a special train seem to have

been prepared in advance, for immediately after the

arrest they were expelled and taken to Boise City,

Idaho, and within a few moments the whole matter

was settled by the authorities of Colorado, not even

pretending to show the slightest fairness. Nor did

they display the least desire to investigate the grounds
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upon which requisition papers were granted. This

process usually takes several days. In the case of

Moyer, Haywood and Pettibone a few moments

sufficed to close the whole proceedings.

Since the papers were issued before the arrest, it is

not at all unlikely that the death sentence has already

been decided upon. Optimists in the labor movement

maintain that a repetition of the legal murder of 1887,

that has caused shame and horror even in the ranks of

the upper ten thousand, is impossible—that the author

ities would shrink from such an outrage, such an awful

crime. That which has happened in Colorado and

Idaho warrants no such hope.

The evidence against the leaders of the Western

Federation of Miners consists largely of one individual,

who is supposed to have known and witnessed every

thing. The gentleman seems to fairly long for the

moment when he can take the witness stand and fur

nish the material that the District Attorney needs to

prove the guilt of the accused. An expert perjurer, it

seems.

The Governor of Idaho, Mr. Gooding, has already

given him a good character. The man acknowledged

his firm belief in the existence of a Supreme Being,

which touched the governor's heart deeply. Does he

not know that it has ever been the mission of the

Supreme Being to serve as Impresario to Falsehood

and Wretchedness?

The accusation against the three prisoners is the

best affidavit of the miner magnates of the courageous

stand of the Western Federation of Miners during the

reign of terror of the money powers. For years every

thing was done to disrupt them, but without results.

The latest outrage is a renewed and desperate attack

on that labor organization. Are the working people of

America going to look on coolly at a repetition of the

Black Friday in Chicago? Perhaps there will also be

a labor leader, a la Powderly, who will be willing to

carry faggots to the stake? Or are they going to

awaken from their lethargy, ere America becomes thor

oughly Russified?
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INTERNATIONAL REVIEW

A painting from the "good old times" represents

two peasants wrangling about a cow. One holds on

to the horns of the animal, the other tightly clutches

its tail, a third figure is in a crouched position under

neath. It is the lawyer milking the cow, while the

other two are quarreling. Here we have the beauty

of the respresentative system. While groups are bar

gaining about their rights, their official advisers and

lawmakers are skimming the cream off the milk. Not

justice, but social injustice is the incentive of these

worthy gentlemen.

Human justice, and legal representation thereof, are

two different things. One who seeks for a representa

tion places his rights in the hands of another. He does

not struggle for them himself, he must wait for a deci

sion thereupon from such quarters as are never in

spired by love for justice, but by personal gain and

profit.

The working people are beginning to recognize this.

It is also beginning to dawn upon them that they will

have to be their own liberators. They have the power

to refuse their material support to a society that de

grades them into a state of slavery. This power was

already recognized in 1789, when, at the French Na

tional Convention, Mirabeat thundered: "Look out!

Do not enrage the common people, who produce every

thing, who only need to fold their arms to terrify you 1"

The General Strike is still at the beginning of its

activity. It has gone through the fire in Russia. In

Spain and Italy it has helped to demolish the belief in

the sovereignity of Property and the State.

Altogether the General Strike idea, though relatively

young, has made a deeper impression on friend and

foe than several million votes of the working people

could have achieved. Indeed, it is no joke for the

pillars of society. What, if the workers, conscious of

their economic power, cease to store up great wealth

in the warehouses of the privileged? It was not diffi

cult to get along with the would-be labor leaders in
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the legislative bodies, these worthy ones, experienced

through the practice of manufacturing laws to main

tain law and disorder, rapidly develop into good sup

porters of the existing conditions.

Now, however, the workingmen have entered upon

the battlefield themselves, refusing their labor, which

has always been the foundation of the golden existence

of the haute voice. They demand the possibility to

so organize production and distribution as to make it

impossible for the minority to accumulate outrageous

wealth, and to guarantee to each economic well-being.

The expropriateurs are in danger of expropriation.

Capitalism has expropriated the human race, the Gen

eral Strike aims to expropriate capitalism.

A new and invigorating breath of life is also felt in

^this country, through the formation of the "Industrial

Workers of the World." It awakens the hope of a

transformation of the present trade-union methods. In

their present form they serve the money powers more

than the working class.

Robert Koch, the world-renowned scientist, who

was awarded the Nobel prize in recognition of his

work in the direction of exterminating tuberculosis,

delivered a lecture at Stockholm at the time of receiv

ing the mark of distinction. In the course of his speech

he said: "We may not conceal the fact, that the

struggle against tuberculosis requires considerable

sums of money. It is really only a question of money.

The greater the number of free places for consump

tives in well-equipped and well-conducted hospitals,

the better the families of these are supported, so that

the sick are not prevented from going to these hos

pitals on account of the care of their relations; and

the oftener such places are established, the more

rapidly tuberculosis will cease to be a common

disease."

Where are the governments which are supposed to

serve as benefactors of suffering mankind ? They have

milliards at their disposal, but use most of it for the
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maintenance of armies, bureaucracies, police forces.

With these vast sums, which they extort from the

people, they increase instead of diminish suffering.

On the ayth of January it was 150 years since Wolf

gang Amadeus Mozart was born. A grandmaster of

music, a magician who leads the soul from the depths

of life to its sunary heights. Mozart transposed life

into music, Wagner and his pupils transposed prob

lems of life. Wagner questions and receives no

answer. Mozart affirms life. His "Don Juan"

liberates, "Tannhauser" leads into the labyrinth of

bothersome renunciation.

The study of Mozart's biography may be recom

mended to those who believe that the artistic indivi

duality has freer scope to-day than it would have with

communism. Mozart was always forced to look about

for patrons of his art, for he lacked the means to put

his works before the public.

A biographer says of him : "Mozart's life makes us

feel the tragedy of an artist's life most painfully. In

his youth he was fondled and idealized as a wonder

child, but his circumstances deteriorated as he matured

in his art and the more accomplished the works of his

fantasy grew. When he died he left a wife and chil

dren behind in great poverty. There was not enough

money on hand to bury him. The corpse was placed

in the potters' field. When his wife, who had been

sick at the time of the burial, wanted to look up the

grave, it could not be exactly designated." The genius

of the artist, however, permeates the world on waves

of light

The Czar knows his mission. He addressed a depu

tation of peasants from the Province of Kursk thus :

"My brothers, I am most glad to see you. You must

know very well that every right of property is sacred

to the State. The owner has the same right to his land

as you peasants have to yours. Communicate this to
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your fellows in the villages. In my solicitude for the

country I do not forget the peasants, whose needs are

dear to me, and I will look after them continually as

did my late father. The National Assembly will soon

assemble and in co-operation with me discuss the best

measures for your relief. Have confidence in me, I

will assist you. But I repeat, remember always that

right of property is holy and inviolable."

The commentaries to this fatherly address are fur

nished by the czaristic Cossacks who hasten to the

peasants' aid with the knout, sword and incendiarism.

LITERARY NOTES

"Letters of Henrik Ibsen," published by Fox Duffield

& Co., New York. Price, $2.50.

These letters do not belong among those of great

men which prove to be disappointments. In reading

them one is not inclined to ask as of Schopenhauer's

letters, why a philosophic genius of such depth should

be laden with thousands of philistine trivialities.

Ibsen reaches far beyond his surroundings in his

letters. What he writes is a continual protest against

shallowness and mediocrity. The misery of petty state

affairs, of patriotism with a board on the forehead

bothered him greatly. This is shown on every page.

Whatever he expresses, he always aims at expanding

the horizon ; as he himself once remarked : the revo

lutionizing of brains. His sentiments are European,

and he must often hear that even the wish for com

bining the Scandinavian countries borders on treason.

Thus he becomes a "solitary soul." He has even noth

ing in common with the radicals; he not only hates

the state, the enemy of individuality, but he is averse

to all attempts which aim at the drilling of the masses.

He loves Bjornson as a poet, but he wants to have

nothing to do with him as a politician. In a letter to

Brandes he writes:
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"Bjornson says : The majority is always right.' And

as a practical po'itician he is bound, I suppose, to say

so. I, on the contrary, must of necessity say: The

minority is always right.' Naturally, I am not think

ing of that minority of stagnationists who are left

behind by the great middle party, but I mean that

minority which leads the van, and urges on to points

which the majority has not yet reached. I mean that

man is right who has allied himself most closely with

the future."

"Under the Wheel" is the title of a German story by

Hermann Hesse, in which he severely criticizes the

incompetency of the present school system to fully

develop the youth. The characterization of the teach

ers' profession as Hesse puts it, does not only serve

for Germany, but for all modern states in which gov

ernments strive to train the young for the purpose of

making patient subjects and hurrah-screaming patriots

of them. The author says with fine irony of the

teacher : "It is his duty and vocation, entrusted to him

by the state, to hinder and exterminate the rough

forces and passions of nature in the young people and

to put in place of them quiet moderation and ideals

recognized by the state. Many a one who at present

is a contented citizen or an ambitious official, would

have become without these endeavors of the school an

unmanageable innovator or a hopeless dreamer. There

was something in him, something wild, lawless, which

first had to be broken, a flame which had to be ex

tinguished. The school must break and forcibly

restrict the natural being ; it is its duty to make a useful

member of society out of him, according to principles

approved by the state's authority. The wonderful

work is crowned with the careful training in the

barracks."

We regret that several of the contributions, while

having merits, were not of the form to be used for a

magazine.
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Benj. R. Tucker

Publisher and Bookseller

has opened a BooK Store at
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"TO THE GENERATION KNOCKING AT THE

DOOR."

By JOHN DAVIDSON.

Break—break it open; let the knocker 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 hardiest thought, your proudest dream;

Await no summons; laugh at all rebuff;

High hearts and you are destiny enough.

The mystery and the power enshrined in you

Are old as time and as the moment new;

And none but you 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.
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OBSERVATIONS AND COMMENTS.

Whoever severs himself from Mother Earth and her

flowing sources of life goes into exile. A vast part of

civilization has ceased to feel the deep relation with

our mother. How they hasten and fall over one another,

the many thousands of the great cities ; how they swallow

their food, everlastingly counting the minutes with cold

hard faces; how they dwell packed together, close to

one another, above and beneath, in dark gloomy stuffed

holes, with dull hearts and insensitive heads, from the

lack of space and air ! Economic necessity causes such

hateful pressure. Economic necessity? Why not econ

omic stupidity? This seems a more appropriate name

for it. Were it not for lack of understanding and

knowledge, the necessity of escaping from the agony of

an endless search for profit would make itself felt more

keenly.

Must the Earth forever be arranged like an ocean

steamer, with large, luxurious rooms and luxurious food

for a select few, and underneath in the steerage, where

the great mass can barely breathe from dirt and the

poisonous air? Neither unconquerable external nor in

ternal necessity forces the human race to such life ; that

which keeps it in such condition are ignorance and in

difference.

Since Turgenieff wrote his "Fathers and Sons" and

the "New Generation," the appearance of the Revolution

ary army in Russia has changed features. At that time

only the intellectuals and college youths, a small coterie

of idealists, who knew no distinction between class and

caste, took part in the tremendous work of reconstruction.

The revolutionist of those days had delicate white Lands,

lots of learning, sestheticism and a good portion of nerv

ousness. He attempted to go among the people, but the

people understood him not, for he did not speak the

people's tongue. It was a great effort for most of those

brave ones to overcome their disgust at the dirt and

dense ignorance they met among the peasants, who abso

lutely lacked comprehension of new ideas; therefore,

there could be no understanding between the intellectuals,
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\vho wanted to help, and the sufferers, who needed help.

These two elements were brought in closer touch through

industrialism. The Russian peasant, robbed of the

means to remain on his soil, was driven into the large

industrial centres, and there he learned to know those

brave and heroic men and women who gave up their

comfort and career in their efforts for the liberation of

their people.

These ideas that have undergone such great changes

in Russia within the last decade should serve as good

material for study for those who claim the Russian Revo

lution is dead.

Nicholas Tchaykovsky, one of Russia's foremost work

ers in the revolutionary movement, and one who, through

beauty of character, simplicity of soul and great strategi

cal ability, has been the idol of the Russian revolutionary

youth for many years, is here as the delegate of the

Russian Revolutionary Socialist partv, to raise funds for

a new uprising. He was right when he said, at the

meeting in Grand Central Palace, "The Russian Revolu

tion will live until the decayed and cowardly regime of

tyranny in Russia is rooted out of existence."

The French have a new President. Loubet was suc

ceeded by Fallieres. The father of the new one was a

great gormandizer of Pantagruelian dimensions. He

died of overloading his stomach. The son made his

career like a cautious upstart. He is well enough ac

quainted with himself to know that he is not a Machia-

velli. Therefore, he does not boast of his sagacity, but

rather of his integrity. A politician is irresistible to a

crowd when he cries out to them : "My opponents ex

press the suspicion that I am a numskull. I do not care

to argue the point with them, but this I will say by the

way of explanation, fellow citizens, that I am a thor

oughly honest man to the very roots of my hair." By

this method one can attain the presidency of a republic.

As Setretary of the Interior, Fallieres caused the

arrest of the Socialist poet, Clovis Hugues. At another
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time he declared : "As long as I am in office, I will not

tolerate the red flag on the open street."

The French bourgeois have found in Fallieres their

fitting man of straw for seven years.

% &

The only genuine Democrat of these times is Death.

He does not admit of any class distinctions. He mows

down a proletarian and a Marshall Field with the same

scythe. How imperfectly the world is arranged. It

should be possible to shift the bearing of children and

the dying from the rich to the poor—for good pay, of

course. ^ ^

Whosoever believes that the law is infallible and can

bring about order in the chaotic social conditions, knows

the curative effect of law to the minutest detail. The ques

tion how things might be improved is met with this

reply : "All criminals should be caught in a net like fish

and put away for safe keeping, so that society remains in

the care of the righteous." Hallelujah !

People with a capacity to judge for themselves think

differently. Mr. Charlton T. Lewis, President of the

National Prison Association, maintains :

"Our county jails everywhere are the schools and col

leges of crime. In the light of social science it were

better for the world if every one of them were destroyed

than that this work should be continued. Experience

shows that the system of imprisonment of minor offenders

for short terms is but a gigantic measure for the manu

facture of criminals. Freedom, not confinement, is the

natural state of man, and the only condition under which

influences for reformation can have their full efficiency.

. . . Prison life is unnatural at best. Man is a social

creature. Confinement tends to lower his consciousness

of dignity and responsibility, to weaken the motives which

govern his relations to his race, to impair the foundations

of character and unfit him for independent life. To con

sign a man to prison is commonly to enrol him in the

criminal class. . . . With all the solemnitv and em

phasis of which I am capable, I utter the profound con

viction, after twenty years of constant study of our

prison population, that more than nine-tenths of them

ought never to have been confined."
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Government and authority are responsible for the con

ditions in the western mining districts.

Is not the existence of government considered as a

necessity on the grounds that it is here to maintain peace,

law and order? This is an oft-repeated song.

Let us see how the government of Colorado has lived

up to its calling within the last few years. It has per

mitted that the labor protective laws that have passed

the legislature should be broken and trampled upon by

the mine owners.

The money powers care little for the eight-hour law,

and when the mine workers insisted upon keeping that

law, the authorities of Colorado immediately went to the

rescue of the exploiters. Not only were police and sol

diers let loose upon the Western Federation of Miners ;

but the government of Colorado permitted the mine own

ers to recruit an army to fight the labor organizations.

Hirelings were formed into a so-called citizens' commit

tee, that inaugurated a reign of terror. These legal law

breakers invaded peaceful homes during the day and

night, and those that were in the least suspected of be

longing to or sympathizing with the Western Federation

of Miners were torn out of bed, arrested and dragged

off to the bull pen, or transported into the desert, withorn

food or shelter, many miles from other living beings.

Some of these victims were crippled for life and died as

a result thereof.

When it became known that the W. F. M. continued

to stand erect, regardless of brutal attacks, it was decided

to strike the last violent blow against it.

Orchard, the man of honor, confessed, and the law

breakers appealed to the law against Haywood, Moyer

and Pettibone.

This time the government did not hesitate. The eight-

hour and protective labor law was too insignificant to

enforce, but to bring the officers of the W. F. M. to

account, that, of course, is the duty and the function of

the State.

There is not the slightest hope that the authorities who,

for a number of years, have permitted the violation of the
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law, will be put on trial, but the crime they have perpe

trated is a weighty argument in favor of those who

maintain that the State is not an independent institution,

but a tool of the possessing class.

Many radicals entertain the queer notion that they can

not arrange their own lives, according to their own ideas,

but that they have to adapt themselves to the conditions

they hate, and which they fight in theory with fire and

sword.

Anything rather than arouse too much public con

demnation ! The lives they lead are dependent upon the

opinion of the Philistines. They are revolutionists in

theory, reactionists in practice.

& it'

The words of Louis XIV, "I am the State," have been

taken up as a motto by the American policeman. One of

the New York papers contains the following account :

"In discharging some seventy prisoners in the Jeffer

son Market Police Court yesterday morning, the Magis

trate said to the police in charge of the cases : 'I am

amazed that you men should bring these prisoners before

me without a shred of evidence on which they can be

held.' "

Such is the blessing of this republic. We are not con

fronted by one czar of the size of an elephant, but by

a hundred thousand czars, as small as mosquitoes, but

equally disagreeable and annoying.

Friends of MOTHER EARTH in various Western cities

have proposed a lecture tour in behalf of the magazine.

So far I have heard from Cleveland, Detroit, St. Louis

and Chicago. Those of other cities who wish to have me

lecture there, will please communicate with me as to dates

at once. The tour is to begin May I2th and last for a

month or six weeks. EMMA GoLDMAN,

Box 217, Madison Square Station.



MOTHER EARTH 7

THE CHILD AND ITS ENEMIES.

By EMMA GOLDMAN.

Is the child to be considered as an individuality, or

as an object to be moulded according to the whims and

fancies of those about it? This seems to me to be the

most important question to be answered by parents and

educators. And whether the child is to grow from

within, whether all that craves expression will be per

mitted to come forth toward the light of day ; or whether

it is to be kneaded like dough through external forces,

depends upon the proper answer to this vital question.

The longing of the best and noblest of our times makes

for the strongest individualities. Every sensitive being

abhors the idea of being treated as a mere machine or

as a mere parrot of conventionality and respectability,

the human being craves recognition of his kind.

It must be borne in mind that it is through the channel

of the child that the development of the mature man

must go, and that the present ideas of the educating or

training of the latter in the school and the family—even

the family of the liberal or radical—-are such as to stifle

the natural growth of the child.

Every institution of our day, the family, the State, our

moral codes, sees in every strong, beautiful, uncomprom

ising personality a deadly enemy ; therefore every effort

is being made to cramp human emotion and originality

of thought in the individual into a straight-jacket from

its earliest infancy ; or to shape every human being

according to one pattern; not into a well-rounded indi

viduality, but into a patient work slave, professional

automatin, tax-paying citizen, or righteous moralist. If

one, nevertheless, meets with real spontaneity (which,

by the way, is a rare treat,) it is not due to our method

of rearing or educating the child : the personality often

asserts itself, regardless of official and family barriers.

Such a discovery should be celebrated as an unusual

event, since the obstacles placed in the way of growth

and development of character are so numerous that it

must be considered a miracle if it retains its strength

and beauty and survives the various attempts at crip

pling that which is most essential to it.
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Indeed, he who has freed himself from the fetters of

the thoughtlessness and stupidity of the commonplace ;

he who can stand without moral crutches, without the

approval of public opinion—private laziness, Friedrich

Nietzsche called it—may well intone a high and volu

minous song of independence and freedom ; he has gained

the right to it through fierce and fiery battles. These

battles already begin at the most delicate age.

The child shows its individual tendencies in its plays,

in its questions, in its association with people and things.

But it has to struggle with everlasting external inter

ference in its world of thought and emotion. It must

not express itself in harmony with its nature, with its

growing personality. It must become a thing, an object.

Its questions are met with narrow, conventional, ridicu

lous replies, mostly based on falsehoods ; and, when, with

large, wondering, innocent eyes, it wishes to behold the

wonders of the world, those about it quickly lock the

windows and doors, and keep the delicate human plant in

a hothouse atmosphere, where it can neither breathe nor

grow freely.

Zola, in his novel "Fecundity," maintains that large

sections of people have declared death to the child, have

conspired against the birth of the child,—a very horrible

picture indeed, yet the conspiracy entered into by civil

ization against the growth and making of character

seems to me far more terrible and disastrous, because of

the slow and gradual destruction of its latent qualities

and traits and the stupefying and crippling effect thereof

upon its social well-being.

Since every effort in our educational life seems to be

directed toward making of the child a being foreign to

itself, it must of necessity produce individuals foreign to

one another, and in everlasting antagonism with each

other.

The ideal of the average pedagogist is not a complete,

well-rounded, original being; rather does he seek that

the result of his art of pedagogy shall be automatons of

flesh and blood, to best fit into the treadmill of society

and the emptiness and dulness of our lives. Every home,

school, college and university stands for dry, cold util

itarianism, overflooding the brain of the pupil with a

tremendous amount of ideas, handed down from genera



MOTHER EARTH 9

tions past. "Facts and data," as they are called, consti

tute a lot of information, well enough perhaps to main

tain every form of authority and to create much awe for

the importance of possession, but only a great handicap

to a true understanding of the human soul and its place

in the world.

Truths dead and forgotten long ago, conceptions of

the world and its people, covered with mould, even during

the times of our grandmothers, are being hammered into

the heads of our young generation. Eternal change,

thousandfold variations, continual innovation are the

essence of life. Professional pedagogy knows nothing

of it, the systems of education are being arranged into

files, classified and numbered. They lack the strong fer

tile seed which, falling on rich soil, enables them to grow

to great heights, they are worn and incapable of awaken

ing spontaneity of character. Instructors and teachers,

with dead souls, operate with dead values. Quantity is

forced to take the place of quality. The consequences

thereof are inevitable.

In whatever direction one turns, eagerly searching- for

human beings who do not measure ideas and emotions

with the yardstick of expediency, one is confronted with

the products, the herdlike drilling instead of the result

of spontaneous and innate characteristics working them

selves out in freedom.

"No traces now I see

Whatever of a spirit's agency.

'Tis drilling, nothing more."

These words of Faust fit our methods of pedagogy per

fectly. Take, for instance, the way history is being

taught in our schools. See how the events of the world

become like a cheap puppet show, where a few wire

pullers are supposed to have directed the course of de

velopment of the entire human race.

And the history of our ozvn nation ! Was it not chosen

by Providence to become the leading nation on earth ?

And does it not tower mountain high over other nations ?

Is it not the gem of the ocean? Is it not incomparably

virtuous, ideal and brave? The result of such ridiculous

teaching is a dull, shallow patriotism, blind to its own
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limitations, with bull-like stubbornness, utterly incapable

of judging of the capacities of other nations. This is

the way the spirit of youth is emasculated, deadened

through an over-estimation of one's own value. No

wonder public opinion can be so easily manufactured.

"Predigested food" should be inscribed over every hall

of learning as a warning to all who do not wish to lose

their own personalities and their original sense of judg

ment, who, instead, would be content with a large amount

of empty and shallow shells. This may suffice as a

recognition of the manifold hindrances placed in the way

of an independent mental development of the child.

Equally numerous, and not less important, are the

difficulties that confront the emotional life of the young.

Must not one suppose that parents should be united to

children by the most tender and delicate chords? One

should suppose it; yet, sad as it may be, it is, neverthe

less, true, that parents are the first to destroy the inner

riches of their children.

The Scriptures tell us that God created Man in His

own image, which has by no means proven a success.

Parents follow the bad example of their heavenly mas

ter; they use every effort to shape and mould the child

according to their image. They tenaciously cling to the

idea that the child is merely part of themselves—an idea

as false as it is injurious, and which only increases the

misunderstanding of the soul of the child, of the neces

sary consequences of enslavement and subordination

thereof.

As soon as the first rays of consciousness illuminate

the mind and heart of the child, it instinctively begins to

compare its own personality with the personality of those

about it. How many hard and cold stone cliffs meet its

large wondering gaze? Soon enough it is confronted

with the painful reality that it is here only to serve as in

animate matter for parents and guardians, whose author

ity alone gives it shape and form.

The terrible struggle of the thinking man and woman

against political, social and moral conventions owes its

origin to the family, where the child is ever compelled

to battle against the internal and external use of force.

The categorical imperatives: You shall! you must! this
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is right ! that is wrong ! this is true ! that is false ! shower

like a violent rain upon the unsophisticated head of the

young being and impress upon its sensibilities that it has

to bow before the long established and hard notions of

thoughts and emotions. Yet the latent qualities and in

stincts seek to assert their own peculiar methods of seek

ing the foundation of things, of distinguishing between

what is commonly called wrong, true or false. It is

bent upon going its own way, since it is composed of the

same nerves, muscles and blood, even as those who

assume to direct its destiny. I fail to understand how

parents hope that their children will ever grow up into

independent, self-reliant spirits, when they strain every

effort to abridge and curtail the various activities of their

children, the plus in quality and character, which differ

entiates their offspring from themselves, and by the

virtue of which they are ^eminently equipped carriers of

new, invigorating ideas. A young delicate tree, that is

being clipped and cut by the gardener in order to give

it an artificial form, will never reach the majestic height

and the beauty as when allowed to grow in nature and

freedom.

When the child reaches adolescence, it meets, added to

the home and school restrictions, with a vast amount of

hard traditions of social morality. The cravings of love

and sex are met with absolute ignorance by the majority

of parents, who consider it as something indecent and

improper, something disgraceful, almost criminal, to be

suppressed and fought like some terrible disease. The

love and tender feelings in the young plant are turned

into vulgarity and coarseness through the stupidity of

those surrounding it, so that everything fine and beautiful

is either crushed altogether or hidden in the innermost

depths, as a great sin, that dares not face the light.

What is more astonishing is the fact that parents will

strip themselves of everything, will sacrifice everything

for the physical well-being of their child, will wake

nights and stand in fear and agony before some physical

ailment of their beloved one ; but will remain cold and

indifferent, without the slightest understanding before

the soul cravings and the yearnings of their child,

neither hearing nor wishing to hear the loud knocking

of the young spirit that demands recognition. On the
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contrary, they will stifle the beautiful voice of spring,

of a new life of beauty and splendor of love ; they will

put the long lean finger of authority upon the tender

throat and not allow vent to the silvery song of the in

dividual growth, of the beauty of character, of the

strength of love and human relation, which alone make

life worth living.

And yet these parents imagine that they mean best for

the child, and for aught I know, some really do; but

their best means absolute death and decay to the bud in

the making. After all, they are but imitating their own

masters in State, commercial, social and moral affairs, by

forcibly suppressing every independent attempt to ana

lyze the ills of society and every sincere effort toward

the abolition of these ills ; never able to grasp the eternal

truth that every method they employ serves as the great

est impetus to bring forth a greater longing for freedom

and a deeper zeal to fight for it.

That compulsion is bound to awaken resistance, every

parent and teacher ought to know. Great surprise is

being expressed over the fact that the majority of

children of radical parents are either altogether opposed

to the ideas of the latter, many of them moving along the

old antiquated paths, or that thev are indifferent to the

new thoughts and teachings of social regeneration. And

yet there is nothing unusual in that. Radical parents,

though emancipated from the belief of ownership in the

human soul, still cling tenaciously to the notion that they

own the child, and that they have the right to exercise

their authority over it. So they set out to mould and

form the child according to their own conception of what

is right and wrong, forcing their ideas upon it with the

same vehemence that the average Catholic oarent uses.

And, with the latter, they hold oivt the necessity before

the young "to do as I tell you and not as I do." But

the impressionable mind of the child realizes early enough

that the lives of their parents are in contradiction to

the ideas they represent ; that, like the good Christian

who fervently prays on Sunday, yet continues to break

the Lord's commands the rest of the week, the radical

parent arraigns God, priesthood, church, government,

domestic authority, yet continues to adjust himself to the

condition he abhors. Just so, the Freethought parent
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can proudly boast that his son of four will recognize the

picture of Thomas Paine or Ingersoll, or that he knows

that the idea of God is stupid. Or that the Social Dem

ocratic father can point to his little girl of six and say,

"Who wrote the Capital, dearie?" "Karl Marx, pa!"

Or that the Anarchistic mother can make it known that

her daughter's name is Louise Michel, Sophia Perov-

skaya, or that she can recite the revolutionary poems of

Herwegh, Freiligrath, or Shelley, and that she will point

out the faces of Spencer, Bakunin or Moses Harmon al

most anywhere.

These are by no means exaggerations ; they are sad

facts that I have met with in my experience with radical

parents. What are the results of such methods of bias

ing the mind ? The following is the consequence, and

not very infrequent, either. The child, being fed on

one-sided, set and fixed ideas, soon grows weary of re

hashing the beliefs of its parents, and it sets out in quest

of new sensations, no matter how inferior and shallow

the new experience may be, the human mind cannot en

dure sameness and monotony. So it happens that that

boy or girl, over-fed on Thomas Paine, will land in the

arms of the Church, or they will vote for imperialism

only to escape the drag of economic determinism and

scientific socialism, or that they open a shirt-waist factory

and cling to their right of accumulating property, only

to find relief from the old-fashioned communism of their

father. Or that the girl will marry the next best man,

provided he can.make a living, only to run away from the

everlasting talk on variety.

Such a condition of affairs may be very painful to the

parents who wish their children to follow in their path,

yet I look upon them as very refreshing and encouraging

psychological forces. They are the greatest guarantee

that the independent mind, at least, will always resist

every external and foreign force exercised over the

human heart and head.

Some will ask, what about weak natures, must thev

not be protected? Yes, but to be able to do that, it will

be necessary to realize that education of children is not

svnonymous with herdlike drilling and training. If edu

cation should really mean anything; at all, it must insist

upon the free growth and development of the innate
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forces and tendencies of the child. In this way alone

can we hope for the free individual and eventually also

for a free community, which shall make interference and

coercion of human growth impossible.

#

HOPE AND FEAR.*

(Translated from the Jewish of L. I. PERETZ.)

. . . My heart is with you.

My eye does not get weary looking at your flaming

banner; my ear does not get tired listening to your

powerful song . . .

My heart is with you; man's hunger must be appeased,

and he must have light; he must be free, and he must be

his own master, master over himself and his work.

And when you snap at the fist which is trying to

strangle you, your voice, and your ardent protest, pre

venting you from being heard—I rejoice, praying that

your teeth may be sharpened. And when you are march

ing against Sodom and Gomorrah, to tear down the old,

my soul is with you, and the certainty that you must

triumph fills and warms my heart and intoxicates me

like old wine . . .

And yet ....

And yet you frighten me.

I am afraid of the bridled who conquer, for they are

apt to become the oppressors, and every oppressor trans

gresses against the human soul ....

Do you not talk among yourselves of how humanity

is to march, like an army in line, and you are going to

sound for it the march on the road?

And yet humanity is not an army.

The strong are going forward, the magnanimous feel

more deeply, the proud rise higher, and yet will you not

lay down the cedar in order that it may not outgrow the

grass?

Or will you not spread your wings over mediocrity,

* This sketch the writer had addressed to Jewish Social Democrats.
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or will you not shield indifference, and protect the gray

and uniformly fleeced herd?

You frighten me.

As conquerors you might become the bureaucracy: to

dole out to everybody his morsel, as is the usage in the

poor-house; to arrange work for everybody as it is done

in the galleys. And you will thus crush the creator of

new worlds—the free human will, and fill up with earth

the purest spring of human happiness—human initiative,

the power which braves one against thousands, against

peoples, and against generations? And you will sys

tematize life and bid it to remain on the level of the

crowd.

And will you not be occupied with regulations: regis-

trating, recording, estimating—or will you not prescribe

how fast and how often the human pulse must beat, how

far the human eye may look ahead, how much the ear

may perceive, and what kinds of dreams the languishing

heart may entertain?

With joy in my heart I look at you when you tear

clown the gates of Sodom, but my heart trembles at the

same time, fearing that you might erect on its ruins new

ones—more chilling and darker ones.

There will be no houses without windows ; but fog will

envelop the souls ....

There will be no empty stomachs, but souls will starve.

No ear will hear cries of woe, but the eagle—the human

intellect—will stand at the trough with clipped wings

together with the cow and the ox.

And justice, which has accompanied you on the thorny

and bloody path to victory, will forsake you, and you

will not be aware of it, for conquerors and tyrants are

always blind. You will conquer and dominate. And

you will plunge into injustice, and you will not feel the

quagmire under your feet .... Every tyrant thinks he

stands on firm ground so long as he has not been van

quished.

And you will build prisons for those who dare to

stretch out their hands, pointing to the abyss into which
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you sink; you will tear out the tongues of the mouths

that warn you against those who come after you, to

destroy you and your injustice . . .

Cruelly will you defend the equality of rights of the

herd to use the grass under its feet and the salt in the

ground,—and your enemies will be the free individuals,

the overmen, the ingenious inventors, the prophets, the

saviors, the poets and artists.

* * *

Everything that conies to pass occurs in space and

time . . . The present is the existing: the stable, the firm,

and therefore the rigid and frozen—the to-day, which

will and must perish ....

Time is change— it varies and develops; it is the eter

nally sprouting, the blossoming, the eternal morning ....

And as your '"morning," to which you aspire, will

become the "to-day," you will become the upholders of

the '"yesterday," of that which is lifeless—dead. You

will trample the sproutings of to-morrow and destroy its

blossoms, and pour streams of cold water upon the heads

that nestle your prophecies, your dreams, and your new

hopes.

The to-day is unwilling to die, bloody is every sun

set ...

I yearn and hope for your victory, but I fear and

tremble for your victory.

You are my hope, and you are my fear.

Nietzsche—Zarathustra spake thus: "He who wishes

to say something should be silent a long while." If the

makers of public opinion would only carry out this hint

for about a lifetime!

% %

According to the latest researches, it has been brought

to light that the grim angel who drove Adam and Eve

out of Paradise was named Comstock.

As long as there are women who must fear to become

mothers on account of economic difficulties or moral

prejudices, the emancipation of woman is only a phrase.
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JOHN MOST.

By M. B.

JOHN MOST suddenly died in Cincinnati, March

17. He was on an agitation trip, and when he

reached Cincinnati he took sick with erysipelas and

died within a few days, surrounded by his comrades.

Shortly before that he had the fortune to taste of the

kindnjess and good breeding of the police once more.

Some friends in Philadelphia arranged a meeting to cele

brate Most's sixtieth birthday. He was one of the speak

ers ; but the police of that city interpreted the American

Constitution, which speaks of the right to free speech and

assembly, as giving the right to forcibly disperse the

meeting.

Conscious misrepresentation and ignorance, the twin

angels that hover over the throne of the newspaper king

dom of this country, have made John Most a scarecrow.

Organized police authorities and police justices that can

neither be accused of a surplus of intelligence nor even

of the shadow of love of fairness, made him their target

whenever they felt the great calling to save their country

from disaster. Naturally the mob of law-abiding citi

zens must be assured from time to time that their masters

have a sacred duty to perform, that they earn the right

of graft.

Most was born at Augsburg, Bavaria, February 5,

1846. According to his memoirs, he early found it nec

essary to resist the tyranny of a stepmother and the mis

erable treatment of his master. As a bookbinder appren

tice, at a very early age, he took to his heels and went on

the road of the world, where he soon came in contact

with revolutionary ideas in the labor movement that

greatly inspired him and urged him to read and study.

It might be more appropriately said that he developed

a ravenous appetite for knowledge and research of all

the works of human science.

At that time socialistic ideas had just begun to exercise

great influence upon the thinking mind of the European

continents. The zeal and craving for knowledge dis

played by the working people of those days can hardly

be properly estimated, especially by the proletariat of

this country, whose literature and source of knowledge
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chiefly consists of the daily papers. Workingmen, who

worked ten and twelve hours in factories and shops, spent

their evenings in study and reading of economic, polit

ical and philosophic works—Ferdinand Lassalle, Karl

Marx, Engels, Bakunin and, later, Kropotkin ; also Henry

George's "Progress and Poverty." Added to these were

the works of the materialistic-natural science schools,

such as Darwin, Huxley, Molleschot, Karl Vogt, Ludwig

Buechner, Haeckel, that constituted the mental diet of a

large number of workingmen of that period. Just as

the revolutionary economists were hailed as the liberators

of physical slavery, so were the materialistic, naturalistic

sciences accepted as the saviors from mental narrowness

and darkness.

Most was untiring in his work of popularizing these

ideas, and as he could quickly grasp things he was tre

mendously successful in simplifying scientific books into

pamphlets and essays, accessible to the ordinary intelli

gence of the working people. He possessed a marvelous

memory, and once he got hold of an amount of data he

could easily avail himself of it at any moment. This was

particularly true in the domain of history, with its com

pilation of bloodcurdling events, from which he drew his

conclusions of how the human race ought not to live.

Together with his journalistic activity, he combined

oral propaganda. His power of delivery was marvelous,

and those who heard him in his early days will under

stand why the powers of the world stood in awe before

him. He not only had a very convincing way, but he

succeeded in keeping his audiences spellbound or to bring

them up to the highest pitch of enthusiasm.

The scene of his first great activity was in Vienna,

where he was soon met with many indictments and per

secutions from the authorities, who mercilessly pursued

him for the rest of his life. After a term of imprison

ment in several American prisons, he went to Germany,

where he became the editor of the "Free Press" in Ber

lin, but his original and biting criticism of bureaucracy

again brought him in conflict with the powers that be.

The Berlin prison, Ploetzensee, soon closed its doors on

the culprit. Even to-day those who visit that famous

institution of civilization are still shown Most's cell.
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At that time Bismarck carried an unsuccessful battle

against the power of the Catholic Church, eager to sub

ordinate her to the State authority. It happened that

the famous leader of the Catholic party, Majunke, was

sent for a term of imprisonment to Ploetzensee. When

the prisoners were led out for their daily walk, the leader

of the Reds, John Most, met the leader of the Blacks,

Majunke. The situation was comical enough to cause

amusement to both ; both being brilliant, they found

enough interesting- material for conversation, which

helped them over the dreariness and monotony of prison

life.

Several years later Bismarck succeeded in enacting the

muzzle law against Social Democracy, which destroyed

the freedom of the press and assembly. The question

arose then what could be done.

Most had been elected to the Reichstag, representing

the famous factory town Chemnitz, but his experience in

Parliament only served him to despise the representative

system and professional lawmaking more than ever.

When leaders of Social Democracy, like Bebel and

Liebknecht, thought it more expedient to adapt them

selves to conditions, Most went to London, where he

continued his revolutionary literary crusade in the "Frei-

heit." He came in contact with Karl Marx, Engels and

various other refugees who lived in England. Marx

assured Most that his sharp pen in the "Freiheit" was

not likely to cause him any trouble in England so long

as the Conservative party was in power, but that nothing

good was to be expected of a Liberal government. Marx

was right. Shortly after Most's arrival in London his

paper was seized and he was arrested on the indictment

for inciting to murder because he paid a glowing tribute

to the revolutionists of Russia, who, on the first of March,

1881, executed Alexander II. He was tried and sen

tenced to eighteen months' imprisonment to one of the

barbarous English prisons.

Most gradually developed into an Anarchist, represent

ing Communist Anarchism, the organization of produc

tion and consummation, based on free industrial groups,

and which would exclude State and bureaucratic inter

ference. His ideas were related to those of Kropotkin
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and Elisee Reclus. He often assured me that he con

sidered Kropotkin his teacher, and that he owed much

of his mental development to him.

The next aim of the hounded man was America, but

it does not appear that he was followed across the ocean

by his lucky star. He soon was made to feel that free

speech and free press in this great republic was but a

myth. Time and again he was arrested, brutally treated

by the police, and sentenced to serve time in the peniten

tiary. Added to this came the fearful attacks and mis

representations of Most and his ideas by the press, many

of the articles making him appear as a wild beast ever

plotting destruction. The last sentence inflicted upon him

was after the Czolgosz act. He was arrested for an arti

cle by the Radical Karl Heinzen, that had been written

many years ago and the author of which had been dead

a long time. The article had not the slightest relation

to the act, did not contain a single reference to the condi

tions of this country, and treated altogether of European

conditions of fifty years ago. In the face of this sen

tence one cannot but help think of Tolstoi's "Power of

Darkness." Only the Power of Darkness in the minds

of the judges before whom Most was tried and the news

paper men, who helped in arousing public opinion against

him, were responsible for the sentence inflicted upon him.

