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Sex Slavery 

N IGHT in a prison cellI A chair, a bed, a small 
washstand, four blank walls, ghastly in the 
dim light from the corridor without, a nar­

row window, barred and sunken in the stone, a grated 
door I Beyond its hideous iron latticework, within 
the ghastly walls,-a man I An old man, gray-haired 
and wrinkled, lame and suffering. There he sits, in 
his great loneliness, shut in from all the earth. There 
he walks, to and fro, within his measured space, 
apart from all he loves I There, for every night in five 
long years to come, he will walk alone, while the white 
age-flakes drop upon his head, while the last years of the 
winter of life gather and pass, and his body draws near 
the ashes. Every night, for five long years to come, he 
will sit alone, this chattel slave, whose hard toil is taken 
by the State,-and without recompense save that the 
Southern planter gave his negroes,~very night he will 
sit there so within those four white walls. Every night, 
for five long years to come, a suffering woman will lie 
upon her bed, longing, longing for the end of those three 
thousand days; longing for the kind face, the patient 
hand, that in so many years had never failed her. Every 
night, for five long years to come, the proud spirit must 
rebel, the loving heart must bleed, the broken home must 
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He desecrated. As I am speaking now, as you are listen­
ing, there within the cell of that accursed penitentiary 
:whose stones have soaked up the sufferings of so many 
victims, murdered, as truly as any outside their walls, by 
that slow rot which eats away existence inch-meal,-as 
I am speaking now, as you are listening, there sits M ases 
H twfIIGfI/.· 

Why? Why, when murder now is stalking in your 
streets, when dens of infamy are so ,thick within your 
city that competition has forced down the price of prosti­
tution to the level of the wages of your starving shirt­
makers; when robbers sit in State and na.tional Senate and 
House, when the boasted "bulwark of our liberties," the 
elective franchise, has become a U. S. dice-box, where­
with great gamblers play away your liberties; when de­
bauchees of the worst type hold all your public offices 
and dine off the food of fools who support them, why, 
then, Aits Moses Harman there within his prison cell? If 
he is so great a criminal, why is he not with the rest of 
the spawn of crime, dining at Delmonico's or enjoying 
a trip to Europe? If he is so bad a man, why in the 
name of wonder did he ever get in the penitentiary? 

Ali, DO; it is not because lie has done any evil thing; 
but because he, a pure enthusiast, searching, searching 
always for the cause of misery of the kind which he loved 
with that broad love of which only the pure soul is capa­
ble, searched for the data of evil. And searching so he 
found the vestibule of life to be a prison cell; the holiest 
and purest part of the temple of the body, if indeed one 
part can be holier or purer than another, the altar where 
the most devotiona110ve in truth should be laid, he found 
this altar ravished, despoiled, trampled upon. He found 
little babies, helpless, voiceless little things, generated in 
lust, cursed with impure moral natures, cursed, prena-
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tally, with the germs of disease, forced into the world to 
struggle and to suffer, to hate themselves, to hate their 
mothers for bearing them, to hate society and to be hated 
by it in retum,-a bane upon self and race, draining the 
lees of crime. And he said, this felon with the stripes 
upon his body, "Let the mothers of the race go freel 
Let the little children be pure love children, born of the 
mutual desire for parentage. Let the manacles be broken 
from the shackled slave, that no more slaves be born, DO 

mqre tyrants conceived." 

He looked, this obscenist, looked with clear eyes'into 
this ill-got thing you call morality, sealed with the seal 
of marriage, and saw in it the consummation of ... 
morality, impurity, and injustice. He beheld every mar­
ried woman what she is, a bonded slave, who takes her 
master's name, her master's bread, her master's com­
mands, and serves her master's passion; who passes 
through the ordeal of pregnancy and the throes of travail 
at his dictation,-not at her desire; who can control no 
property, not even her own body, without his consent, 
and from whose straining arms the children she bears 
may be tom at his pleasure, or willed away while they, 
are yet unborn. It is said the English language has a 
sweeter word than any other,-home. But Moses Har­
man looked beneath the word and saw the fact,-a prison 
more horrible than that where he is sitting now, whose 
corridors radiate over all the earth, and with so many, 
cells, that none may count them. 

Yes, our Masters I The earth is a prison, the mar­
riage-bed is a cell, women are the prisoners. and you are 
the keepers! 

He saw, this corruptionist, how in those cells are perpe­
trated such outrages as are enough to make the cold 
sweat stand upon the forehead, and the nails clench, and 
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the teeth set, and the lips grow white in agony and hatred. 
And he saw too how from those cells might none come 
forth to break her fetters, how no slave dare cry out, 
how all these murders are done quietly, beneath the shel­
ter-shadow of home, and sanctified by the angelic bene­
diction of a piece of paper, within the silence-shade of a 
marriage certificate, Adultery and Rape stalk freely and 
at ease. 

Yes, for that is adultery where woman submits herself 
sexually to man, without desire on her part, for the sake 
of "keeping him virtuous," "keeping him at home," the 
women say. (Well, if a man did not love me and respect 
himself enough to be "virtuous" without prostituting me, 
he might go, and welcome. He has no virtue to keep.) 
And that is rape, where a man forces himself sexually 
upon a woman whether he is licensed by the marriage 
law to do it or not. And that is the vilest of all tyranny 
where a man compels the woman he says he loves, to 
endure the agony of bearing children that she does not 
want, and for whom, "as is the rule rather than the excep­
tion, they cannot properly provide. It is worse than any 
other human oppression; it is fairly God-like t To the 
sexual tyrant there is no parallel upon earth; one must go 
to the skies to find a fiend who thrusts life upon his chil­
dren only to starve and curse and outcast and damn 
them! And only through the marriage law is such ty­
ranny possible. The man who deceives a woman outside 
of marriage (and mind you, such a amn will deceive in 
marriage too) may deny his own child, if he is mean 
enough. He cannot tear it from her arms-he cannot 
touch it! The girl he wronged, thanks to your very pure 
"and tender morality-standard, may die in the street for 
want of food. He cannot force his hated presence upon 
her again. But his wife, gentlemen, his wife, the wo-
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man he respects so much that he consents to let her merge 
her individuality into his, lose her identity and become his 
chattel, his wife he may not only force unwelcome chil­
dren upon, outrage at his own good pleasure, and keep as 
a general cheap and convenient piece of furniture, but if 
she does not get a divorce (and she cannot for such 
cause) he can follow her wherever she goes, come into 
her house, eat her food, force her into the cell, kill her by 
virtue of his sexual authority I And she has no redress 
unless he is indiscreet enough to abuse her in some less 
brutal but unlicensed manner. I know a case in your 
city where a woman was followed so for ten years by her 
husband. I believe he finally developed grace enough to 
die; please applaud him for the only decent thing he ever 
did. 

Oh, is it not rare, aU this ta:lk about the preservation 
of morality by marriage law I 0 splendid carefulness to 
preserve that which you :have not got I 0 height and 
depth of purity, which fears so much that the children 
will not know who their fathers are, because, forsooth, 
they must rely upon their mother's word instead of the 
hired certification of some priest of the Church, or the 
Law I I wonder if the children would be improved to 
know what their fathers have done. I would rather, 
much rather, not know who my father was than know he 
had been a tyrant to my mother. I would rather, much 
rather, be illegitimate according to the statutes of men, 
than illegitimate according to the unchanging law of 
Nature. For what is it to be legitimate, born "according 
to law"? It is to be, nine cases out of ten, the child of 
a man who acknowledges his fatherhood simply because 
he is forced to do so, and whose conception of virtue is 
realized by the statement that "a woman's duty is to keep 
her husband at home"; to be the child of a woman who 
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cares more fo~ ~e benediction of Mrs. Grundy than the 
simple honor of her lover's word, and conceives prostitu­
tion to be purity and duty when exacted of her by her 
husband. It is to have Tyranny as your progenitor, and 
slavery as your prenatal cradle. It is to run the risk of 
unwelcome birth, "legal" constitutional weakness, morals 
corrupted before birth, possibly a murder instinct, the 
inheritance of excessive sexuality or no sexuality, either 
of which is disease. It is to have the value of a piece 
of paper, a rag from the tattered garments of the "Social 
Contract," set above health, beauty, talent or goodness; 
for I never yet had difficulty in obtaining the admission 
that illegitimate children are nearly always prettier and 
brighter than others, even from conservative women. 
And how supremely disgusting it is to see them look from 
their own puny, sickly, lust-born children, upon whom 
lie the chain-traces of their own terrible servitude, look 
from these to some healthy, beautiful "natural" child, 
and say, "What a pity its mothe,. wasn't virtuous t" 
Never a word about thei,. children's fathers' virtue, they 
know too much! Virtue t Disease, stupidity, criminal­
ity t What an obscene thing "virtue" is I 

What is it to be illegitimate? To be despised. or 
pitied, by those whose spite or whose pity isn't worth the 
breath it takes to retum it. To be, possibly, the child 
of some man contemptible enough to deceive a woman; 
the child of some woman whose chief crime was belief 
in the man she loved. To be free from the prenatal 
curse of a slave mother, to come into the world without 
the permission of any law-making set of tyrants who 
assume to corner the earth, and say what terms the un­
born must make for the privilege of coming into exist­
ence. This is legitimacy and illegitimacy! Choose. 