Taking Most's life superficially, it would appear that

his road was hard and thorny, but looking at it from a

thorough view point, one will realize that all his hard

ships and injustices had made of him a relentless, un

compromising rebel, who continued to wage war against

the enemies of the people.

With but few exceptions the American journalists

censure the immoral profession of "Mrs. Warren." Is

it not heavenly irony that God pressed the headman's

sword of morals into the hands of the newspaper writers?

Perhaps the great God Pan thought they would be the

fittest to handle the sword, since they are so intimately

associated with mental prostitution.
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CIVILIZATION IN AFRICA.

A large, strong man, dressed in a uniform and armed

to the teeth, knocked at the door of a hut on the west

coast of Africa.

"Who are you and what do you want?" said a voice

from the inside.

"In the name of civilization, open your door or I'll

break it down for you and fill you full of lead."

"But what do you want here?"

"My name is Christian Civilization. Don't talk like

a fool, you black brute; what do you suppose I want

here but to civilize you and make a reasonable human

being out of you if it is possible."

"What are you going to do?"

"In the first place you must dress yourself like a white

man. It is a shame and disgrace the way you go about.

From now on you must wear underclothing, a pair of

pants, vest, coat, plug hat, and a pair of yellow gloves.

I will furnish them to you at reasonable rates."

"What shall I do with them?"

"Wear them, of course. You did not expect to eat

them, did you ? The first step to civilization is in wear

ing proper clothes."

"But it is too hot here to wear such garments. I'm

not used to them. I'll perish from the heat. Do you

want to murder me?"

"Not particularly. But if you do die you will have

the satisfaction of being a martyr to civilization."

"How kind!"

"Don't mention it. What do you do for a living?"

"When I am hungry I eat a banana; I eat, drink or

sleep just as I feel like it."

"What horrible barbarity! You must settle down to

some occupation, my friend. If you don't it will be my

duty to lock you up as a vagrant."

"If I have to follow some occupation I think I'll start

a coffee house. I've got a considerable amount of coffee

and sugar stored here and there."

"Oh, yon have, have you? Why, you are not such a

hopeless case as I thought you were. In the first place

you want to pay me the sum of fifty dollars."

"What for?"
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"As an occupation tax, you ignorant heathen. Do

you expect all the blessings of civilization for nothing?"

"But I have no money."

"That makes no difference. I'll take it out in tea and

coffee. If you don't pay up like a Christian man, I'll

put you in jail for the rest of your life."

"What is jail?"

"Jail is a progressive word. You must be prepared

to make some sacrifices for civilization, you know."

"What a great and glorious thing is civilization."

"You cannot possibly realize the benefits of it, but

you will before I get through with you, my fine fellow."

The unfortunate native took to the woods and has not

been seen since—Waverly Magazine.

OUR PURPOSE.

By MARY HANSEN.

I come, not with the blaring of trumpet,

To herald the birth of a king;

I come, not zvith traditional story,

The life of a savior to sing;

I come, not with jests for the silly,

I come, not to worship the strong,

But to question the powers that govern,

To point out a world-old wrong.

To kiss from the starved lips of childhood

The lies that are sapping its breath,

And brighten the brief cheerless valley

That leads to the darkness of death;

With reason and sympathy blended,

And a hope that all mankind shall see,

Untrammeled by Creed, Law or Custom—

The attainable goal of the Free.
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MARRIAGE AND THE HOME.

By JOHN R. CORYELL.

YOU remember Punch's advice to the young man

about to be married—don't. There is a jest nearly

half a century old, and yet ever fresh and poignant.

Why? Can it be that the secret, serious voice of man

kind proclaims the jest truth in masquerade? Can it be

that marriage, as an institution, has indeed proved itself

in experience such a terrible failure?

We worship many fetishes, we of the superior civiliza

tion, and the institution of marriage is the chief of them.

Few of us but bow before that ; before that and the home

of which it is the foundation. And-I know what scorn

and obloquy and denunciation await that man who stands

unawed before it, seeing in it but an ugly little idol. And

I guess what will be dealt out to him who not only refuses

to bow the head, but openly scoffs. And yet I am going

to scoff and say ugly words about this fetish of ours. I

am going to say that it represents ignorance, hides and

causes hypocrisy, stands in the way of progress, drags

low the standard of individual excellence, perpetuates

many foul practices.

Let me admit at the outset that I recognize in the insti

tution of marriage a perfectly legitimate result of the

working of the law of evolution. Of course it is ; and

the same may be said of everything that exists whether

good or evil. Every vile and filthy thing, crime, disease,

misery, are all equally legitimate products of the working

of this law. Evolution is simply the process of the logi

cal working of things ; it explains how things come to be ;

and there is nothing in the nature of the law to enable

it to give to its results the hall mark of sterling. A thing

is because of something else that was. Marriage is be

cause of a primeval club. Man craved woman and he

procured her. Considering the beginnings of the institu

tion of marriage, it is interesting, if nothing more, to con

sider the efforts of the priest to give it an attribute of

sanctity, to call it a sacrament. In truth, marriage is the

most artificial of the relations which exist in the social

body. It is a device of man at his worst—a mixture of

slavery, savage egotism and priestcraft. It is indicated
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by nothing in the physical constitution of either male or

female. It is an anomaly ; a contract which can be freely

entered into by the most unfit, but which cannot be

broken, though both parties wish it, though absolute un-

fitness be patent, though hell on earth be its result. The

pretense must be abandoned that men and women marry

in order to reproduce their kind. Nothing could be less

true. Marriage legalizes reproduction, but is not caused

by desire for it. Marriage is the hard and fast tying

together of a man and a woman without the least regard

to moral or physiological conditions. Marriage may be

for pecuniary gain, or for social advancement; it may be

at the will of a controlling parent, or, more commonly for

St. Paul's reason, that it is better to marry than to burn ;

but never for the reason that the parties to it are fitted

to each other for parenthood. That supreme considera

tion not only does not enter into either the preliminary

or after-thought of the matter, but is even held to be an

indecent topic of conversation between persons not already

married to each other.

The constituents of the average marriage are a man

over-stimulated sexually by mystery and ignorance, and

a woman abnormally undersexed by the course of self-

repression and self-mutilation which have been taught her

from her earliest childhood as necessities of modesty,

purity and virtue. And then out of the carefully culti

vated repugnance of the woman and the savage, exulting,

unrelenting passion of the man are produced children,

frequently welcome, seldom premeditated. And we are

asked to believe that out of such elements are created the

best foundation for a race or nation. Surely, surely, that

combination of conditions is the best for a race or a nation

which produces the best individuals; and quite as surely

we should strive to bring about those conditions which

tend to produce the best individuals.

Then there is home. Home, sweet home! the perfect

flower, we are told, that blooms on the fair stem of mar

riage. Yet it is the very citadel of ignorance, when it

should be the school in which are taught the beautiful

phenomena of physical life. Home ! where the simplest,

purest facts of life are converted into a nasty mystery and

deliberately endowed with the characteristics of impurity

and sin; for what else is the meaning of that solemn
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formula, which most of us have been taught, that we were

conceived in sin ? What else is the meaning of the hush

and blush that go to any reference to sex, sign or mani

festation of sex? Is it not awful beyond the power of

words to express that a man and a woman come together

in ignorance and beget children who are not even to

obtain the benefit of such knowledge as their unfortunate

parents pick up by the way, but must themselves begin

the most responsible functions of life, not only in equal

ignorance, but with an added load of misconceptions, sex-

superstitions, immoral dogmas and probably physical dis

abilities ? A short time since a father was speaking to me

of his son, fourteen years of age, and plainly at an age

when some of the beautiful phenomena of sex-life were

beginning to crowd upon him for notice. I asked the

man if he had talked with his son about the matter. His

answer was peculiar only in that he put into words a

description of the attitude of the average parent : "Talked

to him about that? Not I. Let him learn as I did. No

one ever told me." But some one had told him, as his

unpleasantly reminiscent smile advised me ! He had been

told by ignorant companions, by ignorant servants, and,

quite likely, by books, whose grossness would have been

harmless but for the child's piteous ignorance. No, the

man would not talk with his son about such things, but

he would go into his club and talk into the small hours

over a glass of whiskey with his friends there, turning

the beauty and purity of sex manifestation into shabby

jest and impure ridicule. He would exchange stories

based on sex relation with any stranger with whom he

might ride for two hours in a smoking car. Every man

knows that I speak well within bounds.

And the girl child ! -what of her ? Does her mother, the

victim of misinformation and no information, of misuse

and self-mutilation, in the sweet privacy of this home,

which is called the cradle of peace and the nestling place

of purity, save her by taking warning of her own ruined

life and giving her the benefit of such little knowledge

as she has gained in physical, mental and moral misery?

We know she does not. On the contrary, the same terrible

old lies are told, the same hideous practices are resorted

to ; and another poor creature is launched into that awful

life of legalized prostitution which is called marriage.
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Motherhood is woman's highest function, and, more

over, it is a function which it is unwise not to exercise ;

for it is infinitely more perilous for a healthy woman

not to be a mother than it is for her to bear children.

Motherhood, too, is the most markedly indicated function

of a woman's body. She is specialized for it; it is the

thing indicated. And yet we never say to a woman, Be

a mother when you will ; we hold up our hands in horror

at the very thought of motherhood itself, and we say,

Marry ; marry anything ; get another name for yourself ;

merge your very identity into that of some man ; get a

home ; never mind about children ; you don't have to

have them ; they have nothing to do with your respecta

bility. Is it not so? Is it not so that that woman who

prefers her own name and her freedom, and who exer

cises her highest function of motherhood, thereby be

comes a thing of scorn and contumely?

And yet, how in this world can a woman do a finer,

wiser, braver, truer thing than to bear a child in freedom

by a carefully chosen father? It is true that we have

moralists who urge wives to breed for the good of the

country, but even they, while declaring that it is the duty

of women to. have large families, roll their eyes in horror

at the thought of a woman exercising her plainest right,

without first having some man, whose only interest in

the matter is his fee, say some magic words over her and

her master.

Oh, that marriage ceremony ! And is it not pathetic

to hear the women, dimly conscious of their backbones,

declaring that they will not promise to obey? They will

promise vehemently to love and honor, which they abso

lutely cannot be sure of doing, but they refuse to obey—

the only thing they could safely promise to do, and which,

in fact, most of them do. For, writhe and twist as they

may, defy never so bravely, the conventions of the world

are against them, and conform they must. Down, down

they sink until they are on their knees in the mire of

tradition, their heads bowed to the ugly little fetish.

A woman may be a thousand times the superior of her

husband, and yet she must be his slave.

And what puerile fables, what transparent lies are told

to reconcile the poor slave to her lot ! A man's rib ! And

she is the weaker vessel ! Nevertheless, she is the power
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behind the throne. And if the man possess her, does she

not equally possess him? Is not monogamy the main

stay of our morals? Is not God to be thanked that he

has given us light to see the horrors of polygamy? Oh,

that shocking thing, polygamy ! How the husbands of

the land rise up to defend their firesides from it ! No

Smoots shall get into our Senate. That virtuous Senate !

Why if every practising polygamist went home from

the Congress there would not be a quorum left to do

business. Monogamy! Why it is the most shocking

phase of the hypocrisy due to marriage. There is no

such condition known in this country. Of course, there

may be sporadic cases of it, but that is all. If monogamy

be the practice of the men of this country, why the

hundreds of thousands of prostitutes, why divorces for

adultery, why those secret establishments where un

happily married men indemnify themselves for the ap

pearance of monogamy by an association which can be

ended at will? Whence come the mulattoes and the

half-breeds of all sorts? Who so credulous as to believe

the fable of monogamy?

What has monogamy or polygamy or polyandry to do

with this matter? I assume that it is undeniable that

motherhood is woman's most manifest function. If that

be so, how can there be any more immorality in the exer

cise of it than in the process of digestion ? What can be

clearer than that a woman has the inherent right to bear

children if she wish? And there is nothing in experience

or morals which demands one father for all her children.

It should be for her to say whether she will have one

father for all her children or one for each. And if the ques

tion be asked how, under such conditions, the interests of

the children would be safe-guarded, I ask if they are safe

guarded now. The right-minded man provides as he can

for them ; as would be the case always ; while the wrong-

minded man does not now provide properly for them.

Besides, is the mother not to be considered? Do we not

all know of women who in widowhood take care of their

families? Do we not know of women who take care of

their husbands .as well as of their children? Women,

of course, should, in any case, be economically free.

But at least let them be sex free; let them de

cide for themselves whether they will have many
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or few or no children. Teach woman to be

economically independent, give her the opportunity for

full knowledge of all that pertains to motherhood ; make

the motherhood a pure and beautiful manifestation of

physical activity if you will, but without forgetting that

it is only simple and natural ; avoiding that hysterical glo

rification of the function in poetry and the hiding of it in

actual life as if it were an unclean thing. But the im

portant matter is to understand that a woman has a right

to bear a child if she wish. Nothing is more distinctly

pointed out by the constitution of her body, and therefore

it is impossible that there can be any immorality in the

exercise of the function. To put my idea in as few and

as bold words as I can : Motherhood is a right and has no

proper relation to marriage. Marriage is a purely arti

ficial relation, and not only is it not justified by its results,

but distinctly it is discredited by them. By it a man be

comes a vile hypocrite since he loudly avows a moral

standard and a course of conduct which in private by his

acts he denies and puts to scorn ; by it a woman becomes

a slave, giving up her rights in her own body ; submitting

to ravishment, and becoming the accidental mother to un

wished, unwelcome children ; by it children are robbed of

their plain right to the best equipment that can be given

them ; and which cannot be given them under the prevail

ing system. It is only when a woman is free to choose

the father of her child that the child can hope for even a

partially payment of the debt that was due it from its par

ents from the moment they took the responsibility of call

ing it from the nowhere into the here. This doctrine of

the responsibility of the parent to the child is compara

tively new and goes neither with marriage nor with the

home. The old and current notion is that the child is a

chattel.

Abraham never offers an apology for making little

Isaac carry wood and then mount the sacrificial pile.

Indeed we are asked to marvel at the heroism of the

father. Then we are told that God so loved the world

that he gave his only begotten son. As if the child were

the property of the parent. And yet there must always

have been naughty children asking pointed questions, for

it was long ago found necessary to try to scare them by a

divine fulmination. Honor thy father and thy mother
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that thy days may be long! It seems that even so long

ago parents were afraid they could not win honor from

their children. Abraham's place was on the pile, just as

it is the place of the modern parent who looks upon his

child as his chattel ; disposing of him as he will ; arbitra

rily making rules for his conduct which he would not

dream of observing for himself; stifling his natural de

mands for knowledge ; converting what is pure and most

beautiful in the world into a mire of filth and ignorance ;

wilfully robbing him of his birthright of individuality by

forcing him to conform to methods of thought and con

duct which his own experience tells him no man can or

does conform to from the moment he wins his freedom

or learns the hideous lesson of that hypocrisy which he

is sure in the end to discover that his father practices.

What right has any father to make a sacrifice of his

child? What is his title to the love or gratitude or self-

abnegation of his child ? Is it that the child is the uncon-

sidered consequence of the legal rape of some poor woman

who has been unfitted for the office forced upon her, by

a life mentally dwarfed, morally twisted and physically

mutilated ? Is it that the child is haled out of nothingness

to be inoculated, perhaps, with germs of disease in the

first instance and then half nourished for nine months in

a body which has been robbed of its vitality by the mutila

tion and torture to which it has been subjected at the

behest of fashion ?

The highest duty of a parent is to so treat his child that

it will enter upon the struggle of life prepared to obtain

the utmost happiness from it.

If anyone fancies I have been too severe in my strictures

I would ask him to read what Mrs. Oilman has to say on

the subject of home. It is true that she does not come to

the same conclusion that I do. She would have women

economically independent, and she would have children

taken care of by those especially fitted for the task, leav

ing mothers and fathers free to go their separate, ways.

But how could there be separate ways so long as the

slavery of marriage remained ? Woman must be not only

economically free, but altogether free. As I have said,

motherhood is not an affair of morals; it is a function.

Marriage, on the other hand, is a matter of morals; and
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hideously immoral it is, too. Then why not have mother

hood without its immoral, artificial adjunct, marriage?

You see I do not ask for easy divorce as a solution of

the problem of marriage. I set my face sternly against

divorce. I am one with the church in that. I only de

mand that there shall be no marriage at all, that there shall

be no fastening of life-long slavery on woman. Let

woman mother children or not, as she will. Let her say

who shall be the father of her child and of each child.

Let motherhood be deemed not even honorable, but only

natural.

Can anyone believe that if men and women were free

to decide whether or not they would be parents, they

would.not in the end, seeing their duty in the light of their

knowledge, fit themselves for parenthood before taking

upon themselves its responsibilities?

I would like to say that I have no fear of the odium of

the designation of iconoclast. Nor do I quake lest some

one triumphantly ask me what I will put in the place of

marriage and the home. As well might one demand what

I would give in the place of smallpox if I were able to

eradicate it. I am not concerned to find a substitute for

such perversion of sex activity. If men and women

choose to live together in freedom, fathering and mother

ing their children according to a rule grown out of free

dom, and directed by expediency, I fancy they would be,

at least, as happy as they can be now, tied together by a

hard, unpleasant knot. And if an economically free

woman chose to have six children by six different fathers,

as a wise woman might well do, I believe she could be

trusted to secure those children from want quite as well

as the mother-slave of to-day, who bears her children at

the will of an irresponsible man, and then, often enough,

has to take care of them and him too.

"Wealth protects and animates art and literature, as

the dew enlivens the fields."

Nonsense! Wealth animates art and literature, as the

whistle of the master animates the dog and makes him

wag his tail.
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THE MODERN NEWSPAPER.

Let me describe to you, very briefly, a newspaper day.

Figure first, then, a hastily erected, and still more

hastily designed, building in a dirty, paper-littered back

street of London, and a number of shabbily dressed men

coming and going in this with projectile swiftness.

Within this factory companies of printers, tensely active

with nimble fingers—they were always speeding up the

printers—ply their typesetting machines, and cast and

arrange masses of metal in a sort of kitchen inferno,

above which, in a beehive of little, brightly lit rooms,

disheveled men sit and scribble. There is a throbbing

of telephones and a clicking of telegraph instruments, a

rushing of messengers, a running to and fro of heated

men, clutching proofs and copy. Then begins a roar of

machinery catching the infection, going faster and faster,

and whizzing and banging. Engineers, who have never

had time to wash since their birth, fly about with oil cans,

while paper runs off its rolls with a shudder of haste.

The proprietor you must suppose arriving explosively on

a swift motor car, leaping out before the thing is at a

standstill, with letters and documents clutched in his

hand, rushing in, resolute to "hustle," getting wonder

fully in everybody's way. At the sight of him even the

messenger boys who are waiting get up and scamper to

and fro. Sprinkle your vision with collisions, curses, in-

coherencies. You imagine all the parts of this complex,

lunatic machine working hysterically toward a crescendo

of haste and excitement as the night wears on. At last,

the only things that seem to travel slowly in those tear

ing, vibrating premises, are the hands of the clock.

Slowly things draw on toward publication, the con

summation of all those stresses. Then, in the small

hours, in the now dark and deserted streets comes a wild

whirl of carts and men, the place spurts paper at every

door; bales, heaps, torrents of papers, that are snatched

and flung about in what looks like a free fight, and off

with a rush and clatter east, west, north and south. The

interest passes outwardly; the men from the little rooms

are going homeward, the printers disperse, yawning, the

roaring presses slacken. The paper exists. Distribution

follows manufacture, and we follow the bundles.
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Our vision becomes a vision of dispersal. You see

those bundles hurling into stations, catching trains by a

hair's breadth, speeding on their way, breaking up,

smaller bundles of them hurled with a fierce accuracy

out upon the platforms that rush by, and then everywhere

a division of these smaller bundles into still smaller

bundles, into dispersing parcels, into separate papers.

The dawn happens unnoticed amidst a great running

and shouting of boys, a shoving through letter-slots,

openings of windows, spreading out upon book-stalls.

For the space of a few hours, you must figure the whole

country dotted white with rustling papers. Placards

everywhere vociferate the hurried lie for the day. Men

and women in trains, men and women eating and read

ing, men by study fenders, people sitting up in bed,

mothers and sons and daughters waiting for father to

finish—a million scattered people are reading—reading

headlong—or feverishly ready to read. It is just as if

some vehement jet had sprayed that white foam of papers

over the surface of the land.

Nonsense! The whole affair is a noisy paroxysm of

nonsense, unreasonable excitement, witless mischief, and

waste of strength—signifying nothing.

— From H. G. WELLS "In the Days of the Comet."

A VISIT TO SING SING.

By A MORALIST.

I WAS ennuye; the everlasting decency and respecta

bility of my surroundings bored me. On whichever

side of me I looked, I saw people doing the same

things for the same reasons; or for the same lack of

reasons. And they were uninteresting.

"Oh." said I to myself, "these are the people of the

ruts ; they go that way because others have gone ; they

are conforming. But there must be some persons who

do not conform. Where are they ?"

Now you can understand why it was that my thoughts

turned toward that monument of our civilization on the
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Hudson River, and why finally I made up my mind to

visit it.

I knew that neither my citizenship, nor yet my philo

sophic and human interest in the working of that great

school would avail to obtain me entrance there, so I

sought out one of the politicians of my district, who at

that time at least exercised his activities outside of the

walls of the building, and I exchanged with him a five-

dollar bill for an order to admit me.

"I suppose," I said to the attendant who did the honors

of the place for me, "that these persons who are garbed

alike and who affect the same tonsorial effect are those

who have been unskillful in their non-conformity."

"They are prisoners," he replied. I bit my lip and

looked as smug as I remembered one should who as yet

has the right of egress as well as ingress in an institution

of that character.

At that moment my eyes fell on a face that seemed

familiar to me, and as I studied it I saw with surprise

that I had come upon a man who had once been a

schoolmate of mine.

Now I had always believed that if a person had done

wrong, he would be conscious of it; and that if he were

found out he would at least try to appear penitent. But

in this case my theory did not seem to be working ; for my

former chum, whom I remembered as a quiet, unobtrusive

fellow, met my startled glance with a twinkle of sup

pressed humor. I confess that such a blow to my theory

filled me with indignation.

I stepped toward him, all my moral superiority be

traying itself in the self-satisfied smirk which fixed itself

on my face in accordance with the sense of duty which

the Philistine feels so keenly in his relations with others.

"Why are you here?" I asked him.

"Are you not a little impertinent?" he asked. "I do

not inquire of you why you are here."

"That is obvious, to say the least," I answered loftily.

"Obvious from your pharisaical expression, perhaps,"

he said good-naturedly. "But never mind ! We look at

the matter from different points of view. To me it is

a greater indiscretion to annoy a helpless prisoner with

'holier-than-thou' questions than it would be to attend
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the Charity Ball in pajamas. But of course you do not

see it in the same light."

"Pardon me if I annoyed you," I said stiffly.

"Don't mention it," he replied, with the humorous twin

kle still playing in his eyes. "And to prove that I bear

no hard feeling, I will ask you some questions."

Naturally I was embarrassed at such an exhibition

of hardihood in one in his situation, but I said I would

be pleased to answer him to the best of my ability.

"It is some time since I was away from this retreat

on a vacation," he said, with an easy assurance that was

indescribably shocking to one of correct principles, "and

I would like to know if all the rascals have yet been put

in prison."

I pushed my insurance policy a little deeper into my

pocket and replied, with conviction:

"Certainly not; but you must not forget that no man

is guilty until he has been proven so."

"Ah, yes," he said; "and that a man may pride him

self on his honesty on the secure ground that he has not

yet reached the penitentiary. Yes, of course, you are

right. But, tell me, is it true, according to a rumor

which has reached us in our seclusion, that these good

Christians pro tern, are considering the advisability of

having rat poison served to us in place of the delicious

stale bread and flat water which now comprise our bill

of fare?"

"Oh," I answered vaguely, "there are still reformers

of all sorts in the world."

"Reformers !" he cried, his face lighting up with a new

interest. "Ah! you mean those profound thinkers who

seek to cure every disease of the social body by means

of legislation. Yes, yes! tell me about them! Society

still believes in them?"

"Believes in them!" I cried indignantly. "Surely it

does. Why, the great political parties are responding to

the cry of the downtrodden masses, and—"

"Oh," he said dreamily, "they are still responding?"

"What do you mean by still responding?" I demanded

curtly.
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"Why, I remember that in my time, too, the people

always responded. The party leaders would say to them

that they were in a bad way and needed help. The people

would cry out in joy to think their leaders had discov

ered this. Then the leaders would wink at each other

and jump upon the platforms and explain to the people

that what was needed was a new law of some sort. The

people would weep for happiness at such wisdom and

would beg their leaders to get together and make the law.

And the law that the leaders would make when they got

together was one that would put the people still more

in their power. So that is still going on?"

I recognized that he was ironical, but I answered with

a sneer:

"The people get what they deserve, and what they

wish. They have only to demand through the ballot box,

you know."

"Ah, yes," he murmured with a grin, "I had forgotten

the ballot box. Dear me! how could I have forgotten

the ballot box?"

Providentially the keeper came to notify me that my

time was up, and I turned away.

"One thing more," cried the prisoner; "is it still the

case that the American people enjoy their freedom best

when they are enslaved in some way ?"

"You are outrageous," I exclaimed; "the American

people are not enslaved in any way. It is true they are

restricted for their own good by those more capable of

judging than they. That must always be the case."

"I don't know about must," he sighed, "but I am sure

it will always be the case as long as a man's idea of free

dom is his ability to impose some slavish notion on his

brother."

"Good-bye," I said, with a recurrence to my smirk of

Pharisaical pity, "I am sorry to see you here."

"Oh, don't be troubled on my account," he answered;

"on the whole, I am satisfied."

"Satisfied ! Impossible !" I cried.

"Why impossible? Consider that I shall never again

be compelled to associate with decent, honest folk. Oh,

I have cause to be satisfied ; I am here on a life sentence."
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THE OLD AND THE NEW DRAMA.

By MAX BAGINSKI.

THE inscription over the Drama in olden times used

to be, "Man, look into this mirror of life; your

soul will be gripped in its innermost depths, an

guish and dread will take possession of you in the face

of this rage of human desire and passion. Go ye, atone

and make good."

Even Schiller entertained this view when he called the

Stage a moral institution. It was also from this stand

point that the Drama was expected to show the terrible

consequences of uncontrolled human passion, and that

these consequences should teach man to overcome him

self. "To conquer oneself is man's greatest triumph."

This ascetic tendency, incidentally part of chastisement

and acquired resignation, one can trace in every investi

gation of the value and meaning of the Drama, though

in different forms. The avenging Nemesis, always at

the heels of the sinner, may be placated by means of

rigid self-control and self-denial. This, too, was Scho

penhauer's idea of the Drama. In it,' his eye perceived

with horror that human relation became disastrously in

terwoven ; that guilt and atonement made light of the

human race, which merely served as a target for the

principles of good and evil. Guilt and atonement reign

because the blind force of life will not resign itself, but,

on the contrary, is ever ready to yield itself to the strug

gle of the passions. Mountains of guilt pile themselves

on the top of each other, while purifying fires ever flame

up into the heavens.

In the idea that Life in itself is a great guilt,

Schopenhauer coincides with the teachings of Christ,

though otherwise he has little regard for them. With

Christ, he recognized in the chastisement of the body a

purification of the mind ; the inner man, who thus escapes

from close physical intimacy, as if from bad company.

The spiritual man appears before the physical as a saint

and a Pharisee. In reality, he is the intellectual cause

of the so-called bad deeds of the human body, its path

indicator and teacher. But, once the mischief is accom

plished, he puts on a pious air and denies all responsi
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bility for the deed. Wherever the idea of guilt, the fear

of sin prevails, the mind becomes traitor to the body:

"I know him not and will have nothing to do with him."

Whenever man entertains the belief in good and evil, he

is bound to pretend the good and do the evil. And yet

the understanding of all human occurrences begins, as

with the Zarathustra philosopher, beyond good and evil.

The modern drama is, in its profoundest depths, an

attempt to ignore good and evil in its analysis of human

manifestations. It aims to get at a complete whole, out

of each strong, healthy emotion, out of each absorbing

mood that carries and urges one forward from the be

ginning to the end. It represents the World as it reflects

itself in each passion, in each quivering life; not trying

to confine and to judge, to condemn or to praise; not

acting merely in the capacity of a cold observer; but

striving to grow in oneness with Life; to become color,

tone and light; to absorb universal sorrow as one's own;

universal joy as one's own; to feel every emotion as it

manifests itself in a natural way; to be one's self, yet

oblivious of self.

The modern dramatist tries to understand and to ex

plain. Goodness is no longer entitled to a reward, like

a pupil who knows his lesson; nor is evil condemned to

an eternal Hell. Both belong together in the sphere of

all that is human. Often enough it is seen that evil

triumphs over good, while virtue, ever highly praised in

words, is rarely practiced. It is set aside to become dusty

and dirty in some obscure corner. Only at some oppor

tune moment is it brought forward from its hiding place

to serve as a cover for some vile deed. We can no longer

believe that beyond and above us there is some irrev

ocable, irresistible Fate, whose duty it is to punish all

evil and wrong and to reward all goodness ; an idea so

fondly cherished by our grandfathers.

To-day we no longer look for the force of fate out

side of human activity. It lives and weaves its own

tragedies and comedies with us and within us. It has its

roots in our social, political and economic surroundings,

in our physical, mental and psychic capacities. (Did not

the fate of Cyrano de Bergerac lie in his gigantic nose?)

With others, fate lies in their vocation in life, in their

mental and emotional tendencies, which either submerge
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them into the hurry and rush of a commonplace exist

ence, or bring them into the most annoying conflicts with

the dicta of society. Indeed, it is often seen that a human

being, apparently of a cheerful nature, but who has failed

to establish a durable relation with society, often leads

a most tragic inner life. Should he find the cause in his

own inclinations, and suffer agonizing reproaches there

from, he becomes a misanthrope. If, however, he feels

inwardly robust and powerful, living truly, if he crave

complete assertion of a self that is being hampered by

'his surroundings at every step, he must inevitably become

a Revolutionist. And, again, his life may become tragic

in the struggle with our powerful institutions and tradi

tions, the leaden weight of which will, apparently, not

let him soar through space to ever greater heights. Ap

parently, because it sometimes occurs that an individual

rises above the average, and waves his colors over the,

heads of the common herd. His life is that of the storm

bird, anxiously making for distant shores. The efforts

of the deepest, truest and freest spirits of our day tend

toward the conscious formation of life, toward that life

which will make the blind raging of the elements impos

sible; a life which will show man his sovereignity and

admit his right to direct his own world.

The old conception of the drama paid little or no

attention to the importance of the influences of social con

ditions. It was the individual alone who had to carry

the weight of all responsibility. But is not the tragedy

greater, the suffering of the individual increased, by

influences he cannot control, the existing social and

moral conditions? And is it not true that the very best

and most beautiful in the human breast cannot and will

not bow down to the commands of the commonplace and

everyday conditions? Out of the anachronisms of society

and its relation to the individual grow the strongest

motives of the modern drama. Pure personal conflicts

are no longer considered important enough to bring about

a dramatic climax. A play must contain the beating of

the waves, the deep breath of life ; and its strong invigor

ating breeze can never fail in bringing about a dramatic

effect upon our emotions. The new drama means repro

duction of nature in all its phases, the social and psycho

logical included. It embraces, analyzes and enriches all
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life. It goes hand in hand with the longing for materi

ally and mentally harmonious institutions. It rehabili

tates the human body, establishes it in its proper place

and dignity, and brings about the long deferred reconcil

iation between the mind and the body.

Full of enthusiasm, with the pulse of time throbbing

in his veins, the modern dramatist compiles mountains

of material for the better understanding of Man, and the

influences that mould and form him. He no longer pre

sents capital acts, extraordinary events, or melodramatic

expressions. It is life in all its complexity, that is being

unfolded before us, and so we come closer to the source

of the forces that destroy and build up again, the forces

that make for individual character and direct the world

at large. Life, as a whole, is being dealt with, and not

mere particles. Formerly our eyes were dazzled by a

display of costumes and scenery, while the heart re

mained unmoved. This no longer satisfies. One must

feel the warmth of life, in order to respond, to be gripped.

The sphere of the drama has widened most marvellously

in all directions, and only ends where human limitations

begin. Together with this, a marked deepening of the

inner world has taken place. Still there are those who

have much to say about the vulgarity contained in the

modern drama, and how its inaugurators and following

present the ugly and untruthful. Untrue and ugly, in

deed, for those who are buried under a mass of inherited

views and prejudices. The growth of the scope of the

drama has increased the number of the participants there

in. Formerly it was assumed that the fate of the ordin

ary man, the man of the masses, was altogether too

obscure, too indifferent to serve as material for anything

tragic ; since those who had never dwelt in the heights of

material splendor could not go down to the darkest and

lowest abyss. Because of that assumption, the low and

humble never gained access to the center of the stage;

they were only utilized to represent mobs. Those that

were of importance were persons of high position and

standing, persons who represented wealth and power with

superiority and dignity, yet with shallow and superficial

airs. The ensemble was but a mechanism and not an

organism; and each participant was stiff and lifeless;

each movement was forced and strained. The old fate
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and hero drama did not spring from within Man and

the things about him ; it was merely manufactured. Most

remarkable incidents, unheard of situations had to be

invented, if only to produce, externally, an appearance

of coinciding cause and effect; and not a single plot

could be without secret doors and vaults, terrible oaths

and perjury. If Ibsen, Gorky, Hauptmann, Gabrielle

D'Annunzio and others had brought us nothing else but

liberation from such grotesque ballast, from such impos

sibilities as destroy every illusion as to the life import of

a play, they would still be entitled to our gratitude and

the gratitude of posterity. But they have done more.

Out of the confusion of trap doors, secret passages, fold

ing screens, they have led us into the light of day, of

undisguised events, with their simple distinct outlines.

In this light, the man of the heap gains in life force, im

portance and depth. The stage no longer offers a place

for impossible deeds and the endless monologues of the

hero, the important feature is harmonious concert of

action. The hero, on a stage that conscientiously stands

for real art and aims to produce life, is about as super

fluous as the clown who amused the audience between

the acts. After all the spectacle of one star display, one

cannot help but hail the refreshing contrast, shown in

the "Man of Destiny," by the clever Bernard Shaw,

where he presents the legend-hero, Napoleon, as a petty

intriguer, with all the inner fear and uneasiness of a

plotter. In these days of concerted energy, of the co

operation of numerous hands and brains ; in the days

when the most far-reaching effect can only be accom

plished through the summons of a manifold physical and

mental endeavor, the existence of these loud heroes is

circumscribed within rather limited lines.

Previous generations could never have grasped the

deep tragedy in that famous painting of Millet that in

spired Edwin Markham to write his "Man with the

Hoe." Our generation, however, is thrilled by it. And

is there not something terribly tragic about the lives of

the great masses who pierced the colossal stone cliffs of

the Simplon, or who are building the Panama Canal?

They have and are performing a task that may safely be

compared with the extraordinary achievements of Her

cules ; works which, according to human conception, will
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last into eternity. The names and the characters of

these workmen are unknown. The historians, coldly and

disinterestedly, pass them by.

The new drama has unveiled this kind of tragedy.

It has done away with the lie that sought to produce a

violent dramatic effect through a plunge from the sublime

to the ridiculous. Those who understand Tolstoy's

"Power of Darkness," wherein but those of the lowest

strata appear, will be overwhelmed by the terrible

tragedy in their lives, in comparison with which the

worries of some crowned head or the money troubles of

some powerful speculator will appear insignificant in

deed. That which this master unfolds before us is no

longer a plunge from heaven to hell; the entire life of

these people is an Inferno. The terrible darkness and

ignorance of these people, forced on them by the social

misery of dull necessity, produces greater soul sensations

in the spectator than the stilted tragedy of a Corneille.

Those who witness a performance of Gerhart Haupt-

mann's "Hannele" and fail to be stirred by the grandeur

and depth of that masterpiece, regardless of its petty

poorhouse atmosphere, deserve to see nothing else than

the "Wizard of Oz." And again is not the long thunder

ous march of hungry strikers in Zola's "Germinal" as

awe-inspiring to those who feel the heart beat of our

age even as the heroic deeds of Hannibal's warriors were

to his contemporaries?

The world stage ever represents a change of partici

pants. The one who played the part of leading man in

one century, may become a clown in another. Entire

social classes and casts that formerly commanded first

parts, are to-day utilized to make up stage decorations or

as figurantes. Plays representing the glory of knight

hood or minnesingers would only amuse to-day, no mat

ter how serious they were intended to appear. Once any

thing lies buried under the bulk of social changes, it can

affect coming generations only so far as (he excavated

skeleton affects the geologist. This must be borne in

mind by sincere stage art, if it is not to remain in the

stifling atmosphere of tradition, if it does not wish to

degrade a noble method, that helps to recognize and

disclose all that is rich and deep in the human into a

commonplace, hypocritical and stupid method. If the
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artist's creation is to have any effect, it must contain

elements of real life, and must turn its gaze toward the

dawn of the morn of a more beautiful and joyous world,

with a new and healthy generation, that feels deeply its

relationship with all human beings over the universe.

HI IK Ml

In a report of the Russian government, it is stated

that the conduct of the soldiers in the struggles of the

streets was such, that in no instance did they transgress

the limit which is prescribed to them in their oath as

soldiers. This is true. The soldier's oath prescribes

murder and cruelty as their patriotic duty.

If government, were it even an ideal Revolutionary

government, creates no new force and is of no use what

ever in the work of demolition which we have to

accomplish, still less can we count on it for the work of

reorganization which must follow that of demolition.

The economic change which will result from the Social

Revolution will be so immense and so profound, it must

so change all the relations based to-day on property and

exchange, that it is impossible for one or any individual

to elaborate the different social forms, which must spring

up in the society of the future. This elaboration of new

social forms can only be made by the collective work of

the masses. To satisfy the immense variety of conditions

and needs which will spring up as soon as private prop

erty shall be abolished, it is necessary to have the collec

tive suppleness of mind of the whole people. Any author

ity external to it will only be an obstacle, only a trammel

on the organic labor which must be accomplished, and

beside that a source of discord and hatred.

Kropotkine.
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A SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. - POLICE

PROTECTION.

CHICAGO'S pride are the stockyards, the Standard

Oil University, and Miss Jane Addams. It is,

therefore, perfectly natural that the sensibility of

such a city would suffer as soon as it became known that

an obscure person, by the common name of E. G. Smith,

was none other than the awful Emma Goldman, and that

she had not even presented herself to Mayor Dunne, the

platonic lover of Municipal Ownership. However, not

much harm came of it.

The Chicago newspapers, who cherish the truth like a

costly jewel, made the discovery that the shrewd Miss

Smith compromised a number of Chicago's aristocracy

and excellencies, among others also Baron von Schlip-

penbach, consul of the Russian Empire. We consider it

our duty to defend this gentleman against such an awful

accusation. Miss Smith never visited the house of the

Baron, nor did she attend any of his banquets. We know

her well and feel confident that she never would put her

foot on the threshold of a representative of a govern

ment that crushes every free breath, every free word;

that sends her very best and noblest sons and daughters

to prison or the gallows; that has the children of the

soil, the peasants, publicly flogged ; and that is responsible

for the barbarous slaughter of thousands of Jews.

Miss Jane Addams, too, is quite safe from Miss Smith.

True, she invited her to be present at a reception, but,

knowing the weak knees of the soup kitchen philanthropy

from past experience, Miss Smith called her up on the

'phone and told her that E. G. S. was the dreaded Emma

Goldman. It must have been quite a shock to the lady;

after all, one cannot afford to hurt the sensibilities of

society, so long as one has political and public aspira

tions. Miss E. G. Smith, being a strong believer in the

nrevention of cruelty, preferred to leave the purity of the

Hull House untouched. After her return to New York,

E. G. Smith sent Smith about its business, and started on

a lecture tour in her own right, as Emma Goldman.

CLEVELAND. Dear old friends and co-workers : The

work you accomplished was splendid, also the comradely

spirit of the young. But why spoil it by bad example of
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applying for protection from the city authorities ? It does

not behoove us, who neither believe in their right to pro

hibit free assembly, nor to permit it, to appeal to them. If

the authorities choose to do either, they merely prove

their autocracy. Those who love freedom must under

stand that it is even more distasteful to speak under police

protection than it is to suffer under their persecution.

However, the meetings were very encouraging and the

feeling of solidarity sweet and refreshing.

BUFFALO. The shadow of September 6 still haunts

the police of that city. Their only vision of an Anarchist

is one who is forever lying in wait for human life, which

is, of course, very stupid; but stupidity and authority

always join forces. Capt. Ward, who, with a squad of

police, came to save the innocent citizens of Buffalo,

asked if we knew the law, and was quite surprised that

that was not our trade; that we had not been employed

to disentangle the chaos of the law,—that it was his affair

to know the law. However, the Captain showed himself

absolutely ignorant of the provisions of the American

Constitution. Of course, his superiors knew what they

were about when they set the Constitution aside, as old

and antiquated, and, instead, enacted a law which gives

the average officer a right to invade the head and heart of

a man, as to what he thinks and feels. Capt. Ward added

an amendment to the anti-Anarchist law. He declared

any other language than English a felony, and, since Max

Baginski could only avail himself of the German lan

guage, he was not permitted to speak. How is that for

our law-abiding citizens? A man is brutally prevented

from speaking, because he does not know the refined

English language of the police force.

Emma Goldman delivered her address in English. It

is not likely that Capt. Ward understood enough of that

language. However, the audience did, and if the police

of this country were not so barefaced, the saviour of Buf

falo would have wished himself anywhere rather than to

stand exposed as a clown before a large gathering of men

and women.

The meeting the following evening was forcibly dis

persed before the speakers had arrived. Ignorance is

always brutal when it is backed by power.



MOTHER EARTH 45

TORONTO. King Edward Hotel, Queen Victoria Mani

curing Parlor. It was only when we read these signs that

we realized that we were on the soil of the British Empire.

However, the monarchical authorities of Canada were

more hospitable and much freer than those of our free

Republic. Not a sign of an officer at any of the meetings.

The city? A gray sky, rain, storms. Altogether one

was reminded of one of Heine's witty, drastic criticisms

in reference to a well-known German university town.

"Dogs on the street," Heine writes, "implore strangers

to kick them, so that they may have some change from

the awful monotony and dulness."

ROCHESTER. The neighborly influence of the Buffalo

police seems to have had a bad effect upon the mental de

velopment of the Rochester authorities. The hall was

packed with officers at both meetings. The government

of Rochester, however, was not saved—the police kept

themselves in good order. Some of them seem to have

benefited by the lectures. That accounts for the familiar

ity of one of Rochester's "finest," who wanted to shake

Emma Goldman's hand. E. G. had to decline. Baron

von Schlippenbach or an American representative of law

and disorder,—where is the difference?

SYRACUSE. The city where the trains run through the

streets. With Tolstoy, one feels that civilization is a

crime and a mistake, when one sees nerve-wrecking ma

chines running through the streets, poisoning the atmos

phere with soft coal smoke.

What! Anarchists within the walls of Syracuse? O

horror! The newspapers reported of special session at

City Hall, how to meet the terrible calamity.

Well, Syracuse still stands on its old site. The second

meeting, attended largely by "genuine" Americans,

brought by curiosity perhaps, was very successful. We

were assured that the lecture made a splendid impression,

which led us to think that we probably were guilty of

some foolishness, as the Greek philosopher, when his

lectures were applauded, would turn to his hearers and

ask, "Gentlemen, have I committed some folly?"

Au revoir.

E. G. and M. B.
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THE MORAL DEMAND.

A COMEDY, IN ONE ACT, BY OTTO ERICH HARTLEBEN.

Translated from the German for "Mother Earth."

CAST.

RITA REVERA, concert singer.

FRIEDRICH STIERWALD, owner of firm of "C. W. Stier-

wald Sons" in Rudolstadt.

BERTHA, Rita's maid.

Time.—End of the nineteenth century.

Place.—A large German fashionable bathing resort.

Scene.—Rita's boudoir. Small room elegantly

furnished in Louis XVI. style. In the back

ground, a broad open door, with draperies, which

leads into an antechamber. To the right, a piano,

in front of which stands a large, comfortable stool.

RITA (enters the antechamber attired in an elaborate

ball toilette. She wears a gray silk cloak, a lace fichu,

and a parasol. Gaily tripping toward the front, she

sings) : Les envoyees du paradis sont les mascottes, mes

amis. . . ." (She lays the parasol on the table and

takes off her long white gloves, all the while singing the

melody. She interrupts herself and calls aloud) Bertha !

Bertha! (Sings) O Bertholina, O Bertholina!

BERTHA (walks through the middle) : My lady, your

pleasure ?

(Rita has taken off her cloak and stands in front of

the mirror. She is still humming the melody absent-

mindedly).

(Bertha takes off Rita's wraps.)

RITA (turns around merrily) : Tell me, Bertha, why

does not the electric bell ring? I must always sing first,

must always squander all my flute notes first ere I can

entice you to come. What do you suppose that costs?

With that I can immediately arrange another charity

matinee. Terrible thing, isn't it?

BERTHA : Yes. The man has not yet repaired it.

RITA : O, Bertholina, why has the man not yet repaired

it?
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BERTHA : Yes. The man intended to come early in the

morning.

RITA: The man has often wanted to do so. He does

not seem to possess a strong character. (She points to

her cloak) Dust it well before placing it in the wardrobe.

The dust is simply terrible in this place . . . and

this they call a fresh-air resort. Has anybody called?

BERTHA : Yes, my lady, the Count. He has

RITA : Well, yes ; I mean anyone else ?

BERTHA : No. No one.

RITA : Hm ! Let me have my dressing gown.

(Bertha goes to the sleeping chamber to the left.)

RITA (steps in front of the mirror, singing softly) :

"Les envoyees du paradis . . ." (Suddenly raising

her voice, she asks Bertha) How long did he wait?

BERTHA : What ?

RITA : I would like to know how long he waited.

BERTHA : An hour.

RITA (to herself) : He does not love me any more.

(Loudly) But during that time he might have at least

repaired the bell. He is of no use whatever. (She

laughs. )

BERTHA: The Count came directly from the matinee

and asked me where your ladyship had gone to dine.

Naturally I did not know.

RITA : Did he ask—anything else ?

BERTHA : No, he looked at the photographs.

RITA (in the door) : Well? And does he expect to

come again to-day?

BERTHA : Yes, certainly. At four o'clock.

RITA (looks at the clock) : Oh, but that's boring. Now

it is already half-past three. One cannot even drink cof

fee in peace. Hurry, Bertha, prepare the coffee.

(Bertha leaves the room, carrying the articles of

attire. )

(Rita, after a pause, singing a melancholy melody.)

(Friedrich Stierwald, a man very carefully dressed in

black, about thirty years of age, with a black crepe around

his stiff hat, enters from the rear into the antechamber,

followed by Bertha.)

BERTHA : But the lady is not well.

FRIEDRICH : Please tell the lady that I am passing

through here, and that I must speak with her about a.
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very pressing matter. It is absolutely necessary. Please !

(He gives her money and his card.)

BERTHA: Yes, I shall take your card, but I fear she

will not receive you.

FRIEDRICH : Why not ? O, yes ! Just go

BERTHA : This morning she sang at a charity matinee

and so

FRIEDRICH : I know, I know. Listen ! (Rita's singing

has grown louder) Don't you hear how she sings ? Oh,

do go!

BERTHA (shaking her head) : Well, then—wait a mo

ment. (She passes through the room to the Jialf-opened

door of the sleeping apartment, knocks} Dear lady !

RITA (from within) : Well? What's the matter?

BERTHA (at the door) : Oh, this gentleman here—he

wishes to see you very much. He is passing through

here.

RITA (within; laughs) : Come in.

(Bertha disappears.)

(Friedrich has walked up to the middle door, where he

remains standing.)

RITA : Well. Who is it ? Friedrich Hmm I

shall come immediately.

BERTHA (comes out and looks at Friedrich in sur

prise) : My lady wishes you to await her. (She zualks

away, after having taken another glance at Friedrich.)

(Friedrich looks about embarrassed and shyly.)

(Rita enters attired in a tasteful dressing gown, but

remains standing in the door.)

FRIEDRICH (bows; softly) : Good day.

(Rita looks at him zvith an ironical smile and remains

silent. )

FRIEDRICH : You remember me? Don't you?

RITA (quietly) : Strange. You—come to see me?

What has become of your good training? (Laughs.)

Have you lost all sense of shame ?

FRIEDRICH (stretches out his hand, as if imploring) :

Oh, I beg of you, I beg of you ; not this tone ! I really

came to explain everything to you, everything. And

possibly to set things aright.

RITA: You—with me! (She shakes her head.) In

credible! But, please, since you are here, sit down.

With what can you serve me?
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FRIEDRICH (seriously} : Miss Hattenbach, I really

should

RITA (lightly) : Pardon me, my name is Revera. Rita

Revera.

FRIEDRICH : I know that you call yourself by that name

now. But you won't expect me, an old friend of your

family, to make use of this romantic, theatrical name.

For me you are now, as heretofore, the daughter of the

esteemed house of Hattenbach, with which I

RITA (quickly and sharply) : With which your father

transacts business, I know.

FRIEDRICH (with emphasis) : With which I now am

myself associated.

RITA : Is it possible ? And your father ?

FRIEDRICH (seriously) : If I had the slightest inkling

of your address, yes, even your present name, I should

not have missed to announce to you the sudden death of

my father.

RITA (after pause) : Oh, he is dead. I see you still

wear mourning. How long ago is it?

FRIEDRICH : Half a year. Since then I am looking for

you, and I hope you will not forbid me to address you

now, as of yore, with that name, which is so highly

esteemed in our native city.

RITA (smiling friendly) : Your solemnity—is delight

ful. Golden ! But sit down.

FRIEDRICH (remains standing; he is hurt) : I must

confess, Miss Hattenbach, that I was not prepared for

such a reception from you. I hoped that I might expect,

after these four or five years, that you would receive me

differently than with this—with this—how shall I say?

RITA: Toleration.

FRIEDRICH : No, with this arrogance.

RITA : How ?

FRIEDRICH (controlling himself) : I beg your pardon.

I am sorry to have said that.

RITA (after a pause, hostile) : You wish to be taken

seriously? (She sits down, with a gesture of the hand)

Please, what have you to say to me?

FRIEDRICH : Much. Oh, very much. (He also sits

down.) But—you are not well to-day?
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Rita: Not well? What makes you say so?

Friedrich : Yes, the maid told me so.

Rita : The maid—she is a useful person. That makes

me think. You certainly expect to stay here some time,

do you not ?

Friedrich : With your permission. I have much to

tell you.

Rita: I thought so. (Calling loudly) Bertha! Ber

tha! Do you suppose one could get an electric bell re

paired here? Impossible.

Bertha (enters) : My lady?

Rita : Bertha, when the Count comes—now I am

really sick.

Bertha (nods) : Very well. (She leaves.)

Rita (calls after her) : And where is the coffee? I

shall famish.

Bertha (outside) : Immediately.

Friedrich : The—the Count—did you say ?

Rita: Yes, quite a fine fellow otherwise, but—would

not fit in now. I wanted to say : I am passionately fond

of electric bells. You know they have a fabulous charm

for me. One only needs to touch them softly, ever so

softly, with the small finger, and still cause a terrible

noise. Fine—is it not? You wanted to talk about seri

ous matters. It seems so to me.

Friedrich : Yes. And I beg of you, Miss Erna

Rita: Erna?

Friedrich : Erna !

Rita : Oh, well !

Friedrich (continuing) : I beg of you ; be really and

truly serious. Yes? Listen to what I have to say to

you. Be assured that it comes from an honest, warm

heart. During the years in which I have not seen you,

I have grown to be a serious man—perhaps, too serious

for my age—but my feelings for you have remained

young, quite young. Do you hear me, Erna?

Rita (leaning back in the rocking chair, with a sigh) :

I hear.

Friedrich : And you know, Erna, how I have always

loved you from my earliest youth, yes, even sooner than

I myself suspected. You know that, yes?

(Rita is silent and does not look at him.)
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FRIEDRICH : When I was still a foolish schoolboy I

already called you my betrothed, and I could not but

think otherwise than that I would some day call you

my wife. You certainly know that, don't you ?

RITA (reserved) : Yes, I know it.

FRIEDRICH : Well, then you ought to be able to under

stand what dreadful feelings overcame me when I dis

covered, sooner than you or the world, the affection of

my father for you. That was—no, you cannot grasp it.

RITA (looks at him searchingly) : Sooner than I and

all the world?

FRIEDRICH : Oh, a great deal sooner . . . that

was . . . That time was the beginning of the hard

est innermost struggles for me. What was I to do?

(He sighs deeply.) Ah, Miss Erna, we people are

really

RITA : Yes, yes.

FRIEDRICH : We are dreadfully shallow-minded. How

seldom one of us can really live as he would like to.

Must we not always and forever consider others—and

our surroundings?

RITA : Must ?

FRIEDRICH : Well, yes, we do so, at least. And when

it is our own father ! For, look here, Erna, I never would

have been able to oppose my father ! I was used, as you

well know, from childhood to always look up to my

father with the greatest respect. He used to be severe,

my father, proud and inaccessible, but—if I may be

permitted to say so, he was an excellent man.

RITA: Well?

FRIEDRICH (eagerly) : Yes, indeed! You must re

member that it was he alone who established our busi

ness by means of his powerful energy and untiring dili

gence. Only now I myself have undertaken the manage

ment of the establishment. I am able to see what an

immense work he has accomplished.

RITA (simply) : Yes, he was an able business man.

FRIEDRICH : In every respect ! Ability personified, and

he had grown to be fifty-two years of age and was still,

still—how shall I say?

RITA : Still able.

FRIEDRICH : Well, yes ; I mean a vigorous man in his

best years. For fifteen years he had been a widower,
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he had worked, worked unceasingly, and then—the house

was well established—he could think of placing some of

the work upon younger shoulders. He could think of

enjoying his life once more.

RITA (softly) : That is

FRIEDRICH (continuing) : And he thought he had

found, in you, the one who would bring back to him

youth and the joy of life.

RITA (irritated) : Yes, but then you ought to—(Breaks

off.) Oh, it is not worth while.

FRIEDRICH : How ? I should have been man enough

to say : No, I forbid it ; that is a folly of age. I, your

son, forbid it. I demand her for myself. The young

fortune is meant for me—not for you? No, Erna, I

could not do that. I could not do that.

RITA: No.

FRIEDRICH : I, the young clerk, with no future before

me!

RITA : No !

FRIEDRICH : My entire training and my conceptions

urged me to consider it my duty to simply stand aside

and stifle my affection, as I did—as I already told you

even before any other person had an idea of the inten

tions of my father. I gradually grew away from you.

RITA (amused) : Gradually—yes, I recollect. You

suddenly became formal. Indeed, very nice!

FRIEDRICH : I thought

(Bertha comes with the coffee and serves.)

RITA : Will you take a cup with me ?

FRIEDRICH (thoughtlessly) : I thought (Correcting

himself) pardon me ! I thank you !

RITA : I hope it will not disturb you if I drink my cof

fee while you continue.

FRIEDRICH: Please (embarrassed). I thought it a

proper thing. I hoped that my cold and distant attitude

would check a possible existing affection for me.

RITA: Possible existing affection! Fie! Now you

are beginning to lie! (She jumps up and walks nerv

ously through the room.) As though you had not posi

tively known that! (Stepping in front of him) Or what

did you take me for when I kissed you ?
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Friedrich (very much frightened, also rises) : O,

Erna, I always

Rita (laughs) : You are delightful! Delightful! Still

the same bashful boy—who does not dare—(she laughs

and sits down again.) Delightful.

Friedrich (after a silence, hesitatingly) : Well, are

you going to allow me to call you Erna again, as of yore ?

Rita: As of yore. (She sighs, then gaily) If you

care to.

Friedrich (happy) : Yes? May I?

Rita (heartily) : O, yes, Fritz. That's better, isn't it?

It sounds more natural, eh?

Friedrich (presses her hand and sighs) : Yes, really.

You take a heavy load from me. Everything that I want

to say to you can be done so much better in the familiar

tone.

Rita : Oh ! Have you still so much to say to me ?

Friedrich : Well—but now tell me first : how was it

possible for you to undertake such a step. What prompt

ed you to leave so suddenly? Erna, Erna, how could

you do that?

Rita (proudly) : How I could? Can you ask me that?

Do you really not know it?

Friedrich (softly) : Oh, yes ; I do know it, but— it

takes so much to do that.

Rita : Not more than was in me.

Friedrich : One thing I must confess to you, although

it was really bad of me. But I knew no way out of it.

I felt relieved after you had gone.

Rita : Well, then, that was your heroism.

Friedrich : Do not misunderstand me. I knew my

father had

Rita : Yes, yes—but do not talk about it any more.

Friedrich : You are right. It was boyish of me. It

did not last long, and then I mourned for you—not less

than your parents. Oh, Erna! If you would see your

parents now. They have aged terribly. Your father has

lost his humor altogether, and is giving full vent to his

old passion for red wine. Your mother is always ailing,

hardly ever leaves the house, and both, even though they

never lose a word about it, cannot reconcile themselves

to the thought that their only child left them.
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RITA (after a pause, awakens from her meditation,

harshly) : Perhaps you were sent by my father?

FRIEDRICH : No—why ?

RITA : Then I would show you the door.

FRIEDRICH : Erna !

RITA: A man, who ventured to pay his debts with

me

FRIEDRICH : How so ; what do you mean ?

RITA : Oh—let's drop that. Times were bad. But to

day the house of Hattenbach enjoys its good old stand

ing, as you say, and has overcome the crisis. Then your

father must have had some consideration—without me.

Well, then. And Rudolstadt still stands—on the old

spot. That's the main thing. But now let us talk about

something else, I beg of you.

FRIEDRICH : No, no, Erna. What you allude to, thatdo you really believe my father had

RITA : Your father had grown used to buy and attain

everything in life through money. Why not buy me

also? And he had already received the promise—not

from me, but from my father. But I am free! I ran

away and am my own mistress ! ( With haughtiness. )

A young girl, all alone! Down with the gang!

(Friedrich is silent and holds his head.)

RITA (steps up to him and touches his shoulder, in

a friendly manner) : Don't be sad. At that time your

father was the stronger, and Life is not otherwise.

After all, one must assert oneself.

FRIEDRICH : But he robbed you of your happiness.

RITA (jozially) : Who knows? It is just as well.

FRIEDRICH (surprised) : Is that possible? Do you

call that happiness, this being alone?

RITA : Yes. That is MY happiness—my freedom, and

I love it with jealousy, for I fought for it myself.

FRIEDRICH (bitterly) : A great happiness! Outside of

family ties, outside the ranks of respectable society.

RITA (laughs aloud, but without bitterness) : Respect

able society! Yes. I fled from that—thank Heaven.

(harshly) But if you do not come in the name of my

father, what do you want here? Why do you come?

For what purpose? What do you want of me?

FRIEDRICH : Erna, you ask that in a strange manner.



MOTHER EARTH 55

RITA: Well, yes. I have a suspicion that you—be

grudge me my liberty. How did you find me, anyway ?

FRIEDRICH : Yes, that was hard enough.

RITA : Rita Revera is not so unknown.

FRIEDRICH : Rita Revera ! Oh, no ! How often I

have read that name these last years—in the newspapers

in Berlin, on various placards, in large letters. But how

could I ever have thought that you were meant by it?

RITA (laughs) : Why did you not go to the "Winter

Garden" when you were in Berlin?

FRIEDRICH : I never frequent such places.

RITA: Pardon me! Oh, I always forget the old cus

toms.

FRIEDRICH : Oh, please, please, dear Erna ; not in this

tone of voice !

RITA : Which tone ?

FRIEDRICH : Erna ! Do not make matters so difficult for

me. See, after I had finally discovered, through an

agency in Berlin, and after hunting a long time, that you

were the famous Revera, I was terribly shocked at first,

terribly sad, and, for a moment, I thought of giving up

everything. My worst fears were over. I had the assur

ance that you lived in good, and as I now see, in com

fortable circumstances. But, on the other hand, I had

to be prepared that you might have grown estranged to

the world in which I live—that we could hardly under

stand each other.

RITA : Hm ! Shall I tell you what was your ideal—

how you would have liked to find me again ? As a poor

seamstress, in an attic room, who, during the four years,

had lived in hunger and need—but respectably, that is

the main point. Then you would have stretched forth

your kind arms, and the poor, pale little dove would have

gratefully embraced you. Will you deny that you have

imagined it thus and even wished for it ?

FRIEDRICH (looks at her calmly} : Well, is there any

thing wrong about it?

RITA : But how did it happen that, regardless of this,

of this disappointment, you, nevertheless, continued to

search for me ?

FRIEDRICH : Thank goodness, at the right moment I

recollected your clear, silvery, childlike laughter. Right
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in the midst of my petty scruples it resounded in my

ears, as at the time when you ridiculed my gravity. Do

you still remember that time, Erna?

(Rita is silent.)

BERTHA (enters with an enormous bouquet of dark red

roses) : My lady—from the Count.

RITA (jumps up, nervously excited) : Roses ! My

dark roses ! Give them to me ! Ah ! (She holds them

toward Friedrich and asks) Did he say anything?

BERTHA : No, said nothing, but

FRIEDRICH (shoves the bouquet, which she holds up

closely to his face, aside) : I thank you.

RITA (without noticing him, to Bertha) : Well?

BERTHA (pointing to the bouquet) : The Count has

written something on a card.

RITA: His card? Where? (She searches among the

flowers) Oh, here ! (She reads; then softly to Bertha)

It is all right.

(Bertha leaves.)

RITA (reads again) : "Pour prendre conge." (With

an easy sigh) Yes, yes.

FRIEDRICH : What is the matter ?

RITA: Sad! His education was hardly half finished

and he already forsakes me.

FRIEDRICH : What do you mean ? I do not understand

you at all.

RITA (her mind is occupied) : Too bad. Now he'll

grow entirely stupid.

FRIEDRICH (rises importantly) : Erna, answer me.

What relationship existed between you and the Count?

RITA (laughs) : What business is that of yours?

FRIEDRICH (solemnly) : Erna! Whatever it might

have been, this will not do any longer.

RITA (gaily) : No, no; you see it is already ended.

FRIEDRICH : No, Erna, that must all be ended. You

must get out of all this—entirely—and forever.

RITA (looks at him surprised and inquiringly) : Hm!

Strange person.

FRIEDRICH (grows more eager and walks up and down

in the room) : Such a life is immoral. You must recog

nize it. Yes, and I forbid you to live on in this fashion.

I have the right to demand it of you.
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RITA (interrupts him sharply) : Demand? You de

mand something of me ?

FRIEDRICH : Yes, indeed, demand ! Not for me—no—

in the name of morals. That which I ask of you is sim

ply a moral demand, do you understand, a moral de

mand, which must be expected of every woman.

RITA: "Must!" And why?

FRIEDRICH : Because—because—because—well, dear

me—because—otherwise everything will stop!

RITA: What will stop? Life?

FRIEDRICH : No, but morals.

RITA : Ah, I thank you. Now I understand you. One

must be moral because—otherwise morality will stop.

FRIEDRICH : Why, yes. That is very simple.

RITA: Yes—now, please, what would I have to do in

order to fulfill your demand? I am curious like a child

now, and shall listen obediently. (She sits down again.)

FRIEDRICH (also sits down and grasps her hand,

warmly) : Well, see, my dear Erna, everything can still

be undone. In Rudolstadt everybody believes you are in

England with relatives. Even if you have never been

there

RITA : Often enough. My best engagements.

FRIEDRICH : So much the better. Then you certainly

speak English?

RITA : Of course.

FRIEDRICH : And you are acquainted with English cus

toms. Excellent. Oh, Erna. Your father will be

pleased, he once confessed to me, when he had a little too

much wine. You know him : he grows sentimental then.

RITA (to herself) : They are all that way.

FRIEDRICH : How?

RITA: Oh, nothing. Please continue. Well—I could

come back ?

FRIEDRICH : Certainly ! Fortunately, during these last

years, since you have grown so famous, nobody has

RITA : I have grown notorious only within a year.

FRIEDRICH : Well, most likely nobody in Rudolstadt

has ever seen you on the boards. In one word, you must

return.
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RITA : From England ?

FRIEDRICH : Yes, nothing lies in the way. And your

mother will be overjoyed.

RITA: Nay, nay.

FRIEDRICH : How well that you have taken a different

name.

RITA : Ah, that is it. Yes, I believe that. Then they

know that I am Rita Revera.

FRIEDRICH : I wrote them. They will receive you with

open arms. Erna ! I beg of you ! I entreat you ; come

with me ! It is still time. To-day. You cannot know,

but anybody from Rudolstadt who knows might come

to the theatre and

RITA (decidedly) : No one from Rudolstadt will do

that. They are too well trained for that. You see it by

your own person. But go on! If I would care to, if I

really would return—what then?

FRIEDRICH : Then ? Well, then, you would be in the

midst of the family and society again—and then

RITA : And then ?

FRIEDRICH : Then, after some time has elapsed and

you feel at home and when all is forgotten, as though

nothing had ever happened

RITA : But a great deal has happened.

FRIEDRICH : Erna, you must not take me for such a

Philistine that I would mind that. At heart I am un

prejudiced. No, really, I know (softly) my own fault,

and I know Life. I know very well, and I cannot ask

it of you, that you, in a career like yours, you

RITA: Hm?

FRIEDRICH : Well, that you should have remained en

tirely faultless. And I do not ask it of you either.

RITA : You do well at that.

FRIEDRICH : I mean, whatever has happened within

these four years—lies beyond us, does not concern me—

but shall not concern you any longer either. Rita Revera

has ceased to be—Erna Hattenbach returns to her family.

RITA : Lovely, very lovely. Hm !—but then, what

then ? Shall I start a cooking school ?

FRIEDRICH (with a gentle reproach) : But, Erna !

Don't you understand me ? Could you think of anything

else than Of course, I shall marry you then.

(Rita looks at him puzzled.')
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FRIEDRICH : But that is self-evident. Why should I

have looked you up otherwise? Why should I be here?

But, dear Erna, don't look so stunned.

RITA (still stares at him) : "Simply—marry." Strange.

(She turns around towards the open piano, plays and

sings softly) Farilon, farila, farilette.

FRIEDRICH (has risen) : Erna! Do not torment me!

RITA : Torment ? No. That would not be right. You

are a good fellow. Give me a kiss. (She rises.)

FRIEDRICH (embraces and kisses her) : My Erna! Oh,

you have grown so much prettier ! So much prettier !

(Rita leans her head on his shoulder.)

FRIEDRICH : But now come. Let us not lose one mo

ment.

(Rita does not move.)

FRIEDRICH : If possible let everything be. ...

Come! (He pushes her -with gentle force) You cry?

RITA (hastily wipes the tears from her eyes, controls

herself) : O, nonsense. Rita Revera does not cry—she

laughs. (Laughs forcedly.)

FRIEDRICH : Erna, do not use that name. I do not

care to hear it again !

RITA : Oh—you do not want to hear it any more. You

would like to command me. You come here and assume

that that which life and hard times have made of me

you can wipe out in a half hour ! No ! You do not know

life and know nothing of me. (Harshly) My name is

Revera, and I shall not marry a merchant from Rudol-

stadt.

FRIEDRICH : How is that ? You still hesitate ?

RITA: Do I look as though I hesitated? (She steps

up closer to him.) Do you know, Fred, that during the

years after my escape I often went hungry, brutally

hungry? Do you know that I ran about in the most

frightful dives, with rattling plate, collecting pennies and

insults? Do you know what it means to humiliate one

self for dry bread? You see; that has been my school.

Do you understand that I had to become an entirely dif

ferent person or go to ruin? One who owes everything

to himself, who is proud of himself, but who no longer

respects anything, above all, no conventional measures

and weights? And do you understand, Fred, that it
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would be base on my part were I to follow you to the

Philistine ?

FRIEDRICH (after a pause, sadly) : No, I do not under

stand that.

RITA (again gaily) : I thought so. Shall I dread there

every suspicion and tremble before every fool, whereas

I can breathe free air, enjoy sunshine and the best con

science. You know that pretty part in the Walkiire?

(She sings) :

"Greet Rudolstadt for me,

Greet my father and mother

And all the heroes . . .

I shall not follow you to them!"

Now you know. (She sits down at the piano again.)

FRIEDRICH (after silence) : Even if you have lived

through hard times, that still does not give you the right

to disregard the duties of morals and customs.

RITA (plays and sings) : "Farilon, farila, farilette—"

FRIEDRICH : I cannot understand how you can refuse

me, when I offer you the opportunity of returning to

ordered circumstances.

RITA: I do not love the "ordered" circumstances. On

the contrary, I must have something to train.

FRIEDRICH : And I ? I shall never be anything to you

any more? You thrust me also aside in your stubborn

ness.

RITA: But not at all. Why?

FRIEDRICH : How so? Did you not state just now that

you would never marry a merchant from Rudolstadt.

RITA : Certainly

FRIEDRICH : Do you see ? You cannot be so cold and

heartless towards me? (Flattering) Why did you kiss

me before? I know you also yearn in your innermost

heart for those times in which we secretly saw and found

each other. You also, and, even if you deny it, I felt it

before when you cried. (Softly) Erna! Come along,

come along with me ! Come ! Become my dear wife !

RITA (looks at him quietly) : No, I shall not do such

a thing.

FRIEDRICH (starts nervously; after a pause): Erna!

Is that your last word?

RITA: Yes.

FRIEDRICH : Consider well what you say !
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RITA : I know what I am about.

FRIEDRICH : Erna ! You want—to remain what you

are?

RITA : Yes. That's just what I want.

FRIEDRICH (remains for some time struggling, then

grasps his hat) : Then—adieu! (He hurries toward the

left into the bedroom.)

RITA (calls smiling)^ Halt! Not there.

FRIEDRICH (returns, confused) : Pardon me, I

RITA: Poor Fred, did you stray into my bedroom?

There is the door. (Long pause. Several times he tries

to speak. She laughs gently. Then she sings and plays

the song from "Mamselle Nitouche") :

A minuit, apres la fete,

Rev'naient Babet et Cadet;

Cristi! la nuit est complete,

Faut nous depecher, Babet.

Tache d'en profiler, grosse bete!

Farilon, farila, farilette.

J'ai trop peur, disait Cadet—

J'ai pas peur, disait Babet—

Larirette, larire,

Larirette, larire.

(Friedrich at first listens against his mill, even makes

a step toward the door. By and by he becomes fascinated

and finally is charmed. When she finishes, he puts his

stiff hat on the table and walks toward her with a blissful

smile. )

RITA : Now ? You even smile ? Did I impress you ?

FRIEDRICH (drops down on his knees in front of her) :

Oh, Erna, you are the most charming woman on earth.

(He kisses her hands wildly.)

RITA (stoops down to him, softly and merrily) : Why

run away? Why? If you still love me, can you run off

—you mule?

FRIEDRICH : Oh, I'll remain—I remain with you.

RITA : It was well that you missed the door.

FRIEDRICH : Oh, Erna

RITA: But now you'll call me Rita—do you under

stand? Well? Are you going to—are you going to be

good?

FRIEDRICH : Rita ! Rita ! Everything you wish.

RITA: Everything I wish. (She kisses him.) And

now tell me about your moral demand. Yes? You are

delightful when you talk about it. So delightful.
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TIDINGS OF MAY.

The month of May is a grinning satire on the mode of

living of human beings of the present day.

The May sun, with its magic warmth, gives life to so

much beauty, so much value.

The dead, grayish brown of the forest and woods is

transformed into a rich, intoxicating, delicate, fragrant

green.

Golden sun-rays lure flowers and grass from the soil,

and kiss branch and tree into blossom and bloom.

Tillers of the soil are beginning their activity with

plough, shovel, rake, breaking the firm grip of grim

winter upon the Earth, so that the mild spring warmth

may penetrate her breast and coax into growth and

maturity the seeds lying in her womb.

A great festival seems at hand for which Mother Earth

has adorned herself with garments of the richest and

most beautiful hues.

What does civilized humanity do with all this splendor?

It speculates with it. Usurers, who gamble with the

necessities of life, will take possession of Nature's gifts,

of wheat and corn, fruit and flowers, and will carry on a

shameless trade with them, while millions of toilers, both

in country and city, will be permitted to partake of the

earth's riches only in medicinal doses and at exorbitant

prices.

May's generous promise to mankind, that they were

to receive in abundance, is being broken and undone by

the existing arrangements of society.
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The Spring sends its glad tidings to man through

the jubilant songs that stream from the throats of her

feathered messengers. "Behold," they sing, "I have such

wealth to give away, but you know not how to take.

You count and bargain and weigh and measure, rather

than feast at my heavily laden tables. You crawl about

on the ground, bent by worry and dread, rather than

drink in the free balmly air!"

The irony of May is neither cold nor hard. It con

tains a mild yet convincing appeal to mankind to finally

break the power of the Winter not only in Nature, but

in our social life,—to free itself from the hard and fixed

traditions of a dead past

ENVY.

By WALT WHITMAN.

When I peruse the conquered fame of heroes, and the

victories of mighty generals, I do not envy the

generals,

Nor the President in his Presidency, nor the rich in his

great house;

But when I hear of the brotherhood of lovers, how it was

with them,

How through life, through dangers, odium, unchanging,

long and rang

Through' youth, and through middle and old age, how

unfaltering, how affectionate and faithful they

were,

Then I am pensive—/ hastily walk away, filled with the

bitterest envy.
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OBSERVATIONS AND COMMENTS.

A young man had an Ideal which he cherished as the

most beautiful and greatest treasure he had on earth.

He promised himself never to part with it, come what

might.

His surroundings, however, repeated from morn till

night that one can not feed on Ideals, and that one must

become practical if he wishes to get on in life.

When he attempted the practical, he realized that his

Ideal could never become reconciled to it. This, at

first, caused him deep suffering, but he soon conceived

a pleasant thought: "Why should I expose my precious

jewel to the vulgarity, coarseness and filth of a practical

life? I will put it into a jewel case and hide it in a

secluded spot."

From time to time, especially when business was bad,

he stole over to the case containing his Ideal, to delight

in its splendor. Indeed, the world was shabby com

pared with that!

Meanwhile he married and his business began to im

prove. The members of his party had already begun to

discuss the possibility of putting him up as a candidate

for Alderman.

He visited his Ideal at longer intervals now. He had

made a very unpleasant discovery,—his Ideal had

lessened in size and weight in proportion to the prac

tical opulence of his mind. It grew old and full of

wrinkles, which aroused his suspicions. After all, the

practical people were right in making light of Ideals.

Did he not observe with his own eyes how his Ideal had

faded?

It had been overlooked for a long time. Once more

he stole over to the safety vault containing his Ideal.

It was at a time when he had suffered a severe business

loss. With great yearning in his breast, he lifted the

cover of the case. He was worn from practical life and

his heart and head felt heavy. He found the case empty.

His Ideal had vanished, evaporated!—It dawned upon

him that he had proven false to the Ideal, and not the

Ideal to him.

« «

Pity and sympathy have been celebrating a great feast

within the last few weeks. When they look into the
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mirror of public opinion they find their own reflex

touchingly beautiful, big, very human. Want was about

to commit self-destruction in abolishing poverty, tears

and the despair of suffering humanity forever.

The "heart" of New York, the "heart" of the country,

the "heart" of the entire world throbs for San Francisco.

The press says so, at least.

No doubt a large amount in checks and banknotes

was sent to the city of the Golden Gate. Money, in these

days, is the criterion of emotions and sentiments ; so that

the pity of one who gives $10,000 must appear incom

parably greater than the pity of one who contributes a

small sum which was perhaps intended to buy shoes for

the children, or to pay the grocery bill. A large sum is

always loud and boastful in the way it appears in the

newspapers. The delicate tact and fine taste of the

various editors see to it that the names of the donors of

large sums be printed in heavy type.

After all, can not one every day and in every large

city observe the same phenomenon that has followed the

disaster in San Francisco? Surely there were homeless,

starved, despared, wretched beings in San Francisco

before the earthquake and the fire, yet the public's pity

and sympathy haughtily passed them by; and official

sympathy and compassion had nothing but the police

station and the workhouse to give them.

And now,—what is really being done now? Humani-

tarianism is exhibiting itself in a low and vulgar manner,

and superficiality and bad taste are stalking about in pea

cock fashion.

The newspapers are full of praise for the bravery of

the militia in their defense of property. A man was in

stantly shot as he walked out of a «aloon with his arms

full of champagne bottles, and another was shot for car

rying off a sack of coffee, etc. How strange that the

"brave boys" of the militia,—who, by the way, had to

be severely disciplined because of their beastly drun

kenness,—showed so much noble indignation against a

few clumsy thieves! During the strikes and labor con

flicts it is usually their mission to protect the property of

skillful thieves,—legal thieves, of course.

Finally what is going to be the end of the great dis-
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play <>f superficial sentimentality for the stricken city?

An all-around good deal: Moneyed people, contractors,

real estate speculators will make large sums of money.

Indeed it is not at all unlikely that within a few months

good Christian capitalists will secretly thank their Lord

that he sent the earthquake.

tt *

As an employer, the United States Government is cer

tainly tolerant and liberal, especially so far as the highly

remunerative offices are concerned.

The President, for instance, loves to deliver himself

of moral sermons. Recently he spoke of the people

who criticise government and society and breed dis

content, lie considers them dangerous and entertains

little regard for them. He ought not be blamed for

that, since, as the first clerk of the State, it is his duty

to represent its interests and dignity.

The most ordinary business agent, though he may be

convinced of the corruption of his firm, will take good

care to keep this fact from the public. Business morals

demand it.

Besides, no one will expect or desire that the Presi

dent should become a Revolutionist. This would cer

tainly be no gain of ours, nor would the State suffer

harm. Surely there are enough professional politicians

who do not lack talent for the calling of doorkeepers on

a large scale.

As to the moral sermons against the undesirable an«i

obnoxious element, all that can be said, from a practical

standpoint, is, that their originality and wisdom are in

no proportion to the salary the sermonizer receives.

Competition among preachers of penitence and servility

is almost as great as among patent medicine quacks.

Four or five thousand a year can easily buy the services

of a corpulent, reverend gentleman of some prominence.

Jtf *

The dangers of the first of May, when France was to

be ruined by the "mob" of socialists and anarchists, was

very fantastically described by the Paris correspondents

of the American newspapers. These gentlemen seem to

have known everything. They discovered that the cause

of the threatened revolution was to be found in the irre-

i
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sponsible good nature and kindness of the French govern

ment.

Just show "Satan" Anarchy a finger, and straightway

he will seize the entire arm. Especially M. Clemenceau

was severely censured as being altogether too good a

fellow to make a reliable minister. There he is with

France near the abyss of a social revolution ! That is the

manner in which history is being manufactured for

boarding-school young ladies.

The social revolution may come, but surely not because

of the kindness or good nature of the government.

France needed a newspaper boom for her elections : "The

republic is in danger ; for goodness" sake give us your vote

on election day !"

In order that the citizens might feel the proper horror,

trade-union leaders, anarchists and even a few royalistic

scare-crows were arrested ; at the same time the sympathy

and devotion of the government for its people manifested

itself in the reign of the military terror in the strike

regions.

The real seriousness of the situation, the correspond

ents failed to grasp. How could they? since they got

their wisdom in the ante-chamber of the ministry.

The revolutionary labor organizations care little for

the good will or the Jesuit kindness of the authorities.

They continue with their work, propagate the idea of

direct action, and strengthen the anti-military movement,

the result of which is already being felt among the sol

diers and officers.

The officer who jumped upon the platform at the

Bourse du Travail, expressing his solidarity with the

workers and declaring that he would not fire on them,

was immediately arrested; but this will only influence

others to follow the good example.

» »

In the old fables the lior. is described as supreme

judge and not the mule or the wether.

In Cleveland things are different. Several weeks ago

Olga Nethersole gave a performance of Sappho there.

Whereupon the police felt moved to perform an opera

tion on the play, for moral reasons, of course. The stair

case scene was ordered to be left out altogether.
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Ye poor, depraved artists, how low ye might sink, were

the police and Comstock not here to watch over the

moral qualities of your productions!