The man who walks to and fro in his cell in Lansing 
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penitentiary to-night, this vicious man, said: "The 
mothers of the race are lifting their dumb eyes to me, 
their sealed lips to me, their agonizing hearts to me. 
They are seeking, seeking for a voice I The unborn in 
their helplessness, are pleading from their prisons, plead­
ing for a voice I The criminals, with the unseen ban 
upon their souls, that has pushed them, pushed them 
to the vortex, out of their whirling hells, are looking, 
waiting for a voice I I will be their voice. I will un­
mask the outrages of the marriage-bed. I will make 
known how criminals are born. I will make one outcry 
that shall be heard, and let what will be, be f' He cried 
out through the letter of Dr. Markland, that a young 
mother lacerated by unskilful surgery in the birth of 
her babe, but recovering from a subsequent successful 
operation, had been stabbed, remorselessly, cruelly, bru­
tally stabbed, not with a knife, but with .the procreative 
organ of her husband, stabbed to the doors of death, 
and yet there was no redress I 

And because he called a spade a spade, because he 
named that organ by its own name, so given in Webster's 
dictionary and in every medical journal in the country, 
because of this Moses Harman walks to and fro in his 
cell to-night. He gave a concrete example of the effect 
of sex slavery, and for it he is imprisoned. It remains 
for us now to carry on the battle, and lift the standard 
where they struck him down, to scatter broadcast the 
knowledge of this crime of society against a man and 
the reason for it; to inquire into this vast system of 
licensed crime, its cause and its effect, broadly upon the 
race. The Cause I Let woman ask herself, "Why am I 
the slave of Man? Why is my brain said not to be the 
equal of his brain? Why is my work not paid equally 
with his? Why must my body be controlled by my hus-
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band? Why may he take my labor in the household, 
giving me in exchange what he deems fit? Why may 
he take my children from me? Will them away while 
yet unborn?" Let every woman ask. 

There are two reasons why, and thtse ultimately re­
ducible to a single principle-the authoritarian, supreme­
power, God-idea, and its two inst~ents, the Church­
that is, the priests-and the State-that is, the legislators. 

From the birth of the Church, out of the womb of 
Fear and the fatherhood of Ignorance, it has taught the 
inferiority of woman. In one form or another through 
the various mythical legends of the various mythical 
creeds, runs the undercurrent of the belief in the fall 
of man through the persuasion of woman, her subjective 
condition as punishment, her natural vileness, total de­
pravity, etc. j and from the days of Adam until now the 
Christian Church, with which we have specially to deal, 
bas made woman the excuse, the scapegoat for the evil 
deeds of..... So thoroughly has this idea permeated 
Society that numbers of those who have utterly repu­
diated the Church, are nevertheless soaked in this stupe­
fying narcotic to true morality. So pickled is the male 
creation with .the vinegar of Authoritarianism, that even 
those who have gone further and repudiated the State 
still cling to the god, Society as it is, still hug the old 
theological idea that they are to be "heads of the family" 
-to that wonderful formula "of simple proportion" 
that "Man is the head of the Woman even as Christ is 
the head of the Church." No longer than a week 
since an Anarchist (?) said to me, "I wil11?e boss in my 
own house" -a "Communist-Anarchist," if you please, 
who doesn't believe in "my house." About a year ago 
a noted libertarian speaker said, in my presence, that his 
sister, who possessed a fine voice and had joined a con-
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cert troupe, should "stay at home with her children; 
that is h" place." The old Church idea 1 This man 
was a Socialist, and since an Anarchist j yet his highest 
idea for woman was serfhood to husband and children, 
in the present mockery called "bome." Stay at home, 
ye malcontents t Be patient, obedient, submissive 1 Dam 
our socks, mend our shirts, wash our dishes, get our 
meals, wait on us and mind the children I Your fine 
voices are not to delight the public nor yourselves; your 
inventive genius is not to work, your fine art taste is not 
to be cultivated, your business faculties are not to be 
developed j you made the great mistake of being born 
with them, suffer for your folly 1 You are womenl 
therefore housekeepers, servants, waiters, and child's 
nursesl 

At Macon, in the sixth century, says August Bebel, 
the fathers of the Church met and proposed the decision 
of the question, "Has woman a soul?" Having ascer­
tained that the permission to own a nonentity wasn't 
going to injure any of their parsnips, a small majority 
vote decided the momentous question in our favor. Now, 
holy fathers, it was a tolerably good scheme on your part 
to offer the reward of your pitiable "salvation or damna­
tion" (odds in favor of the latter) as a bait for the 
hook of earthly submission j it wasn't a bad sop in those 
days of Faith and Ignorance. But fortunately fourteen 
hundred years have made it stale. You, tyrant rad­
icals (?), have no heaven to offer,-you have no delight­
ful chimeras in the form of "merit cards"; you have 
(save the mark) the respect, the good offices, the smiles 
-of a slave-holder 1 This in return for our chains 1 
Thanksl 

The question of souls is old-we demand our bodies, 
DOW. We are tired of promises, God is deaf, and ~ 
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church is our worst enemy. Against it we bring the 
charge of being the moral (or immoral) force which lies 
behind the tyranny of the State. And the State has 
divided the loaves and fishes with the Church, the magis­
~tes, like the priests take marriage fees; the two fetters 
of Authority have gone into partnership in the business 
of granting patent-rights to parents for the privilege of 
reproducing themselves, and the State cries as the 
Olurch cried of old, and cries now: "See how we protect 
"omenl" The State has done more. It has often been 
said to me, by women with decent masters, who had no 
idea of the outrages practiced on their less fortunate 
sisters, "Why don't the wives leave?" 

Why don't you run, when your feet are chained to­
gether? Why don't you cry out when a gag is on your 
lips? Why don't you raise your hands above your head 
when they are pinned fast to your sides? Why don't you 
spend thousands of dollars when you haven't a cent in 
your pocket? Why don't you go to the seashore or the 
mountains, you fools scorching with city heat? If there 
is one thing more than another in this whole accursed 
tissue of false society, which makes me angry, it is the 
asinine stupidity which with the true phlegm of impene­
trable dullness says, "Why don't the women leave I" 
Will you tell me where they will go and what they shall 
do? When the State, the legislators, has given to itself, 
the politicians, the utter and absolute control of the op­
portunity to live; when, through this precious monopoly, 
already the market of labor is so overstocked that work­
men and workwomen are cutting each others' throats 
for the dear privilege of serving their lords; when girls 
are shipped from Boston to the south and north, shipped 
in carloads, like cattle, to fill the dives of New Orleans 
01' the lumber-camp hells of my own state (Michigan), 
when seeing and hearing these things reported every day, 
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the proper prudes exclaim, "Why don'. the women 
leave," they simply beggar the language of contempt. 

When America passed the fugitive slave law c0m­

pelling men to catch their fellows more brutally than 
runaway dogs', Canada, aristocratic, unrepublican Canada, 
still stretched her arms to those who might reach hel\ 
But there is no refuge upon earth for the enslaved sex. 
Right where we are, there we must dig our trenches, and 
win or die. 

This, then, is the tyranny of the State; it denies, to 
both woman and man, the right to eam a living, and 
grants it as a privilege to a favored few who for that 
favor must pay ninety per cent. toll to the granters of it. 
These two things, the mind domination of the Church, 
and the body domination of the State are the causes of 
Sex Slavery. 

First of all, it has introduced into the world the con­
structed crime of obscenity: it has set up such a peculiar 
standard of morals that to speak the names of the sexbat 
organs is to commit the most brutal outrage. It reminds 
.. that in your city you have' a street called "Callow-

tI ~6'il1." Once it was called Gallows' Hill, for the elevation 
to which it leads, now known as "Oterry Hill," has been 
the last touitPing place on earth for the feet of many a 
victim murdered by the Law. But the sound of the 
word became too harsh; so they softened it, though the 
murders are still done, and the black shadow of the 
Gallows still hangs on the City of Brotherly Love. Ob­
scenity has done the same; it has placed virtue in the 
shell of an idea, and labelled all "good" which dwells 
within the sanction of Law and respectable (?) custom; 
and all bad which contravenes the usage of the shell. It 
has lowered the dignity of the human body, below the 
level of all other animals. Who thinks a dog is impure 
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or obscene because its body is not covered with suffo­
cating and annoying clothes? What would you think 
of the meanness of a man who would put a skirt upon 
bis horse and compel it to walk or run with such a thing 
impeding its limbs? Why, the "Society for the Pre­
vention of Cruelty to Animals" would arrest him, take 
the beast from him, and he would be sent to a lunatic 
asylum for treatment on the score of an impure mind. 
And yet, gentlemen, you expect your wives, the creatures 
you say you respect and love, to wear the longest skirts 
and the highest necked clothing, in order to conceal the 
obscene hutMn body. There is no society for the pre­
vention of cruelty to women. And you, yourselves, 
though a little better, look at the heat you wear in this 
roasting weather I How you curse your poor body with. . 
the wool you steal from the sheep I How you punish 
yourselves to sit in a crowded house with coats and vests 
on, because dead Mme. Grundy is shocked at the "wl­
garity" of shirt sleeves, or the naked arm I 

Look how the ideal of beauty has been· marred by 
this obscenity notion. Divest yourselves of pre~u~ce 
for once. Look at some fashion-slaved woman, 1\,,­
waist surrounded by a high-hoard fence called a corset;­
her shoulders and hips angular from th • ...P~sure above 
and below, her feet narrowest where tlley should be 
widest, the body fettered by her everlasting prison skirt, 
her hair fastened tight enough to make her head ache 
and surmounted by a thing of neither sense nor beauty, 
called a hat, ten to one a hump upon her back like a 
dromedary,-look at her, and then imagine such a thing 
as that carved in marble I Fancy a statue.in Fairmount 
Park with a corset and bustle on. Picture to yourselves 
the image of the equestrienne. We are permitted to 
ric!e, providing we sit in a position ruinous to the horse; 
providing we wear a riding-habit long enough to hide 
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the obscene human foot. weighed down by ten pounds 
of gravel to cheat the Wind in its free blowing, so run­
ning the risk of disabling ourselves completely should 
accident throw us from the saddle. Think how we swim I 
We must even wear clothing in the water, and run the 
gauntlet of derision, if we dare battle in the surf minus 
stockings I Imagine a fish trying to make headway with 
a water-soaked flannel garment upon it. Nor are you 
yet content. The vile standard of obscenity even kills 
the little babies with clothes. The human race is mur­
dered, horribly, "in the name of" Dress. 