If one observes one of these prosaic fellows on the

corner, terribly bored, and with his entire intellect con

centrated on his club, and how out of pure ennui he is

constantly recapitulating the number of his brass but

tons, one can hardly realize that such an individual has

been entrusted with the power to decide the fate of an

artistic production.

NT « tt

1792 the French people marched through the streets

singing :

O, what is it the people cry?

They ask for all equality.

The poor no more shall be

In slavish misery;

The idle rich shall flee.

O, what is it the people need?

They ask for bread and iron and lead.

The iron to win our pay,

The lead our foes to slay,

The bread our friends to feed.

The soldiers at Mount Carmel, Pennsylvania, who were

ordered by their superiors to fire into a crowd of strikers

and wounded and killed innocent men and women, do

not sing the Carmagnole; they sing:

"My country, 'tis of thee,

Sweet land of Liberty!"

If the ruling powers continue to maintain peace and

order with iron and blood it may happen that the mean

ingless national hymn may be drowned by the Carmag

nole, pealing forth like thunder from the throats of the

masses.

vt «

To the credit of human nature be it said, it is not

altogether hopeless. Since tyranny has existed, human

nature has ever rebelled against it.
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Real slavery exists only when the oppressed consider

their fate as something normal, something self-evident.

There is greater security for tyranny in slavish thoughts,

indifference and pettiness than in cannons and swords.

"THIS MAN GORKY."

By MARGARET GRANT.

THE women of America are aroused as never before.

They always are aroused to the defense of their

firesides. Even those women who live in flats are

awake to the need for defending their radiators or their

gas stoves; it is inherent in the nature of woman, it seems.

Most of the women's societies and clubs have spoken

in no uncertain terms concerning the outrage that has

been put upon the civilization of this great country by the

conduct of this man Gorky. And, in fact, it is a thing

not to be borne.

As for me, I belong to the Woman's Association for

the Regulation of the Morals of Others, a society which

is second to none in its activity and usefulness, but which

has seen fit to defer its own discussion of this man

Gorky's conduct until most of the other women's so

cieties have spoken.

We have just had our meeting, and I think that if this

man Gorky should read an account of our proceedings,

he would certainly get out of this outraged country with

all the celerity of which he is capable. But, of course, he-

is only a foreigner after all and probably will not com

prehend the exquisite purity of our morals.

I want to say that in our meetings we do not slavishly

follow those parliamentary rules which men have made

for their guidance, but allow ourselves some latitude in

discussion. And we do not invite some man to come

and do all the talking, as is the case in some women's

clubs.

Mrs. Blanderocks was in the chair. We began with

an informal discussion of the best way of preventing the

common people from dressing so as not to be distin

guished from the upper classes, but there was no heart

in the talk, for we all felt that it was only preliminary.

It was my friend Sarah Warner who changed the subject.

"The Woman's State Republican Association held its
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annual meeting at Delmonico's yesterday," she said,

quietly drawing a newspaper clipping from her pockei-

book.

"And had some men there to amuse them and to tell

them what to do," said Mrs. Blanderocks with cutting

irony.

We all laughed heartily. We meet at Mrs. Biande-

rock's house, and she always provides a beautiful

luncheon.

"But Mrs. Flint said some things that I would like to

read to you," said Sarah. "It won't take long. I cut this

out of ths 'Times' this morning."

"What is it about?" some one asked.

"Gorky," Sarah answered, closing her eyes in a way

to express volumes.

You could hear all the members catch their breath.

This was what they had come for. I broke the oppressive

silence.

"I foresee," I said, "that in the discussion of this sub

ject there will be said things likely to bring a blush to the

cheek of innocence, and I move that all unmarried

women under the age of twenty-five be excluded from

the meeting for as long as this man is under discussion."

A fierce cry of rage rose from all parts of the crowded

room. I did not understand. I could see no one who

would be affected by the rule. Mrs. Blanderocks raised

her hand to command silence and said coldly:

"The motion is out of order. By a special provision

of our constitution it is the inalienable right of all un

married women to be under twenty-five. We will be as

careful in our language as the subject will permit. Mrs.

Warner will please read the words of Mrs. Flint."

I was shocked to think I had made such a mistake.

Sarah rose and read in a clear, sharp voice from the

clipping:

"Should not we as women take some action against

this man? People of such character should not be al

lowed in this country. Of course when he arrived it

was not known how he was living, but he came here and

expected to be received; and I think he should be de

ported. Gorky is the embodiment of Socialism."

Everybody applauded violently. I was puzzled and

asked a question as soon as I could make myself heard
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"Suppose Gorky is a Socialist," I said; "what has that

to do with his morals?"

"Everything," replied Mrs. Blanderocks, haughtily.

"Socialists don't believe in marriage," said Sarah

Warner, taking another clipping from her pocket-book

and reading : " 'Mrs. Cornelia Robinson said : When the

question of unifonn divorce law is taken up, we shall find

that the Socialists are against it as a body. It is not that

they are opposed to divorce, but they do not believe in

marriage.' "

"And does she know?" I asked.

"Would she say it publicly if it were not true?" de

manded Mrs. Blanderocks, glaring disapprovingly at me.

I rose to my feet. I will say for myself that my desire

for knowledge is greater even than my shyness, and

usually overcomes it.

"I want to make a motion," I said, "that this man

Gorky be deported—" (loud applause)—"but before doing

so I would like some one to explain in as plain words

as the nature of the subject will permit, just what he has

been guilty of." Dead silence broken by a voice saying:

He's a foreigner."

"I'll tell you what he has done," cried Sarah Warner;

"he came into this country pretending that the woman

who was with him was his wife; he allowed her to be

registered at the hotel as his wife; he permitted her to

sleep under the same roof with pure men and women—"

"I would like to ask Mrs. Warner," said a lady in a

remote corner of the room, "if she will vouch for the

purity of the men?"

. "Perhaps," said Mrs. Blanderocks, gravely, "it will be

better if the word men be stricken from the record. Do

you object, Mrs. Warner?"

"It was a slip of the tongue," Sarah answered, "and I

am grateful to the member who called attention to it;

though I will say that I think there are some pure men."

"We are discussing Gorky now," said Mrs. Blande

rocks with an indulgent smile.

"True," answered Sarah, beaming back at the chair

woman; "and I was saying that he had subjected the

pure women of the hotel to the unspeakable indignity of

having to sleep under the same roof with the woman he

called his wife."
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"I would like to ask," I interposed timidly, "if it is

right for a woman to sleep under the same roof with an

impure man, or is it only an impure woman who is in

jurious?"

"A woman has to sleep under some roof," came in the

voice of the woman in the corner.

"I think Mrs. Grant would show better taste if she did

not press such a question," said another voice. "Will

Mrs. Warner be good enough to describe the exact status

—I think status is right—of the woman he tried to pass

as his wife?"

"She was his " Sarah had a fit of coughing, "she

was not his wife. I do not care to be more explicit."

"Perhaps," I said, groping for light, "it would be better

if I made my motion read that she should be deported

from the country, since it is her immorality that counts."

"And let those Republican Association women stand

for more morality than we do?" cried Mrs. Blanderocks.

"No, you cannot make your motion too strong."

"Oh, then," I said, with a sigh of relief, "I will move

that Go: ky and all other men, immoral in the same way,

shall be deported from the country."

"Then who is to take care of us women?" demanded

the voice in the corner.

"Do be reasonable, Margaret," said Sarah Warner,

"we can't drive all the men out of the country, and don't

want to, but we can fix a standard of morals to astonish

the world, and there could be no better way than by

making an example of this man Gorky. Don't you see

that he is a foreigner and can't very well know that our

men are just as bad as he is? Besides, isn't he a So

cialist? We would have been willing to condone his re

lations with that woman if only he'd hid them respectably

as our men do, but to come here with his free ideas

Well, I'm willing to let the Russians have all the freedom

they want, and I would have given my mite toward

stirring up trouble over there, but we have all the free

dom we want over here, and a little more, too, if I know

anything about it."

"Very well," I replied, "I will withdraw the motion and

make one to have a committee appointed to investigate

the matter and find out the whole truth about it"

"What is there to find out?" demanded Sarah, aghast.
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"Well, you know he insists that she is his wife. May

be she is by Russian law or custom."

"Perfectly absurd! His own wife and he separated

because they couldn't be happy together. Was ever any

thing more ridiculous?"

"As if happiness had anything to do with marriage!"

said the voice from the corner.

Everybody laughed and applauded as if something

very funny had been said.

"Well, anyhow," I insisted, for I can be obstinate when

a thing isn't clear to me. "if they both thought they were

justified in calling themselves man and wife, and if the

people in Russia thought so, too, why should we make

any fuss about it?"

"Pardon me, Mrs. Grant," said Mrs. Blanderocks,

suavely, "if I say that your words are very silly. In the

first place, the Russians are barbarians, as we all know;

and, in the next place, the law is the law, and the law says

that a man may not have two wives. A man who does

is a bigamist. 'A man who has a wife and yet lives with

another woman is an adulterer. Pardon me for using

such a word, but it was forced from me. Now, this man

Gorky, who may be a very great genius for all I know—

I never read any of his stuff—but he isn't above the law:

not above the moral law anyhow, and the moral law is

the same all over the world. He says he and his wife

parted because they were unhappy together, which is a

very flimsy excuse for immorality. Then he says that his

wife is living now with a man she loves and is happy

with."

"Which makes a bad matter worse," interposed Sarah

Warner. "No one has any business to be happy in im

morality."

"What is morality for," demanded the voice from the

corner, "if it isn't to make people unhappy?"

Everybody screamed with laughter over that, and Mrs.

. Blanderocks went so far as to raise her eyebrows at

Sarah Warner, who bit her lip to keep from smiling.

"But," said I, for I had been reading the papers, too,

"he says the reason they were not divorced was because

the Church would not permit it."

"If the laws of his country were opposed to this di

vorce," said Mrs. Blanderocks, triumphantly, "all the



MOTHER EARTH 13

more reason why he should be ashamed of living with

this actress in such an open, defiant way."

"The Church has nothing to do with divorces in this

country," I said, "yet many of our best people are di

vorced."

"The law permits it," said Mrs. Blanderocks curtly.

"Who makes the law?" I asked, determined to get at

the bottom of the thing if I could.

"The people through the Legislature," was the prompt

answer.

"Well," I said, very timidly, not knowing but I was

quite in the wrong, "it seems that the people of Russia

not being able to make laws nevertheless recognize the

separation of a man and his wife as proper, and permit

them to take other husbands and wives without loss of

standing."

"A law's a law," said Sarah, sternly; "and a law should

be sacred. The very idea of anybody pretending to be

above the law like this man Gorky! I would like to

know what would become of the holy institution of

matrimony if it could be trifled with in such a fashion?"

"You want Russia to be free from the rule of the Tsar,

don't you?" I asked.

"Certainly, he is a tyrant and an irresponsible weak

ling, unfit to govern a great people. Of course, we want

Russia to be free. The people of Russia are entitled to

be free, to govern themselves."

"Do you think they ought to be allowed to make their

own laws?" I asked.

"Of course."

"Then, why do you say that Gorky is not properly

divorced from his first wife and married to his second?

The people of Russia approve."

"Margaret Grant!" cried Sarah, outraged and voicing

the horror of the other members, "I sometimes wonder

if you have any respect at all for the law. How can you

speak as you do? If men and women could dispense

with the law in that way what would become of society?"

"But this state used to permit men and women to live

together without any ceremony and so become man and

wife," I said.

"Well, we don't permit it now," retorted Sarah, grimly.

"If they want to live together now," cried the voice
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from the corner, "they must pretend they don't, even if

everybody knows they do."

Some of the members laughed at that, but Mrs.

Blanderocks thought that was going too far and said so

in her coldest manner.

"I see nothing funny in that. We cannot change the

natures of men, but we can insist upon their hiding their

baser conduct and the degraded portions of their lives

from our view."

"But," said I, "Gorky^ evidently considers this woman

his wife, and had no idea that anybody would think

otherwise."

"The point is," said Sarah Warner, in exasperation,

"and I think I voice the sentiments of this organization,

that he was not legally divorced from his first wife and

that, therefore, he cannot be legally married to this

woman. A law is a law, no matter who makes it. The

law is sacred and must not be tampered with."

"How about the Supreme Court on divorces in Da

kota?" demanded the voice from the corner.

A dead silence fell on the meeting. Some of the mem

bers looked at each other and showed signs of hysterics.

Mrs. Blanderocks flashed a withering glance at the cor

ner, but rose to the occasion.

"Ladies," she said in a solemn tone, "I deeply regret

that this subject has been touched upon in a spirit oi

levity. It was my intention, at the proper time, to intro

duce a resolution of sympathy for those ladies who have

been so summarily and I may say brutally unmarried

by the unfeeling wretches who sit upon the bench of the

Supreme Court It is awful to think that our highly

respected sisters, whose wealth alone should have pro

tected them, have been told by the highest court in the

land that they have been living in shame all this time, and

that their children are not legitimate. Ladies, I call your

attention to the fact that many of our own members are

thus branded by those judges. It is infamous. It is more

than infamous—it is a reason why women should sit on

the judicial bench."

"fes," I said, "it seems impossible for men to com

prehend the mental or emotional processes of women."

"True, too true," murmured our President, giving me

a look of gratitude. "I remember how the men of this
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country cried out agaii us a few years ago because they

could not understand why we send flowers and tender

letters to a poor, handsome negro who had first outraged

and then murdered a woman.

"Yes," I said, "and no doubt they will pretend not to

understand our indignation against this man Gorky, who

thinks the customs of his own country justify him his

terrible conduct. But we must be careful how we word

our condemnation of this man lest he should somehow

learn of what our Supreme Court has so wickedly done

and retort on us that these, our wealthiest and most re

spected citizens, not being legally divorced and hence

not being legally married again, are no better than he

and his so-called wife."

The ladies looked at each other in consternation.

Evidently the thought had not suggested itself to them.

Mrs. X. Y. Z. Asterbilt (nee Clewbel) rose and in a voice

choked with emotion said:

"Speaking for myself as well as for some of the other

ladies, members of this organization, who are temporarily

declassee, so to speak, by this decree of the Supreme

Court, I beg that you will do nothing to call undue at

tention to us, until we have arranged matters so that

our wea' h will enable us to have that legislation which

is necessary to make us respectable women again."

"Is it i/ue," I asked, "that you have sent an invitation

to Madame Andreieva to meet you to discuss the steps

to be taken to reinstate yourselves?"

"It is true, but the extraordinary creature returned

word that as a lady of good standing in her own country

she did not feel that she could afford to associate with

women whom the courts of this country held to be living

in shame."

"Did you ever!" cried Mrs. Blanderocks. "But it

shows us that we must be careful. Mrs. Grant, you have

had experience in such matters, suppose you retire and

draw up a set of resolutions that will not expose us to

the ribald and unseemly comments of the light-minded."

Of course I accepted the task, fully realizing its

gravity, and following is the resolution I brought back

with me:

"Whereas, Maxim Gorky, recognized in the world of

letters as a man of genius, and in the world at large as a
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man of great soul, high purpose and pure nature, having

come to this country accompanied by a lady whom he

considers and treats as his wife; and

"Whereas, The wealthy, and therefore the better classes,

tumbled all over themselves in order to exploit him as a

lion; and

"Whereas, He had not the wisdom and craft and sense

of puritanical respectability to pretend that he did not

know the lady he believed his wife, and to whom he be

lieves himself united by a law higher than that of man;

and

"Whereas, He was guileless enough to believe he had

come to a free country where purity of motive and of

conduct would take precedence of hollow and rotten

forms; and

"Whereas, He did not know that the American people

practise polygamy secretly, while condemning it in words.

and that the United States Senate has been nearly two

years in pretending to try to find a polygamist in their

midst; and

"Whereas, He was so injudicious as to come here with

a defective divorce just at a time when our Supreme

Court was making the divorce of some of us, the gilded

favorites of fortune, defective ; and

"Whereas, He had the audacity to proclaim himself a

Socialist, which is the same thing as saying that he is

opposed to special privilege, and is in favor of the aboli

tion of property in land and in the tools of labor—in other

and plainer words, is against Us; and

"Whereas, He is only a foreigner, anyhow, and no

longer available as a toy and plaything for us; therefore

be it

"Resolved, That this man. Gorky, be used as a means

of proclaiming our extraordinary virtue to the world at

large, as a robber cries stop thief in order to direct atten

tion from himself; that accordingly he be treated with

the utmost outrageous discourtesy and hounded from

hotel to hotel on the ground that such places by no

chance harbor men and women unless they have passed

through the matrimonial mill; that we withdraw our

patronage from the revolution in Russia—not being

seriously interested in it anyhow—and that we will show

our contempt for revolutionary patriots by entertaining
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the rottenest grand duke in Russia if only he will come

over to us, bringing his whole harem if he wish; that

he is a reproach to us while he remains in this country,

and that it is the sense of this great organization that he

and the lady who is his wife in the highest sense shall be

deported."

The resolution was not passed.

I have been expelled from the association.

&' X «

COMRADE.

By MAXIM GORKY.

Translated from the French translation by S. PERsKY,

published in "L'Aurore," Paris.

ALL in that city was strange, incomprehensible.

Churches in great number pointed their many-

tinted steeples toward the sky, in gleaming colors ;

but the walls and the chimneys of the factories rose still

higher, and the temples were crushed between the mas

sive facades of commercial houses, like marvelous

flowers sprung up among the ruins, out of the dust.

And when the bells called the faithful to prayer, their

brazen sounds, sliding along the iron roofs, vanished,

leaving no traces in the narrow gaps which separated the

houses.

They were always large, and sometimes beautiful, these

dwellings. Deformed people, ciphers, ran about like gray

mice in the tortuous streets from morning till evening;

and their eyes, full of covetousness, looked for bread or

for some distraction ; other men placed at the crossways

watched with a vigilant and ferocious air, that the weak

should, without murmuring, submit themselves to the

strong. The strong were the rich : everyone believed that

money alone gives power and liberty. All wanted power

because all were slaves. The luxury of the rich begot the

envy and hate of the poor ; no one knew any finer music

than the ring of gold ; that is why each was the enemy

of his neighbor, and cruelty reigned mistress.

Sometimes the sun shone over the city, but life therein

was always wan, and the people like shadows. At night

they lit a mass of joyous lights; and then famishing
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women went out into the streets to sell their caresses to

the highest bidder. Everywhere floated an odor of vic

tuals, and the sullen and voracious look of the people

grew. Over the city hovered a groan of misery, stifled,

without strength to make itself heard.

Every one led an irksome, unquiet life ; a general hos

tility was the rule. A few citizens only considered them

selves just, but these were the most cruel, and their

ferocity provoked that of the herd. All wanted to live;

and no one knew or could follow freely the pathway of

his desires ; like an insatiable monster, the Present envel

oped in its powerful and vigorous arms the man who

marched toward the future, and in that slimy embrace

sapped away his strength. Full of anguish and perplex

ity, the man paused, powerless before the hideous aspect

of this life: with its thousands of eyes, infinitely sad in

their expression, it looked into his heart, asking him for

it knew not what,—and then the radiant images of the

future died in his soul ; a groan out of the powerlessness

of the man mingled in the discordant chorus of lamenta

tions and tears from poor human creatures tormented by

life.

Tedium and inquietude reigned everywhere, and some

times terror. And the dull and somber city, the stone

buildings atrociously lined one against the other, shut

ting in the temples, were for men a prison, rebuffing the

rays of the sun. And the music of life was smothered by

the cry of suffering and rage, by the whisper of dissimula

ted hate, by the threatening bark of cruelty, by the volup

tuous cry of violence.

In the sullen agitation caused by trial and suffering, in

the feverish struggle of misery, in the vile slime of ego

ism, in the subsoils of the houses wherein vegetated

Poverty, the creator of Riches, solitary dreamers full of

faith in Man, strangers to all, prophets of seditions,

moved about like sparks issued from some far-off hearth

stone of justice. Secretly they brought into these

wretched holes tiny fertile seeds of a doctrine simple and

grand;—and sometimes rudely, with lightnings in their

eyes, and sometimes mild and tender, they sowed this

dear and burning truth in the sombre hearts of these

slaves, transformed into mute, blind instruments by the

strength of the rapacious, by the will of the cruel. And
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these sullen beings, these oppressed ones, listened without

much belief to the music of the new words,—the music for

which their hearts had long been waiting. Little by

little they lifted up their heads, and tore the meshes of

the web of lies wherewith their oppressors had enwound

them. In their existence, made up of silent and contained

rage, in their hearts envenomed by numberless wrongs, in

their consciences encumbered by the dupings of the wis

dom of the strong, in this dark and laborious life, all pene

trated with the bitterness of humiliation, had resounded

a simple word :

Comrade.

It was not a new word; they had heard it ~.jd pro

nounced it themselves ; but until then it had seemed to

them void of sense, like all other words dulled by usage,

and which one may forget without losing anything. But

now this word, strong and clear, had another sound; a

soul was singing in it,—the facets of it shone brilliant as

':i diamond. The wretched accepted this word, and at

first uttered it gently, cradling it in their hearts like a

mother rocking her new-born child and admiring it.

And the more they searched the luminous soul of the

word, the more fascinating it seemed to them.

"Comrado," said they.

And they felt that this word had come to unite the

whole world, to lift all men up to the summits of liberty

and bind them with new ties, the strong ties of mutual

respect, respect for the liberties of others in the name of

one's own liberty.

When this word had engraved itself upon the hearts

of the slaves, they ceased to be slaves ; and one day they

announced their transformation to the city in this great

human formula:

I WILL NOT.

Then life was suspended, for it is they who are the

motor force of life, they and no other. The water

supply stopped, the fire went out, the city was plunged

in darkness. The masters began to tremble like children.

Fear invaded the hearts of the oppressors. Suffocating

in the fumes of their own dejection, disconcerted and

terrified by the strength of the revolt, they dissimulated

the rage which they felt against it.

The phantom of Famine rose up before them, and their
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children wailed plaintively in the darkness. The houses

and the temples, enveloped in shadow, melted into an

inanimate chaos of iron and stone; a menacing silence

filled the streets with a clamminess as of death ; life

ceased, for the force which created it had become con

scious of itself; and enslaved humanity had found the

magic and invincible word to express its will ; it had

enfranchised itself from the yoke; with its own eyes it

had seen its might,—the might of the creator.

These days were days of anguish to the rulers, to those

who considered themselves the masters of life ; each night

was as long as thousands of nights, so thick was the

gfloom, so timidly shone the few fires scattered through the

city. And then the monster city, created by the centuries,

gorged with human blood, showed itself in all its shame

ful weakness; it was but a pitiable mass of stone and

wood. The blind windows of the houses looked upon the

street with a cold and sullen air, and out on the highway

marched with valiant step the real masters of life. They,

too, were hungry, more than the others perhaps ; but they

were used to it, and the suffering of their bodies was not

so sharp as the suffering of the old masters of life; it

did not extinguish the fire in their souls. They glowed

with the consciousness of their own strength, the pre

sentiment of victory sparkled in their eyes. They went

about in the streets of the city which had been their narrow

and sombre prison, wherein they had been overwhelmed

with contempt, wherein their souls had ben loaded with

abuse, and they saw the great importance of their work,

and thus was unveiled to them the sacred right they had

to become the masters of life, its creators and its law

givers.

And the lifegiving word of union presented itself to

them with a new face, with a blinding clearness :

"Comrade."

There among lying words it rang out boldly, as the

joyous harbinger of the time to come, of a new life open

to all in the future ;—far or near ? They felt that it de

pended upon them whether they advanced towards liberty

or themselves deferred its coming.

The prostitute who, but the evening before, was but a

hungry beast, sadly waiting on the muddy pavement to

be accosted by some one who would buy her caresses, the



MOTHER EARTH 21

prostitute, too, heard this word, but was undecided

whether to repeat it A man the like of whom she had

never seen till then approached her, laid his hand upon

her shoulder and said to her in an affectionate tone,

"Comrade." And she gave a little embarra'fed smile,

ready to cry with the joy her wounded heart experienced

for the first time. Tears of pure gaiety shone in her

eyes, which, the night before, had looked at the world

with a stupid and insolent expression of a starving animal.

In all the streets of the city the outcasts celebrated the

triumph of their reunion with the great family of workers

of the entire world ; and the dead eyes of the houses looked

on with an air more and more cold and menacing.

The beggar to whom but the night before an obol was

thrown, price of the compassion of the well-fed, the beg

gar also heard this word ; and it was the first alms which

aroused a feeling of gratitude in his poor heart, gnawed

by misery.

" A coachman, a great big fellow whose patrons struck

him that their blows might be transmitted to his thin-

flanked, weary horse, this man imbruted by the noise of

wheels upon the pavement, said, smiling, to a passer-by:

"Well, Comrade !" He was frightened at his own words.

He took the reins in his hands, ready to start, and looked

at the passer-by, the joyous smile not yet effaced from

his big face. The other cast a friendly glance at him

and answered, shaking his head: "Thanks, comrade; I

will go on foot ; I am not going far."

"Ah, the fine fellow !" exclaimed the coachman enthu

siastically ; he stirred in his seat, winking his eyes gaily,

and started off somewhere with a great clatter.

The people went in groups crowded together on the

pavements, and the great word destined to unite the world

burst out more and more often among them, like a spark :

"Comrade." A policeman, bearded, fierce, and filled witli

the consciousness of his own importance, approached the

crowd surrounding an old orator at the corner of a street,

and, after having listened to the discourse, he said slowly :

"Assemblages are interdicted . . . disperse . . .

And after a moment's silence, lowenng his eyes, he added,

in a lower tone, "Comrades." . .

The pride of young combatants was depicted in the

faces of those who carried the word in their hearts, who
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had given it flesh and blood and the appeal to union ; one

felt that the strength they so generously poured into this

living word was indestructible, inexhaustible.

Here and there blind troops of armed men, dressed in

gray, gathered and formed ranks in silence; it was the

fury of the oppressors preparing to repulse the wave of

justice.

And in the narrow streets of the immense city, between

the cold and silent walls raised by the hands of ignored

creators, the noble belief in Man and in Fraternity grew

and ripened.

"Comrade."—Sometimes in one corner, sometimes in

another, the fire burst out. Soon this fire would become

the conflagration destined to enkindle the earth with the

ardent sentiment of kinship, uniting all its peoples; des

tined to consume and reduce to ashes the rage, hate and

cruelty by which we are ' mutilated ; the conflagration

which will embrace all hearts, melt them into one,—the

heart of the world, the heart of beings noble and just ;—

into one united family of workers.

In the streets of the dead city, created by slaves, in the

streets of the city where cruelty reigned, faith in human

ity and in victory over self and over the evil of the

world grew and ripened. And in the vague chaos of a

dull and troubled existence, a simple word, profound as

the heart, shone like a star, like a light guiding toward

the future: COMRADE.

« tt tt

ALEXANDER BERKMAN.

By E. G.

ON the i8th of this month the workhouse at Hobo-

ken, Pa., will open its iron gates for Alexander

Berkman. One buried alive for fourteen years

will emerge from his tomb. That was not the inten

tion of those who indicted Berkman. In the kindness

of their Christian hearts they saw to it that he be sentenced

to twenty-one years in the penitentiary and one year in

the workhouse, hoping that that would equal a death pen

alty, only with a slow, refined execution. To achieve the

feat of sending a man to a gradual death, the authorities

of Pittsburg at the command of Mammon trampled upon

their much-beloved laws and the legality of court pro

ceedings. These laws in Pennsylvania called for seven

J
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years imprisonment for the attempt to kill, but that did

not satisfy the law-abiding citizen H. C. Frick. He saw

to it that one indictment was multiplied into six. He

knew full well that he would meetwith no opposition from

petrified injustice and the servile stupidity of the judge

and jury before whom Alexander Berkman was tried.

In looking over the events of 1892 and the causes that

led up to the act of Alexander Berkman, one beholds

Mammon seated upon a throne built of human bodies,

without a trace of sympathy on its Gorgon brow for the

creatures it controls. These victims, bent and worn,

with the reflex of the glow of the steel and iron furnaces

in their haggard faces, carry their sacrificial offerings

to the ever-insatiable monster, capitalism. In its greed,

however, it reaches out for more; it neither sees the

gleam of hate in the sunken eyes of its slaves, nor can

it hear the murmurs of discontent and rebellion coming

forth from their heaving breasts. Yet, discontent con

tinues until one day it raises its mighty voice and de

mands to be heard :

Human conditions! higher pay! fewer hours in the

inferno at Homestead, the stronghold of the "philan- >

thropist" Carnegie!

He was far away, however, enjoying a much needed \

rest from hard labor, in Scotland, his native country.

Besides he knew he had left a worthy representative in

H. C. Frick, who could take care that the voice of dis

content was strangled in a fitting manner,—and Mr.

Carnegie had judged rightly.

Frick, who was quite experienced in the art of dispos

ing of rebellious spirits (he had had a number of them

shot in the coke regions in 1890), immediately issued an

order for Pinkerton men, the vilest creatures in the

human family, who are engaged in the trade of murder

for $2 per day.

The strikers declared that they would not permit

these men to land, but money and power walk shrewd

and cunning paths. The Pinkerton blood-hounds were

packed into a boat and were to be smuggled into Home

stead by way of water in the stillness of night. The

amalgamated steel workers learned of this contemptible

trick and prepared to meet the foe. They gathered by

the shores of the Monongahela River armed with sticks
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and stones, but ere they had time for an attack a violent

fire was opened from the boat that neared the shore, and

within an hour eleven strikers lay dead from the bullets

of Prick's hirelings.

Every beast is satisfied when it has devoured its prey,—

not so the human beast. After the killing of the strikers

H. C. Frick had the families of the dead evicted from

their homes, which had been sold to the workingmen

on the instalment plan and at the exorbitant prices usual

in such cases.

Out of these homes the wives and children of the men

struggling for a living wage were thrown into the street

and left without shelter. There was one exception only.

A woman who had given birth to a baby two days

previous and who, regardless of her delicate condition,

defended her home and succeeded in driving the sheriff

from the house with a poker.

Everyone stood aghast at such brutality, at such in

humanity to man, in this great free republic of ours. It

seemed as if the cup of human endurance had been filled

to the brim, as if out of the ranks of the outraged masses

some one would rise to call those to account who had

caused it all.

And some one rose in mighty indignation against the

horrors of wealth and power. It was Alexander Berk-

man!

A youth with a vision of a grand and beautiful world

based upon freedom and harmony, and with boundless

sympathy for the suffering of the masses. One whose

deep, sensitive nature could not endure the barbarisms

of our times. Such was the personality of the man who

staked his life as a protest against tyranny and iniquity;

and such has Alexander Berkman remained all these long,

dreary fourteen years.

Nothing was left undone to crush the body and spirit

of this man; but sorrow and suffering make for sacred

force, and those who have never felt it will fail to realize

how it is that Alexander Berkman will return to those

who loved and esteemed him, to those whom he loved so

well, and still loves so well,—the oppressed and down

trodden millions—with the same intense, sweet spirit and

with a clearer and grander vision of a world of human

justice and equality.
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UT SEMENTEM FECERIS, ITA METES.

By VOLTAIRINE DE CLEYRE.

(To the Czar, on a woman, a political prisoner, being flogged

to death in Siberia.)

How many drops must gather to the skies

Before the cloud-burst comes, we may not know;

How hot the fires in wider hells must glow

Ere the volcano's scalding lavas rise,

Can none say; but all wot the hour is sure!

Who dreams of vengeance has but to endure!

He may not say how many blows must fall,

How many lives be broken on the wheel,

How many corpses stiffen 'neath the pall,

How many martyrs fix the blood-red seal;

But certain is the harvest time of Hate!

And when weak moans, by an indignant world

Re-echoed, to a throne are backward hurled,

Who listens hears the mutterings of Fate!

« * *

THE WHITE TERROR.

7.—The Flogging of a Student.

(BY AN EYE-WITNESS—M. KIRILOV, OF THE "Russ.")

December i8th. Near the Gorbaty Bridge, Moscow.

A group of soldiers of various arms and an officer. Great

animation, jokes, cries, gesticulation, contented faces. A

student has fallen into their hands.

"Well, boys, make room," says the officer. "The per

formance begins!"

"Take off your trousers," says the officer, turning to the

student. The latter is pale, silent, and does not move.

"Trousers off!" cries the officer, in rage; but the

student, without a drop of blood in his face, whiter than

the snow, does not move, but only looks around in silence

with horrified eyes and meets everywhere the triumphant

faces of his tormentors. He drops his head and remains

silent as before.

"Well, then, boys, we must assist our dear student ; his

hands, poor thing, are frost bitten and do not obey."

The voice of the officer changes ; it becomes sweet and

smooth. He looks at the student with pleasure.
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"Take off his dear little trousers!" he orders his sol

diers. The latter unbutton and tear down his trousers.

The student does not resist. Then he is thrown on the

ground.

"Give him beans, boys 1"

Two powerfully-built soldiers step forward, holding

whips in their hands.

The flogging begins. It lasts a long time, accompanied

by loud laughter, jokes and noise. The student is silent

all the time and lies with his face buried in the snow. He

is constantly being asked whether he feels allright, and is

kicked with the boots on his head.

"Halt !" cries the officer at last, when the whole body of

the student has been covered with blood. The excited

soldiers do not leave off at once, but continue for some

time. At last they stop.

"Please, sir, won't you allow us, too, to have a little

game?" smilingly ask a couple of artillery soldiers, salu

ting the officer.

"Well, have a go at him," says the officer kindly.

The second shift gets to work, and turning up their

sleeves, takes over the bloody whips and resumes the

flogging of the student, who still, as before, is lying in

the snow without uttering a word. Only his body still

thrills instinctively as the soldiers get more and more

excited and the blows become more and more frequent.

"Sir, we, too, want some of the lark," impatiently inter

fered some of the dragoons, and having received the per

mission of the officer, substituted themselves for the artil

lery men and with new force and zeal began to flog the

student, who still lay strictly as before, only his body

scarcely moving.

"Well, here you are, you got your higher education—

all the three faculties!" somebody joked as the flogging at

last stopped and the student lay motionless in the snow.

But he was not flogged to death. He was taken to the

other side of the river and there shot.

//.—Lieutenant Schmidt, of the Sevastopol Mutiny, after

being captured.

(From a letter received by Prof. Miliukov from a lady

correspondent who saw Schmidt in the Fortress

and had the tale from his own lips.)



MOTHER EARTH 37

... He only remembers how the officers of the

"Rostislavl" posted him naked, with a broken leg, between

two sentries in their mess-room and approached him in

turns, shaking their fists in his face and abusing him in

the vilest terms. Schmidt's son, who, for some unac

countable reason, had been kept in fortress for two

months, said to me : "I cannot tell you how they abused

my father, the terms are unpronounceable." Schmidt

himself spoke to me sobbingly of the painful treatment

meted out to him by the officers. . . . For twenty-

four hours the two of them, father and son, were kept

stark naked and without food, under a fierce electric

light, on the open deck. They lay together, pressing

against each other so as to warm themselves, and every

one who passed looked at them, and those who wanted,

abused them. When Schmidt, being wounded, asked for

a drop of water, the senior officer shouted at him : "Si

lence, or I'll stop your gullet with my fist."

* X »

PATERNALISTIC GOVERNMENT.

By THEODORE SCHROEDER.

HISTORY serves no purpose to those who cannot, or

do not avail themselves of it as a means of learn

ing helpful lessons, for present use. From a few

sources not readily accessible to the masses, I have copied

. a partial summary of paternalistic legislation which even

the most devout devotees to mass or ruling class wisdom

would now decline to defend.

It is helpful, perhaps, to look back to the persistent

fallacious assumption that men can be made frugal and

useful members of society by laws and edicts. Every

thoughtful student feels sure that future generations will

look upon our present efforts to regulate the self-regard

ing activities of humans with the same cynical leer as

that which now flits over our faces as we read the

following :—

The earliest sumptuary law was passed 215 B. C,

enacted that no woman should own more than half an

ounce of gold or wear a dress of different colors, or ride

in a carriage in the city or in any town or within a mile

of it, unless on occasion of public sacrifices. This law
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was repealed in twenty years. In 181 B. C. a law was

passed limiting the number of guests at entertainments.

In 161 B. C. it was provided that at certain festivals

named the expense of entertainments should not exceed

100 asses, and on ten other days of each month should

not exceed 10 asses. Later on it was allowed that 200

asses, valued at about $300, be spent upon marriage days.

A statute under Julian extended the privileges of ex

travagance on certain occasions to the equivalent of $10,

and $50 upon marriage feasts. Under Tiberius, $100 was

made the limit of expense for entertainments. Julius

Caesar proposed another law by which actual magistrates,

or magistrates elect, should not dine abroad except at

certain prescribed places.

Sumptuary laws, that is to say, laws which profess to

regulate minutely what people shall eat and drink, what

guests they shall entertain, what clothes they shall wear,

what armor they shall possess, what limit shall be put to

their property, what expense they shall incur at their

funerals, were considered by the Early and Middle Ages

as absolutely necessary for the proper government of

mankind.

Tiberius issued an edict against people kissing each

other when they met and against tavern keepers selling

pastry. Lycurgus even prohibited finely decorated ceil

ings and doors. In England the statutes of laborers, re

citing the pestilence and scarcity of servants, made it

compulsory on every person who had no merchandise,

craft or land on which to live, to serve at fixed wages,

otherwise to be committed to gaol till he found sureties.

At a latter day, all men between twelve and sixty not

employed were compelled to hire themselves as servants

in husbandry ; and unmarried women between twelve and

forty were also liable to be hired, otherwise to be im

prisoned. All this, of course, was to compel people of

modest wealth to remain among the laboring class purelv

for their own good. (?) But they were quite impartial

in enforcing benefits, since the Star Chamber also as

sumed to fine persons for not accepting knighthood.

Compulsion was also used at the time of the Reforma

tion, to uphold the Protestant faith and keep people in

the right way. Refusing to confess or receive the sacra

ment was first made subject to fine or imprisonment, and
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a second offense was a felony punishable by death, and

involved forfeiture of land and goods. Those who, hav

ing no lawful excuse, failed to attend the parish church,

in the time of Elizabeth, were fined twelve pence—at that

time a considerable sum. This penalty was afterwards

altered to twenty pounds a month, but those were ex

empted who did not obstinately refuse. The penalty on

all above sixteen who neglected to go for a month was

abjuration of the realm ; and to return to the realm there

after was felony. And two-thirds of the rent of the

offender's lands might also be seized till he conformed.

An ordinance of Edward III., in 1336, prohibited any

man having more than two courses at any meal. Each

mess was to have only two sorts of victuals, and it was

prescribed how far one could mix sauce with his pottage,

except on feast days, when three courses, as most, were

allowable.

The Licinian law limited the quantity of meat to be

used. The Orcian law limited the expense of a private

entertainment and the number of guests. And for like

reasons, the censors degraded a senator because ten

pounds weight of silver plate was found in his house.

Julius Caesar was almost as good a reformer as our mod

ern Puritans. He restrained certain classes from using

litters, embroidered robes and jewels; limited the extent

of feasts ; enabled bailiffs to break into the houses of rich

citizens and snatch the forbidden meats from off the

tables. And we are told that the markets swarmed with

informers, who profiti 1 by proving the guilt of all who

bought and sold there, ~o in Carthage a law was passed

to restrain the exorbitant, expenses of marriage feasts, it

having been found that the great Hanno took occasion of

his daughter's marriage to feast and corrupt the Senate

and the populace, and gained them over to his designs.

The Vhennic Court established by Charlemagne in

Westphalia put every Saxon to death who broke his fast

during Lent. James II. of Arragon, in 1234, ordained

that his subjects should not have more than two dishes,

and each dressed in one way only, unless it was game of

his own killing.

The Statute of Diet of 1363 enjoined that servants of

lords should have once a day flesh or fish, and remnants

of milk, butter and cheese; and above all, ploughmen
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'were to eat moderately. And the proclamations of Ed

ward IV. and Henry VIII. used to restrain excess in

eating and drinking. All previous statutes as to abstain

ing from meat and fasting were repealed in the time of

Edward VI. by new enactments, and in order that fisher

men might live, all persons were bound under penalty

to eat fish on Fridays or Saturdays, or in Lent, the old

and the sick excepted. The penalty in Queen Elizabeth's

time was no less than three pounds or three months' im

prisonment, but at the same time added that whoever

preached or taught that eating of fish was necessary for

the saving of the soul of man, or was the service of God,

was to be punished as a spreader of false news. And

care was taken to announce that the eating of fish was

enforced not out of superstition, but solely out of respect

to the increase of fishermen and mariners. The exemp

tion of the sick from these penalties was abolished by

James I., and justices were authorized to enter victualing

houses and search and forfeit the meat found there. All

these preposterous enactments were swept away in the

reign of Victoria.

Of all the petty subjects threatening the cognizance of

the law, none seems to have given more trouble to the

ancient and mediaeval legislatures than that of dress.

* * * Yet views of morality, of repressing luxury and

vice, of benefiting manufacturers, of keeping all degrees

of mankind in their proper places, have induced the legis

lature to interfere, where interference, in order to be thor

ough, would require to be as endless as it would be object

less.

Solon prohibited women from going out of the town

with more than three dresses. Zaleucus is said to have

invented an ingenious method of circuitously putting

down what he thought bad habits, namly, by prohibiting

things with an exception, so that the exception should,

in the guise of an exemption, really carry out the sting

and operate as a deterrent. Thus he forbade a woman

to have more than one maid, unless she was drunk ; he

forbade her to wear jewels or embroidered robes, or go

abroad at night, except she was a prostitute; he forbade

all but panders to wear gold rings or fine cloth. And

it was said that he succeeded admirably in his legislation.

The Spartans had such a contempt for cowards that those

J
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who fled in battle were compelled to wear a low dress

of patches and shape, and, moreover, to wear a long beard

half shaved, so that any one meeting them might give

them a stroke. The Oppian law of Rome restricted

women in their dress and extravagance, and the Roman

knights had the privilege of wearing a gold ring. The

ancient Babylonians held it to be indecent to wear ? walk

ing stick without an apple, a rose, or an eagle engraved

on the top of it. The first Inca of Peru is said to have

made himself popular by allowing his people to wear ear

rings—a distinction formerly confined to the royal family.

By the code of China, the dress of the people was subject

to minute regulation, and any transgression was punished

by fifty blows of the bamboo. And he who omitted to go

into mourning on the death of a relation, or laid it aside

too soon, was similarly punished. Don Edward of Por

tugal, in 1434, passed a law to suppress luxury in dress

and diet, and with his nobles set an example. In Florence

a like law was passed in 1471. And in Venice, laws

regulating nearly all the expenses of families, in table,

clothes, gaming and traveling. A law of the Muscovites

obliged the people to crop their beards and shorten their

clothes. In Zurich a law prohibited all except strangers

to use carriages, and in Basle no citizen or inhabitant was

allowed to have a servant behind his carriage. About

1292, Philip the Fair, of France, by edict, ordered how

many suits of clothes, and at what price, and how many

dishes at table should be allowed, and that no woman

should keep a cur.

The Irish laws regulated the dress, and even

its colors, according to the rank and station of

the wearer. And the Brehon laws forbade men

to wear brooches so long as to project and be dangerous

to those paasing near. In Scotland, a statute enacted that

women should not come to Kirk or market with their

faces covered, and that they should dress according to

their estate. In the City of London, in the thirteenth

century, women were not allowed to wear, in the highway

or the market, a hood furred with other than lamb-skin

or rabbit-skin. In the Middle Ages, it was not infrequent

to compel prostitutes to wear a particular dress, so that

they might not be mistaken for other women. And this
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was the law in the City of London, as appears from

records of 1351 and 1382.

The views and objects of English legislators as to the

general subject of dress, however preposterous in our

eyes, were grave and serious enough. They were so

confident of their ground that it was recited that "wear

ing inordinate and excessive apparel was a displeasure to

God, was an impoverishing of the realm and enriching

other strange realms and countries, to the final destruction

of the husbandry of the realm, and leading to robberies."

The Statute of Diet and Apparel in 1363, and the later

statutes, minutely fixed the proper dress for all classes

according to their estate, and the price they were to pay ;

handicraftsmen were not to wear clothes above forty

shillings, and their families were not to wear silk or vel

vet. And so with gentlemen and esquires, merchants,

knights and clergy, according to graduations. Plough

men were to wear a blanket and a linen girdle. No female

belonging to the family of a servant in husbandry was

to wear a girdle garnished with silver. Every person

beneath a lord was to wear a jacket reaching to his knees,

and none but a lord was to wear pikes to his shoes exceed

ing two inches. (1463.) Nobody but a member of the

royal family was to wear cloth of gold or purple silk, and

none under a knight to wear velvet, damask or satin, or

foreign wool, or fur of sable. It is true, notwithstanding

all these restrictions, that a license of the king enabled the

licensee to wear anything. For one whose income was un

der twenty pounds, to wear silk in his night-cap was to

incur three months' imprisonment or a fine of ten pounds a

day. And all above the age of six, except ladies and

gentlemen, were bound to wear on the Sabbath day a cap

of knitted wool. These statutes of apparel were not re

pealed till the reign of James I.

Sometimes, though rarely, a legislature has gone the

length of suddenly compelling an entire change of dress

among a people, for reasons at the time thought urgent.

In China a law was passed to compel the Tartars to

wear Chinese clothes, and to compel the Chinese to cut

their hair, with a view to unite the two races. And it was

said there were many who preferred martyrdom to obe

dience.
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So late as 1746, a statute was passed to punish with

six months' imprisonment, and on a second offense with

seven years' transportation, the Scottish Highlanders,

men or boys, who wore their national costume or a tartan

plaid, it being conceived to be closely associated with a

rebellious disposition. After thirty-six years the statute

was repealed. While the act was in force it was evaded

by people carrying their clothes in a bag over their

shoulders. The prohibition was hateful to all, as imped

ing their agility in scaling the craggy steeps of their

native fastnesses. In 1748 the punishment assigned by

the act of 1746 was changed into compulsory service in

the army.

Plato says it is one- of the unwritten laws of nature

that a man shall not go naked, into the market-place or

wear woman's clothes. The Mosaic law forbade men to

wear women's clothes, which was thought to be a mode

of discountenancing the Assyrian rites of Venus. The

early Christians, following a passage of St. Paul ( i Cor.

xi.), treated the practice of men and women wearing each

other's clothes as confounding the order of nature, and

as liable to heavy censure of anathema.

There was formerly rigorous punishment of persons

poaching game with blackened faces. Those who hunted

in forests with faces disguised were declared to be felons.

And as disguises led to crime, and mummers often were

pretenders, all who assumed disguise or visors as mum

mers, and attempted to enter houses or committed assaults

in highways, were liable to be arrested and committed to

prison for three months, without bail.

The Mosaic law prohibited the practice of using al-

henna, or putting an indelible color on the skin, as was

done on occasions of mourning, or in resemblance of the

dead, or in honor of some idol. And two fashions of

wearing the beard and hair were prohibited, as has been

supposed, on account of idolatrous association. Even

Bacon said he wondered there was no penal law against

painting the face.

(To be Continued.)
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LIBERTY IN COMMON LIFE.

By BOLTON HALL.

IT seems to me that none of us see how far-reaching

freedom will be.

The Socialists have abundantly shown that if only

the wastes of production and distribution were saved,

two or three hours' labor per day would produce all that

we produce now. If, in addition to this saving, the land,

including all the resources of nature, were opened to labor,

so that all workers would use the best parts of the earth to

the best advantage, wealth would be so abundant that

interest would disappear.

Even now, with increased production, and notwith

standing the restrictions on the issue of money and our

crazy banking system, interest is decreasing so that we

find it hard to get 4 per cent. here.

Suppose to-day the mortgages and railroad bonds,

which are forms of ownership of land, were taken out

of the market, what interest could we get ? Certainly not

one per cent.

Were the restrictions on production of the tariff, taxes

on products of labor, patent monopolies, hindrances to

the making of money through franchise privileges done

away with, and above all were private appropriation of

rent abolished, wealth would not be so abundant and so

easy to obtain that it would not be worth anyone's while

to keep account of what he had "lent" to another. With

the disappearance, at once, of interest and of the fear

of poverty the motive for accumulations of more than

would be sufficient to provide against disability or old

age will disappear, while such small but universal accu

mulations made available by a system of mutual banking

will provide ample capital for all needed enterprises.

Co-operation will spring up as a labor-saving device,

and the great abilities of the trust managers will be turned

to public service instead of public plunder.

Henry George is wrong in thinking that the increased

demand for capital due to free opportunities for labor

would increase interest. If it did, it would perpetuate a

form of- slavery. He omits to notice that the very use of

the capital would reproduce wealth and capital so much

more abundantly that it would destroy the motive for

accumulation.
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The time will come—it is even now at hand—when

dollars and meals and goods will be given to those who

ask these as freely as candies or water or cigars are

offered to visitors. If I am wrong in this, then I am

wasting my efforts, as far as sincere efforts can be wasted.

If Socialism or Anarchism is needed to insure volun

tary communism of goods, then it is for Socialism or

Anarchism that we should work; and for me, if I could

see, I would turn from single tax to either of them as

readily as I would turn down hill if I found that up hill

was the wrong road.

At present, hardly any one favors these views—of

course, not plutocrats, because the doctrine is dangerous;

not Socialists, because they think that its words turn So

cialists into land reformers ; nor Anarchists, because they

regard compulsory payment of a fair price for the land

one uses as a form of tax ; not even single taxers, as yet,

because they are wedded to the theory of Henry George.

My only fear, if there be room for fear, is that the new

liberty and leisure will come too soon for the sordid people

to make a wise use of it. Yet such a fear is like that of

a man who should fear that his jaw would grind so hard

as to destroy his teeth.

The world is moved by one Spirit, which everlastingly

adjusts action against reaction, so that all is and always

must be well.

Do not shy at truth for fear of its logical consequence.

STATISTICS.

By H. KELLY.

(Special Cablt Despatch to "Titt Sun.")

"LONDON.—The result of the first organized census of

the British Empire is issued in a Blue Book. It shows

that the empire consists of an approximate area of 1 1,908,-

378 square miles, or more than one-fifth of the entire land

area of the world.

"The population is about 400,000,000, of whom 54,000,-

ooo are whites. The population is roughly distributed

as follows: In Asia, 300,000,000; Africa, 43,000,000;

Europe, 42,000,000; America, 7,500,000, and Australasia,

5,000,000.
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"The most populous city after London is Calcutta. The

highest proportion of married persons is in India, Natal,

Cyprus and Canada. The lowest is in the West Indies.

Depression in the birth rate is general almost everywhere,

but is most remarkable in Australasia. The proportion c(.

insane persons in the colonies is much below that in the

United Kingdom. Insanity is markedly decreasing in

India, despite consanguineous marriages. Indeed, the

theory that such marriages produce mental unsoundncss

is little supported by these statistics."

To those who read without preconceived notions, the

figures given above show how history repeats itself.

The British Empire is decaying at the centre, and

the census just taken proves it conclusively. The pro

portion of insane in the colonies, even in poor famine-

stricken India, is "much below" that in the United King

dom. Striking as these figures on insanity are, they

convey but a part of the truth as to the real condition of

the people of England, Ireland, Scotland and Wales, as

all reference to their material well-being (if we were

Christians we would add and spiritual, for over one mil

lion people in these countries never heard of God) is

carefully omitted. Charles Booth, author of that truly

great work, "Life and Labor in London," seventeen vol

umes, estimates that 30 per cent, of the population of the

United Kingdom live in a state of poverty, and Seebohm

Rowntree, author of "Poverty, A Study of Town Life,"

puts it at 27.84 per cent. Mr. Rowntree also states that

an average of one person in five, or 20 per cent, of the

population, die in some public institution, i. e., prison,

poor-house, hospital or insane asylum. These statements

are depressing enough as they are, but they become worse

when we learn that the standard of living upon which

they are based are those enjoyed—we use the word ad

visedly—by poor-house inmates. Think of this, ye Phari

sees, Christian and otherwise, 30 per cent of the popula

tion of the British Isles living under such conditions 1

These are not the idle statements of long-haired reformers

or yellow journalists, but of two very estimable Christian

gentlemen, both of them manufacturers and successful

business men. They are different from the ordinary ex

ploiter only in the sense of being honest and humane
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enough to recognize that something is radically wrong

with modern civilization and make an earnest attempt to

remedy it

In this connection it is worthy of note that when the

proprietors of the London "Daily News" had a system

atic canvas and investigation made into the housing con

ditions in London, some six or seven years ago, it was

found that 900,000 people, one-fifth of the population, were

living in violation of the law. This was the case not

withstanding that the law says 400 cubic feet of air space

for each adult and 200 cubic feet for each child must be

provided, whereas Professor Huxley, who at one time

was a physician in the East End of London, said at least

800 cubic feet for an adult and 400 cubic feet for a child

was absolutely necessary to keep the air in a fair state of

purity.

It was and is the proud boast of millions of people that

they are co-inheritors of this glorious empire, an empire

the greatest the world has ever seen: 400,000,000 souls

and an area so vast that the sun never sets on all its parts

at one time. Pete Curran, the Trade Unionist and Social

ist, once remarked he knew parts of the empire upon

which the sun never shone, and Pete knew.

Glory and aggrandizement based upon injustice brings

its own reward, and when a people subjugate and exploit

another, they must inevitably pay the price of their own

^brutality and injustice. The handwriting is on the wall

in the shape of the present census report. Decaying at

the centre, the British Empire is rapidly going the way

of the Persian, Greek and Roman Empires, and her name

will be synonymous with injustice as theirs are. Nations

no more than individuals can thrive, expand and develop

their best faculties unless their lives are based upon free

dom and justice. Not freedom to exploit a weaker per

son or people, not justice before the law which is a mock

ery and a sham, but freedom for each to live his own life

in his own way, and justice to all in the shape of equal

opportunity to the earth and all it may contain.

This lesson applies equally to America, and if any of

my countrymen are so blind as not to see it, they deserve

pity rather than censure, and it is to be hoped their awak

ening will not long be delayed.
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GERHART HAUPTMANN WITH THE

WEAVERS OF SILESIA.

By MAX BAGINSKI.

WHEN I look at the last engraving in the illus

trated edition of "Hannele," at the Angel of

Death with the impenetrable brow, over whom

Hannele passes into the region of beauty, I have the

consciousness, that that is Gerhart Hauptmann, such is

the inexhaustible wealth of his inner world.

The stress of the life effort and the certainty of death,

groping forth from delicate intimacies, ripened the fine

ness and sweetness of this man's soul. The picture con

tains transitoriness, finiteness, yet also a vista of new

formation, new land.

Of Gerhart Hauptmann one can say, his art has given

meaning to the idea of human love, which in this period

is looked upon with suspicious eyes as a bad coin, a new

impetus, the reality and symbolic depth of which grips

the heart. Out of his books one can draw life more

than literature. A strong soul-similarity with Tolstoi

might be observed, I think, if Hauptmann were a fighting

spirit

I met the poet among the weavers of the Eulengebirge,

Silesia, in the districts of greatest human misery, Feb

ruary, 1891, in Langenbielau, the large Silesian weaving '

village. One evening, on my return from a journey, I

was informed that a tall gentleman in black had inquired

for me. The name of the stranger was Gerhart Haupt

mann, who came to study the conditions of the weaving

districts. The visitor had taken lodgings in the "Preuss-

ischen Hof," where I called on him the same evening,

with joyous expectation. The name of Gerhart Haupt

mann in those days seemed to contain a watchword, a

battle call: not only against the unimportant thrones of

literature at that time but also against social oppression,

prejudices and moral crippling. Hauptmann's first

drama, "Vor Sonnenaufgang," had just appeared and

been produced by th« Free Stage in Berlin; and had

operated like an explosive. It was followed by a flood

of vicious and vile criticism. The literary clique little
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imagined that the future held great success for such

"stuff" both in book form and on the stage.

This lamentable lack of judgment misled the various

pot-boiler writers to attack the new tendency with the

most repulsive arguments. One leading paper of those

days wrote of Hauptmann as an individual of a pro

nounced criminal physiognomy, of whom one could

expect nothing else but dirty, appalling things.

Such literary highway assaults made one feel doubly

happy over the fact, that together with Hauptmann were

a few splendidly armed fighters, like the aged Fontane,

with his great poise and fine exactness.

The first impression of Hauptmann was that he was

not a man of easy social carriage, rather discreet, almost

shy, and uncommunicative. An absorbed, deep dreamer,

yet a keen observer of the human all too human, not

easily led astray, not Goethe, rather Hoelderlin.

The guest room of the "Preussischen Hof" contained

many empty benches. The keeper thereof had ample

time to meditate over the mission of the strange gentle

man, in the weaving districts. I learned the next morn

ing that he had quite decided that Hauptmann was some

government emissary, intrusted with examining the pre

vailing distress of the weavers. One thing, however,

appeared suspicious, the man associated with the "Reds,"

who, according to the government newspaper, only exag

gerated the need and poverty to incite the people for

their own political ends.

Whether or not the misery of the weavers that winter

had reached such a point as to warrant an official in

vestigation, had been the topic of discussion for weeks.

The State Attorney, too, had taken an active part in the

matter. The criticism in the labor paper, "The Prole

tarian," of which I was the editor, that the exorbitant

profit-making methods of the manufacturers, which left

the workers nothing to live on, were met with a number

of indictments against the paper on the following

grounds: "It was indictable to incite the public at the

moment when the prevailing poverty was in itself suffi

cient to arouse the people and cause danger; that this

was criminal, and therefore punishable. The distress

was thereby officially acknowledged; was that not suffi
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cient? Why then hold the conditions up before the

special attention of the people?

We mapped out a tour through the home-weaving

settlements. At Langenbielau, the textile industry had

to a large extent been carried on in mills and factories

and at a higher wage. Misery was not so appalling and

hopeless there, as in the huts of the home weavers.

The following days unrolled a horrible picture before

the eyes of the poet. The figures of Baumann and An-

sorge from his play "The Weavers" became real.

With mute accusation on their lips, they moved before

the human eye in tangible shape; yet one longed to be

lieve they were only phantoms. They lived, but how

they lived was a burning shame to civilization. Huts,

standing deep in the snow, like whitened sepulchres, and

despair staring from every nook, in these days of paternal

care, just as at the time of the famine that swept across

the district in 1844.

Strewn among the hills and valleys lay bits of industry

that had been passed by technical progress, as so many

damned, spooklike spots; and yet those, who vegetated,

worked and gradually perished here, were compelled to

compete with the great productive giants of steel and

iron machinery.

The poet entered these homes not with the spirit of a

cool observer, nor as a samaritan,—he came as man to

man, with no appearance of one stooping to poor

Lazarus. Indeed, it seemed as though Hauptmann

walked with a much steadier gait in the path of human

misery, than on the road of conventionality.

Steinseifersdorf, situated beyond Peterswaldau. A

bare snow field, spread about huts of clay, shingles

and branches, without a sign of life. Neither a cat, dog

nor sparrow, not even chimney smoke, to indicate the

activity of the inhabitants. Heated dwellings in this

stretch of land are luxuries, difficult of achievement; and

how is one to prepare a warm meal out of nothing?

We attempted to enter one of the huts to the right;

there was no path leading to it, so that we were com

pelled to work our way through the deep snow. Was it

possible that human beings breathed within? The old

weather-worn shanty looked as if the slightest breeze

would tumble it over. The few wooden steps, leading to
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the entrance, creaked underneath our steps, and our

knock was met with dead silence. We knocked again,

and this time heard a faint step slowly moving toward

the door; a heavy wooden bolt was moved aside, and we

perceived a human face, with the expression of a

wounded, frightened animal. Like a delinquent, caught

at the offense, the human being at the door stared at the

invaders. Not a ray of hope enlivened the dead expres

sion. No doubt the man had long ceased to expect

amelioration of his needs from his fellow beings. The

figure was covered with rags, and what rags! Not the

kind of rags that tramps wear and which they throw off

when luck strikes them, but eternal rags, that seemed to

have grown to the skin, to have mingled with it so long

that they had become part of it,—disgustingly filthy, but

the only cover he had and that he could not throw away.

The man, about fifty years of age, was silent and led us

through a dirty, cold gray entry into a room. In front of

the loom we observed the drooping figure of a woman, a

cold oven, four dirty, wet walls, at one of them a wooden

bunk also covered with rags that served as bedding; noth

ing else. The man murmured something to the woman,

she rose; both had inflamed eyes, water dripping from

them with the same monotony as from the walls.

Hauptmann began to speak hesitatingly, depressed by

the sight of such misery. He received a few harsh re

plies. The last piece of cloth had been delivered some

time since; there was neither bread, flour, potatoes, coal

nor wood in the house; in fact, no food or fuel of any

sort. This was said in a subdued, fearful voice, as if they

expected severe censure or punishment. Hauptmann gave

the woman some money. The thought of going without

leaving sufficient for a supply of food at least for the next

few days, was agony.

On the widening of the road stood the village inn.

The guest room showed little comfort, the innkeeper

looked worn and in bad spirits. No trade. Innkeepers

of factory towns are better off. They can afford guest

rooms of a higher order, since they enjoy the patronage

of bookkeepers, clerks and teachers. In Steinseifersdorf

one had to depend on the weavers, and that did not bring

enough for a square meal, especially in the winter. The

wife of the innkeeper assured us that the misery in Kasch
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bach, a neighboring village, was even greater, even more

awfuL It was getting late, so we decided to go there the

following day.

Our conversation on our ride homeward dwelt on the

fate of these unfortunates, condemned by modern indus

trialism to a life of the Inferno. I asked Hauptmann

what an effect an artistic, dramatic representation of such

a fate could possibly have. He replied that his inclina

tions were more for summernight's dreams toward sunny

vistas, but that an impelling inner force urged him to use

this appalling want as an object of his art. As for the

hoped-for effect, human beings are not insensible; even

the most satisfied, the most comfortable or rich must be

gripped in his innermost depths when pictures of such

terrible human wretchedness are being unrolled before

him. Every human being is related to another.

My remark that the right of possession has the tend

ency to blind those who are part of it, Hauptmann would

not accept as generally true. He was anxious to bring

the sympathies of the wealthy into energetic activity;

sympathies that would, of course, bring to the poor real

relief from their hideous conditions. He added that the

poverty of the masses had at times tortured him to such

an extent that he was unable to partake of his meals,

which were meager enough, especially during his student

- life in Zurich; yet he had felt ashamed of partaking of

such a luxury as a cup of coffee even. I had to admit

that I could not share his hopes of the influence of an

artistic portrayal of the sufferings of the weavers upon the

- people of wealth. Self-satisfied virtue is hard to move.

Rather did I believe that a great work of art, treating

of the life of the masses, was bound to rouse their con

sciousness to their own conditions.

At that time, I believe, Hauptmann had already com

pleted his "Weavers." His journey into the weaving dis

trict was not to collect material for the structure of that

tremendous play, rather than it was devoted to details,

localities and landscapes. He had already drawn up

the outline for his other play, "College Crampton," por

traying a genial and joyous man, of whom narrowness

and miserableness of surroundings make a carricature

and who is finally wrecked.

Langenbielau, after our journey through the Golgatha
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of poverty, seemed a place of relief. The mills, with the

increasing noise of machines that dulls the ears and racks

the nerves, are by no means an elevating sight, but they

bring the workingmen together and awaken their feeling

and understanding of solidarity and the necessity for con

certed action. Here, in spite of sunken chests, great

fatigue, poor nourishment, one felt the breeze of the

struggling proletarian mind that indicated a new land

of regeneration, beyond the misery of our times.

For one of the evenings a gathering of the older weav

ers was arranged. Hauptmann had a plate set for each

one. During the meal a lively discussion developed.

There was one weaver, Mathias, very bony, and with a

skin like parchment, very poor, but blessed with many

children. He related of a bet he had won. The owner

of the tavern where we were having our feast had ex

pressed doubt as to the ability of Mathias to consume

three pounds of pork at once. He volunteered to do it,

if the meat would be paid for and a quantity of beer added

to it. A neighbor was intrusted with the preparation of

the roast. At the appointed hour Mathias appeared, to

gether with two other men as witnesses of the contesr.

Tne prize eating began, when Mathias was confronted by

an obstacle: Five children belonging to the neighbor

surrounded the table, with their eyes widely opened at

the unusual sight of a roast. Their little faces expressed

great desire and their mouths began to water. The prize

eater felt very uncomfortable before the longing look of

the children. He imagined himself a hard-hearted guzz

ler, only concerned about his own stomach. He forgot

the bet, cut up some of the meat and was about to place

it before the children, when a howl of protest arose.

This was not permitted, if he wanted to win he would

have to eat the entire roast himself. Mathias submitted,

but dropped his eyes in shame before the children. Time

and again he involuntarily passed portions of meat to

them, but his attempts were frustrated by renewed pro

tests. He could not continue, however, until the little

ones were taken out into the cold. There was no other

place, since the only room was taken up by the parties

concerned in the contest. They might have been put into

the cold, dark garret, but that would have been too cruel

and would have made Mathias unable to carry out the
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feat The undertaking was finished, but the winner felt

quite wretched; he was conscious of having committed

a great sin against the simplest of human demands.

The conversation turned (to the uprising of the weav

ers in 1844. Many incidents of those days were related.

Various legend-like and fantastic stories told. Also

names of people of the neighborhood who had partici

pated in that historic event.

The entire affair was very informal and simple, and

not an atom of the oppressive atmosphere one feels in

the relations between the members of the upper and lower

stations of life.

The next morning we started for Kaschbach. The

place looked even more dismal than the one we had vis

ited the day previous. In one of the huts a weaver, with

a swollen arm in a sling, led us into a corner of the room.

On a bunk covered with straw and rags lay a woman

with a little baby near her. Its body was covered with a

terrible rash, perfectly bare, almost hidden within the

floor rags. The shy father, himself in pain, stood near,

the personification of pelplessness. If only there were

food in the house 1 The district physician? He would

have been compelled to prescribe food, light, warmth and

sanitation for every hut he visited, if he did not wish his

science to prove a mockery. He could not do that, so

he came but rarely. Humanitarianism, thus far your

name is impotency! All that could be done was to leave

money and hurry out into the air.

The next abode might be considered pleasant com

pared with the previous one. Two elderly people, not so

worn and wan, and not so ragged. The man was weav

ing, still having some work at times; his wife, very pleas

ant and amiable, was almost ready to praise the good

fortune of their home. "We are better off than our

neighbors," she said with some pride. She pointed to a

freshly cut loaf of bread, to the fire in the oven, to a

table and a real bed—a great fortune, indeed. The walls

were covered with some colored prints, representing

virtue, patience, endurance to the end. One picture

showed the return of the prodigal son, one the ejection

of Hagar from the house of Abraham. Our hostess could

boast of the luxury of a coffee mill even, and, after she

had ground and brewed the coffee, we were invited to
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partake of it, which we gratefully did. Local and general

affairs were talked over; the man, quite talkative, but

careful and reticent in his remarks, especially when re

ligious and political questions were approached. His re

marks were kept within careful lines so as not to offend.

Hauptmann said afterwards that he had noticed such cau

tiousness in all weavers. No doubt it had grown out of

the great poverty that often brought out diffidence and

reticence toward strangers.

Hauptmann sat on a low stool, and, while we were sip

ping our coffee, the woman petted him tenderly on the

brow. "Yes, yes, young man, Want, the awfulness of

Want, but we cannot complain." At our departure, she

pointed to a hut nearby and said: "The people in there

are nearly starved." It was not exaggerated. When we

entered, we saw a woman in the dismal gray of the room,

surrounded by a number of crying children. Two or

three of the maturer girls, thin and pale and drawn out

by the Procrustean bed of poverty, secretly wiped the

last drops of tears from their suffering faces. Hunger

reigned supreme within these walls. The woman, in the

last stage of pregnancy, suffered the keenest under the

lamentations of the younger children, to whom she could

give no food. The husband had been gone two days on

a begging tramp. He would surely bring home some

thing, though it was very difficult to get anything in this

neighborhood. One must tramp a long distance for a

piece of bread. Yesterday they could still obtain a few

potatoes, but to-day she had nothing more to give, nor

did she know what to tell the children. She had implored

the minister to let her have something to eat, if only a

few morsals, but he had nothing himself, he said. The

tightly pressed lips of the older girls trembled violently,

every breath of the family was despair. Our presence

had silenced the cries of the children with the frost-bitten

faces, but when we left, they again would tear the heart

of their mother, their weak little voices calling for bread.

No one could expect such fatalism from these starving

little ones, that they should coolly and philosophically

analyse the "economic necessity" that condemned their

parents to a desperate battle with hunger. The only

thing that could perform miracles here was a coin. The

poor -woman did 'not dare to believe that she actually held
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one in her hand. That which was to secure these un

fortunates relief from death, at the same moment fostered

elsewhere conceit, corruption and extravagance, and is

being used for the conversion of heathen to brotherly

love. The terrible sight of this mother and her little ones

conjured up the heartlessness and emptiness of all philan

thropy and charity for dumb misery. Greatest of all

social crimes, that makes the possibility of stilling the

hunger of the little children dependent on money.

One morning Hauptmann and I went on foot to Rei-

chenbach, where I introduced him to an old weaver, a

Socialist, who had participated in the co-operative scheme

proposed by Bismarck. The old man had much of inter

est to relate of this venture, that had been very meagerly

assisted by the government. He said that the association

could have survived, had it not been for the conspiracy

of the manufacturers, who had a large capital at their

disposal. The result of this, for the co-operative move

ment, was the closing of the market. At one time all

the weaving products sent to the Leipzig Fair had to be

transported back; a clandestine but effective boycott had

made the sale thereof impossible. With much more

gusto he related the days of Lassalle's agitation—that

had brought life into the still limbs of the masses, a great

change had seemed to be at hand. The wife of our old

friend, too, had hoped for the change; but now, she re

marked somewhat resigned, "we old people would rejoice

if we were confident that the young generation would live

to bring about the change."

In this house we met a widow with a thirteen-year-old

daughter. Hauptmann found the child very striking.

She had beautiful, soft, golden-blond hair, deep-set eyes

and a very delicate, pale complexion. I learned later that

he sent her occasional gifts. And when I read "Hannele"

I could not rid myself of the thought that the vision of

this child from Reichenbach must have haunted him

when he created this drama.

That was my last outing with Hauptmann in the tex

tile regions. A few months later I visited him at his

home, located in the woods, close to the edge of a

mountain.

Still later, when I was serving a term of imprisonment

at the Schweidnitzer prison for my sins in exercising too
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much freedom of the press, I was overjoyed one morning

by the news that Hauptmann had sent me a box of books.

Through his kindness, Gottfried Keller, Konrad Ferdi

nand Meyer and other authors have illumined many

dreary days of my cell life.

All the books reached me safely but the "Weavers,"

which had just been published at that time, and that I

could not get hold of, in spite of every effort. The in

spector had strict orders to consider that book as con

traband.

Every time I went into the office to change one book

for another, I saw the "Weavers" on the table. The

temptation to shove the book under my jacket at an op

portune moment was very great and trying, but unfortu

nately the State Attorney had instilled the idea into the

head of the inspector that it was a very dangerous work;

he never took his eyes from it.

Gerhart Hauptmann remained to the Schweidnitzer

prison administration the most dangerous, prohibited

author.

mm*

DISAPPOINTED ECONOMISTS.

Teachers and economists represent the bees as models

of diligence. Behold how these little hard workers gather

the honey together! Not a sign of obstinacy. They

never insist on a certain number of hours for their work

day, nor do they crave time for leisure, meditation or

rest. Indeed, they employ all their energies, so that the

owner of the beehive shall gain high profits.

No matter if they gather a thousandfold ' as much

honey as they can consume, they never seek iniquity.

Man takes all their wealth from them, and in the spring,

in the beautiful month of May, when the flower cups

begin to fill, the little hustlers resume their work again

without complaint and without murmur.

Probably some economists regret that workmen are

not endowed by nature with such an instinct for work as

would let them feel nothing else but the desire to ac

cumulate wealth for others.

It is too bad, indeed, that house builders, railroad

workers, miners, garment workers and farmers are

creatures with thinking faculties. That they should be
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able to analyze, to compare,' to draw conclusions is really

very unfortunate for the "Captains of Industry."

Next to the bee, the Asiatic coolie is the favorite ideal

of the every-day economist. In one respect he surpasses

the bee-^-he does not destroy drones.

How smoothly everything might run along in this

world of material supremacy, if only the workers were

made up of such a desirable mixture as the bees and

coolies.

Fortunately, Fate hath not willed it so.

VITAL ART.

ANNY MALI HICKS.

IN order to estimate the value of any movement,

whether social, economic, ethical or esthetic, it

must be studied in its relation and attitude to general

progress. Its effectiveness should be judged by what it

contributes to the growth of the universal conscience.

That "no man liveth unto himself alone" is never so true

as now, because now it is more generally realized.

Therefore, any expression which concerns itself solely

with its own special field of action finds itself soon set

aside, and presently becoming divorced from reality, ends

as a sporadic type. Any expression, however, which

responds to the larger life gains a vitality which insures

its continuance.

Thus, the effort to apply certain truths not new in

themselves, is a tendency to work in harmony with

progress. The effort to apply principle, however im

perfectly expressed, is important, not because of its

results, but because of the desire to relate theory and

action in a conduct of life. Almost every type of expres

sion is undergoing its phase of application. Esthetics

have somewhat aligned themselves to the others, but at

last there is a movement, known as the arts and crafts

movement, more properly called applied .esthetics, which

is the effort to relate art to life. The old banality, "Art

for Art's sake," is obsolete, and the vital meaning of art

is in a more rational and beautiful expression of life, as

it were, the continent art of living well.

This is the ideal and educational aspect of applied

esthetics. Within the limits of its exclusive circle and
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within the radius of its special activities there is a trend

to contentment with the production of objects of "worth

and virtue." The object of luxury, which in fact has

no vital meaning to either the producer or consumer.

Were the production of such things to be its only aim, it

would soon defeat its own end. But this movement has

in reality wider and more democratic ideals. Because of

its power to stimulate self-expression and the creative

impulses, its greatest and most vital influence is more

social than artistic. It principally concerns itself with

the desire of the worker to express in his work whatever

impulse for beauty may be his. There is no surer way of

feeling the pressure of present economic conditions.

The value of applied esthetics is as a medicine to stir up

social unrest and discontent. Its keynote is self-expres

sion, and it is when men and women begin to think and

act for themselves that they most keenly feel social and

economic restrictions, and are made to suffer under them.

But if suffering is necessary to growth, let us have it and

have it over with by all means. No sane being will

stand much of it without making an effort to get at its

cause. It has been said that the most important part

of progress is to make people think; it is vastly more

important that they should feel. The average individual

is not discontented with his surroundings, else he would

go to work to change them. As a product of them he is

benumbed by their mechanical influence, and consequent

ly expresses himself within their limits. He is the mouth

piece of existing conditions, and, accordingly, acts in

law-abiding fashion.

The larger emotional life, or inner social impulse eman

ates from those pioneers who, living beyond existing con

ditions, are the dynamics of society. Through them life

pushes onward. The inner impulse becomes public opin

ion, public opinion becomes custom, custom crystallizes

into law. Now the fresh impulse is needed for new

growth ; where shall it be sought if not in the expression

of the emotional life? What form shall the expression

take unless it be the purest and most spontaneous form

of art, which is without purpose other than the expression

of an impulse? This alone fosters the growth of the

emotions.

Art, like justice, has many crimes committed in its
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name, and much called so that is merely a methodical and

imitative performance. It is in no wise that spontaneous

expression of life which, coming simply and directly as

an impulse, takes a decorative or applied form. All the

beginnings of art grew up in this way. In primitive

peoples it is the first expression of emotional life, which

comes after the material need is satisfied. The savage

makes his spade or fish spear from the necessity of physi

cal preservation. Thus from the joy of living he applies

to it his feeling for beauty.

The earliest forms of art were all applied. Stone carving

was applied to architecture, thus colored stones, called

mosaics, as wall decorations; from these to the fresco;

from the fresco to the pictorial form of painting. To-day

the final degeneration of art is in the easel picture, which

as an object detached and disassociated from its sur

roundings, takes refuge in the story-telling phase to justify

its raison d'etre. But, alas for the easel picture! alas,

also, for the usual illustration, without which most litera

ture would be so difficult to understand. In each case

the one is there to help out the other's deficiency. Two

important expressions of art, in a state of insubordination.

It is the opera over again, where music and drama keep

up an undignified race for prominence. Supposing an

illustration were decorative in character echoing in a

minor manner the suggested theme, would that not be

a fitting background for the story-telling art ? The Greeks

knew very well what they were about when they intro

duced the relatively subordinate but decoratively impor

tant chorus into their dramas. This as well expresses

their sense of relative proportion as does their sculpture

and architecture. .

What is decorative art, if not a sense of beauty applied

to objects of use ? That these need the emotional element

as well as their element of service is as essential as the

life breath in the body. It is the spark of divine fire

which relates the actual to the ideal, resulting in the

reality. It removes from our surroundings any influence

which is solely mechanical. Applied art is alike because

of its association with that which is necessary to life.

The test is necessity, not alone the physical, but like

wise the emotional necessity, for all sides of our nature

most be developed if life is to have full meaning and come
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to its maturity. The influence of applied esthetics is

more vital because it is unconsciously absorbed through

constant association. Imagine surroundings where

everything which did not have a distinct use were elim

inated and where everything else was distinctly fitted to

its use. If this were put into practice in the usual house

hold, a certain simplicity would be the result, to say the

least. Most things with which we surround ourselves

are neither useful nor beautiful. They are either so ab

surdly over-ornamented as to have their usefulness com

pletely impaired, or else they are the usual mechanical

device equally complicated and hideous. Ornament is

usually an anomaly, added to cover structural defect.

If the relation of the parts to the whole is perfect, beauty

is there. But being accustomed to the over-ornamented

and wholly mechanical, we do not resent their presence.

For what, indeed, is habit not responsible? Even such

innocent objects as pictures hang on our walls until they

are scarcely noticed by us. Why not change them to suit

our moods? Why not, indeed? There are so many of

(hem, in the first place—and one remembers the time

and trouble, even the family dissension which it took to

hang them. But no one cares much, no one is alive

enough to care much—the economic struggle which

deadens our other senses is responsible for this also.

No unit of the social body can disentangle itself from

existing conditions. Each is affected by all its influences.

Some are more, some less, some are so much a part that

they are not conscious. These last also suffer, but with

out knowing why. Vital education would show them.

But the factory system pervades the school and art school

as well as the factory.

What if the underlying force of education were spon

taneous expression, instead of the limited method or

system? The cry of the teacher is always, "It is very

well to be spontaneous, but we must deal with the child

en masse." The remedy for that is simple, because there

is no real necessity to deal with children en masse. It

is so much easier to apply the same system to each varied

unit of a mass than to discover and help the individual

expression of each. The basis of vital art, of vital edu

cation, is self-expression; from it and through it comes

self-control. Self-repression is as socially uneconomic
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as jails and standing armies. If, instead of building

prisons where human life is entombed, libraries where

literature moulds, museums where art becomes archaic,

'why not establish centers of education, where spontaneous

expression is encouraged, and where the soul, mind, and

hand are simultaneously developed.

Think of a state where each individual working out

from its own standpoint, truly without hypocrisy, would

contribute his quota of individual life to the life of the

'whole. Pleasing himself in his work without fear. Then

would come the true democracy, possible only under just

economic conditions, where each has equal opportunity

for self-expression. Then can the higher emotional life

develop necessary to all human growth.

Nf « tt

KRISTOFER HANSTEEN.

By VOLTAIRINE DE CLEYRE.

the earth, unearthly—"

The sentence remained unfinished as I had

written it two years and a half ago when Dis

ease laid its hand on me, and all my MSS. ended in a

dash. It was a description of Kristofer Hanstcen, an

explanation of his work in Norway. And now that I am

ready to pick up the thread of life again, I read that he is

dead—of the earth no more, he who hardly ever belonged

to it At this moment the most insistent memory I have

of that delicate, half-aerial personality are the words:

"When the doctors told me that I might perhaps not live

longer than spring, I thought: 'If I die, what will be

come of Anarchism in Norway ?' " He had no other idea

of his meaning in life than this.

Somewhere fluctuant in my memory runs broken mu

sic—you have heard it?—"an ineffectual angel, beating

his luminous wings within the void,"—something like

that,—words descriptive of Shelley—they haunt me when

ever I would recall Kristofer Hansteen. Perhaps to those

who had known him in his youth, before his body was

consumed like a half-spent taper, he might have seemed

less spirit-like; but when I met him, three years ago this

coming August, his eyes were already burning with

ethereal, fires, the pallor of waste was on the high, fine



MOTHER EARTH 53

forehead, the cough racked him constantly, and there was

upon the whole being the unnameable evanescence of the

autumn leaf; only—his autumn came in summer.