And in the name of Purity what lies are told I What 
queer morality it has engendered. For fear of it you 
dare not tell your own children the truth about their 
birth; the most sacred of all functions, the creation of a 
human being, is a subject for the most miserable false­
hood. When they come to you with a simple, straight­
forward question, which they have a right to ask, you 
say, "Don't ask such questions," or tell some silly hollow­
log story; or you explain the incomprehensibility by 
another-God I You say "God made you." You know 
you are lying When you say it. You know, or you ought 
to know, that the source of inquiry will not be dammed 
up so. You know that what you could explain purely, 
reverently, rightly (if you have any purity in you), will 
be learned through many blind gropings, and that around 
it will be cast the shadow-thought of wrong, embryo'd 
by your denial and nurtured by this social opinion every­
where prevalent. If you do not know this. then you are 
blind to fa~ts and deaf to Experien~e. 

Think of the double social standard the enslavement 
of our sex has evolved. Women considerirtg themselves 
very pure and very moral, will sneer at the street-walker, 
yet admit to their homes the very men Who victirniled 
the street-walker. Men, at their best, will pity the Pl"Ol-
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titute, white they themselves are the worst kind of prosti­
tutes. Pity yourselves, gentlemen-you need it I 

How many times do you see where a man or woman 
has shot another through jealousy I The standard of 
purity has decided that it is right, "it shows spirit," "it 
is justifiable" t~murder a human being for doing ex­
actly what you did yourself,-love the same woman or 
same man I Morality I Honor I Virtue II Passing 
from the moral to the physical phase; take the statistics 
of any insane asylum, and you will find that, out of 
the different classes, unmarried women furnish the larg~ 
est cne. To preserve your cruel, vicious, indecent stan­
dard of purity ( P) you drive your daughters insane, while 
your wives are killed with excess. Such is marriage. 
Don't take my word for it; go through the report of any 
asylum or the annals of any graveyard. 

Look how your children grow up. Taught from their 
earliest infancy to curb their love natures--restrained 
at every turn t Your blasting lies would even blacken 
a child's kiss. Little girls must not be tomboyish, must 
not go barefoot, must not climb trees, must not learn to 
swim, must not do anything they desire to do which 
Madame Grundy has decreed "improper." Little boys 
are laughed at as effeminate, silly girl-boys if they want 
to make patchwork or play with a doll. Then when they 
grow up, "Oh I Men don't care for home or children 
as women do I" Why should they, when the deliberate 
effort of your life has been to crush that nature out of 
them. "Women can't rough it like men." Train any 
animal, or any plant, as you train your girls, and it won't 
be able to rough it either. Now will somebody tell me 
why either sex should hold a comer on athletic sports? 
'Why any child lfuould not have free use of its limbs? 

These are the effects of your purity standard, your 
marriage law. This is your wor1c-look at it I Half 
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your children dying under five years of age, your girls 
insane, your married women walking corpses, your men 
80 bad that they themselves often admit P,osnltllio" 
holds against PURITY a bond of mdebledaess. This is 
the beautiful etIect of your god, Marriage, before which 
Natural Desire must abase and belie itself. Be proud 
of itl 

Now for the remedy. It is in one word, the only word 
that ever brought equity anywhere-uBERTY I Cen-

. turies upon centuries of liberty is the only thing that 
will cause the disintegration and decay of these pesti­
ferous ideas. Liberty was all that calmed the blood­
waves of religious persecution I You cannot cure serf­
hood by any other substitution. Not for you to say "in 
this way shall the race love." Let the race aloae. 

Will there not be atrocious crimes? Certainly. He is 
a fool who says there will not be. But you can't stop 
them by committing the arch-crime and setting a block 
between the spokes of Progress-wheels. You will never 
get right until you start right. 

As for the final outcome, it matters not one iota. I 
have my ideal, and it is very pure, and very sacred to me. 
But yours, equally sacred, may be ditIerent and we may 
both be wrong. But certain am I that with free con­
tract, that form of sexual association will survive which 
is best adapted to time and place, thus producing the 
highest evolution of the type. Whether that shall be 
monogamy, variety, or promiscuity matters naught to 
us; it is the business of the future, to which we dare not 
dictate. 

For freedom spoke Moses Harman, and for this be 
received the felon's brand. For this he sits in ·his cell 

. to-night. Whether it is possible that his sentence be 
shortened, we do not know. We can only try. Those 
who would help us try, let me ask ~o put your sipatures 
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to this simple request for pardon addressed to Benj. 
amin Harrison. To those wh,o desire more fully to inform 
themselves before signing; I say: Your conscientiousness 
is praisewortby-come to me at the close of the meeting 
and I will quote the exact language of the Markland 
letter. To those mreme Anarchists who cannot bend 
their dignity to ask pardon for an offense not committed, 
and of an authority they cannot recognize, let me say: 
Moses Harman's back is bent, low bent, by the brute 
force of the Law, and though I would never ask anyone 
to bow for himself, I can ask it, and easily ask it, for 
him who fights the slave's battle. Your dignity is 
criminal; every hour behind the bars is a seal to your 
partnership with Comstock. No one can hate petitions 
worse than I; no one bas less faith in them than I. But 
for ., champion I am willing to try any means that 
invades DO other's right, even though I have little hope 
in it. 

If, beyond these, there are those here to-night who 
have ever forced sexual servitude from a wife, those 
who have prostituted themselves in the name of Virtue, 
those who have brought diseased, immoral or unwelcome 
children to the light, without the means of provision for 
them, and yet will go from this hall and say, "Moses 
Harman is an unclean man-a man rewarded by just 
punishment," then to you I say, and may the words ring 
deep within your ears UNTIL YOU DIE: Go on I Drive 
your sheep to .the shambles I Crush that old, sick, crip­
pled man beneath your Juggernautl In the name of 
Virtue, Purity and Morality, do it I In the name of God, 
Home, and Heaven, do it I In the name of the Nazarene 
who preached the golden rule, do it I In the name of 
Justice, Principle, and Honor, do it I In the name of 
Bravery and Magnanimity put yourself on the side of 
the robber in the government halls, the murderer in the 
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political convention, the libertine in public places, the 
whole brute force of the police, the constabulary, the 
court, and the penitentiary, to persecute one poor old man 
who stood alone against your licensed crime I Do it. 
And if Moses Harman dies within your "Kansas Hell," 
be satisfied when you ha'lle Mwdered h",,/ Kill him I 
And you hasten the day when the Future shall bury you 
ten thousand fathoms deep beneath its curses. KiU him l 
And the stripes upon his prison clothes shall lash you 
like the knout I Kill him I And the insane shall glitter 
hate at you with their wild eyes, the unborn babes shall 
cry their blood upon you, and the graves that you have 
filled in the name of Marriage, shall yield food for a 
race that wUl pillory you, until the memory of your 
atrocity has become a nameless ghost, flitting with the 
shades of Torquemada, Calvin and Jehovah over the ho­
rillon of the World I 

Would you smile to see him dead? Would you say_ 
"We are rid of this obscenist"? Foolsl The corpse 
would laugh at you from its cold eyelids l The motion­
less lips would mock, and the solemn hands, the pulse­
less, folded hands, in their quietness would write the last 
indictment, which neither Time nor you can efface. Kill 
him I And you write his glory and your shame I Moses 
Harman in his felon stripes stands far above you now. 
and Moses Hannan dead will live on, immortal in the 
race he died to free I Kill him I 
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Literature the Mirror of Man 

P ERHAPS I had better say the Mirror-reReetion,­
the reflection of all that he has been and is, the 
hinting fore-flashing of something of what he 

may become. In so considering it, let it be understood 
that I speak of no particular form of literature, but the 
entire body of a people's expressed thought, prese"ed 
either traditionally, in writing, or in print. 

The majority of lightly thinking, fairly read people, 
who make use of the word "literature" rather easily, do 
so with a very indistinct idea of its content. To them it 
usually means a certain limited form of human expres­
sion, chiefly works of the imagination-poetry, drama, the 
various forms of the novel. History, philosophy, science 
are rather frowning names,-stem second cousins, as it 
were, to the beguiling companions of their pleasant leisure 
hours,-not legitimately "literature." Biography,-well, 
it depends on who writes it! If it can be made so much 
like a work of fiction that the subject sketched serves the 
purposes of a fictive hero, why then-maybe. 

To such talkers about literature, evidence of familiarity 
with it, and title to have one's opinions thereon asked and 
respected, are witnessed by the ability to run glibly off 
the names of the personages in the dramas of Ibsen, 
Bjornson, Maeterlinck, Hauptmann pr Shaw, or. in the 
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novels of Gorki, Andreyev, Tolstoy, lola, Maupassant, 
Hardy, and the dozen or so of lesser lights who revolve 
with ·these through the cycle of the magazine issues. 