The utter incapacity of the man before the common,

practical requirements of life would have been irritating

to ordinary individuals. The getting of a meal or the

clothing of the body with reference to the weather, were

things that he thought of vaguely, uncomfortably, only

with forced attention. What he saw clearly, entranced

by the vision, was the future—the free future. He had

been touched by the wan wizard of Olive Schreiner's

Dream of Wild Bees, and "the ideal was real to him."

The things about him, other people's realities, were shad

ows—oppressive shadows, indeed, but they did not con

cern him deeply. It was the great currents of life he sa»v

as real things, and among all the confusion of world-

movements he could trace the shining stream that ran

towards liberty; and with his hectic face and burning

eyes he followed it, torn by the cough and parched by

the fever.

The Hansteens are a well-known family in Norway,

clever and often eccentric, Kristofer's aunt, Aosta Han-

steen, at the time of my visit an old lady over eighty,

having fought many a battle for the equality of woman

both in Norway and America. Artist, linguist, and lite

rary woman of marked ability, but, after the manner of

her cotemporaries, rather outlandish and even outrageous

in her attacks on masculine prerogative, she is a target

for satirists and wits, few of whom, however, approach

her virility of intellect. Her father, Kristofer's grand

father, was an astronomer and mathematician. In his

youth Kristofer had gone afoot through the "dais" of

Norway, and when he took me through the art galleries

of Kristiania he was a most interesting guide, through

his actual acquaintance with the scenes and the charac

ters of the dalesmen depicted. He knew the lights upon

the snow and rocks, just what time of the year shone on

the leaves, where the wood-paths wound, the dim glories

of the mist upon the fjords, the mountain stairways in

their craggy walls, and the veiled colors of the summer

midnight. And he knew the development of Norwegian

art life and literary life, as one who wanders always in

those paths, mysteriously lit.
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Our hours of fraternization were few but memorable.

He was a frequent visitor at the house of Olav Kringen,

the editor of the daily Social Democrat, a big, kindly

Norseman, who had remembered me from America, and

who had defended me in his paper against the ridiculous

charge in the ordinary press that I had come there to

assassinate Kaiser Wilhelm. Through the efforts of

Hansteen and the kindliness and largemindedness of

Kringen and his Socialistic comrades, I spoke before the

Socialistic League of Youth in their hall in Kristiania.

The hall was crowded, over eight hundred being present,

and there was some little money in excess of expenses.

which was given to me. I shared it with Hansteen, and

he looked up with a bright flash in his dark eyes : "Now,"

said he, " 'Til Frihet' will come out one month sooner."

"Til Frihet" (Towards Freedom) was his paper; and

would you know how it came out ? He set it up in his free

moments, he did the mechanical work; and then, being

too poor to pay for its delivery through the post, except

the few copies that were sent abroad, he took it from

house to house himself, over the hills of Kristiania!—he,

a consumptive, the cough rending him !

There was a driving rain the night I left the city;

he wore no rubbers or gum-coat. I was in hopes that he

might think the propaganda deserved that its one active

worker should get a pair of rubbers, since he must carry

papers through the rain. I reminded him that he should

keep his feet dry; he only glanced at them as if they were

no concern of his, and—" Til Frihet' will come out one

month sooner."

It was in "Til Frihet" that he had been guilty of high

treason. It happened once that King Oscar, in temporary

retirement from public king-business, had left over to the

Crown Prince the execution of certain matters, which ac

cording to the "Ground Law" of Norway could not be so

left; whereupon Comrade Hansteen printed an editorial

saving, "Oscar has broken the ground-law, and there is

no more a King in Norway." For this he was charged

with high treason, and to escape imprisonment he went to

England, where he remained about a year among the

London comrades. On his return, there was some threat

of carrying out the prosecution, but, probably to avoid

wider puhcation of the king's "treason," the matter
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was dropped. Previous to that Comrade Hansteen had

had experience of prison life. In a May-day procession,

ostensibly to include all labor reform or revolutionary

parties, he, declaring that Anarchists should be given place

too, marched, carrying a red flag. The chief of police

directed a subordinate to take the flag away from him.

Easily enough done, but not, as an evidence of unwilling

submission, before he had struck the official in the face

with his hand. That little hand, weak and delicate as a

woman's ! An ordinary man would have pushed it aside

like a feather and thought no more of it ; but the official

paid tribute to the big will behind the puny flesh by

sentencing him to seven months in prison.

My ignorance of Norwegian prevents my giving any

adequate idea of his work. I know he was the author

of a little pamphlet, "Det frie samfund" (Free Society),

and that he had translated and published one of Krapot-

kin's works (whether "The State" or "The Conquest of

Bread," I do not now remember), which he had issued

in a series of instalments, intended ultimately to be bound

together. As I recall the deep earnestness of his face

in speaking of the difficulties he had had in getting it out,

and the unsolved difficulties still facing its completion.

I find myself wanting to pray that he saw that precious

labor finished. It was so much to him. And I prophecy

that the time will come when young Norwegians will

treasure up those sacrificial fragments as dearer than any

richer and fuller literature. They are the heart's blood

of a dying man—the harbinger of the anarchistic move

ment in Norway.

I cannot say good-bye to him forever without a word

concerning his personal existence, as incomprehensible to

the practical as his social dreams perhaps. He had strong

love of home and children; and once he said, the tone

touched with melancholy: "It used to pain me to think

that I should die and have no son ; but now I am content

ed that I have no son." One knew it was the wrenching

cough that made him "contented." A practical man

would have rejoiced to be guiltless of transmitting the

inheritance, but one could see the dreamer grieved. His

eyes would grow humid looking at his little daughters;

and indeed they were bright, beautiful children, though

not like him. In his early wanderings he had met and
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loved a simple peasant woman, unlettered, but with sound

and serviceable common sense, and with the beauty of

perfect honesty shining in her big Norse-blue eyes. It

was then and it is now a wonder to me how in that mysti

cal brain of his, replete with abstractions, generalizations,

idealizations, he placed his love for wife and children;

strong and tender as it was, one could appreciate at once

that he had no sense of the burden of practical life which

his wife seemed to have taken up as naturally hers. The

whole world of the imagination wherein he so constantly

moved seemed entirely without her ken, yet this did not

seem to trouble either. Nor did the fact that his unworld-

liness doubled her portion of responsibility seem to cause

him to reflect that she was kept too busy, like Martha of

old, to "choose that good part" which he had chosen.

Thinking of it now, still with some sense of puzzlement,

I believe his love for human creatures, and especially

within the family relation, were of that deep, still, yearn

ing kind we feel towards the woods and hills of home;

the silent, unobtrusive presence fills us with rest and

certainty, and we are all unease when we miss it; yet

we take it for granted, and seldom dwell upon it in our

active thoughts, or realize the part it plays in us; it

belongs to the dark wells of being.

Dear, falling star of the northland,—so you have gone

out, and—it was not yet morning.

« * *

FIFTY YEARS OF BAD LUCK.

By SADAKICHI HARTMANN.

EVERY occupant of the ramshackle, old-fashioned

studio building on Broadway knew old Melville,

the landscape painter, who had roughed life within

its dilapidated walls for more than a score of years. In

former years the studio building had been quite fashion

able and respectable ; there is hardly a painter of reputa

tion in New York to-day who has not, once in his life,

occupied a room on the top floor. But in these days of

"modern improvements," of running water and steam

heat, of elevators and electric lights, it has lost its stand

ing and is inhabited by a rather precarious and suspicious

clan of pseudo artists, mountebanks who vegetate on the
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outskirts of art ; "buckeye painters," who turn out a dozen

20x30 canvases a day for the export trade to Africa and

Australia; unscrupulous fabricators of Corots and Dau-

bignys, picture drummers who make such rascality profit

able, illustrators of advertising pamphlets, and so-called

frescoe painters, who ornament ceilings with sentimental

clouds, with two or three cupids thrown in according to

the price they extort from ignorant parvenues.

And yet, no matter on what by-roads these soldiers of

fortune wandered to earn their dubious livelihood, they

all respected the white-bearded tenant, in his shabby gray

suit, a suit which he wore at all seasons, and which time

seemed to have treated just as unkindly as the bent and

emaciated form of its wearer. Old Melville gave offense

to nobody, and always had a pleasant word for everybody,

but, as he was not talkative, and the other tenants were

too busy to bother an old man painting, nobody knew

much about his mode of living, the standard of his art,

or his past history.

Very few had ever entered his studio—he had neither

patrons nor intimate friends—and very likely they would

not have enjoyed their visit. A peculiar gloomy atmos

phere pervaded the room, almost sickening in its frugality,

and as its skylight lay north, the sun never touched it.

It had something chilly and uncanny about it even in

summer. The floor was bare, furniture there was none,

except an old worn-out kitchen table and chair, an easel

and an old box which served as a bookcase for a few

ragged unbound volumes. The comfort of a bed was an

unknown luxury to him ; he slept on the floor, on a mat

tress which in daytime was hidden with his scant ward

robe and cooking utensils in a corner, behind a gray faded

curtain. His pictures, simple pieces of canvas with tat

tered edges, nailed to the four walls, leaving hardly an

inch uncovered, were the only decoration and furnished

a most peculiar wall paper, which heightened the dreari

ness of the room.

There was after all a good deal of merit to old Melville's

landscapes; on an average they were much better than

many of those hung "on the line" ; the only disagreeable

quality was their sombreness of tone. He invariably got

them hopelessly muddy in color, despite their resembling

the color dreams of a young impressionist painter at the
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start. He worked at them so long until they became

blurred and blotchy, dark like his life, a sad reflection of

his unprofitable career.

It was nearly thirty years ago that he had left his

native town and had come to New York as a boy of six

teen. He already knew something of life then; at an

early age he had been obliged to help to support his

family, and had served an apprenticeship as printer and

sign painter. In New York he determined to become an

artist : a landscape painter, who would paint sunshine as

had never been donebefore; but many years elapsed before

he could pursue his ambition. Any amount of obstacles

were put in his way. He had married and had children,

and could only paint in leisure hours, all his other time

being taken up in the endeavor to provide for his family,

by inferior work, inferior decoration, etc. Not before

years of incessant vicissitudes, heart-rending domestic

troubles and sorrow, not before his poor wife had died of

consumption—that awful day when he had to run about

all day in the rain to borrow money enough to burry her !

—and his children had been put in a charitable institution,

he took up painting as a profession. Then the hard times,

which are proverbial with struggling artists without

means, began; only they were easier to bear, as he was

suffering alone. In days of dispossess and starvation

he had at least his art to console him, and he remained

true to her in all those years of misery, and never degraded

himself again to "pot boiling." In hours of despair, he

also tried his hand at it, but simply "couldn't do it." Now

and then he had a stroke of luck, a moderate success, but

popularity and fame would not come. His pictures were

steadily refused by the Academy. Every year he made a

new effort, but in vain.

One day, when one of his large pictures was exhibited

in the show window of a fashionable art store, a rich

collector stepped out of his carriage and, entering the

store, asked, "How much do you want for die Inness you

have in the window ?" The picture dealer answered, "It

is no Inness, but just as good a piece of work." "No

Inness !" ejaculated the man who wanted to buy a name,

"then I don't want it," and abruptly left the store. This

event, trifling as it was, threw a pale halo over old Mel

ville's whole life and gave him strength to overcome many
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a severe trial. He hoped on, persevering in his grim fight

for existence, despite failures and humiliation.

But the years passed by, and he still sat there in his

studio, and in its emptiness, its walls covered with his

dark and unsold pictures, whose tone seemed to grow

darker with every year. He was one of those sensitive

beings who continually suffer from the harsh realities of

life, who are as naive as children, and therefore as easily

disillusionized, and nevertheless cannot renounce their

belief in the ideal. Not a day passed that he did not sit

several hours before his easel, trying to paint sunshine as

it really is. Nobody in this busy world, however, took

notice of his efforts or comprehended the pathos of old

Melville's life, those fifty years of bad luck. And yet such

martyr-like devotion to art, such a glorious lifelong

struggle against fate and circumstances, is so rare in

modern ':mcs that one might expect the whole world to

talk aboui ;t in astonished admiration.

And how did he manage lo get along all this time,

these twenty-five years or more, since "pot boiling" had

become an unpardonable crime to him? Now and then

he borrowed a dollar or so, that lasted him for quite a

while, as his wants were almost reduced to nothing. Of

course he was always behind in the rent, but as he some

times sold a sketch, he managed somehow to keep his

studio. He did not eat more than once a day. "Too

much eating is of no use," he consoled himself, and in

this respect he had many colleagues in the fraternity of

art, as more than one-half of our artists do not manage

to get enough to eat, which fact may explain why many

paint so insipidly.

A few days before his sudden death, an old gentleman,

a chance acquaintance, was talking with him about the

muddy coloring of the pictures. Old Melville's eyes wan

dered "over the four walls representing a life's work; at

first he ardently argued in their favor, but finally gave in

that they, perhaps, were a little bit too dark. "Why do

you not take a studio where you can see real sunlight;

there is one empty now with Southern exposure, right in

this building." Old Melville shook his head, murmuring

some excuses of "can't afford it," of "being used so long

to this one," but his visitor insisted, "he would pay the

rent and fix matters with the landlord." The good
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soul did not understand much about painting, about tones

and values, but merely wanted to get the old man into a

more cheerful room.

It was difficult for old Melville to take leave of his

studio, in which he had seen a quarter of a century roll

by, which he had entered as a man in the best years of his

life, and now left as an old man ; but when he had moved

into the new room, the walls of which were an agreeable

gray, he exclaimed, "How nice and light 1" After arrang

ing his few earthly possessions, he brought out a new

canvas, opened a side window, sat down once more before

his easel, and gazed intently at the sunshine streaming in

and playing on the newly painted and varnished floor.

For years he had wielded the brush every day, but on

this day he somehow coul :1 not paint ; he could not find

the right harmony. He at first attributed it to a cold

which he had contracted, but later on, irritated and some

what frightened, he mumbled to himself, "I fear I can't

paint in this room." And thus he sat musing at his easel

with the blank canvas before him, blank as once his youth

had been, full of possibilities of a successful career, when

suddenly an inspiration came upon him. He saw before

him the orchard of his father's little Canadian farm, with

the old apple trees in bloom, bathed in the sweet and subtle

sunlight of spring, a scene that for years had lain hidden

among the faint, almost forgotten memories of his child

hood days, but now by some trick of memory was conjured

up with appalling distinctiveness. This he wished to

realize in paint, and should he perish in the effort !

Feverishly he seized his palette and brushes, for hours

and hours he painted—the sunlight had long vanished

from his studio floor, a chill wind blew through the open

window and played with his gray locks—and when the

brush at last glided from his hand he had accomplished

his lifelong aim—he had painted sunshine.

Slowly he sank back in his chair, the amis hanging

limp at his sides, and his chin falling on his chest, an

attitude a painter might adopt ga/ing at a masterpiece he

had just accomplished—in this case old Melville's paint

ing hours were over for evermore, his eyes could no

longer see the colors of this world. Like a soldier he

had died at his post of duty, and serene happiness over

this final victory lay on his features. In every life some
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ideal happiness is hidden, which may be found, and for

which we should prospect all our days. Old Melville had

attained his little bit of sunshine rather late in life, but

he had called it his own, at least for however short a

moment, while most of us others, whom life treats less

scurvily, blinded by foolish and selfish desire, cannot even

succeed in grasping material happiness, which crosses our

roads quite often enough and stands at times right near

us, without being recognized.

And the fate of old Melville's pictures? Who knows

if they may not sonic day, when their colors have mel

lowed, be discovered in some garret, and re-enter the art

world in a more dignified manner? True enough, they

will not set the world on fire, yet they may be at least

appreciated as the sincere efforts of a man who loved his

art above all else, and, despite deficiencies, had a keen

understanding for nature and considerable ability to ex

press it. Whatever their future may be, his work has not

been in vain. It is the cruel law of human life that hun

dreds of men must drudge their whole lives away in order

that one may succeed, not a bit better than they; in the'

same way in art, hundreds of talents must struggle and

suffer in vain that one may reach the cloud-wrapped sum

mit of popularity and fame. And that road is sure to lead

over many corpses, and many of the nobler altruistic qual

ities of man have to be left far behind in the valley of

unknown names.

Life was brutal to you, old Melville! But this way or

that way, what is the difference?

« tt N

There was a time when in the name of God and of

true faith in Him men were destroyed, tortured, executed,

beaten in scores and hundreds of thousands. We, from

the height of our attainments, now look down upon the

men who did these things.

But we are wrong. Amongst us there are many such

people, the difference lies only here—that those men of

old did these things then in the name of God, and of His

true service, whilst now those who commit the same

evil amongst us do so in the name of "the people," "for

the true service of the people."—Leo Tolstoy.
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MRS. GRUNDY.

By VIROQUA DANIELS.

Her will is law. She holds despotic sway.

Her wont has been to show the narrow way

Wherein must tread the world, the bright, the brave,

From infancy to dotard's gloomy grave.

"Obey! Obey!" with sternness she commands

The high, the low, in great or little lands.

She folds us all within her ample goivn.

A foru'ard act is met with angry frown.

The lisping babes are taught her local speech;

Her gait to walk; her blessings to beseech.

They laugh or cry, as Mistress says they may,—

In everything the little tots obey.

The youth know naught save Mrs. Grundy's whims.

They play her games. They sing her holy hymns.

They question not; accept both truth and fiction,

(The OLD is right, within her jurisdiction!).

Ma\4», matron, man unto her meekly bow.

She with contempt or ridicule may cow.

They dare not speak, or dress, or love, or hate,

At variance with the program on her slate.
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Her subtle anile, e'en Men to thinkers grown,

Are loath to lose; before its charm they're prone.

With great ado, they publicly conform—

Vain, cowards, vain; revolt MUST raise a storm I

The "indiscreet," when hidden from her sight,

Attempt to live as they consider "right."

Lol Walls have ears! The loyal everyivhere

The searchlight turn, and loudly shout, "Beware!"

In tyranny the Mistress is supreme.

"Obedience," that is her endless theme.

Al countries o'er, in city, town and glen,

Her aid is sought by bosses over men.

Of Greed, her brain is cunningly devised.

From Ignorance, her bulky body 's sized.

When at her ease, she acts as judge and jury.

But she's the Mob when 'roused to fighting fury.

Dame Grundy is, by far, the fiercest foe

To eifry kind of progress, that we know.

So Freedom is, to her, a poison thing.

Who heralds it, he must her death knell ring.
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A GREETING.

By ALEXANDER BERKMAN.

Dear Friends:— ;

I am happy, inexpressibly happy to be in your midst

again, after an absence of fourteen long years, passed

amid the horrors and darkness of my Pennsylvania night

mare. * * * Methinks the days of miracles are not

past. They say that nineteen hundred years ago a man

was raised from the dead after having been buried for

three days. They call it a great miracle. But I think

the resurrection from the peaceful slumber of a three

days' grave is not nearly so miraculous as the actual

coming back to life from a living death of fourteen years

duration;—'tis the twentieth century resurrection, not

based on ignorant credulity, nor assisted by any Oriental

jugglery. No travelers ever return, the poets say, from

the Land of Shades beyond the river Styx—and may be

it is a good thing for them that they don't—but you can

see that there is an occasional exception even to that

rule, for I have just returned from a hell, the like of

which, for human brutality and fiendish barbarity, is not

to be found even in the fire-and-brimstone creeds of our

loving Christians.

It was a moment of supreme joy when I felt the heavy

chains, that had bound me so long, give way with the

final clang of the iron doors behind me and I suddenly

found myself transported, as it were, from the dreary

night of my prison-existence into the warm sunshine of

the living day ; and then, as I breathed the free air of the

beautiful May morning—my first breath of freedom in

fourteen years—it seemed to me as if a beautiful nature

had waved her magic wand and marshalled her most

alluring charms to welcome me into the world again;

the sun, bathed in a sea of sapphire, seemed to shed his

golden-winged caresses upon me ; beautiful birds were in

toning a sweet paean of joyful welcome ; green-clad trees

on the banks of the Allegheny were stretching out to me

a hundred emerald arms, and every little blade of grass

seemed to lift its head and nod to me, and all Nature

whispered sweetly "Welcome Homel" It was Nature's

beautiful Springtime, the reawakening of Life, and Joy,

and Hope, and the spirit of Springtime dwelt in my heart.
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I had been told before I left the prison that the world

had changed so much during my long confinement that

I would practically come back into a new and different

world. I hoped it were true. For at the time when I

retired from the world, or rather when I was retired from

the world—that was a hundred years ago, for it happened

in the nineteenth century—at that time, I say, the foot

steps of the world were faltering under the heavy cross of

oppression, injustice and misery, and I could hear the

anguish-cry of the suffering multitudes, even above the

clanking of my own heavy chains. * * * But all that

is different now—I thought as I left the prison—for have

I not been told that the world had changed, changed so

much that, as they put it, "its own mother wouldn't know

it again." And that thought made me doubly happy:

happy at the recovery of my own liberty, and happy in

the fond hope that I should find my own great joy mir

rored in, and heightened by the happiness of my fellow-

men.

Then I began to look around, and indeed, I found the

world changed ; so changed, in fact, that I am now afraid

to cross the street, lest lightning, in the shape of a horse

less car, overtake me and strike me down ; I also found a

new race of beings, a race of red devils—automobiles you

call them—and I have been told about the winged chil

dren of thought flying above our heads—talking through

the air, you know, and sometimes also through the hat,

perhaps—and here in New York you can ride on the

ground, overground, above ground, underground, and

without any ground at all.

These and a thousand and one other inventions and

discoveries have considerably changed the face of the

world. But alas! its face only. For as I looked further,

past the outer trappings, down into the heart of the

world, I beheld the old, familiar, yet no less revolting

sight of Mammon, enthroned upon a dias of bleeding

hearts, and I saw the ruthless wheels of the social Jug

gernaut slowly crushing the beautiful form of liberty

lying prostrate on the ground. * * * I saw men,

women and children, without number, sacrificed on the

altar of the capitalistic Moloch, and I beheld a race of

pitiful creatures, stricken with the modern St Vitus's

dance at the shrine of the Golden Calf.
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With an aching heart I realized what I had been told in

prison about the changed condition of the world was but

a miserable myth, and my fond hope of returning into a

new, regenerated world lay shattered at my feet

No, the world has not changed during my absence;

I can find no improvement in the twentieth-century so

ciety over that of the nineteenth, and in truth, it is not

capable of any real improvement, for this society is the

product of a civilization so self-contradictory in its essen

tial qualities, so stupendously absurd in its results, that

the more we advance in this would-be civilization the

less rationel, the less human we become. Your twen

tieth-century civilization is fitly characterized by the fact

that, paradoxical as it may seem, the more we produce,

the less we have, and the richer we get, the poorer we

are. Your pseudo-civilization is of that quality which

defeats its own ends, so that notwithstanding the pro

digious mechanical aids we possess in the production of

all forms of wealth, the struggle for existence is more

savage, more ferocious to-dav than it has been ever since

the dawn of our civilization.

But what is the cause of all this, what is wrong with

our society and our civilization?

Simply this :—a lie can not prosper. Our whole social

fabric, our boasted civilization rests on the foundations

of a lie, a most gigantic lie—the religious, political and

economic lie, a triune lie, from whose fertile womb has

issued a world of corruption, evils, shams und unname-

able crimes. There, denuded of its tinsel trappings, your

civilization stands revealed in all the evil reality of its

unadorned shame; and 'tis a ghastly sight, a mass of

corruption, an ever-spreading cancer. Your false civiliza

tion is a disease, and capitalism is its most malignant

form; 'tis the acute stage which is breeding into the

world a race of cowards, weaklings and imbeciles; a

race of mannikins, lacking the physical courage and

mental initiative to think the thought and do the deed

not inscribed in the book of practice ; a race of pigmies,

slaves to tradition and suoerstition, lacking all force of

individuality and rushing, like wild maniacs, toward the

treacherous eddies of that social cataclysm which has
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swallowed the far mightier and greater nations of the

ancient world.

It is because of these things that I address myself to

you, fellow-men. Society has not changed during my

absence, and yet, to be saved, it needs to be changed.

It needs, above all, real men, men and women of original

ity and individuality; men and women, not afraid to

brave the scornful contempt of the conventional mob,

men and women brave enough to break from the ranks

of custom and lead into new paths, men and women

strong enough to smash the fatal social lock-step and

lead us into new and happier ways.

And because society has not changed, neither will I.

Though the bloodthirsty hyena of the law has, in its wild

revenge, despoiled me of the fourteen most precious blos

soms in the garden of my life, yet I will, henceforth as

heretofore, consecrate what days are left to me in the

service of that grand ideal, the wonderful power of which

has sustained me through those years of torture; and I

will devote all my energies and whatever ability I may

have to that noblest of all causes of a new, regenerated

and free humanity; and it shall be more than my suffi

cient reward to know that I have added, if ever so little,

in breaking the shackles of superstition, ignorance and

tradition, and helped to turn the tide of society from the

narrow lane of its blind selfishness and self-sufficient

arrogance into the broad, open road leading toward a

true civilization, to the new and brighter day of Freedom

in Brotherhood.

HENRIK IBSEN.

M. B.

I SHALL not attempt to confine him within the rigid

lines of any literary circle; nor shall I press him

into the narrow frame of school or party ; nor stamp

upon him the distinctive label of any particular ism. He

would break such fetters; his free spirit, his great indi

viduality would overflow the arbitrary confines of "the

sole Truth," "the only true principle." The waves of his

soul would break down all artificial barriers and rush

out to join the ever-moving currents of life.
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A seeer has died.

He carried the flaming torch of his art behind tin

scenes of society—he found there nothing but corruption.

He tested the strength of our social foundations—its

pillars shook : they were rotten.

The rays of his genius penetrated the darkness of

popular ideals ; the hollow pretences of Philistinism filled

his ardent soul with disgust, and pain. In this mood he

wrote "The League of Youth," in which he exposed the

pettiness of bourgeois aspirations and the poverty of their

ideals.

In "The Enemy of the People" Ibsen thunders his

powerful protest against the democracy of stupidity, the

tyrannous vulgarity of majority rule. Doctor Stock-

mann—that is Ibsen himself. How willing and eager the

pigmies and yahoos would have been to stone him.

"What shameless unconventionality, what shocking

daring !" cried the Philistines when they beheld the char

acters portrayed in "Nora" (The Doll's House), "Wild

Duck," and in "The Ghosts"—living pictures revealing

all the evil hidden by the mask of "our sacred institu

tions," "our holy hearthstone." In "Rosmersholm"

Ibsen ignored even the inviolability of conscience; for

there Ibsen showed how the sick conscience of Rosmer

worked the ruin of Rebecca and himself, by robbing

them of the joy of life.

The moralists howled long and loud.

"Has Ibsen no ideals? Docs the accursed Midas-touch

of his mind dissolve everything, one very Holy of Holies,

into the ashes of nothing?"

Thus spoke self-sufficient arrogance.

But can one read "Brand" or "Peer Gynt" and ask

such questions? No heart so overflowed with human

yearning, no soul ever breathed grander, nobler ideals

than Henrik Ibsen. True, he did not prostrate himself

before the idols of the conventional mob, nor did his

sacrificial fires burn on the altar of mediocrity and cretin

ism. He did not bow the proud head before the craven

images that the State and Church have created for the

subjugation of the masses. To Ibsen's free soul the

morality of slaves was a nightmare.

His ideal was Individuality, the development of char

acter. He loved the man that was brave enough to be
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himself. He immeasurably hated all that was false; he

abhorred all that was petty and small. He loved that

true naturalness which, when most real, requires no

effort.

The most severe critic of Ibsen and his art was Ibsen

himself. His attitude towards himself in his last work,

"When We Dead Awaken," is that of the most unpreju

diced judge.

What is the result?

We long for life; yet we are eternally chasing will-

o'-the-wisps. We sacrifice ourselves for things which

rob us of our Self. The castles we build prove houses

made of cards, upon the first touch falling down. Instead

of living, we philosophize. Our life is an esthetic

counterfeit.

A mind of great depth, a soul of prophetic vision has

passed away ; yet not without leaving its powerful impress

—for Henrik Ibsen stood upon the heights, and from

their loftiest peaks we beheld, with him, the heavy fogs

of the present, and through the rifts we saw the bright

rays of a new sun, the promise of the dawn of a freer,

stronger Humanity.

K K M

OBSERVATIONS AND COMMENTS.

Schopenhauer's advice to ignore fools and knaves and

not to speak to them, as the best method of keeping

them at a distance, does not seem drastic enough in these

days of the modern newspaper-reporter nuisance. One

may throw them out of the house, nail all the doors and

windows, and stuff up all key-holes; still he will come;

he will slide down through the chimney, squeeze through

the sewer-pipes—which, by the way, is the real field of

activity of the journalistic profession.

We Anarchists are usually poor business men, with a

few "happy" exceptions, of course; still, we shall have

to form an insurance company against the slugging

system of the reporters.

Alexander Berkman barely had a chance to breathe

free air, when the newspaper scarecrows were let loose

at his heels. Every suspicious-looking man, woman

and child in New York was assailed as to Berkman's

whereabouts, without avail. Finally these worthy gentle
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men hit upon 210 East Thirteenth street—there the re

porters made some miraculous discoveries. Two lonely

hermits, utterly innocent of the ways of the world and

the impertinence of reporters, were marked by the latter.

They triumphed. Never before had they hit upon such

simpletons, of whom they could so easily learn all the

secrets of the fraternity of the Reds.

"Is it not the custom of your clan to delegate every

three days one of your members to take the life of some

ruler?" they asked.

One of the Reds smiled, knowingly. "Only one in

significant life in three days?! How little you know the

Anarchists. I want you to understand, sirs, it is our

wont to use just five minutes for each act, which means

864 lives in three days."

This was more than the most hardened press detective

could stand. They fled in terror.

« it-

Cur! Schurz, politician and career hunter by profession,

died May I4th. He was met at the gate of Hell by the

secretary of that institution with the following question,

"Were you not one of the enthusiasts for the battle of

freedom, in your young days?"

"Yes," said Carl.

"If the reports of my men are correct—and I am con

fident my men are more reliable than the majority of

the newspaper men on your planet—you were even a

Revolutionist ?"

Carl Schurz nodded.

"And why have you thrown your ideals and convictions

overboard?"

"There was no money in them," Carl replied, sulkily.

The Satanic Secretary nodded to one of his stokers,

saying, "Add 5,000 tons of hard coal to our fires. Here

we have a man that sold his soul for money. He de

serves to roast a thousand times more than the ordinary

sinner."

No one considers a thief the patron saint of honesty,

nor is a liar expected to champion the truth. The hang

man is not elected as president of a society for the

preservation of human life; why, then, in the name of



io OBSERVATIONS AND COMMENTS

common sense, do people continue to see in the State

the seat of justice and the patron saint of those whom it

wrongs and outrages daily?

If people would only look closer into the elements of

the State, they would soon behold this trinity—the thief,

the liar, and the hangman.

X X

Free love is condemned; prostitution flourishes. The

moralist, who is the best patron of the dens of prostitu

tion, loudly proclaims the sanctity and purity of mono

gamy. The free expression of life's greatest force—loVe

—must never be tolerated. On the other hand, it is per

fectly respectable to receive a large sum of money from

a millionaire father-in-law for marrying his daughter.

Rudolph von Jhering, one of the most distinguished

theoreticians of jurisprudence in Europe, wrote, many

years ago, "The way in which one utilizes his wealth is

the best criterion of his character and degree of culture.

The purpose that prompts the investment of his money

is the safest characterization of him. The accounts of

expenditures speak louder of a man's true nature than

his diary." How well these words apply to the richest of

the rich and to their methods of disposing of their

capital 1

Take philanthropy, for instance, with its loud and

common display. How it humiliates those that receive,

and how it overestimates the importance of those that

give.

Philanthropy that steals in large quantities and re

turns of its bounty in medicine drops, that snatches the

last bite from the mouth of the people and graciously

gives them a few crumbs or a gnawed bonel

Again, philanthropy as a money mania—in one in

stance it feeds the clergy on fat salaries, so that they

might proclaim the virtue of self-denial, sobriety ami

prudence; in another instance it builds Sunday schools

for young numbskulls and political aspirants who pre

tend to listen to the commonplace discourse about our

Father in Heaven who gives every true Christian an

opportunity to make money; rather would these milk
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sops appreciate the advice of the young nabob as to

how to turn a hundred-dollar bill into a thousand.

Philanthropy, establishing scientific societies for the

investigation of the mode of life of (leas, or philanthropy

excremating libraries, maintaining missionaries in China

or fostering the research of breeding sea horses.

Mrs. Vanderbilt has the heels of her shoes set in

diamonds, while another great philanthropist has estab

lished a pension for aged parrots. Indeed, the stupidity

and sad lack of imagination of our philanthropists are

pitiful. However, when one realizes that they are re

sponsible for the distress, the poverty, and despair of

the great masses of humanity, pity turns into anger and

disgust with a society that will endure it all.

The Chicago papers report a blood-curdling story,

which has affected the Philistines like red affects a

turkey. Knowing (the keen sense of humor of our

readers, we herewith reprint the story :

"Treason and blasphemy as an outburst of Anarchism

all but broke up a meeting held last night in the Masonic

Temple under the auspices of the Spencer-Whitman

Center, at which the subject of "Crime in Chicago" was

discussed by various speakers. The Rev. John Roach

Straton, pastor of the Second Baptist Church, was in

tho midst of the discourse detailing his theories with

reference to the subject in hand when a voice from the

doorway shouted out a blasphemous expression.

The cry was greeted by hisses, but it was only a

moment later that the same voice called :

"Down with America ! Up with Anarchy !"

There was a rush for the door. A tall young man was

.the first to reach the offender, who is said to have been

Carl Havel, associate editor of a German newspaper.

There was a blow and the blasphemer reeled and fell

against the wall. At the same moment a man, said to be

Terence Carlin, a member of a prominent Chicago family,

struck Havel's assailant. He in turn was seized by Parker

H. Sercombe, chairman of the meeting, and a man who

gave the name of Ben Bansig.

The party struggled back and forth in the doorway.

and the disturbers were forced back to an ante-room.
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Blows were struck in a lusty fashion and cries of

"Police!" "They're murdering them!" "Help!" rang out.

Finally the two disturbers made as if to get out, and

the arrival of a watchman in uniform quieted them and

their pursuers. It was, however, with ill grace that the

disturbers of the meeting were allowed to leave, and

as they passed through a door, cursing the law, the

country, and God, a girl, still in her teens, broke through

the crowd and turning to Havel, said :

"That's all right, father."

Ben Bansig saved Chicago,—there can be no dispute-

about that. As to Scrcombe, the editor of To-Marrow,

he deserves recognition. I suggest that he be awarded a

tooth brush at the expense of City Hall.

Our three friends, Terence Carlin, Havel, Mary Latter

—who, as I can authentically prove, is not the daughter

of Hyppolite Havel—can console themselves with the fact

that their protest has done the names of Whitman and

Spencer more honor than the gas of the Baptist preacher.

# tt

That the suspiciously-red noses of the newspaper men

should have smelt the "immoral conduct" of Maxim

Gorky, was really very fortunate for the latter. He is

now relieved from the impertinence of interviewers and

prominent personages. He must feel as if he had re

covered from some loathesome disease. Immorality has

after all many desirable qualities. What if chickens

gaggle, pharisaic goats piously turn up their eyes, and

the dear little piggies grunt !

* £

Well-meaning people are horrified that justice is ma

king use of such creatures as Orchard and McParland

against Moyer, Haywood and Pcttibone. There is noth

ing unusual in that. The record of the American govern

ment in its persecution against Socialists and Anarchists

is by no means so clean that one need be astonished that

it employs spies and perjurers as its helpmates.

IX *

The Lord has developed from a good Christian into

a good banker: He destroyed more churches than vaults

in San Francisco.
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A LETTER.

Chicago, June 2nd, 1906.

Dear Editor :—I hope you have not been trying to

relieve your feelings by using language dangerous to

your soul's salvation. I can sympathize with you, though.

However, it was impossible for me to send the promised

article for "M. E." Who, indeed, could expect a bride

of two weeks to waste time upon magazine articles?! I

hope you have read the reports of my marriage, though

your silence would indicate that you have either neglected

to read the important news, or that your usual lack of

faith in the truth and honesty of the press has not per

mitted you to credit the story.

It is high time, dear friend, that you get rid of your

German skepticism ; you know, I esteem your judgment,

but when it comes to doubting anything the newspapers

say, I draw the line. What reporters do not know about

Anarchists, and especially about your publisher, is not

worth knowing. According to their great wisdom I not

only incited men to remove the crowned heads of various

countries, but I have done worse—I have incited them

to marry me, and when they proved unwilling to love,

honor and obey the order of our secret societies to blow

up all sacred institutions, I sent them about their busi

ness.

Much as I realize the importance of my articles for

MOTHER EARTH, you cannot expect me to sacrifice my

wifely duty to my lord and master for Earth's sake.

I have always held to the opinion that there must be

absolute confidence between publisher and editor on all

matters except the receipts; therefore I have to confess

that my newly-wedded husband, who has just graduated

from the University of the Western Penitentiary—the

curriculum of which is lots of liberty, leisure and enjoy

ment—objects to the drudgery of an agitator and pub

lisher. In justice to him, I dare not do more than write

letters all day, address meetings every evening, and enjoy

the love and kindness of the comrades till early morning

hours. Where, then, shall I find time to write articles

for MOTHER EARTH?"

But to be in keeping with the serious and dignified

tone of our valuable magazine, and especially with you
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dear Editor, I want to say that my meetings were very

successful, and that MOTHER EARTH is being received

with great favor in every city. Nearly 500 copies were

sold here.

After reading the brilliant reports in the Qiicago papers

and seeing the handsome, refined policemen at the various

meetings, I am not surprised that our magazine is being

appreciated. Apropos of the Chicago police, just fancy,

I have actually forced them out of their uniforms. I

hope this will not conjure up the horrible picture of

Chicago's finest parading the city in Adam's costume.

Not that 1 Only, Chief of Police Collins was so outraged

over my gentle criticism of his dear little boys at one of

the woodworkers' meetings, that he gave strict orders,

"Xo officer should again appear at a public meeting in

uniform where that awful Emma Goldman is humiliating

and degrading the emblem of authority and law."

After this, I hope you will never again doubt the im

portance of public meetings and the great and far-reach

ing influence of my speaking.

I shall soon be with you, if I survive my tour, the

police, and the press. I shall then try to make up for my

sins, in the July number of MOTHER EARTH, provided

you will let me recuperate in your editorial care and

affection. EMMA GOLDMAN.

n m it

LIBERTARIAN INSTRUCTION.

By EMILE JANVION.

AMONG the important duties of Anarchists liberta

rian instruction should occupy the first place. As

revolutionary propaganda it is the most effective.

Tolstoi in Yasnaia-Poliana, Reclus at Bruxelles, Paul

Robin at Cempius, the group of the Free School at Paris

have inaugurated attempts during the period of daring

we have witnessed of late years.

Far from mixing education with instruction, the for

mer should be considered as the natural consequence of

the latter.

Our ideas should never be imposed by an education too

specialized, narrow or sectarian, but by means of full and

all-round instruction which opens the mind to criticism
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and makes it accessible to the power of truth which is our

strength and which will complete the forming of tht

character.

Our instruction should be integral, rational, and mixed.

Integral—Because it will tend to develop the whole

being and make a complete, free ensemble, equally pro

gressive in all knowledge, intellectual, physical, manual

and professional, and this from the earliest age.

Rational—Because it will be based on reason and in

conformity with actual science and not on faith; on the

development of personal Freedom and independence and

not (in that of piety and obedience ; on the abolition of

the fiction God, the eternal and absolute cause of sub

jection.

Mixed—Because it favors the coeducation of the sexes

in a constant, fraternal, familiar company of children,

boys and girls, which gives to the character of their man

ners a special earnestness.

To the scientific instruction must be added manual

apprenticeship, instruction with which it is in a constant

connection of balance and reciprocity, and also esthetic

instruction (music, art, etc.), which in point of view of

an integral development has certainly not a small im

portance.