Not only do these same people thus limit the field of 
literature, (at least in their ordinary conversation,-if 
you press them they will dubiously admit that the field 
may be extended) but they are also possessed of the 
notion that only one particular mode even of fiction, is 
in fact the genuine thing. Tha.t this mode has not al­
ways been in vogue they are aware; and they allow other 
modes to have been literature in the past, as a sort of 
kindly concession to the past-a blanket-indulgence ·to its 
unevolved state. At present, however, no indulgences 
are allowed; whatever is not the mode, is anathema; it is 
not literature at aU. When confronted by the fiery great 
names of the Past, which they can neither consign to 
oblivion, nor patronize by toleration for their undeveloped 
condition, names which are names for all ages, which 
they need to use as conjuration words in their comparisons 
and criticisms, names such as Shakespeare or Hugo, they 
complacently dose their eyes to contradictions and swear 
that fundamentally these men's works are in the modena 
mode, the accepted mode, the one GIld ottly enduring 
mode, the mode that they approve. 

"Which is?'~-I hear you ask. Which I.r wliat they are 
pleased to call "Realism." 

If you wish to know how far they are obsessed by this 
notion, go pick yourself a quiet comer in some cafe where 
light literature readers meet to make comparisons, and 
listen to the comments. Before very long, voices will be 
getting loud about some character at present stalking 
across the pages of the magazines, or bestirring itself 
among the latest ton of novel; and the dispute will be, 
"Does such a type exist?"-ClOf course he exists,"-"He 
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does not exist,"-"He must exist,"-"He cannot exist,"­
"Under such conditions,"-"There are no such condi­
tions,"-"But be reasonable: you have not been in all 
places, and you cannot say there may not be such condi­
tions; supposing-" "All right: I will give you the condi­
tions; all the same, no man would act so under any con­
ditions." "I swear L have seen such men-" "Impos­
sible-" "What is there impossible about it ?-" 

And the voices get louder and louder, as the disputants 
proceed to pick the character to pieces, speech by speech, 
and action by action, till, nothing being left, each finally 
subsides somehow, each confirmed in his own opinion, 
each convinced that the main purpose of literature­
Realism-has either been served, or not served, by the 
author under discussion. To such disputants "Literature 
the Mirror of Man," means that only such literature as 
gives so-called absolutely faithful representations of life 
as it is demonstrably lived, is a genuine Mirror. No· 
author is to be considered worthy of a place, unless his 
works can be at least twisted to fit this conception. With 
some slight refinement of idea, in so far as it recognizes 
the obscurer recesses of the mind as entitled to represen­
tation as well as the externals, it corresponds to the one­
time development of portrait painting, which esteemed it 
necessary to paint the exact number of hairs in the wart 
on Oliver Cromwell's nose, in order to have a true like­
ness of him. 

As before suggested, I do not, when I speak of Litera­
ture as the Mirror of Man, have any such I2X18 mirror 
in view; nor the limitation of literature to anyone 
form of it, to anyone age of it, to any set of stan­
dard names; nor the limitation of Man to any pre­
conceived notion of just what he may logically be 
allowed to be. The composite image we are seeking 
to find is an image wrought as much of his dreams 
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of what he would like to be, as of his actual beini; tha~ 
is no true picture of Man, which does pot inchlde his 
cravings for the impossible, as well as his daily perform­
ance of the possible. Indeed, the logical, ~lculable man, 
the man who under certain circumstances may be figured 
out to tum murderer and under others saint, is hardly so 
interesting as the illogical being who upsets the calcula­
tion by becoming neither, but something not at all pre­
dictable. 

The objects of my lecture then are these: 
I. To insist on a wider view of literature itself than 

that generally accepted. 
2. To suggest to readers a more satisfactory way of 

considering what they read than that usually received. 
3. To point to certain phases of the human appearance 

reflected in the mirror which are not generally noticed, 
but which I find interesting and suggestive. 

Yau would think it very unreasonable, would you not, 
for anyone to insist that because your highly polished 
glass backed by quicksilver, gives back so clear and ex­
cellent an image, 'herefore the watery vision you catch of 
yourself in the shifting, glancing ripples of a clear stream 
is not an image at all! With all the curious elongating and 
drifting and shortening back and breaking up into waver­
ing circles, done by that un resting image, you know very 
certainly that Is you; and if you look into the still waters 
of some summer pool, or mountain rain-cup, the image 
there is almost as sharp-lined as that in your polished 
glass, except for the vague tremor that seems to move 
under the water rather than on its surface, and suggest 
an ethereal something inissing in your drawing-room 
shadow. Yet that vision conjured in the water-depth is 
you-surely you. Nay, even more,-that first image of 
you, you perceived whett as a child you danced in the 
firelight and lAW a misshapen darkn~ss risiQl anel falling 
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along the wall in teasing mockery .-that too was lurely 
an image of you-an image of interception, not of re­
flection; a blur, a vacancy, a horror, from which you fled 
shrieking to your mother's arms;-and yet it was the di .. 
torted outline of you. 

You grew familiar with it later, amused yourself with 
it, twisted your hands into strange positions to see wh .. t 
curious shapes they would form upon the wall, and mado 
whole stories with the shadows. Long afterward you 
went back to them with deliberate and careful CUriosity, 
to see how the figures stumbled on by accident could ~ 
definitely produced, at will, according to the laws of inter ... 
ception. 

Even so the first Man-Images, cast back from the 
blank wall of Language, are uncouth, ungraspable, vague, 
vacant, menacing-to the men who saw them, frighthful. 
Mankind produced this paradox! the early lights of 
literature were darkness I 

Later these darknesses grew less fearsome; the child­
man began to jest with them; to multiply figures and 
send them chasing past each other up and down the 
wall, with fresh glee at each newly created shadow­
sport. The wall at last became luminous, the shadows 
shining. And out of the old monosyllabic horror of the 
primitive legend, out of Man's fright at the projection 
of his own soul, out of his wide stare at those terrific 
giants on the wall who suddenly with shadow-like shift­
ing became grotesque dwarfs, and mocking little beasts 
that danced and floated, ever most fearful because of 
their elusive emptiness; out of this, bit by bit, grew the 
steady contemplation, the gradual effacement of fright, 
the feeling of power and amusement, and the sense of 
Creative Mastery, which, understanding the shadows, be­
gan to command them, till there arose all the beauty of 
fairy ~es and shining myths and singing legends. 
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Now anyone who desires to see in Literature the most 
that there is in it; who desires to read not merely for 
the absorption of the moment but for the sake of perma­
Dent impression; who wishes to have an idea of Man 
Dot only as he is now, but through the whole articulate 
record of his existence; who would know the thoughts 
of his infancY and the connected course of his develop­
ment,-and no one has any adequate conception of the 
glory of literature, unless he includes this much in it­
any such a reader, I say, must find among its most at­
~ive pages, the stories of early superstitions, the fic­
tions of Fear, the struggles. of the Race-Child's intelli­
gence with overlooming problems. Think of the Ages 
and Ages that men saw the Demon Electricity riding the 
air; think that even now they do not know what he is; 
and yet he played mightily with their daily lives for all 
those ages. Think how this staring savage was put face 
to face with world-games which were spun and tossed 
around him, and compelled by the nature of his own 
activity to try to find an explanation .to them; think that 
most of us, if we were not the heritors of the ages that 
have passed since then, should be. staggered and out­
breathed even now by all these lights and forms through 
which we move; and then tum to the record of those 
pathetic strivings of the frightened child with some little 
tenderness and sympathy, some solemn curiosity to know 
what men were able to think and feel when they led their 
lives as in a threatening Wonder-house, where every­
thing was an Unknown, invested with crouching hostility. 
And never be too sure you know just how men will act, 
or try to act, under any conditions, if you have not read 
the record of what they have thought and fancied and 
done; and after you have read it, Ob, then you will 
never be sure you know! For then you will realize 
~at every man is a burial-house, full of dead men's 
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ghosts,-and the ghosts of very, very ancient days are 
there, forever whispering in an ancient, ancient tongue 
of ancient passions and desires, and prompting many 
actions which the doer thereof can give himself no ac­
counting for. 

There are two ways of reading these old stories; and 
as one who has gotten pleasure and profit, too, from 
both, I would recommend them both .to be used. The 
first way is to read yourself backward into it as much as 
possible. Do not be a critic, on first reading; put the 
critic asleep. Let yourself seem to believe it, as did he 
who wrote it. Read it aloud, if you are where you will 
not annoy anybody; let the words sing themselves over 
your lips, as they sung themselves over the lips of the 
people who were dead so long ago,-in their strange far­
away homes with their vanished surroundings; sung 
themselves, just as the wind sung through the echoing 
forests, and murmured back from the rocks; just as the 
songs slipped out of the birds' throats. You will find 
that half the beauty and the farce of old-time legend lies 
in the bare sound of it. Far, far more is it dependent on 
the voice, than any modem writings are. And surely, 
the reason is simple enough: for it was not writing in its 
creation; ancient literature addressed itself to the ear, 
always, while modem literature speaks to the eye. 

If once you can get your ears washing with the sounds 
of the old language, as with the washing of the seas 
when you sit on the beach, or the lapping of the rivers 
when the bank-grass caresses you some idle summer 
afternoon, it will be much easier for you to forget that 
you are the child of another age and thought. You will 
begin .to luxuriate in fancies and prefigure impossibilities; 
then you will know how it feels to be fancy free, loosed 

, from the chain of the possible; and once having felt, you 
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will also understand better, when you re-read with other 
intent 

When you are ready for such re-reading, then be as 
critical as you please,-which does not necessarily mean 
be condemnatory. It means rather take notice of all 
generals and particulars, and question them. 

You will naturally pose yourself the question, Why is 
it that the bare sounds of these old stories are so much 
more vibrating, drum-like, shrilling, at times, than any 
modem song or poem? You will find that the mitigating 
influence of civilization,-knowledge, moderation,­
creeping into expression, produces flat, neutral, diluted 
eounds,-watery words, so to speak, long-drawn out and 
glidingly inoffensive. In any modem writing remarka­
ble for strength, will be found a preponderance of "bar­
baric yawp"-as Whitman called it. 

Fear creates sharp cries; the rebound of Fear, which 
is Bravado, produces drum-tones, roars, and growls; un­
restrained Passions howl in wind-notes, irregular, break­
ing short off. God carries a hammer, and Love a spear. 
The hymn clangs, and the love-song clashes. Through 
those fierce sounds one feels again hot hearts. 

Those who perceive colors accompanying sounds, sense 
clean cut lights streaking the night-ground of these 
early word-pictures; sharp, hard, reds and yellows. It 
is our later world which has produced green tintings not 
to be told fom gray, nor gray from blue, nor anything 
from anything. In our fondness for smoothness and 
gradation we have attained practical colorlessness. 

If it appears to you that I am talking nonsense, permit 
me to tell you it is because you have dulled your own 
powers of perception; in seeking to become too intel­
lectually appreciative, you have lost the power to feel 
primitive things. Try to recover it. 
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Another source of interesting observation, especially 
in English literature of early writing: this time the ~ye. 

It is admitted by everybody that as a serviceable mstru­
ment for expressing definite sounds in an expeditious 
and comprehensible manner, English written language 
is a woeful failure. If any inventor of a theory of 
symbols should, would, or could have devised such a 
ridiculous conception of spelling, such a hodge-podge 
of contradictory jumbles, he would properly have been 
adjudged to an insane asylum j and that, every man who 
ever contrived an English spelling-book, and every 
teacher who is obliged to worry this incongruous mes~ 
through the steadily revolting reason-and-memory process 
of children, is ably convinced. But Man, English-speak­
ing Man, has actually~xecvted such conception; (het 
probably executed it first and conceived it afterward, as 
most of our poor victims do when they start on that 
terrible blind road through the spelling-book). Whether 
or no, the thing is here, and we've all to accept it, and 
deal with it as best we may, sadly hoping .that possibly 
the tenth generation from now may at least be rid of a 
few unnecessary "e's." 

And since the thing is here, and is a mighty creation, 
and very indicative of how the human brain in large 
sections works; since we've got to put up with it any­
way, we may as well, in revenge for its many incon­
veniences, get what little satisfaction we can out of it. 
And I find it one of the most delightful little side amuse­
ments of wandering through the field of old literature, 
While in the critical vein, to stray around among the old 
stutnps and crooked cowpaths of English spelling. Much 
pleasure is to be derived from seeing what old words 
gteW together and made new ones; what syllables or 
'letters got lopped off or twisted, hoW' silent letters 
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became silent and why; from what older language 
planted, and what its relatives are. It is much the same 
pleasure that one gets from trailing around through the 
narrow crooked steets and senseless meanderings of 
London City. Everybody knows it's a foolish way to 
build a city; that all streets should be straight and wide 
and well-distributed. But since they are not, and Lon­
don is too big for one's individual exertion to reform, one 
consents to take interest in explaining the crookedness-­
in mentally dissolving the great city into the hundred 
little villages which coalesced to make it; in marking this 
point as the place where St. Somebody-or-Other knelt 
and prayed once and therefore ·there had to be a cross­
street here; and this other point as the place where the 
road swept round because martyrs were wont to be burnt 
there, etc., etc. T-he trouble is that after a while one 
gets to love all that quaint illogical tangle, seeing always 
the thousand years of history in it; and so one's senses 
actually become vitiated enough to permit him to love 
the outrages of English spelling, because of the features 
of men's souls that are imaged therein. When I look at 
the word "laugh," I fancy I hear the joyous deep gut­
tural "gha-gha-gha" of the old Saxon who died long be­
fore the foreign graft on the English stock softened the 
"gh" to an "f" I 

Really one must become more patient with the "un­
system," knowing how it grew, and feeling that this is 
the way of Man,-the way he always grows,-not as he 
ought, but as he can. 

I have spoken of forms: word-sounds, word-symbols; 
as to the spirit of those early writings, full of inarticulate 
religious sentiment, emotions so strong they burst from 
the utterer's throat one might almost say in barks; 
gloomy and foreboding; these gradually changing to 
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more lightsome fancies,-beauty, delicacy, airiness tak- ~ 
ing their place, as in the fairy tales and folk-songs of the 
people, wherein the deeds of supernaturals are sported 
with, and it becomes evident that love and winsomeness 
are usurping the kingdom of Power and }<-ear,-through 
all we are compelled to observe one constant tendency 
of the human mind,-the desire to free itself from its 
own conditions, to be what it is not, to represent itself 
as something beyond its powers of accomplishment. In 
their minds, men had wings, and breathed in water, and 
swam on land, and ate air, and thrived in deserts, and 
walked through seas, and gathered roses off ice-bergs, 
and collected frozen dew off the tails of sunbeams, dis­
persed mountains with mustard seeds of faith, and 
climbed into solid caves under the rainbow; did every­
thing which it was impossible for them to do. 

It is in fact this imaginative faculty which has fore­
run the accomplishments of science and while, under the 
influence of practical experiment and the extension of 
knowledge such dreams have passed away, this much re­
mains and will long, long remain in humankind, covered 
over and shamefacedly concealed as much as may be-­
that men perpetually conceive themselves as chrysalid 
heroes and wonder workers; and, under strain of oc­
casion, this element crops out in their actions, making 
them do all manner of curious things which the standard­
setters of realism will declare utterly illogical and im­
possible. Often it is the commonest men who do them. 

I have a fondness for realism mysell; at least I have 
a very wicked feeling towards what is called "symbol­
ism," and various other things which I don't understand; 
but as the "Unrealists," the "Exaggeratists," the what­
ever-you-call-them ~press what I believe to be a very 
permanent characteristic of humankind, as evidenced in 
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all the traces of its work, I think they probably give quite 
as tru~ reflections of Man's Soul as the present favorites. 

These early literatures, most of which have of course 
been lost, were the embryos of our more imposing crea­
tions; and it is a pleasant and an instructive thing to fol­
low the unfolding of Monster Tales into Great Religious 
Literatures; to compare them and see how the same few 
simple figures, either transplanted or spontaneously pro­
duced at different points, evolved into all manner of 
Creators, Redeemers and miracles in their various altered 
habitats. No one can so thoroughly appreciate what is 
in the face of a man turned upward in prayer, as he who 
!has followed the evolution of the black Monster up to 
that impersonal conception of God prettily called by 
Quakers "the Inner Light." 

Fairy Tales on the other hand have evolved into al­
legories and Dramas,-first the dramas of the sky, now 
the dramas of earth. 

Tales of Sexual exploits have become novels, novel­
ettes, short stories, sketches,--a many-expressioned coun­
tenance of Man. But the old Heroic Legend,--and the 
Hero is always the next born after the Monster in the 
far-back dawn-days, is the lineal progenitor of History,­
History which was first ·the glorification of a warrior and 
his aids; then the story of Kings, courts, and intrigues; 
now mostly the report of the deeds of nations in their 
ugly moods; and to become the record of what people 
have done in their more amiable moments,-the record 
of the conquests of peace; how men have lived and 
labored; dug and built, hewn and cleared, gardened and 
reforested, organized and cooperated, manufactured and 
used, educated and amused themselves. Those of us 
who aspire to be" more or less suggesters of social change, 
are greatly at a loss, if we do not know the face of Man 
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as reflected in history; and I mean as much the reflection 
of the minds of historians as seen in their histories as 
the reflection of the minds of others they sought to give; 
not so much in the direct expression of their opinions 
either, as in the choice of what they thought it worth 
while to try to stamp perpetuity upon. 

When we read in the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle these 
items which are characteristic of the whole: 

"A. D. 6II. This year Cynegils succeeded to the gov­
ernment in Wessex, and held it 31 winters. Cynegils 
was the son of Ceol, Ceol of Cutha, Cutha of Cymric." 

And then, 
"614- This year Cynegils and Cuiehelm fought at 

Bampton and slew 2046 of the Welsh." 
And then, 
"678. This year appeared the comet star in August, 

and shone every morning during three months like a 
sunbeam. Bishop Wilfred being driven from his bishop­
ric by King Everth, two bishops were consecrated in his 
stead." 

-when we read these we have not any very adequate 
conception of what the Anglo-Saxon people were doing; 
but we have a very striking and lasting impression of 
what the only men who tried to write history at all in 
that period of English existence, thought it was worth 
while to record. 

"Cynegils was the son of Ceol, and he of Cutha, and 
Cutha of Cymric." It reads considerably like a stock­
raiser's pedigree book. The trouble is, we have no par­
ticular notion of Cymric. Probably if we went back 
we should find he was the son of Somebody. But at 
any rate, he had a grandson, and the grandson was a 
king, and the chronicler therefore recorded him. Nothing 
happened for three years; and then the chronicle records 
that two kings fought and slew 2046 men. Then comes 
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the momentous year 678 when a comet appeared and a 
bishop lost his job. No doubt the comet foretold the loss. 
There are no records of when shoemakers lost their jobs 
that I know of, nor how many shoemakers were put in 
their places; and I imagine it would have been at least as 
interesting for us to know as the little matter of Bishop 
Wilfred. But the chronicler did not think so; he pre­
served the Bishop's troubles-no doubt he did just what 
the shoemakers of the time would also >have done, pro­
viding they had been also chroniclers. It is a fair sam­
ple of what was in men's minds as important.-If any 
one fancies that this disposition has quite vanished, let 
him pick up any ordinary history, and see how many 
pages, relatively, are devoted to the doings of persons 
intent on slaying, and those intent on peaceful occupa­
tion; and how many times we are told that certain poli­
ticians lost their jobs, and how we are not told anything 
about the ordinary people losing their jobs; and then re­
flect whether the old face of Man-the-Historian is quite 
another face yet. 