To turn our attention towards the child, to encourage

the development of its initiative, to impress it with a sen

timent of its dignity, to preserve it from cowardice and

falsehood, to make it observe the pros and cons of all

social conceptions, to educate it for the struggle, that is

the great work, scarcely yet begun, which awaits us.

That will be the task of the nearest future if we will

act logically and firmly.

« » JS

THE ANTICHRIST.

From "The Antichrist," by Friedrich Nietzsche. Edited

by Alexander Tille, translated by Thomas Common.

Publishers: Macmillan & Co. New York.

1MAKE war against this theological instinct: I have

found traces of it everywhere. Whoever has theo

logical blood in his veins is from the very beginning

ambiguous and disloyal with respect to everything. The

pathos which develops therefrom calls itself belief: the
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closing of the eye once for all with respect to one's self,

so as not to suffer from the sight—of incurable falsity.

A person makes for himself a morality, a virtue, a sanc

tity out of this erroneous perspective towards all things,

he unites the good conscience to the false mode of

seeing,—he demands that no other mode of perspective be

any longer of value, after he has made his own sacrosanct

with the names of "God," "salvation," and "eternity." I

have digged out the theologist-instinct everywhere; it is

the most diffused, the most peculiarly subterranean form

of falsity that exists on earth. What a theologian feels as

true, must needs be false : one has therein almost a crite

rion of truth. It is his most fundamental self-preserva

tive instinct which forbids reality to be held in honor, or

even to find expression on any point. As far as theo-

logist-influence extends, the judgment of value is turned

right about, the concepts of "true" and "false" are neces

sarily reversed: what is most injurious to life is here

called "true," what raises, elevates, affirms, justifies, and

makes it triumph is called "false."

Let us not underestimate this : we ourselves, we free

spirits, are already a "Transvaluation of all Values," an

incarnate declaration of war against and triumph over

all old concepts of "true" and "untrue." The most

precious discernments into things are the latest discov

ered: the most precious discernments, however, are the

methods. All methods, all presuppositions of our pres

ent-day science, have for millenniums been held in the

most profound contempt: by reason of them a person

was excluded from intercourse with "honest" men—he

passed for an "enemy of God," a despiser of truth, a

"possessed" person. As a scientific man, a person was a

Chandala . . . We have had the entire pathos of

mankind against us—their concept of that which truth

ought to be, which the service of truth ought to be:

every "thou shall" has been hitherto directed against us.

Our objects, our practices, our quiet, prudent, mistrustful

mode—all appeared to mankind as absolutely unworthy

and contemptible.—In the end one might, with some

reasonableness, ask one's self if it was not really an

esthetic taste which kept mankind in such long blind
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ness: they wanted a picturesque effect from truth, they

wanted in like manner the knowing ones to operate

strongly on their senses. Our modesty was longest

against the taste of mankind . . . Oh how they

made that out. these turkey-cocks of God .

The Christian concept of God—God as God of the

sick, God as cobweb-spinner, God as spirit—is one of the

most corrupt concepts of God ever arrived at on earth;

it represents perhaps the gauge of low water in the de

scending development of the God-type. God degenerated

to the contradiction of life, instead of being its trans

figuration and its eternal yea! In God, hostility an

nounced to life, to nature, to the will to life! God as the

formula for every calumny of "this world," for every lie

of "another world !" In God nothingness deified, the will

to nothingness declared holy!

'lliat the strong races of Northern Europe have not

thrust from themselves the Qiristian God, is verily no

honor to their religious talent, not to speak of their taste.

They ought to have got the better of such a sickly and

decrepit product of decadence. There lies a curse upon

them, because they have not got the better of it: they

have incorporated sickness, old age and contradiction

into all their instincts—they have created no God since!

Two millenniums almost, and not a single new God!

But still continuing, and as if persisting by right, as an

ultimatum and maximum of the God-shaping force, of

the creator spiritus in man, this pitiable God of Christian

monotono-theism ! This hybrid image of ruin, derived

from nullity, concept and contradiction in which all

decadence instincts, all cowardices and lassitudes of soul

have their sanction !

Has the celebrated story been really understood which

stands at the commencement of the Bible—the story of

God's mortal terror of science? It has not been under

stood. This priest-book par excellence begins _ appro

priately with the great inner difficulty of the priest: he
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has only one great danger, consequently "God" has only

one great danger.—

The old God, entire "spirit," entire high priest, entire

perfection, promenades in his garden : he only wants

pastime. Against tedium even Gods struggle in vain.

What does he do? He contrives man—man is enter

taining . . . But behold, man also wants pastime.

The pity of God for the only distress which belongs to

all paradises has no bounds : he forthwith created other

animals besides. The first mistake of God : man did not

find the animals entertaining—he ruled over them, but

did not even want to be an "animal"—God consequently

created woman. And, in fact, there was now an end of

tedium—but of other things also ! Woman was the

second mistake of God.—"Woman is in her essence a

serpent, Hera"—every priest knows that: "from woman

comes all the mischief in the world"—every priest knows

that likewise. Consequently, science also comes from

her . . . Only through woman did man learn to

taste of the tree of knowledge.—What had happened?

The old God was seized by a mortal terror. Man him

self had become his greatest mistake, he had created a

rival, science makes godlike; it is at an end with priests

and Gods, if man becomes scientific!—Moral: science is

the thing forbidden in itself—it alone is forbidden.

Science is the first sin, the germ of all sin, original sin.

This alone is morality.—"Thou shall not know :"—the

rest follows therefrom.—By his mortal terror God was

not prevented from being shrewd. How docs one de

fend one's self against science? That was for a long

time his main problem. Answer: away with man, out

of paradise! Happiness and leisure lead to thoughts,—

all thoughts are bad thoughts . . . Man shall not

think—and the "priest in himself" contrives distress,

death, the danger of life in pregnancy, every kind of

misery, old age, weariness, and above all sickness,—noth

ing but expedients in the struggle against science ! Dis

tress does not permit man to think . . . And never

theless! frightful! the edifice of knowledge towers aloft,

heaven-storming, dawning on the Gods,—what to do!—

The old God contrives war, he separates the peoples, he

brings it about that men mutually annihilate one another

(the priests have always had need of war . . . ).
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War, among other things, a great disturber of science!—

Incredible! Knowledge, the emancipation from the

priest, augments even in spite of wars.—And a final

resolution is arrived at by the old God: "man has

become scientific,—there is no help for it, he must be

drowned I" . . .

—I have been understood. The beginning of the Bible

contains the entire psychology of the priest.—The priest

knows only one great danger: that is science,—the

sound concept of cause and effect. But science

flourishes on the whole only under favorable cir

cumstances,—one must have superfluous time, one must

have superfluous intellect in order to "perceive" . . .

Consequently man must be made unfortunate,—this has at

al! times been the logic of the priest.—One makes out

what has only thereby come into the world in accordance

with this logic:—"sin" . . . The concepts of guilt

and punishment, the whole "moral order of the world,"

have been devised in opposition to science,—in opposition

to a severance of man from the priest . . . Man is

not to look outwards, he is to look inwards into himself,

he is not to look prudently and cautiously into things like

a learner, he is not to look at all, he is to suffer . . .

And he is so to suffer as to need the priest always. A

Saviour is needed.—The concepts of guilt and punish

ment, inclusive of the doctrines of "grace," of "salva

tion," and of "forgiveness"—lies through and through,

and without any psychological reality—have been con

trived to destroy the causal sense in man, they are an

attack on the concepts of cause and effect!—And not

an attack with the fists, with the knife, with honesty in

hate and love! But springing from the most cowardly,

most deceitful, and most ignoble instincts 1 A priest's

attack ! A parasite's attack ! A vampirism of pale, sub

terranean blood-suckers ! When the natural conse

quences of a deed are no longer "natural," but are sup

posed to be brought about by the conseptual spectres of

superstition, by "God," by "spirits," by "souls," as mere

"moral" consequences, as reward, punishment, sugges

tion, or means of education, the pre-requisite of per

ception has been destroyed—the greatest crime against
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mankind has been committed. Sin, repeated once more,

this form of human self-violation par excellence, has been

invented for the purpose of making impossible science,

culture, every kind of elevation and nobility of man ; the

priest rules by the invention of sin.—

I condemn Christianity, I bring against the Christian

Church the most terrible of all accusations that ever an

accuser has taken into his mouth. It is to me the greatest

of all imaginable corruptions, it has had the will to the

ultimate corruption that is at all possible. The Christian

Church has left nothing untouched with its depravity, it

has made a worthlessness out of every value, a lie out of

every truth, a baseness of soul out of every straight-for

wardness. Let a person still dare to speak to me of its

"humanitarian" blessings! To do away icith any state

of distress whatsoever was counter to its profoumlest

expediency, it lived by states of distress, it created states

of distress in order to perpetuate itself eternally . . .

The worm of sin for example ; it is only the Church that

has enriched mankind with this state of distress!—

. . . "Humanitarian" blessings of Christianity! To

breed out of humanitas a self-contradiction, an art of

self-violation, a will to the lie at any price, a repugnance.

a contempt for all good and straight-forward instincts!

Those are for me blessing of Christianity!—Parasitism

as the sole praxis of the Church ; drinking out all blood,

all love, all hope for life, with its anaemic ideal of holi

ness ; the other world as the will to the negation of every

reality; the cross as the rallying sign for the most sub

terranean conspiracy that has ever existed,—against

healthiness, beauty, well-constitutedness, courage, intel

lect, benevolence of soul, against life itself . » .

This eternal accusation of Christianity I shall write on

all walls, wherever there are walls,—I have letters for

making even the blind see ... I call Christianity

the one great curse, the one great intrinsic depravity, the

one gjeat instinct of revenge for which no expedient is

sufficiently poisonous, secret, subterranean, mean,—I call

it the one immortal blemish of mankind 1
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BRAIN WORK AND MANUAL WORK.

By PETER KROPOTKIN.

IN olden times men of science, and especially those

who have done most to forward the growth of

natural philosophy, did not despise manual work

and handicraft. Galileo made his telescopes with his own

I lands. Newton learned in his boyhood the art of man

aging tools ; he exercised his young mind in contriving

most ingenious machines, and when he began his re

searches in optics he was able himself to grind the lenses

for his instruments, and himself to make the well-known

telescope, which, for its time, was a fine piece of work

manship. Leibnitz was fond of inventing machines:

windmills and carriages to be moved without horses pre

occupied his mind as much as mathematical and philo

sophical speculations. Linnaeus became a botanist while

helping his father—a practical gardener—in his daily

work. In short, with our great geniuses handicraft was

no obstacle to abstract researches—it rather favored

them. On the other hand, if the workers of old found

but few opportunities for mastering science, many of

them had, at least, their intelligences stimulated by the

very variety of work which was performed in the then

unspecialized workshops ; and some of them had the

benefit of familiar intercourse with men of science. Watt

and Rennie were friends with Professor Robinson ; Brind-

ley, the road-maker, despite his fourteen-pence-a-day

wages, enjoyed intercourse with educated men, and thus

developed his remarkable engineering faculties; the son

of a well-to-do family could "idle" at a wheelwright's shop,

so as to be come later on a Smeaton or a Stephenson.

We have changed all that. Under the pretext of divi

sion of labor, we have sharply separated the brain worker

from the manual worker. The masses of the workmen do

not receive more scientific education than their grand

fathers did ; but they have been deprived of the education

of even the small workshop, while their boys and girls

arc driven into a mine or a factory from the age of thir

teen, and there they soon forget the little they may have

learned at school. As to the men of science, they despise

manual labor. How few of them would be able to make

a telescope, or even a plainer instrument ? Most of them
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are not capable of even designing a scientific instrument,

and when they have given a vague suggestion to the

instrument-maker they leave it with him to invent the

apparatus they need. Nay, they have raised the contempt

of manual labor to the height of a theory. "The man of

science," they say, "must discover the laws of nature, the

civil engineer must apply them, and the worker must

execute in steel or wood, in iron or stone, the patterns

devised by the engineer. He must work with machines

invented for him, not by him. No matter if he does not

understand them and cannot improve them : the scien

tific man and the scientific engineer will take care of the

progress of science and industry."

It may be objected that nevertheless there is a class

of men who belong to none of the above three divisions.

When young they have been manual workers, and some

of them continue to be; but, owing to some happy circum

stances, they have succeeded in acquiring some scientific

knowledge, and thus they have combined science with

handicraft. Surely there are such men ; happily enough

there is a nucleus of men who have escaped the so-much-

advocated specialization of labor, and it is precisely to

them that industry owes its chief recent inventions. But

in old Europe at least, they are the exceptions ; they are

the irregulars—the Cossacks who have broken the ranks

and pierced the screens so carefully erected between the

classes. And they are so few, in comparison with the

ever-growing requirements of industry—and of science

as well, as I am about to prove—that all over the world

we hear complaint about the scarcity of precisely such

men.

What is the meaning, in fact, of the outcry for technical

education which has been raised at one and the same time

in England, in France, in Germany, in the States, and

in Russia, if it does not express a general dissatisfaction

with the present division into scientists, scientific en-

pineers, and workers? Listen to those who know indus

try, and you will see that the substance of their com

plaint is this : "The worker whose task has been special

ized by the permanent division of labor has lost the in

tellectual interest in his labor, and it is especially so in

the great industries: he has lost his inventive powers.

Formerly, he invented very much. Manual workers—
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not men of science nor trained engineers—have invented,

or brought to perfection, the prime motors and all that

mass of machinery which has revolutionized industry

for th-? last hundred years. But since the great factor)'

has been enthroned, the worker, depressed by the monot

ony of his work, invents no more. What can a weaver

invent who merely supervises four looms, without know

ing anything either about their complicated movements

or how the machines grew to be what they are ? What

can a man invent who is condemned for life to bind to

gether the ends of two threads with the greatest celerity,

and knows nothing beyond making a knot?

"At the outset of modern industry, three generations of

workers have invented ; now they cease to do so. As to

the inventions of the engineers, specially trained for devis

ing machines, they are either devoid of genius or not

practical enough. Those "nearly to nothings," of which

Sir Frederick Bramwell spoke once at Bath, are missing

in their inventions—those nothings which can be learned

in the workshop only, and which permitted a Murdoch

and the Soho workers to make a practical engine of Watt's

schemes. None but he who knows the machine—not in

its drawings and models only, but in its breathing and

lhrobbings—who unconsciously thinks of it while stand

ing by it, can really improve it. Smeaton and Newcomen

surely were excellent engineers ; but in their engines a

boy had to open the steam valve at each stroke of the

piston ; and it was one of those boys who once managed to

connect the valve with the remainder of the machine, so

as to make it open automatically, while he ran away to

play with other boys. But in the modern machinery there

is no room left for naive improvements of that kind.

Scientific education on a wide scale has become necessary'

for further inventions, and that education is refused to

the workers. So that there is no issue out of the difficulty

unless scientific education and handicraft are combined to

gether—unless integration of knowledge takes the place

of the present divisions." Such is the real substance of

the present movement in favor of technical education.

But, instead of bringing to public consciousness the, per

haps, unconscious motives of the present discontent, in

stead of widening the views of the discontented and dis

cussing the problem to its full extent, the mouth-pieces
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of the movement do not mostly rise above the shopkeep

er's view of the question. Some of them indulge in jingo

talk about crushing all foreign industries out of competi

tion, while the others see in technical education nothing

but a means of somewhat improving the flesh-machine

of the factory and of transferring a few workers into the

upper class of trained engineers.

Such an ideal may satisfy them, but it cannot satisfy

those who keep in view the combined interests of sci

ence and industry, and consider both as a means for

raising humanity to a higher level. We maintain that

in the interests of both science and industry, as well

as of society as a whole, every human being, without

distinction of birth, ought to receive such an education

as would enable him, or her, to combine a thorough

knowledge of science with a thorough knowledge of

handicraft. We fully recognize the necessity of spe

cialization of knowledge, but we maintain that speciali

zation must follow general education, and that general

education must be given in science and handicraft alike.

To the division of society into brain-workers and manual

workers we oppose the combination of both kinds of

activities; and instead of "technical education," which

means the maintenance of the present division between

brain work and manual work, we advocate the education

integrate, or complete education, which means the dis

appearance of that pernicious distinction. Plainly statcil,

the aims of the school under this system ought to be the

following: To give such an education that, on leaving

school at the age of eighteen or twenty, each boy and

each girl should be endowed with a thorough knowledge

of science—such a knowledge as might enable them to

be useful workers in science—and, at the same time, to

give them a general knowledge of what constitutes the

bases of technical training, and such a skill in some spe

cial trade as would enable each of them to take his or her

place in the grand world of the manuel production of

wealth. I know that many will find that aim too large,

or even impossible to attain, but I hope that if they have

the patience to read the following pages, they will see that

we require nothing beyond what can be easily attained.

In fact, it has been attained; and what has been done on

a small scale could be done on a wider scale, were it not
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for the economical and social causes whicn prevent any

serious reform from being accomplished in our miserably

organized society.

The experiment has been made at the Moscow Tech

nical School for twenty consecutive years with many

hundreds of boys ; and, according to the testimonies of

the most competent judges at the exhibitions of Brussels,

Philadelphia, Vienna and Paris, the experiment has been

a success. The Moscow school admits boys not older than

fifteen, and it requires from boys of that age nothing

but a substantial knowledge of geometry and algebra,

together with the usual knowledge of their mother

tongue; younger pupils are received in the preparatory

classes. The school is divided into two sections—the

mechanical and the chemical ; but as I personally know

better the former, and as it is also the more important

with reference to the question before us, so I shall limit

my remarks to the education given in the mechanical sec

tion. After a five or six years' stay at the school, the

students leave it with a thorough knowledge of higher

mathematics, physics, mechanics, and connected sciences

—so thorough, indeed, that it is not second to that

acquired in the best mathematical faculties of the most

eminent European universities. When myself a student

of the mathematical faculty of the St. Petersburg Uni

versity, I had the opportunity of comparing the knowl

edge of the students at the Moscow Technical School

with our own. I saw the courses of higher geometry

some of them had compiled for the use of their comrades ;

I admired the facility with which they applied the integral

calculus to dynamical problems, and I came to the con

clusion that while we, University students, had more

knowledge of a general character, they, the students of

the Technical School, were much more advanced in higher

geometry, and especially in the applications of higher

mathematics to the most intricate problems of dynamics,

the theories of heat and elasticity. But while we, the

students of the University, hardly knew the use of our

hands, the students of the Technical School fabricated

ivith their own hands, and without the help of professional

workmen, fine steam-engines, from the heavy boiler to

the last finely turned screw, agricultural machinery, and

scientific apparatus—all for the trade—and they received



26 Brain Work and Manual Work

the highest awards for the work of their hands at the

international exhibitions. They were scientifically edu

cated skilled workers—workers with university education

—highly appreciated even by the Russian manufacturers

who so much distrust science.

Now, the methods by which these wonderful results

were achieved were these: In science, learning from

memory was not in honor, while independent research

was favored by all means. Science was taught hand in

hand with its applications, and what was learned in the

schoolroom was applied in the workshop. Great atten

tion was paid to the highest abstractions of geometry as

a means for developing imagination and research. As

to the teaching of handicraft, the methods were quite

different from those which proved a failure at the Cornell

University, and differed, in fact, from those used in most

technical schools. The student was not sent to a work

shop to learn some special handicraft and to earn his

existence as soon as possible, but the teaching of technical

skill was prosecuted—according to a scheme elaborated

by the founder of the school, M. Dellavos, and now ap

plied also at Chicago and Boston—in the same system

atical way as laboratory work is taught in the universities.

It is evident that drawing was considered as the first step

in technical education. Then the student was brought,

first, to the carpenter's workshop, or rather laboratory,

and there he was thoroughly taught to execute all kinds

of carpentry and joinery. No efforts were spared in

order to bring the pupil to a certain perfection in that

branch—the real basis of all trades. Later on, he was

transferred to the turner's workshop, where he was taught

to make in wood the patterns of those things which he

would have to make in metal in the following workshops.

The foundry followed, and there he was taught to cast

those parts of machines which he had prepared in wood ;

and it was only after he had gone through the first three

stages that he was admitted to the smith's and engineer

ing workshops. As for the perfection of the mechanical

work of the students I cannot do better than refer to the

reports of the juries at the above-named exhibitions.

In America the same system has been introduced, in

its technical part, first, in the Chicago Manual Training

School, and later on in the Boston Technical School—
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the best, I am told, of the sort; and in this country, or

rather in Scotland, I found the system applied with full

success, for some years, under the direction of Dr. Ogilvie

at Gordon's College in Aberdeen. It is the Moscow or

Chicago system on a limited scale. While receiving sub

stantial scientific education, the pupils are also trained in

the workshops—but not for one special trade, as it un

happily too often is the case. They pass through the

carpenter's workshop, the casting in metals, and the en

gineering workshop ; and in each of these they learn the

foundations of each of the three trades sufficiently well

for supplying the school itself with a number of useful

things. Besides, as far as I could ascertain from what I

saw in the geographical and physical classes, as also in

the chemical laboratory, the system of "through the hand

to the brain," and vice versa, is in full swing, and it is

attended with the best success. The boys work with the

physical instruments, and they study geography in the

field, instruments in hands, as well as in the class-room.

Some of their surveys filled my heart, as an old geog

rapher, with joy. It is evident that the Gordon's College

industrial department is not a mere copy of any foreign

school ; on the contrary, I cannot help thinking that if

Aberdeen has made that excellent move towards com

bining science with handicraft, the move was a natural

outcome of what has been practised long since, on a

smaller scale, in the Aberdeen daily schools.

The Moscow Technical School surely is not an idea!

school.* It totally neglects the humanitarian education

of the young men. But we must recognize that the Mos

cow experiment—not to speak of hundreds of other par

tial experiments—has perfectly well proved the possibility

of combining a scientific education of a very high standard

with the education which is necessary for becoming an

excellent skiled laborer. It has proved, moreover, that the

best means for producing really good skilled laborers is

to seize the bull by the horns, and to grasp the educational

problem in its great features, instead of trying to give

some special skill in some handicraft, together with a few

* What this school is now, I don't know. In the last years of

Alexander II.'s reign it was wrecked, like so many other gooJ

institutions of the early part of his reign.
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scraps of knowledge in a certain branch of some science.

And it has shown also what can be obtained, without

over-pressure, if a rational economy of the scholar's time

is always kept in view, and theory goes hand in hand

with practice. Viewed in this light, the Moscow results

do not seem extraordinary at all, and still better results

may be expected if the same principles are applied from

the earliest years of education. Waste of time is the lead

ing feature of our present education. Not only are we

taught a mass of rubbish, but what is not rubbish is

taught so as to make us waste over it as much time as

possible. Our present methods of teaching originate

from a time when the accomplishments required from an

educated person were extremely limited; and they have

been maintained, notwithstanding the immense increase

of knowledge which must be conveyed to the scholar's

mind since science has so much widened its former limits.

Hence the over-pressure in schools, and hence, also, the

urgent necessity of totally revising both the subjects and

the methods of teaching, according to the new wants and

to the examples already given here and there, by separate

schools and separate teachers.

It is evident that the years of childhood ought not to be

spent so uselessly as they are now. German teachers

have shown how the very plays of children can be made

instrumental in conveying to the childish mind some con

crete knowledge in both geometry and mathematics. The

children who have made the squares of the theorem of

Pythagoras out of pieces of colored cardboard, will not

look at the theorem, when it comes in geometry, as on a

mere instrument of torture devised by the teachers ; and

the less so if they apply it as the carpenters do. Com

plicated problems of arithmetic, which so much harassed

us in our boyhood, are easily solved by children seven

and eight years old if they are put in the shape of inter

esting puzzles. And if the Kindergarten—German teach

ers often make of it a kind of barrack in which each

movement of the child is regulated beforehand—has often

become a small prison for the little ones, the idea which

presided at its foundation is nevertheless true. In fact,

it is almost impossible to imagine, without having tried it,

how many sound notions of nature, habits of classifica

tion, and taste for natural sciences can be conveyed to
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the children's minds; and, if a series of concentric courses

adapted to the various phases of development of the

human being were generally accepted in education, the

first series in all sciences, save sociology, could be taught

before the age of ten or twelve, so as to give a general

idea of the universe, the earth and its inhabitants, the chief

physical, chemical, zoological, and botanical phenomena,

leaving the discovery of the laws of those phenomena to

the next scries of deeper and more specialised studies.

On the other side, we all know how children like to make

toys themselves, how they gladly imitate the work of full-

grown people if they see them at work in the workshop

or the building-yard. But the parents either stupidly

paralyze that passion, or do not know how to utilize it.

Most of them despise manual work and prefer sending

their children to the study of Roman history, or of Frank

lin's teachings about saving money, to seeing them at a

work which is good for the "lower classes only." They

thus do their best to render subsequent learning the more

difficult.

*********

The so-called division of labor has grown under a

system which condemned the masses to toil all the day

long, and all the life long, at the same wearisome kind of

labor. But if we take into account how few are the real

producers of wealth in our present society, and how

squandered is their labor, we must recognize that Frank

lin was right in saying that to work five hours a day

would generally do for supplying each member of a

civilized nation with the comfort now accessible for the

few only, provided everybody took his due share in pro

duction. But we have made some progress since Frank

lin's times. More than one-half of the working clay

would thus remain to every one for the pursuit of art,

science, or any hobby he might prefer; and his work in

those fields would be the more profitable if he spent the

other half of the day in productive work—if art and

science were followed from mere inclination, not for

mercantile purposes. Moreover, a community organized

on the principles of all being workers would be rich

enough to conclude that every man and woman, after

having reached a certain age—say of forty or more—

ought to be relieved from the moral obligation of taking
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a direct part in the performance of the necessary manual

'work, so as to be able entirely to devote himself or herself

to whatever he or she chooses in the domain of art, or

science, or any kind of work. Free pursuit in new

branches of art and knowledge, free creation, and free

development thus might be fully guaranteed. And such

a community would not know misery amidst wealth. It

would not know the duality of conscience which per

meates our life and stifles every noble effort. It would

freely take its flight towards the highest regions of

progress compatible with human nature.

&' £ &

MOTHERHOOD AND MARRIAGE

By HENRIETTE FUERTH.

(Translated from the German for MOTHER EARTH

by ANNY MALI HICKS.)

Knowledge becomes under

standing only when its scope

includes the origin, the develop

ment and the conclusion of

things.—Bachofen, "Right to

Motherhood."

**rT"*HE future will endeavor to extend its power

I through its own ideas of facts and appearances,

* however unfamiliar these may seem, rather than

to be influenced by a past and submerged civilization

with a spirit far removed from its own."

There could hardly be a more appropriate introduction

to our remarks on motherhood and marriage than these

words of Bachofcn's, for there are few human relations

whose traditional stages, taking through outside causes

and effects an established form, have become eternal law

and sacrament, as is the case in the realm of sex relations.

Motherhood and marriage! For most people these two

conceptions are inseparably bound together, or, rather,

are in ratio connected as their ideas of morality and

religion are synonymous. Marriage in the Romish

Church is a religious sacrament, and in the collective

Christian and Jewish worlds the only sex relation ac

knowledged as customary and possible, is the one based

on a monogamous union. To work out logically
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from this standpoint, the only condition of motherhood

which is socially justified, is that one which is the result

of marital relations. In consequence motherhood with

out the consent of the Stale or the benefit of the clergy

is just as logically condemned. And they who thus sit

in judgment, flatter themselves to be the prophets of an

advanced and enlightened era,—ingrafting their per

sonal feelings and rights on the religious and lawful

order of the universe. Or, in common parlance, and as

our introduction so aptly put it, these good people wish

to intend the domination of the ideas of their own time

over all the past and into all the future. Marriage

seems to them an everlasting institution, a godly regu

lation, through which they can lend to their individual

bias, the dignity of that which is humanly purest and

highest. Consequently it also seems to them that the

present form of marriage and its accompanying con

ditions for motherhood, resting as these do on the mutual

consent of God and man, that these are to be in all

eternity the permanent form of sex relation.

But when we stop one moment only, to free ourselves

from preconceived and obsolete ideas, and look at mother

hood and marriage from the calm and unprejudiced

standpoint of historical development and growth, how

differently do these in reality appear. Many advanced

thinkers have done this, and their views have here and

thcrc found adherents. Not so, however, with the aver

age seeker for light and truth, who if he wish to succeed

must stem the tide of prejudiced opinion.

But the day has come when, if all signs do not fail,

spring is here, and a thousand and one buds of promise

are pushing toward the light, when a wider and saner

understanding of motherhood and marriage is at hand.

And it is not an untimely spring either, not one which

the treacherous sun of January calls forth only to blight

with later snow and frost. No, it is the real light and

life-giving spring, which comes when the sap begins to

run, when the sun calls up smoky mists from out the

brown earth, ready to enclose the seed, which shall bring

forth summer flowers and autumn fruits.

And this same brown, misty earth, what a different

aspect shall she present to her children, for whom con
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ditions arc so changed, with truer sex relations, encom

passing the ethical and spiritual needs of the free indi

vidual. Then only will it be possible to base these needs

and demands on the surrounding world of realities filled

with material and spiritual phenomena.

But first it must be proven that the present form of

marriage and its effect on motherhood is not necessarily

permanent, but, like all else, subject to natural develop

ment and change. What indeed is the much talked of

marriage bond of to-day,—which is considered the

cornerstone of both Church and State? Is it something

towards which the steps of development in nature and

history all go? No seriously minded person could in

truth make such a statement. In the plant and animal

kingdoms, whose species evoke as do those of the human

race, we find no examples of sex relations to which the

term marriage would apply. And this is also true of the

historical development of man and social conditions. It

is not marriage but motherhood which has given per

manence to sex relations wherever they appear. Mother

hood standing at the source of life with its creative and

ever recreative force.

"Goddesses enthroned in solitude,

Surrounded not by time or place,

These are the mothers !

About them formed and formless,

Eternal stability and endless change

In images of all created life."

Thus does Goethe describe the depths of being which

enclose the eternal mystery of motherhood, leading not

into known, but unknown paths.

And truly, how far have we strayed from the path of

true and natural feeling when we seek to justify mother

hood from the standpoint of expediency and custom !

It is something in itself holy, and is its own reason for

being. I ask all mothers, all real mothers, when their

child comes to them, with eyes brimming with childlike

love and affection, against which all else counts for

naught, I ask them do they think whether that child is

legitimate or what is called an illegitimate child? No!

the joy of motherhood completely fills the heart, there is

no room for other feelings, and truly the answer comes,
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Nature does not discriminate between the legitimate

and illegitimate mothers, any more than she labels the

children brought into the world as such. And this alone

is the foundation to which we must hold fast. Nature

acknowledges motherhood only, wisely providing for its

needs. Not so marriage, which is a form men have

given their sex relations, and established from the stand

point of social and economic exigencies and considera

tions, it is consequently subject to limitations and

changes. Motherhood is an eternal force lying at the

root of life, not subjected to time or change.

OBJECT LESSON FOR ADVOCATES OF

GOVERNMENTAL CONTROL.

By Arthur G. Everett, N—M.

"*HE best literary efforts possible have been exhauted

in a vain effort to convey to those fortunately not

* in San Francisco on the morning of April 18,

1896, what terrible things resulted from the earthquake

and the fire which left that city a complete ruin ; likewise

has the kodak and the camera—though busy at work

while the flames roared around the operator driving him,

from one vantage point to another, before its resistless

power—failed to depict in its entirety the horrors, the

tragedies that followed in the wake of the crumbling

walls, the crackling flames that licked up alike palatial

mansions and the squalid homes of the poor, not content

to feast upon the products of the forests of California

and the Eastern States alone, but, with the strategy of a

warrior, surrounded and penned within four walls hun

dreds of human beings, stalwart men, delicate women,

and babes at the breast, who were then slowly roasted to

death upon the funeral pyre of San Francisco.

Upon the minds and hearts of the survivors, alone, who

walked between the walls of fire those days, who escaped

the frightful holocaust but by a miracle while loved ones

perished before their eyes, are written, are recorded, too

complete, too vivid, those terrible scenes, and fain would

they efface from their mind's negative those pictures of

ft ft ft
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horrors which now turn their dreams of the night into

such a frightful nightmare that they dread to close their

eyes in slumber.

While the horrors of the earthquake and fire were so

terrible, yet there was something far worse, for the earth

quake and fire were beyond human control, but the still

worse acts of the soldiers into whose hands the control

of the city were delegated could have been restrained by

the authorities had they so choosed ; now that the world

is being made aware of the fact that the soldiers ruth

lessly shot down men and women—yes, women as well

as men ; in one case a woman was shot down by a soldier

because she dared to light a match to see where to lay her

little sick baby down—and that without any justification

other than the order of their superiors who likewise were

so ordered by the authorities—a natural result of govern

mental control—hence they are doing all they can to

controvert the facts regarding the brutal murders and

worse of the soldiers. In one case they went so far as to

threaten the confiscation of a printery if the editor did not

call in and suppress an issue in which was printed an arti

cle by a marine telling of seeing the soldiers shoot down

the inmates of a hotel so surrounded by fire it seemed

they else must be burned up—the excuse the soldiers gave

for shooting them—and so the soldiers shot them down to

save ( ?) them. The marine in this article did not tell

how many of those thus shot down by the soldiers were

only wounded and writhed in agony on the increasing

heated floor until the fiery fiend ended their misery from

the gun shot wounds.

Brevity precludes going into details of what is already

a matter of history; of the soldiers shooting the in

mates of an improvised hospital that were unable to be

moved when the fire surrounded the building; of the

soldiers shooting an old man for refusing to work, though

so infirm with age that he had to walk with a cane;

of the shooting of a Red Cross man while in his auto

on a deed of mercy bent ; of the man shot in the back for

talking back to a soldier, and that after he had turned

awa> from the drunken brute; of the shooting

of a man for having whisky in his possession and

refusing to give it up—that the soldiers had plenty is in
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evidence from the fact that a large per cent, were so drunk

that they could walk with but difficulty—of their insult

ing women, and even far worse than mere jnsult also;

of shooting persons for looting while they themselves

did the same; all this and much more and worse are

known to be true, and, in the language of another writer

on this same subject, "Strive as they may the authorities

will never be able to whitewash the military abominations

inflicted upon San Francisco and vicinity." In this re

gard the same writer says most truly :

"The rulers of the State furnished us an example of

'anarchy,' according to their own definition of the term."

In times like these it brings out what is in the man,

and these murders and lesser brutalities of the soldiers

while policing San Francisco tell us that the soldier is

but an infuriated thug, ready to do murder and rapine at

the first opportunity; the civic authorities of Oakland

recognized this as a fact when they finally allowed the

reopening of the saloons, for the barkeepers were spe

cially interdicted from selling or giving liquor to soldiers ;

they were already loaded too heavy with murderous in

stincts and propensities and it would not do to run the

risk of touching off that magazine of murder with the

match of whisky.

These brutal butcheries and rapine by the soldiers while

thus in control of San Francisco are the legitimate fruits

of governmental control, and it would be well for those

who are so strenuously advocating militarism—the true

name for Governmental Control—to bear these things in

mind, for such horrors would be the daily menu under

such system, for there is lots of the savage in the most of

us and it needs but to put a gun in the hands of some and

decorate them with brass buttons with U. S. inscribed

thereon to bring to the surface—like a plaster on a boil—

all the native savagery there is in the man ; personally, I

would prefer to run my chances among the Head Hunt

ers on the Isle of Borneo than among uniformed thugs

protected and encouraged by martial law to carry out

their natural murderous propensities as was the case in

San Francisco, following the earthquake on the morning

of April 18, 1906.
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THE GENIUS OF WAR

By JOHN FRANCIS VALTER.

/ am the Genius of War.

My standard 's the Skull and the Bones.

I raise my voice—I stamp my foot,

And legions rise out of the ground.

Armies advance and retreat,

Poisoned, diseased and maimed:

All that is left is a grewsome aspect

To the moonlight, the ghouls and Me. .

All this to a laudable end:—

The general has his star;

Shylock his four per cent;

The contractor's wife a costly gem

To enhance her vulgar charms;

The mother a harvest of tears;

The wife a broken heart;

The unborn babe a prenatal curse;

While I have my surfeit of blood.

» * X

DIGNITY SPEAKS.

"Harlc ye, millions, and tremble ! I am more powerful

than the Law. Together with my sister, Respectability, I

reach far beyond the boundary of the authority of gov

ernments. I am supreme.

Behold the miserable criminal, desperately resisting the

brutal treatment of the police officer. I shall force him

to his knees. I shall subdue him. Enthroned upon the

seat of Justice, robed in the solemn black of my sacred

office, I shall break the rebel's spirit.

'Tis in this that the highest refinement of tyranny

manifests itself—it enters into the very innermost depths

of the human mind and there it ravages, till its foul

breath has withered the last resistance of the unfortunate

soul, and the consciousness of self is destroyed ; this ac

complished, the man himself is dead.

The Law! See how the timid masses cower at the

mere mention of my name. See them tremble as I enter

the arena of the Legislature.
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The Dignity of the Law !

The Majesty of the Law !

It must forever remain my great secret that the Law

is the Cerberus that guards the portals of our earthly

paradise against the common herd—we must not be dis

turbed in our orgies.

The Law ! 'Tis our beastly greediness, our bloodthirsty

rapacity expressed in statutes. 'Tis the insatiety of the

human beasts of prey immortalized in jurisprudence, and

I, Dignity, sanctify all that.

As a captain of industry, as a prince of commerce, or

as a king of finance, I speak with solemn face of the

heavy responsibilities that rest upon those to whose care

God, in his infinite wisdom, has entrusted the wealth of

the universe ; I speak with zeal of the sacred duty of the

rich to lend a helping hand to our less fortunate brothers ;

I never tire to emphasize the necessity of wise steward

ship.

In the meantime, I exploit the "poor brothers" and I

appropriate the lion's share of the fruit of his labor ; he is

made to pay me an usurious profit on my investments.

I fill my shops and factories with men, women and

children, and I transmute the base metal of their bones

into the noble coin of the realm ; my coffers grow fat,

my slaves grow lean, but I acquire the reputation of a pub

lic benefactor, a public-spirited citizen, a noble humani

tarian.

As military commander, as a great general, I eulogize

the heroism and self-sacrifice of my blind slaves and

hirelings that have returned from a successful campaign

against a weaker nation. I speak of the great benefit that

the success of our arms will confer upon the people, I em

phasize its stimulating effect upon the progress of our

country and upon our civilization.

Yet while my anointed lips pour forth these solemn lies,

my mind travels over the bloody fields of carnage; I be

hold the thousands of the slain, the mutilated bodies, the

torn limbs, the streams of human blood . . .

I stand in the pulpit and call the faithful to prayer. I

thunder eternal curses upon the heads of the unbelievers ;

I threaten the people with the torments of hell and I try

to bribe them by the promise of heaven. Believe, live and

be saved, I cry. Or else you will die and be damned!
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For I am the visible representative on earth of those

invisible, extra-mundane spirits whom man, in his fear

and ignorance, created to his own continued mental en

slavement.

Terrified, sin lies prostrate at my feet. It does not

know that a sick conscience is a characteristic trait of

all slaves. It is the universal self-accuser. Were the

people—individually and collectively—to sin on a grand

scale, were they to refuse to be the puppets of the man-

made idols—were that to happen, masters and slaves

would cease to be.

The tyrants of the world are under great obligations

to me. They must not forget this. For if they should, 1

will unfold my solemn black robe, I will smooth the hypo

critical lines on my face—then shall the world behold all

the filth and corruption that I, Dignity, hide."

K « *

PATERNALISTIC GOVERNMENT.

By Theodore Schroeder.

(Continuation.)

HERE is paternal solicitude with a vengeance in a

law I requote from Wordsworth Donisthorpe:

"They shall have bows and arrows, and use the

same of Sundays and holidays; and leave all playing at

tennis or foot-ball and other games called quoits, dice,

casting of stone, kailes, and other such importune games.

Forasmuch as labourers and grooms keep greyhounds

and other dogs, and on the holidays when good Chris

tians be at church hearing divine service, they go hunt

ing in parks, warrens, and connigries, it is ordained that

no manner of layman which hath not lands to the value

of forty shillings a year, shall from henceforth keep any

greyhound or other dog to hunt, nor shall he use ferrets,

nets, heys, harepipes nor cords, nor any engines for to

take or destroy deer, hares, nor conies, nor other gentle

men's game, under pain of twelve months imprisonment.