Biography, as a sort of second oHspring of the Hero 
legend, is another revelation, when we read it, not only 
to know its subject, but to know its writer,-the stand­
point from which he values another man's life. Ordi­
narily there is a great deal of "Cynegils the son of Cutha 
the son of Cymric" in it; and a great deal of emphasis 
upon the man as an individual phenomenon; when really 
he would be more interesting and more comprehensible 
left in connection with the series of phenomena of which 
he was part. As an example of what to me is a perfect 
biography, I instance Conway's Life of Thomas Paine, 
itself a valuable history. But it is not so correct a mirror 
of the general attitude of biographers and readers of bio­
graphy as Bosworth's Life of Johnson, except in so far 
as it indicates that the great face in the glass is chang-
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iDg. It is rather the type of what biography is becoming, 
than what it has been, or is. 

There are two divisions of literature which are gen­
eraUy named in one breath, and are certainly closely con­
nected; and yet the one came to highly perfected forms 
long, long ago, while the other is properly speaking very 
young; and for all that, the older is the handmaid of the 
younger. I mean ·the literatures of philosophy and 
science. 

Plhilosophy is simply the coordination of the sciences; 
the formulation of the general, and related principles de­
duced from the coUection and orderly arrangement of the 
facts of existence. Yet Man had rich literatures of phil­
osophy, while his knowledge of facts was yet so extreme­
ly limited as hardly to be worth while writing books 
about. None of the appearances of Man's Soul is more 
interesting than that reflected in the continuous succes­
sion of philosophies he has poured out. Let him who 
reads them, read them always twice; first, simply to 
know and grasp what is said, to become familiar with the 
idea as it formed itself in the minds of those who con­
ceived it; second, for the sake of figuring the restless 
activity of brain, the positive need of the mind under 
aU conditions to formulate what knowledge it has, or 
thinks it has, into sO\1le sort of connected whole. This 
is one of the most pronounced and permanent features 
seen in the mirror: the positive refusal of the mind to 
accept the isolation of existences; no matter how far 
apart they lie, Man proceeds to spin connecting threads 
somehow. The woven texture is often comical enough, 
but the weaver is just as positively revealed in the 
cobwebs of ancient philosophy as in the reasoning of Her­
bert Spencer. 

Concerning the literature of Science itself, in strict 
terms, I should be very presumptuous to speak of it, be-
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cause I know extremely little about it; but of those gen­
eral popularizations of it, which we have in some of the 
works of Haeckel, Darwin, and their similars, I should 
say that beyond the important information they contain 
in themselves (which surely no one can afford to be in 
ignorance of) they present the most transformed re­
flection of Man which any literature gives. Their words 
are cold, colorless, burdened with the labor of exactness, 
machine like, sustained, uncompromising, careless of ef­
fect. The spirit they embody is -like unto them. They 
offer the image of Man's Soul in the time while imagina­
pon is in abeyance, reason ascendent. 

This coldness and quietness sound the doom of poetry. 
A people which shall be fully permeated with the spirit 
and word of Science will never conceive great poems. 
They will never be overcome long enough at a time by 
their wonder and admiration, by their primitive impulses, 
by their power of simple impression, to think or to speak 
poetically. They will never see trees as impaled giants 
any more; they will see them as evolved descendants of 
phytoplasm. Dewdrops are no more the jewels of the 
fairies; they are the produce of condensation under given 
atmospheric conditions. Singing stones are not the 
prisons of punished spirits, but problems in acoustics. 
The basins of fjords are not the track of the anger of 
Thor, but the pathways of glaciation. The roar and blaze 
and vomit of Etna, are not the rebellion of the Titan, 
but the explosion of so and so many million cubic feet 
of gas. The comet shall no more be -the herald of the 
wrath of heaven, it is a nebulous body revolving in an 
elliptical orbit of great elongation. Love-love will not 
be the wound of Cupid, but the manifestation of univer­
sal reproductive instincts. 

No, the great poems of the world have bem produced; 
they have sung their song and gone their way. lmagina-
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don remains to us, but weakened, mixed, tamed, calmed. 
V1erses we shall have,-and ""'*Y fragments,-frag~ 
ments of beauty and power; but never again the thunder~ 
roll of the mighty early song. We have the benefits of 
science j we must have its derogations also. The power­
ful fragments will be such as deal with the still unex­
plored regions of Man's own internity-if I may coin 
the word. Science is still balking here. But not far 
long. We shall soon have madmen turned inside out, and 
their madness painstakingly reduced to so-and-so many 
excessive or deficient nerve-vibrations per second. Then 
no more of Poe's "Raven" and Ibsen's "Brand." 

I have said that I intended to indicate a wider concept 
of literature than that generally allowed. So far I have 
not done it j at least all that I have dealt with is usually 
mentioned in works on literature. But I wish now to 
maintain that some very lowly forms of written expres­
sion must be included in literature,-always remember~ 
ing that I am seeking the complete composite of Man's 
Soul. 

Here then: I include in literature, beside what I thave 
spoken on, not only standard novels, stories, sketches, 
travels, and magazine essays of all sorts, but the poorest, 
paltriest dime novel, detective story, daily newspaper 
repor:t, baseball game account, and splash advertisement. 

Oh, what a charming picture of ourselves we see there~ 
in r And a faithful one, mind you! Think what a speak­
ing likeness of ourselves was .the report of national, 
international, racial importance - the J effries-Johnson 
fight I Nay, I am not laughing. The people of the fu­
ture are going to look back at the record a thousand 
years from now; and say, "This is what interested men in 
the year 1910." I wonder which will appear most lu­
dicrous then, Bishop Wilfred in juxtaposition with the 
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comet star, or the destiny of the white race put in 
jeopardy by a pugilistic contest between one white and 
one black man I 0 the bated breath, the expectant eyes, 
the inbitten lip, the taut muscles, the riveted attention, 
of hundreds of thousands of people watching the great 
"scientific" combat. I wonder whether the year 3000 
will admire it more or less than the Song of Beowulf 
and the Battle of Brunanburb. 

Consider the soul reflected on the sporting page. Oh, 
how mercilessly correct it is I Consider the soul re­
flected on the advertising page. Oh, the consummate liar 
that strides across it I Oh, the gull, the simpleton, the 
would-be getter of something for nothing whose existence 
it argues I Yea, commercial man has set his image there­
in; let him regard himself when he gets time. 

And the body of our reform literature, which really 
reflects the very best social aspirations of men, how 
prodigal in words it is,-how indefinite in ideas I How 
generous of brotherhood-and sisterhood-in the large; 
how chary in the practice I Do we not appear therein as 
curious little dwarfs who have somehow gotten "big 
heads"? Mites gesticulating at the stars and imagining 
they are afraid because they twinkle. I would not dis­
courage any comrade of mine in the social struggle, but 
sometimes it is a wholesome thing to reconsider our size. 

A word in defense of the silly story. Let us not for­
get that lowly minds have lowly needs; and the mass of 
minds are lowly, and have a right to such gratification 
as is not beyond their comprehension. So long as I do 
not have to read those stories, I feel quite glad for the 
sake of those who are not able to want better ,that such 
gratification is not denied them. I would not wish to 
frown the silly story out of existence so long as it is a 
veritable expression of many people's need. There are 
those who have only learned .the art of reading at all be-
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cause of the foolish story. And quite in a side way I 
learned the other day through the grave assertion of a 
physician that the ability to read even these, whereby 
some little refinement of conception is introduced into 
the idea of love, is one of the restraining influences upon 
sexual degradation common among poor and ignorant 
young women. The face of man revealed in them is 
therefore not altogether without charm, though it may 
look foolish to us. I said there were some appearances 
in the Mirror not generally remarked, but which to me 
are suggestive. One of these is the evident delight of 
the human soul in smut. In the older literature these 
things are either badly set down, as law and cursing, as 
occasionally in the Bible; or they are clothed and mixed 
with sprightly imaginations as in the tales of Boccaccio 
and Chaucer; or they are thinly veiled with a possible 
modest meaning as in the puns of the Shakespearian 
period; but in our day, they compose a subterranean 
literature of themselves, like segregated harlots among 
books. Should I say that I blush for this face of Man? 
I ought to, perhaps, but I do not: all I say is, the thing is 
there, a very real, a very persistent image in the glass; no 
one who looks straight into it can avoid seeing it. Mixed 
with the humorous, as it often-rather usually-is, it 
seems to be one of the normal expressions of normal 
men. We deceive ourselves greatly if we fancy that 
Man has become purified of such imaginations because 
they are not used openly in modem dramas and stories, 
as they were in the older ones. 

It may be dangerous to say it, but I believe from the 
evidence of literature as a whole, that a moderate amount 
of amusement in smut is a saving balance in the psycho­
logy of nearly every man and' woman,-a sign of anchor­
age in a robust sanity, which takes things as they are­
and laughs at them. I believe it is a muck more 
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wholesome appearance, than that betrayed in our fever­
bred stories and sketches which deal with the ab­
normalities of men, and which are growing more and 
more in vogue, in spite of our cry about realism. 

Personally, I am more interested in the abnormalities, 
which I find very fascinating. And I am very eager to 
know whether they will prove to be the result of the 
abnonnal conditions of life which Modem Man has 
created for himself in his tampering with the forces of 
nature,-his strenuous industrial existence, his turning 
of night into day, his whirling himself over the world 
at a pace not at all in conformity with his native powers 
of locomotion, and other matters in accordance. Or 
will they prove to be .the revenge of the dammed up, 
cribbed, cabined, and confined imagination, which can no 
longer exert itself upon extemals,-since the Investigat­
ing Man has explained and mastered these or is doing 
so-and now turns in to wreak frightful wreck upon the 
mind itself? 

At any rate, the fact is that we have some very curious 
appearances in the Mirror just now; madmen explaining 
their own madness, diseased men picking apart their own 
diseases, perverted men analyzing their own perversions, 
anything, everything but sane and normal men. Does 
it mean that in our day there is nothing interesting in 
good health, in well-ordered lives? Or does it mean 
that the rarest thing in all the world is the so-called 
nonnal man, whom tacit consent assumes to be the com­
monest? That everybody, while outwardly wearing a 
mask of reputable common sense, is within a raging con­
glomeration of psychic elements that hurl themselves on 
one another like hissing flames? Or does it mean sim­
ply that the most powerful writers are themselves dis­
eased, and can only paint disease? 

I put these questions and do not presume to answer 

Digitized by Coogle 



LITDATUU THE MIno. OF MAN 379 

them. I point to die mirror,-the Ibsen Drama, the An­
dreyev Story, the Maeterlinck Poem, the Artzibashev 
Dovel,-and I say the image is ~ere. Explain it as you 
can. 

For the rest, let me recall ~ you Wha~ I told you was 
my intent: 

First: To insist on a more inclusive view of Literature; 
you see I would have it extended both up and down,­
dorvrt even to the advertisement, the sporting page, and 
the surreptitious anecdote,----up to the fullest and most 
comprehensive statements of the works of reason. 

Second: To suggest that readers acquire the habit 
of reading twice, or at least with a double intent. When 
serious literature is to be considered, I would insist on 
actually reading twice; but of course it would be both 
impractical and undesirable to apply such a method to 
most of the print we look at. 

Those who are confirmed in the habits of would-be 
critics will have the greatest trouble in learning to read 
a book from the simple man's standpoint,-and yet no 
ODe can ever form a genuine appreciation of a work who 
bas not first forgotten that he is a critic, and allowed 
himself to be carried away into the events and personali­
:ties depicted therein. In that first reading, also, one 
should train himself to feel and hear the music of lan­
guage,-this great instrument which Men have jointly 
built, and out of which come great organ tones, and 
trumpet calls, and thin ftute notes, sweeping and wailing, 
an articulate storm--a conjuring key whereby all the 
passions of the deat:1, the millions of the dead, have given 
to the living the power to call their ghosts out of tha 
grave and make them walk. Yea, every word is the 
mystic embodiment of a thousand years of vanished 
passion, hope, desire, thought-all that battled through 
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the living figures turned to dust and ashes long ago. 
Train your ears to hear the song of it; it helps to feel 
what the writer felt. 

And after that read critically, with one eye on the 
page, so to speak, and the other on the refiection in the 
mirror, looking for the mind behind the work, the things 
which interested the author and those he wrote for. 

Third: To suggest inquiry into the curious paradox of 
the people of the most highly evolved scientific and me­
chanical age taking especial delight in psychic abnormali­
ties and morbidities,-whereby the most utterly unrea­
sonable fictive creation becomes the greatest center of 
curiosity and attraction to the children of Reason. 

A Mirror Maze is literature, wherein Man sees aU 
faces of himself, lengthened here, widened there, dis­
torted in another place, restored again to due proportion, 
with every possible expression on his face, from abject­
ness to heroic daring, from starting terror to icy courage, 
from love to hate and back again to worship, from the 
almost sublime down to the altogether grotesque,-now 
giant, now dwarf,-but always with one persistent char­
acter,-his superb curiosity to lee hiMSe'f. 
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The Drama of the Nineteenth 
Century 

T HE passions of men are actors, events are their 
motions, all history is their speech. In the long 
play of the ages a human being sometimes be­

comes an event; a nation's passion takes a personnel. 
Such beings are the expression of the gathered mind­
force of millions. 

He only who keeps himself aloof from all feeling can 
remain the spectator of the hour. All that humanity 
which is held within the beating, coiling, surging tides 
of passion, has no individuality; it sinks its person­
ality to become a vein in the limb of this giant, a pulse 
in the heart of that Titan. Only when out of the spirit 
of the times the event is born, only when the act is 
complete, the curtain rung down, only then does the 
intellectuality of the vein, the pulse. rise to the level of 
the dispassionate. Only then can it survey a tragedy 
and say, "This was necessary"-a reaction, and say, "This 
was inevitable." 

Yet as a drop of blood is a quivering, living, ftashing 
ruby beside the dead, pale pearl of a stagnant pool, so 
is one drop of feeling a shining thing, a living thing, 
beside the deadness of the intellect which judges while 
the heart is stone; beside those quiet bayous of brain 
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whicli reflect back the images before them very purely, 
very stilly, giving no heed to the great rushing river of 
heart that rolls on, hurries on so close beside them. Bye 
and bye, bye and bye, the river reaches the grand, great 
sea, and the waters spread out calm and deep, so deep 
that the stars of the upper sea, the lights of the higher 
life, shine far up from them as a babe smiles up into its 
mother's eyes, and up still to the distant source of the 
light within the eyes. 

It is to men and women of feeling that I speak, men 
and women of the millions, men and women in the hurry­
ing current I Not to the shallow egotist who holds himself 
apart and with the phariseeism of intellectuality exclaims. 
"I am more just than thou"; but to those whose every fiber 
of being is vibrating with emotion as aspen leaves quiver 
in the breath of Storm! To those whose hearts swell 
with a great pity at the pitiful toil of women, the weari­
ness of young children, the handcuffed helplessness of 
strong men I To those whose blood runs quick along 
the veins like wild-fire on the dry grass of prairies when 
the wind whirls aside the smokings of the holocaust. 
and, courting the teeth of the flame, the black priestess. 
Injustice, beckons it on while her feet stamp on the 
cinders of the sacrifice I To those whose heart-strings 
thrill at the ,touch of Love like the sweet, low, musical 
laugh of childhood, or thrum with hate like the singing 
vibration of the bowstring speeding the arrow of Death I 
I speak to those whose eyes behold all things through a 
haze of gray, or rose. or gold, born of thei~surroundings. 
and which mist slips away only when the gaze is leveled 
on that dead Past whose passions and whose deeds are 
ended: to whom the present is always a morning with 
the dimness of morning around it-the past clear and 
still-no veil on its face, for the veil has been shredded 
asunder. 
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For he only who intensely perceives the naturt! of his 
surroundings, he, and he only, who has felt, and keenly 
felt, all the throbs and throes of life, can judge with any 
degree of truth of the action of that which is past. You, 
you who have loved, you who have joyed, you who have 
suffered, it belongs to you to people the silent streets of 
the silent cities with forms now vanished, to compre­
hend something of the passions which animated their 
action; it belongs to you to understand how the fury of 
a great energy, striking terrible aimless blows in the dark, 
may yet, across the chasm of awful mistake, touch the 
hand of a greater Justice. 

If from a panoramic survey of the past some wisdom 
may be gathered, then let the dramas of old ages tell us 
what have been the mainsprings of their motions; so 
we shall understand what action ushered in the drama 
of the nineteenth century. 

"Westward the Star of Empire holds its way." Fol­
lowing the course of those majestic spheres of fire which 
whirl each in its vast ellipse, trending away in a long, 
southwesterly path athwart the heavens, obedient to that 
superior attraction which through all the universe holds 
good, the attraction of greater for lesser things, the 
tide of life upon our world has risen and swelled and 
rolled away to the south and west. Away in the orient 
source of the sunlight, away where the glitter of ice 
shines up to meet the morning, nations have risen and 
plunged down impetuously over the sleeping regions of 
darkness and of heat, bearing with them the breeze­
stirring life of the north and the on-trending light of 
the east. And out of this conquered earth have arisen 
the mixed passions of another life and another race. 
Still the governing stars wheel on, and the tide of life 
which paused only to gather strength rolls up again; 
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and once more a nation is born, and new passions dictate 
the action of the peoples. Down, down it sweeps over 
the Altaian hills, over the Himalayan ranges, over the 
land of the Euphrates and Tigris, over the deserts of 
Arabia the barren, the fields of Arabia the stony, and 
the grasses and waters of Arabia the happy, to those 
low shores, the home of dark mausoleums and darker 
pyramids, on to the now classic land of Greece, and 
golden Italy, and the home of the dark-eyed Moors. 
Sweeps till it touches the frothing sea, and brightly 
borne upon its upper crest shines the glory, the splendor, 
the magnificence of the warring powers which dictated 
the action of Greece and Rome. For centuries their 
hoisted spears send back the burnished glitter of the sun, 
and then-the light dies out; down rushing from the 
North-land again the tide of vigor pours, and the health 
and strength' of barbarism conquers the weakness of a 
tottering civilization I Far away-away over the miles 
of sparkling sea, in the darkness and the silence a con­
tinent lies waiting; waiting for the coming of the light, 
waiting for the swelling of the tide. Slowly at last a 
ripple creeps up over the strange beach, and the flood 
rolls on, and again a continent becomes a cradle, and the 
Empire Star sends on its rays to kiss the forehead of 
the rising world. Over the breadth of all our continent 
that mighty wave is flowing still. 

Standing to-day almost upon the threshold of another 
world, and looking back down this long-vista'd past, 
gradually there dawns upon Reflection's vision, gradually 
there grows out of the confusion of forms and the Babel 
of sounds, a clearer perception of the motor powers which 
have dictated the action of this past, a better idea of the 
grand plot which. driven by these motor powers, the 
passions are working out. For, above the long proces-
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sion of scenes and events, above the monster massings 
of happiness and woe, above the War and Peace of 
centuries, above the nations that have risen and fallen, 
above the life and above the grave, the winged and 
shadowy embodiments of two great ideas float and rest. 
And those two principles are called Authority and Lib­
erty; or, if it please you better, God and Liberty. The 
one is all clad in the purple and scarlet of pomp and of 
power, while the other stands a glorious shining center 
in the white radiance of Freedom. 