"For the great dearth that is . in many places of the

realm of poultry, it is ordained that the price of a young

capon shall not pass threepence, and of an old fourpence,
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of a hen twopence, of a pullet a penny, of a goose four-

pence.

"Esquires and gentlemen under the estate of a knight

shall not wear cloth of a higher price than four and a

half marks, they shall wear no cloth of gold nor silk nor

silver, nor no manner of clothing embroidered, ring but

ton nor brooch of gold nor of silver, nor nothing of

stone nor no manner of fur ; and their wives and daugh

ters shall be of the same condition as to their vesture and

apparel, without any turning-up or purfle or apparel of

gold, silver nor of stone.

"Because that servants and labourers will not nor by

long season would, serve and labour without outrageous

and excessive hire, and much more than hath been given

to such servants and labourers in any time past, so that

for scarcity of the said servants and labourers the hus

bands and land-tenants may not pay their rent nor live

upon their lands, to the great damage and loss as well of

the Lords as of the Commons, it is accorded and assented

that the bailiff for husbandry shall take by the years 13s.

3d. and his clothing once by the year at most ; the master

hind ios., the carter 10s., the shepherd 10s., the oxherd j

6s. 8d., the swineherd 6s., a woman labourer 6s., a dey i

6s., a driver of the plough 7s. at the most, and every \

other labourer and servant according to his degree; and

less in the country where less was wont to be given, with

out clothing, courtesy, or other reward by covenant. If

any give or take by covenant more than is above specified,

at the first that they shall be thereof attained, as well the

givers as the takers, shall pay the value of the excess so

taken, and at the second time of their attainer the double

value of such excess, and at the third time the treble value

of such excess, and if the taker so attained have nothing

whereof to pay the said excess, he shall have forty days

imprisonment."

Our puritan fathers had the same paternal solicitude

as all other tyrants. They made it a crime to disregard

the Sabbath, or to deny Scripture, or the truth of Chris

tianity or of the Trinity. In the records of the colony for

September 1639 it is written: "For as much as it is

evident unto this court that the common custom of drink

ing one to another, is a mere useless ceremony, and
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draweth on that abominable practice of drinking healths,

and is also an occasion of much waste of the good crea

tures, and of many other sin," etc. Then it declares

that such is a reproach to a Christian commonwealth,

"wherein the least evils are not to be tolerated."

In the instructions of the Massachusetts Company to

Endicott and his Council, the trade in tobacco is only

allowed to the "old planters," "if they conceive that they

cannot otherwise provide for their livelihood." It is left

to the discretion of Endicott and his Council "to give way

for the present to their planting of it, in such manner and

with such restrictions" as they may think fitting. "But,"

it is added, "we absolutely forbid the sale of it or the use

of it by any of our own particular (private) men's ser

vants, unless upon urgent occasion, for the benefit of

health, and taken privately." In the Records of the Col

ony of Massachusetts for September 3, 1634, "it is

ordered that victuallers or keepers of an ordinary shall

not suffer any tobacco to be taken into their houses, under

penalty of 53. for every offence to be paid by the victual

ler, and I2d. by the party that takes it." "Further it is

ordered that no person shall take tobacco publicly under

the penalty of 2s. 6d., nor privately in his own house or

in the house of another before strangers, and that two or

more shall not take it together anywhere, under the afore

said penalty for every offence."

The laws which our Colonial fathers enacted against

"excess and bravery in apparel" are fitted to excite a

smile. But there is something more than ludicrous in

the aspect of grave lawmakers passing judgment on all

the minutiae of dress, and finding matter of offence in an

extra "slash," or a needless garniture of "lace." Against

this last-named article the zeal of our Puritan fathers

seems to have been especially stirred up. In 1634 it was

ordered "that no person, either man or woman, shall

hereafter make or buy any apparel, either woolen, silk,

or linen with any lace on it, silver, gold, silk, or thread,

under the penalty of forfeiture of such clothes." In 1636

it was enacted "that no person, after one month, shall

make or sell any bone-lace or other lace, to be worn upon

any garment or linen, upon pain of $s. the yard for every

yard of such lace so made, or sold, or set on ; neither shall
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any tailor set any lace upon any garment, upon pain of

IDs. for every offence,—provided that binding or small

edging laces may be used upon garments or linen."

Again, three years later, a new edict was launched at

this obnoxious material, because "there is much complaint

of the excessive wearing of lace and other superfluities,

tending to little use or benefit, but to the nourishing of

pride and the exhausting of men's estates, and also of evil

example to others." The law of 1634 was indeed repealed

in 1644; but in 1651 the Court, to their great grief, are

compelled to try their hand at the work again, though

frankly confessing the impotence of all previous legisla

tion, and evidently awakening to a sense of the inherent

difficulties of the subject. "We acknowledge it," say they,

"to be a matter of much difficulty, in regard of the blind

ness of men's minds and the stubbornness of their wills,

to set down exact rules to confine all sorts of persons" ;

and so, leaving the wealthier class to their own conscience

of fancy, they undertake to prescribe for "people of mean

condition." It was therefore ordered (in 1651) that no

one whose estate is not of the value of £200 "shall wear

any gold or silver lace, or gold or silver buttons, or any

bone-lace above 2s. per yard or silk hoods or scarfs" ;

and moreover, the selectmen of the town are required to

fine anybody whom "they shall judge to exceed their

rank and ability in the costliness or fashion of their ap

parel, in any respect" ! And finally, a law passed in 1662

forbids "children and servants" to wear any apparel "ex

ceeding the quality and condition of their persons or

estate," "the grand jury and country court of the shire"

being judges of the offence.

One provision of the law of 1634 against "new and

immodest fashions" is too remarkable to be omitted. It

reads as follows: "Moreover, it is agreed, if any man

shall judge the wearing of any the forenamed particu

lars, new fashions, or long hair, or anything of the like

nature, to be uncomely or prejudicial to the common

good, and the party offending reform not the same, upon

notice given him, that then the next Assistant, being in

formed thereof, shall have power to bind the party so

offending to answer it at the next Court, if the case so

requires; provided, and it is the meaning of th« Court,
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that men and women shall have liberty to wear out such

apparel as they are now provided of (except the im

moderate great sleeves, slashed apparel, immoderate great

veils, long wings, etc.)." What intolerable tyranny of

private surveillance is indicated in the phrase, "what any

man shall judge to be uncomely"!

In the second letter of instructions (dated June, 1629)

to Endicott and his Council, they are exhorted to prevent

the sale of "strong waters" to the Indians, and to punish

any of their own people who shall become drunk in the

use of them. In the preamble to a law enacted in 1646,

one is lead to expect an enforcement of the modern prin

ciples of abstinence and prohibition; since, after declar

ing that "drunkenness is a vice to be abhorred of all

nations, especially of those which hold out and profess

the Gospel of Christ Jesus," it goes on to assert that "any

strict laws against the sin will not prevail unles the cause

be taken away." But it would seem that "the cause," in

the eyes of our Puritan lawmakers, was an indiscrim

inate sale of spirituous drinks ; for the law chiefly enacts

that none but "vintners" shall have permission to retail

wine and "strong water." It is also permitted to consta

bles to search any tavern, or even any private house,

"suspected to sell wine contrary to this order." More

over, no person is "to drink or tipple at unseasonable

times in houses of entertainment,"—the "unseasonable"

time being declared to be after nine in the evening.

But these laws were of small avail, for, in 1648, the

Court is grieved to confess : "It is found by experience

that a great quantity of wine is spent, and much thereof

abused to excess of drinking and unto drunkenness itself,

notwithstanding all the wholesome laws provided and

published for the preventing thereof." It therefore or

ders, that those who are authorized to sell wine and beer

shall not harbor a drunkard in their houses, but shall

forthwith give him up to be dealt with by the proper

officer, under penalty of five pounds for disobedience.

In 1636 one "Peter Bussaker was censured for drunk

enness to be whipped and to have twenty stripes sharply

inflicted, and fined £5 for slighting the magistrates," etc.

In March, 1634, it was ordered, "that Robert Coles, for
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drunkenness by him committed at Roxbury, shall be dis

franchised, wear about his neck and so to hangg upon his

outward garment a D made of red cloth and set upon

white; to continue this for a year, and not to leave it

off at any time when he comes amongst company, under

penalty of 405. for the first offence and £5 for the second."

What was the efficacy of the whipping or the "scarlet let

ter," we are not informed.

Of course, people capable of such legislation must

frame fantastic definitions of Liberty. Here is an old one

whose sentiments have been often parroted by unthinking

humans of modern times. It reads : "True Liberty con

sists in a freedom of doing and receiving good under the

protection of a government solicitous for the people's

good." Such has always been the tyrant's conception of

freedom, and, strange to say, finds many endorsements

even to this day.

It has recently been solemnly announced from the judi

cial bench that the only liberty an American has is the

liberty to do the right thing, of course according to other

people's conception of right. That is precisely the kind

of tyranny or liberty that was enjoyed by the victims of

the paternalistic laws above described.

Persons afflicted with newspaper intelligence express

their conception that the individual has no rights that

government may not invade, by that hollow phrase, "Lib

erty under the Law." Liberty under the law is what the

government-ridden peasants of Russia enjoy. Liberty

under the law was the pleasure of those who expired with

indescribable agony on the rack and amid the flames.

Liberty under the law was meted out to the millions of

victims of the witchcraft delusion. Liberty under the

law was also the liberty of our Southern chattel slaves

before as well as after the war. Liberty under the law is

the same old idea of liberty which every tyrant has ever

advanced. As for myself, I shouldn't object to a little

liberty in spite of the law, when that does not conform to

the rule of liberty as laid down by Herbert Spencer in

these words : "Every man has freedom to do all that he

wills, provided he infringes not the equal freedom of any

other man."
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AIM AND TACTICS OF THE TRADE-UNION

MOVEMENT.

By MAX BAGINSKI.

TRADE unionism represents to the working man the

most natural form of association with his fellow-

brother. This medium became a necessity to him

when he was confronted by modern industrialism and the

power of capitalism. It dawned on him that the individual

producer had not a shadow of a chance with the owner of

the means of production, who, together with the economic

power, enjoyed the protection of the State with its various

weapons of warfare and coercion. In the face of such

a giant master all the appeals of the workingman to the

love of justice and common humanity went up into

smoke.

The beginning of modern industry found the producer

in abject slavery and without the understanding of an

organized form of resistance. Exploitation reigned su

preme, ever seeking to sap the last drop of strength of

its victims. No mercy for the common man, nor any con

sideration shown for his life, his health, growth and

development. Capitalism's only aim was the accumulation

of profits, of wealth and power, and to this moloch every

thing else was ruthlessly sacrificed.

This spirit of accumulation did not admit of the right

of the masses to think, feel, or demand; it merely con

sidered them a class of coolies, specially created, as it were,

for their masters' use.

This notion is still in vogue to-day, and if the con

ditions of the workers at this moment are somewhat better,

somewhat more endurable, it is not thanks to the milk of

human kindness of the money power. Whatsoever the

workingmen have achieved in the way of better human

conditions,—a higher standard of living, or a partial re

cognition of their rights,—they have wrenched trom their

enemies through a hard and bitter struggle that required

great endurance, tremendous courage and many sacri

fices.

The tendency to treat the people as a herd of sheep

the purpose of which is to serve as food for parasites is

still very strong; but this tendency no longer goes un

challenged; it is being met with tremendous opposition;
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increased social knowledge and revolutionary ideas have

taught the workingmen to unite their efforts against

those who have been comfortably seated on their backs

for centuries past.

The first unskilled attempt on the part of the people

to gain a clear conception of their position brought out

blind hatred against the technical methods of exploitation

instead of hatred against the latter.

In England, for instance, the workingmen considered

machinery their deadly foe, to be gotten rid of by all

means. The simple axiom that machinery, factories,

mines, land, together with every other means of produc

tion, if only in the hands of the entire community, would

serve for the comfort and happiness of all, instead of

being a curse, was a book of seven seals for the people

in those days. And even at this late hour this simple

truth is entertained by a comparative few, though more

than one decade of socialistic and anarchistic enlighten

ment has passed.

The first trade-unionistic attempts have met with the

same ferocious persecution that Anarchism is being met

with to-day. Even as to-day capital avails itself of

the strongest weapons of government in its attack

upon labor. The authorities were not slow in passing

laws against trade unionism and every effort for organi

zation was at that time considered high treason, or

ganizers and all those who participated in strikes were

considered aides and abettors of crime and conspiracy,

punishable with long years of imprisonment and, in many

cases, even with death.

At the behest of Money, the State sent human blood

hounds on the trail of the man who in any way was

suspected in participating in the trade-union movement.

The most villainous and" brutal methods were employed

to counteract the growth and success of labor organiza

tions. The powers that be recognized the great force

that is contained in organized labor as the means of the

regeneration of society much quicker than the working-

men themselves. They felt this force hanging like a Da

mocles sword over their heads, which danger made them

dread the future, and nothing was left undone to nip this

force in the bud.

The fundamental principle of trade unionism is of a
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revolutionary character and, as such, it never was and

never can be a mere palliative for the adjustment of

Labor to Capital. Hence, it must aim at the social and

economic reconstruction of society.

Many labor leaders in this country, who consider their

duty performed when they sit themselves at the table

of wealth and authority, trying to bring about peace and

harmony between Capital and Labor, might greatly profit

by the history of trade-unionism and the various eco

nomic struggles it has fought.

Only ignorance can account for the birth of such

superficial stuff on the labor question as the book of

John Mitchell that has been launched upon the market

through loud and vulgar advertisement. Nothing could

have disproved the fitness of Mr. Mitchell for a labor

leader so drastically as this book.

As already stated, the violent attempt to kill trade

unionism or its organizations have proven futile. The

swelling tide of the labor movement could not be stopped.

The social and economic problem brought to light by

modern industry demanded a hearing, produced various

theories and an extensive literature on the subject—a

literature that spoke with a tongue of fire of the awful

existence of the oppressed millions, their trials, their

tribulations, the uncertainty, the dangers surrounding

them ; it spoke of the terrible results of their conditions,

of the lives crippled, of the hopes marred; a literature

that demanded to know why it is that those who toil are

condemned to want and poverty, while those who never

produced were living in affluence and extravagance.

Well-meaning people have even attempted to prove

that Capital and Labor are twins, and that in order to

maintain their common interests they ought to live in

harmony ; or, that if Sister Labor had a grievance against

its big brother it ought to be settled in a calm and peaceful

way. Meanwhile the dear sister was fleeced and bled by

Brother Capital, and every time the abused and slaved

and outraged creature would turn to her brother for

justice the dear fellow would whip the rebellious child

into submission.

Along with the forcible subjection of organized labor,

the minds of the people were confused and blurred by
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the sugar-coated promises of politicians who assured them

that the trade unions ought to be organized by the law,

and that all labor quarrels ought to be settled by political

and legal means. Indeed, legislatures even discussed a

few labor-protective laws that either never saw the light

of day, or, if really enacted, were set aside or overridden

by the possessing class as an obstacle to profit-making.

Every government, no matter what political basis it

rests upon, acts in unison with wealth, and therefore it

never passed any legislation in behalf of the producing

element of the country that would seriously benefit the

great bulk of the people or in any way aim at any change

of wage-slaving or economic subjugation.

Every step of improvement the workingmen have made

is due solely to their own economic efforts and not to any

legal or political aid ever given them, and through their

own endeavors only can ever come the reconstruction of

the economic and social conditions of society. Just as

little as the workingmen can expect from legislative

methods can they gain from trade-unionistic efforts that

attempt to better economic conditions along the basic

lines of the present industrial system.

The cardinal fault of the trade-union movement of this

country lies in the fact that its hopes and ideals rest upon

the present social status; these ideals ever rotate in the

same circle and, therefore, cannot bear intellectual and

material fruit. Condemned to pasture in the lean meadows

of capitalistic economy, trade-unionism drags on a mis

erable existence, satisfied with the crumbs that fall from

the heavily laden tables of their lordly masters.

True social science has amply proved the futility of a

reconciliation between the two opposing forces; the

existence of the one force representing possession, wealth

and power inevitably has a paralizing effect upon its

opposing force—Labor.

Trade-unionistic tactics of to-day unfortunately still

travel the path marked out for Labor by the powers that

be, while the majority of the labor leaders waste the

time paid for by their organizations in listening to or

discussing with capitalists sweet nothings in the form of

arbitration or reconciliation, and are apparently unaware

of the fundamental difference between the body they

represent and the powers they bow to. And thus it hap
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pens that labor organizations are being brutally attacked,

that the militia and soldiers are maiming their brothers

in the various strike regions while the leaders are being

dined and wined. The American Federation of Labor is

lobbying in Washington, begging for legal protection, and

in return venal Justice sends Winchester rifles and

drunken militiamen into the disturbed labor districts.

Recently the American Federation of Labor made an

alleged radical step in deciding to put up labor candidates

for Congress—an old and threadbare political move—

thereby sacrificing whatever honest men and clear heads

they may have in their ranks. Such tactics are not worth

a single drop of sweat of the workingmen, since they are

not only contradictory to the basic principles of trade

unionism, but even useless and impractical.

Pity for and indignation against the workers fill one's

soul at the spectacle of the ridiculous strike methods so

often employed and that as often frustrate the possible

success of every large labor war. Or is it not laughable,

if it were not so deadly serious, that the producers publicly

discuss for months in advance where and when they might

strike, and therewith give the enemy a chance to prepare

his means of combat. For months the papers of the

money power bring long interviews with labor leaders,

giving detailed descriptions of Ihe ways and means of

the proposed strikes, or the results of negotiations with

this or that mine magnate. The more often these negotia

tions are reported, the more glory to the so-called leaders,

for the more often their names appear in the papers ; the

more "reasonable" the utterances of these gentlemen

(which means that they are neither fish nor flesh, neither

warm nor cold), the surer they grow of the sympathy of

the most reactionary element in the country or of an in

vitation to the White House to join the Chief Magistrate

at dinner. Labor leaders of such caliber fail to consider

that every strike is a labor event upon the success or

failure of which thousands of lives depend; rather do

they see in it an opportunity to push their own insig

nificant personalities into prominence. Instead of leading

their organized hosts to victory, they disclose their super

ficiality in their zeal not to injure their reputation for

"respectability."

The workingmen ? Be it victory or defeat, they must
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take up the reins of every strike themselves ; as it is, they

play the dupes of the shrewd attorneys on both sides,

unaware of the price the trickery and cunning of these

men cost them.

As I said before, the unions negotiate strikes for days

and weeks and months beforehand, even allowing their

men to work overtime in order to produce all the com

modities to continue business while the strike is going on.

The printers, for instance, worked late into the night

on magazines that were being got ready four months in

advance, and the miners who discussed the strike so long

until every remnant of enthusiasm was gone.

What wonder, then, that strikes fail? As long as the

employer is in a position to say, "Strike if you will ; I do

not need you ; I can fill my orders ; I know that hunger

will drive you back into the mine and factory, / can wait,"

there is no hope for the success of the strike.

Such have been the results of the legal trade union

methods.

The history of the labor struggle of this country shows

an incident that warrants the hope for an energetic, revo

lutionary trade union agitation. That is the eight-hour

movement of 1886 which culminated in the death of five

labor leaders. That movement contained the true element

of the proletarian and revolutionary spirit, the lack of

which makes organized labor of to-day a ball in the

hands of selfish aspirants, know-nothings and politicians.

That which specifically characterized the event of 1886

as a revolutionary factor was the fact that the eight-hour

workday could never be accomplished through lobbying

with politicians, but through the direct and economic

weapon, the general strike.

The desire to demonstrate the efficacy of this weapon

gave birth to the idea of celebrating the first of May as

an appropriate day for Labor's festival. On that day

the workingmen were to give the first practical demon

stration of the power of the general strike as an at least

one-day protest against oppression and tyranny, and

which day were gradually to become the means for the

final overthrow of economic and social dependence.

One may suggest that the tragedy of the nth of

November of 1887 has stamped the general strike as a

futile method, but this is not true. The battle of libera
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tion cannot be put a stop to by the brutality and rascality

of the ruling powers. The vicious anger and the wild

hatred that strangled our brothers in Chicago are the

safest guarantee that their activity struck a potentially

fatal blow to government and capital.

Neither Mr. Mitchell nor Mr. Gompers run the risk of

dying upon the gallows of sacred capitalistic Justitia;

her ladyship is not at all as blind as some suppose her

to be; on the contrary, she has a very keen eye for all

that may prove beneficial or dangerous to the society

that draws its subsistence from the lives' blood of its

people. She has quite made up her mind that the gentle

men in the ranks of Labor to-day lead the people aboul

in a circle and never will urge them out into the open,

towards liberation.

(To be continued.)

mm*

REFINED CRUELTY.

By ANNA MERCY.

CIVILIZATION has eliminated none of the quali

ties that marked the age of savagery. The

cruelties which especially characterized primitive

man is exercised as much to-day as in the days of canni

balism.

Civilization has been the refining agent of our qualities.

Just as a number of chemicals put into a crucible are

refined by a certain acid, while yet the original sub

stances remain, though in different forms, so has civiliza

tion refined and remolded the crude elements of our

nature, leaving the essence of our primitive qualities the

same.

The subtlety with which cruelty is exercised to-day

makes of it a far-reaching and far more destructive force

than formerly. Instead of attacking our neighbors with

sticks and stones and tomahawks, and forcing them into

captivity in order that they may work for us, we obtain

the same or even better results by numerous subtle

methods. We instill respect for law, wealth and morality.

We withdraw the land and other natural resources from

general use. With a show of generous sentiment, we
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allow the lambs we have shorn to assist us in the shearing

of other lambs.

Every morning and every evening we see a long pro

cession of men and women going or coming from the

work, at which they have given up their life force for

the sake of a mere pittance. Look at these men and

women ! There they go, evidently free ! No shackles are

on their hands or feet, no overseer keeps them in check

by club or gun. There they go voluntarily to their

prison factories, offices, stores, in the morning; and in

the evening, when the glorious sun is hidden from sight,

they come out again, haggard and worn, to creep to their

prison homes.

When the savage desires to rob you, he may attempt

to strangle and maim you. But the civilized man scorns

such crude methods. He builds cheap tenements in

which you may gradually and surely choke to death;

and not satisfied with that, he, with a great show of kind

ness, prepares your foods for you, that they may slowly,

very slowly, but surely, hasten your deliverance. Babies

are not frankly murdered any more, but they are served

with nice, adulterated milk, which accomplishes the same

purpose in a quieter way.

Under the name of law many atrocious crimes are

committed. Imprisonment, capital punishment and war

are yet crude in their methods. They are still susceptible

of more refining. Here cruelty has rather a thin garment

on and needs to be covered up a little more.

Even in our every-day relations with each other, we

use many and varied forms of refined cruelty. When dis

pleased, we no longer beat each other, but we use the

subtler forces of sarcasm, irony, slander, neglect. We

regard directness a rudeness, when in reality it is the

greatest kindness imaginable. Instead of being positive

and direct in our dealings with each other, we constantly

exercise a passive cruelty, in other words, the cruelty of

refinement. We are evasive, delusive, subdued, falsified.

But we deceive with dignity, tell falsehoods fluently, use

words and cold behavior as daggers.

To-day we do not turn away an unwelcome visitor, but

we announce that we are not at home; or we slander

him behind his back. When we love we pretend to be

modest and indifferent, while, in an indirect way, we at
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tempt to build walls around the person we love. There

is nothing free in the expression of our emotions, for we

are subdued, crushed; we are civilized 1

Everything is sham and hypocrisy, and hidden daggers

are everywhere, in one form or another. These daggers

are concealed under kindness, charity, benevolence,

morality, law, and are, therefore, difficult to deal with.

The blades are thrust into the back; you can feel them,

but you cannot grapple with them.

Our inherent cruelty is best illustrated in the treatment

we give those who are absolutely in our power—little

children and the dumb animals. With what authority

do we elicit respect and obedience from our little people!

With rod in hand and with venemous tongues we begin

the process of subjugating and civilizing our little free,

emotional people. In the name of "their highest good"

do we mould them to be actors, that they may properly

enact the tragedy of life as we had enacted it before

them!

The dumb animals receive the cream of our refined

cruelty. In order to appear civilized, we drive in car

riages pulled by horses whose spinal columns have been

docked, whose necks are held stiff by tight check reins,

whose eyes are blinded by "fashionable" devices.

There used to be cannibalism and human sacrifices;

there used to be religious prostitution and the murder of

weak children and of girls; there used to be bloody re

venge and the slaughter of whole populations, judicial

tortures, quarterings, burnings at the stake, the lash, and

slavery, which have disappeared. But if we have out

lived these dreadful customs and institutions, this does

not prove that there do not exist institutions and customs

amongst us which have become as abhorrent to enlight

ened reason and conscience as those which have in their

time been abolished and have become for us only a dread

ful remembrance. The way of human perfecting is end

less, and at every moment of historical life there are

superstitions, deceits, pernicious and evil institutions al

ready outlived by men and belonging to the past; there

are others which appear to us in the far mists of the

future; and there are some which we are now living

through and whose over-living forms the object of our

life. Such in our time is capital punishment and all
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punishment in general. Such is prostitution, such is the

work of militarism, war, and such is the nearest and

most obvious evil, private property in land.

ff II ft

"THE JUNGLE."

A Recension by VERITAS.

"nnHE JUNGLE," a recent story by Upton Sinclair,

I is a nightmare of horrors, of which the worst

1 horror is that it is not a phantom of the night,

but claims to be true history of one phase of our twen

tieth-century civilization. Nothing but the book itself

could represent its own tragic power. In my opinion it

is the most terrible book ever written.

It is for the most part a tale of the abattoirs, those un

speakable survivals in our Christendom in which man

reeks his savage and sensual will on the lesser animals ;

and indirectly it is a story of the moral abattoirs of

politics, economics, society, religion and the home, where

the victims are of the species human, and where man's

inhumanity to man is as selfish and relentless as his age

long cruelty to his brothers and sisters just behind him

in the great procession.

Possibly the title is inappropriate. There is a "law of

the pack," which is observed in the genuine jungle, but

these human beasts appear to have all of the jungle's

vices and few of its virtues. The author might have

called his history, "The Slaughter House," or, perhaps,

plain "Hell."

It is a common saying about a packing house, "We

use all of the hog except the squeal." This author

uses the squeal, or, rather, the wild death shrieks of

agony of the ten millions of living creatures tortured to

death every year in Chicago and the other tens of millions

elsewhere, to pander to the old brutal, inhuman thirst of

humanity for a diet of blood. The billions of the slain

have found a voice at last, and if I mistake not this cry

of anguish from the "killing-beds" shall not sound on

until men, whose ancestors once were cannibals, shall

cease to devour even the corpses of their murdered ani

mal relatives. But while "The Jungle" will undoubtedly
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make more vegetarians, it would take more than the

practice of universal vegetarianism to cause the book

to fulfil its mission; for this is a story of Civilization's

Inferno and of the crisis of the world, a recital of con

ditions for which, when once comprehended, there can

be no remedy but the revolution of revolutions, the

event toward which the ages ran, the establishment of a

genuine political, industrial and social democracy.*

If the story be dramatized and Mrs. Fiske take

the part of Ona, her presentation will make Tess seem

like a pastoral idyll in comparison.

The book is great even from a political standpoint.

But more than this, it is a great moral appeal. Not

in Victor Hugo or Charles Dickens does the moral passion

burn with purer or intenser light than in these pages.

I should not advise children or very delicately consti

tuted women to read it.

I have said it is a book of horrors. I started to mark'

the passages of peculiar tragedy and found that I was

marking every page, and yet it is a justifiable book and

a necessary book.

The author tells as facts the story of "diseased meat,"

and worse, the preparation in the night time of the bodies

of the cattle which have died from known and un

known causes before reaching the slaughter pens, and

the distribution of the effects, with the rest of the in

tentional killing of the day ; he describes the preparation of

"embalmed beef" from cattle covered with boils ; he even

narrates the story of "men who fell into the vats," and

"sometimes they would be overlooked for days till all

but the bones of them had gone out to the world as

Durham's Pure Leaf Lard" ; he writes of the making of

smoked sausage out of waste potatoes by the use of

chemicals and out of spoiled meat as well ; and he further

speaks of rats which were "nuisances, and the packers

would put poisoned bread out for them ; they would die,

* Genuine or not genuine: we live right now in a democracy.

If, in spite of that, such diabolical crimes as Sinclair describes

them are committed daily, then this only proves that democracy

is no panacea for them. Why should it, if criminals of the

Armour kind realize profits out of their wholesale poisoning

of such dimensions that they can easily buy all the glory of the

people's sovereignty.—Editor.
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and then rats, bread and meat would go into the hoppers

together. This is no fairy story and no joke; the meat

would be shovelled into carts and the man who did the

shovelling would not trouble to lift out a rat even when

he saw one—there were things which went into the

sausage in comparison with which a poisoned rat was a

tidbit."

But the worst of the story is a tale of the condition of

the workers at Packingtown and elsewhere. It is the

story of strong men who justly hated their work ; of men,

for no fault of their own, cast out in middle life to die ;

of weeping children driven with whips to their ignoble

toil; of disease-producing conditions in winter, only sur

passed by the deadly summer; of people working with

their feet upon the ice and their heads enveloped in hot

steam ; of the perpetual stench which infests their nostrils,

the sores which universally covered their bodies; of the

terrible pace set by the continual "speeding up" of the

pace makers, goaded to a pitch of frenzy; of accidents

commonplace in every family; of the garbage pile of

refuse from the tables of more fortunate citizens, from

which many were forced to satisfy their hunger; of the

terrors of the black list, the shut-down, the strike and the

lockout; and of the universal swindle, whether a man

bought a house, or doctored tea, coffee, sugar or flour.

It is still further a story of the moral enormities and

monstrosities of the almost universal graft, "the plants

honeycombed with rottenness. The bosses grafted off

the men and they grafted off each other, and some day

the superintendent would find out about the boss, and

then he would graft off the boss."

When the men were set to perform some peculiarly

immoral act, they would say, "Now we are working for

the church," referring to the benefactions of the pro

prietors to religious institutions.

It tells the story of the training of the children in vice,

of girls forced into immorality, so that a girl without

virtue would stand a better chance than a decent one.

It is a tale of the terrible ending of old Antanas by salt

peter poisoning ; of Jonas, no one knows how, possibly he

fell into the vats ; of little Kristoforas by convulsions ; of

little Antanas by falling into a pit before the door of his
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house; of Marija, in a house of shame; of Stanislovas,

who was eaten by rats; and of beautiful little Ona, to

the description of whose ending no other than the author's

pen could do justice.

The book shows how men graft everywhere, not only

in the packing house, but how the slime of the serpent is

over almost all of our modern commercial and political

practises.

No one can justly hold the meat kings responsible for

all of this.

Nothing less than a thorough reconstruction of our

whole social organism will suffice. Palliative philan

thropy is, as the author says, "like standing upon the

brink of the pit of hell and throwing snow balls in to

lower the temperature."

"The Jungle" is the boiling over of our social volcano

and shows us what is in it. It is a danger signal !

We are all indicted and must stand our trial. There

rests upon us the obligation to ascertain the facts. The

author of "The Jungle" lived in Packingtown for months,

and the eminently respectable publishers who are now

issuing the book sent a shrewd lawyer to Chicago to re

port as to whether the statements in it were exaggerated,

and his report confirmed the assertions of the author.

This book is a call to immediate action.

The Lithuanian hero found his solution of the problems

suggested in Socialism. The solution lies either in that

direction or in something better, and it behooves those

who warn us against Socialistic experiments to tell us if

they know of any other effective remedy. Surely all

thoughtful men should study these theories of social

redemption and learn why their advocates claim that

putting them in practice would modify or abolish the

evils of our modern conditions.

"The masters, lords and rulers of all lands," the thinkers

and workers of our time must speedily give themselves

to the understanding and application of some adequate

remedy, or there will be blood, woe and tears almost

without end, "when this dumb terror shall reply to God,

after the silence of the centuries."
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THE GAME IS UP.

By Sadakichi Hartmann.

"TJELLO, Morrison, may I come in?" The door

stood slightly ajar.

Morrison came to the door—the complexion of his

face was sallow and his eyes had a peculiar look—he

recognized his visitor, hesitated for a moment whether

he should admit him, then opened the door and made a

sort of mock courtesy.

"Cleaning up?" the tall, lean man asked as he entered

the little hall room.

"Yes," and a wistful smile glided over Morrison's pale

face ; "cleaning up for good."

The room had a peculiar appearance. There was no

disorder and yet a lot of things were lying about; it

looked as if the lodger intended to go away on a long

journey and had tried to straighten up matters previous

to his departure. The visitor gazed curiously about the

room. He had a strange foreboding, but forced himself

to ask in a jocular mood : "Going to Egypt again ?"

"Farther than that this time, but it won't take so long;

the journey I am contemplating will be over by to-mor

row evening, I hope."

"What do you mean ?"

"The game is up."

The tall, lean man made no immediate reply, he merely

gazed steadily into the face of his friend. He had always

suspected that it would come to this some day. He really

wondered that Morrison had not done it long ago. If

any man had a right to dispose of his life it was surely

Morrison. He had endured more than most human

beings. His case was absolutely hopeless.

"Is there no way out of it?"

Morrison shook his head. He wanted to say some

thing, but his voice failed him. He stepped to the dresser

near the window, looked into the mirror and arranged

his faded, threadbare tie. It was pitiful to see how shab

bily he was dressed. He no longer set the fashion as in

his days of success, years ago in Boston.

"Would money help you?" and the tall, lean visitor
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fumbled in his pockets. Although fairly well dressed,

lie was hard up most of the time and only ventured to

broach the subject as he just happened to have a few

dollars to spare that day.

"No, what good would the little do that you could

give me?" and he continued to adjust matters and tuck

things away in his trunk.

"There, you are right again, not much. But I won

forty dollars on the track ; I sometimes go out there," he

added as a sort of excuse, "as it is impossible to live on

literature alone. I could spare ten."

"Can you really spare them ? I won't be able to return

them, you know. I would like to have them. I suppose

you will refuse to let me buy a revolver with them. I

have all sorts of poisons," he pointed to some little bottles,

"but I would prefer not to use them, it wouldn't be esthet-

ical, and then I want to go away to some place where

nobody knows me. I don't want to be identified."

The literary man slowly pulled a small roll out of

his pocket. He thought of his wife and children who

needed the money. It was really foolish to have made

that offer. Well, it was probably the last service he

could render his friend. Morrison was serious about his

departure, there was no doubt about that. "Here!"

"Thanks," Morrison answered, though he did not take

the money right away. He looked about absentmindedly,

as in a dream. This was friendship indeed. He had not

believed that anybody could so completely enter another

man's state of mind. Not a word of opposition. This

was glorious! They had known each other for more

than seventeen years. They had often drifted apart and,

somehow, had always met again. They had never been

very intimate, they had merely respected each other for

the work they had accomplished, each in his profession;

although they differed largely in ideas. Morrison was

a sculptor, and almost an ancient Greek in his feel

ings for the beauty of lines. The tall, lean man, on the

other hand, was a strange mixture of a visionary and

brutal realist They both were cynics, however, that

found life rather futile. With the literary man this

was merely a theoretical view point, while Morrison was

really embittered with life. The incidents of this after
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noon had surprised him. He was deeply moved and felt

as if he should give utterance to his emotions. He re

membered that his attitude towards his friend had been

rather arrogant at times. He now felt sorry for it, but

somehow could not form his sentiments and thoughts

into coherent sentences.

"Thanks," he simply repeated. "Has anybody seen you

enter the house?"

"No, the door was open and I walked right up. Why

do you ask?"

"I don't want anybody to be mixed up in this affair,

as it only concerns me."

The literary man smiled : "Could any man influence

you one way or another? As far as I can make out you

are beyond mortal influence."

A pause ensued. Morrison threw the last thing into

his trunk. "Well, I am ready. Everything is settled."

"How about your statues ?"

"Pshaw !" Morrison shrugged his shoulders. "Nobody

was interested in them while I lived. Why should I

bother to think what might become of them after mv

death?"

The author nodded and scowled at the same time.

He was not satisfied with the answer. But there were

still other things on his mind. He was used to analyze

everything to shreds and tatters. "Are you not afraid

that you might make a botch out of the whole job?"

Morrison weighed the question in his mind, then shook

his head and answered : "No, there is hardly a chance

for it now. I have been tuned up to it, trained myself to

it, so to speak. The fruit is ripe. It has to fall. It would

be awful, though—" he added, with an after-thought.

"Do you remember my emerald ring? I had to pawn

it, but I kept the poison which was hidden under the

stone. I will take that if anything goes wrong."

"Would you object to my company?" asked the tall,

lean man, "I mean until all is over. I, myself, am not

quite ready yet for any such heroical performances."

"Oh, don't think of it," the sculptor ejaculated; not

withstanding, the tone of his voice indicated that he

would not object, that he would even prefer a traveling

companion for the last few hours of his life.
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"Well, I'll go with you. Where are you going?"

"To New Haven. It's a nice trip." Morrison care

fully brushed his hair and clothes, there came a flush

to his face as he realized how shabby his clothes really

were. The tall, lean man was delicate enough to look

away as if he had not noticed anything.

A few moments later they left the room. Morrison

locked the door and they went out into the street. They

did not talk much, merely commonplace phrases that

did not bear upon the subject. Both were occupied

with their own thoughts, and strange thoughts they

must have been. They leisurely strolled to a store of

sporting outfits, bought a revolver and cartridges, had

their shoes shined at the next corner, and slowly wended

their way toward the depot. Their actions were almost

mechanical. Suicide is an attack of insanity, a sort of

mental plague. If one has caught the fever, one is

doomed. There is no escape from it. At the same time

it is contagious. The literary man was somewhat in

fected by it. All his interests in life seemed to be dulled,

obliterated as it were. He could only think the one

thought, "Morrison is going to kill himself. But who

knows, he may, after all, turn up next week with the ex

cuse that he had changed his mind. No, not he !—it was

really too bad !" Morrison, on the other hand, grew quite

cheerful. With him the idea that he would do it, had

become so matter-of-fact, that he ceased to think of it.

Nothing could influence him any more. Even if some

vague current of soul activity should revolt at the very

last moment, he was certain that his hand would me

chanically perform the task.

"Only one return ticket," he whispered as he ap

proached the ticket office. "Oh, I almost forgot," replied

his friend.

During the trip they silently sat opposite each other,

smoking. Now and then Morrison pointed out the beau

tiful sights. He seemed to be familiar with the scenery.

At their arrival in New Haven, at dusk, they at once

adjourned to a hotel and sat down at a table in the bar

room. They began to talk about art, they discussed com

mercialism, the lack of appreciation and the vanity of all

serious work, at least as far as art is concerned. They
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began to relate reminiscences of their student years, and

reviewed the hopes and ambitions of their youth. If they

had been realized, what wonders they would have ac

complished !

"I gave the other side a chance. They never re

sponded. I waited for ten long years, and now, it's all

up. Let us have another drink, waiter, the last." They

clinked glasses. "And now for a decent departure as in

the good old times, when Hegesias, the Cyrenaic, preached

suicide in Alexandria—"

They arose. It had grown dark. They sauntered

forth into the night. Morrison seemed to know where

he was going. "I once spent very pleasant days out

here," he explained, "years, I hardly remember how many

years ago." After that they did not converse any more.

They finally arrived at a beautiful avenue of old elms

that extended far into the country. Its deep, dark vista

was lit up only by the shimmer of a distant lake.

Morrison stopped, seized his friend's hand, shook it,

and said in a firm voice : "Good-bye."

"Good-bye."

And Morrison walked away. It was so dark that in a

few moments his form became invisible. Only his foot

steps could still be heard. They grew fainter and fainter.

The tall, lean man stared after his friend into the black

ness of the night. His eyes grew dim.

A few rain drops fell on his face and hands. "I hope

it won't rain," he murmured, "it might make dying more

difficult, but no—the sky is clear." Then he slightly

bent forward and listened eagerly. Everything was calm,

motionless, as in suspense. Nobody passed through the

avenue. Only in the adjoining side streets pedestrians

flitted by like ghosts.

So this was the end 1 After having struggled bravely

for years, after living up to high ideals as well as one

could, to go down a long, dark avenue—a falling star

flashed across the tree tops.

The tall, lean man pressed his hand to his heart, al

though he was not certain of having heard a report, he

felt, that his friend had arrived at the goal of his life's

journey. The game was up 1
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