Yet not always; far back in time Authority stood on 
thrones and altars, with the plumed sables of despotism 
waving on his brow, while in his hands he held two iron 
gyves, the one to fetter thought, the other to fetter ac­
tion; and these two gyves were called the Church and 
Stale. 

u"bertY! Ah, Liberty was then a name scarcely to 
pass the lips; dreamed of only in solitude, spoken of only 
in dungeons I Yet out of the blackest mire the whitest 
lily blooms I Out of the dungeon, out of the sorrow, 
out of the sacrifice, out of the pain, grew this child of 
the heart; and pure and strong she grew until the sabled 
plumes have tottered on the despot's brow, and a great 
palsy shakes the hands that once so firmly held the gyves 
of Church and State. For, ever seeking to overthrow 
each other, the one for the aggrandizement of self, the 
other for the love of all mankind, these two powers have 
contended; and every energy, every passion, every de­
sire, good or evil, has been ranged on this side or on that, 
blunderingly or wisely, and nations have swung to and 
fro in their breath as upon a hinge. And one by one 
the powers of Authority have been crippled, and step 
by step Liberty has advanced, until to-day mankind is 
beginning to measure the forces that, struggling blindly 
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together, are yet evolving light, to drink in the sublime 
ideal of freedom. Yet, oh, how long the struggle with 
vested ignorance, with greed in power I 

When upon the Drama of the Nineteenth Century the 
curtain rose, Liberty, triumphant on the younger shores, 
lay prone and hurled in Europe. Against fifteen cen­
turies of crowned and throned and tithed curse and 
woe unutterable, she had risen with such a fearful con­
vulsive strength that when she had mown down king, 
priest and throne, and gorged the guillotine with blood, 
she sank back, exhausted from the struggle, and the 
hated tyrant rose again. The wild desire to conquer, to 
possess, to control, to hold in subjection, seemed to 
dominate with an unconquerable strength, and the 
gathered mind-force of millions of people wrought it­
self into the single brain of Napoleon Bonaparte. This 
human being became an event-this nation's passion took 
a personnel! The spirit of the times produced this man, 
and Authority smiled as one after another the despots 
of Europe plotted and planned, only to be overthrown 
by this incarnation of Ambition, while the scenes were 
shifted from the Vine-land to the Rhine-land, from the 
sun-land to the snow-land, and through them aU the 
great event glowed out, lit high by the rust-red light. 

How well the plot was working I The Empire tri­
umphant, nations subjected, the fetter of action closing 
its terrible teeth I Liberty manacled on the left I The 
armies of God massing their forces-advancing-pre­
paring to close down the iron jaw of the iron gyve upon 
the right; to imprison thought, to re-establish the union 
of fetters, to link up the broken chains, to burden human 
hope and human will and human life once more with 
the awful oppression of Church and State I 

But I.Jberty will not, cannot die I Wounded and bruised 
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and pinioned sore, condemned to the use of instruments 
that were none of hers, she wrought with England's 
jealousy, with Wellington's emulation, with fear, with 
love, with hate I Impelled by one motive or another 
the nations of the coalition moved in concert. Napoleon 
had been Marengo-he had been Austerlitz I He be­
came Waterloo/ And when across that awful field rolled 
the last long cannon boom, when the silence settled, 
when the Quick and the Dead lay sleeping and the 
Wounded died, Justice and Suffering touched hands 
across the gulf of blood, and Liberty heard them whis­
per, "Sk semper 'yrannis." In the tableau that followed, 
she, the ideal of our dreams, still stood pale and fettered; 
but a smile lit up her face and a light gleamed in her 
eyes as she saw Authority reel and stagger from the blow 
which, though it did not sever, yet shattered half the 
strength of both its fetters. 

For the strength of God lies in a vast unity, an owner­
ship of ideas backed up by the brute force under the 
command of the individual in' whom that ownership of 
ideas is vested; while the strength of Liberty lies in the 
very essence of things themselves, the fact that no law 
or force ever CGfI destroy the individualities of existence; 
and of necessity the natural tendency to break all bonds 
which seek to control thought, and all force which locks 
up those bonds entailing liberty of action as the outcome 
of liberty of thought. And just in proportion as Churches 
have been dismembered and States have been broken up, 
no matter that each new Church and each new State 
were but another form of despot;qrn, just in that pro­
portion has the principle of libel Ly been served; for 
each new religious establishment has been an assertion 
of the right to think differently from the fashionable 
creed, each change has been a movement away from the 
,centralization of power. 
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So with Waterloo in the background, with Authotity 
lashed to impotent rage before it, and Liberty pinioned, 
yet with the lit smile still upon her countenance, the 
tableau light flames up and dies, and the curtain falls 
upon the first great act. Those who think, those who 
feel, those who hope, know why that smile was there. 
For looking away over the long blue roll of water that 
swelled like an interlude between, she beheld the sub­
lime opening scene of the act that followed. 

Far up the wonderful stage the distant mountains lift 
their circling crests, at their feet the waters sweep like 
a march of music, vast acres of untrodden grass-land 
shower their emerald wealth, nearer the front the lower 
hills rise up, and then the short Atlantic slope, all rife 
with busy life, bends down to meet the sea. On the 
right the hoar-frost sheens and shines on the majestic 
northern forests, while the glittering earth, dipped in 
its bath of frozen crystal, spreads like a field of diamonds; 
on the left the white flakes of the orange bloom fall like 
a shimmering bridal veil, the ~ind floats up like a per­
fume, and the hazy, lazy languor of warmth creeps all 
about. Behind it all, behind the hills and the prairies 
and the lifted summits, the mystical golden light of the 
west drops down, filling the dim-lit distance with the 
glory of promise. The silver light of the Empire Star 
glides over the Atlantic slope, and its rays, like guiding 
fingers, point onward to the gathering shadows. 

Now the Passions of men begin to move upon this 
vast platform with an energy never before witnessed. 
Diverted from their old-time channels of struggle against 
the oppression of Gods and kings and the bitterness of 
birth-hatred, with a freedom of opportunity denied in 
the old world, and with such unstinted natural resources 
waiting for the magic transformer, the genius of human-

Digitized by Coogle 



THE DRAMA OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY 389 

ity, Ambition of power, Avarice, Pride, Jealousy, all 
those motors born out of the old regime of a State­
propped God, bred and multiplied through generations 
till they have come to be looked upon as natural laws 
of human existence, begin to work together to plant this 
untrodden earth, to sow in its furrows the seed of a 
newer race--and, paradoxical as it may sound, to work 
for their own destruction, their final elimination from 
the human brain. Or perhaps it were more correct to 
uy, that, with the barriers of old institutions taken away, 
they naturally begin their retransformation into those 
beautiful sentiments from which they were originally 
warped, distorted, misshapen by that warped, distorted, 
misshapen idea called God. So do they inaugurate the 
grand era of development; so do they answer the oft­
repeated question, "What incentive would there be for 
labor or genius if the institutions that compel them to 
struggle were broken down?" Look at the stage of the 
past and see I Never before had thought been so free, 
never before had ability been less cramped, less starved 
or less compelled I And never before did genius dare 
so much for purposes so great; never before did the 
engines which drive the tide of life along a continent 
send forth a stream of so much vigor. A new light 
breaks along the pathway of the stars, and swells and 
rolls and floods the great scene with a dawn-burst so 
magnificent that the very hills blush in its rising splendor. 
It is the dawn which the night of God so long held 
shrouded; it is that which is born when Superstition dies ; 
it is that Phrenix which rises from the ashes of religion; 
it is that clear blent flame of all the great forces of nature, 
brought to the knowledge of mankind by delving Rea­
son, and shot like northern streamers from the heart 
of her the Church of God so long held throttled-Science I 
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It is that which shone reftected in the eyes of LtDeriy 
when pale and manacled she stood before the field of 
Waterloo I The ray of the under earth came up to join 
the ray of the clouds shot down, the energies of sky and 
mine and sea were clasped to bring down the wealth of 
the mountains to the shore, and to transport the life of 
the now populous strip of slope to the unclaimed regions 
of the west. 

In the broad blaze of light the scene is shifted, the 
golden effulgence melts and ftows round that sea-girdled 
kingdom, where quietly but surely the two great engines 
of Authority are being shriven apart. The dynasties of 
kings are growing dusty-much of their power is but 
a legend; the Church is shrinking in her garments. The 
desires of this people are slow to move, but deeply rooted 
and strong; and so far as they have moved forward, they 
have never moved back .. There have been no gigantic 
strides, no reactions. Little by little the idea of divinely­
delegated power has been crippled till the English bishop 
and the English lord have become mere titled mockeries in 
comparison with their ancient feudal meaning. But stop I 
Oose lying there, almost beneath her stretching shadows, 
another island ftashes like a green star in its sea-blue 
setting. And from that island there rises up the cry 
of a great devotion, clinging blindly to its greatest curse, 
its priest-hedged God, while persecuted even unto death 
by the fanaticism of another faith; and the pleading of 
Hunger while day long and night long the shuttle fties 
in the ftax 100m, and the earth yields her golden fruition, 
only to lade the ships that bear it away from the famine­
white lips and the toil-hardened hands that produced it. 
Blindly Devotion prays to its God, that God whom it 
calls all-wise, all-powerful and all-just, and the English 
ord, who cannot thus subdue his own countrymen, reaches 
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out the long arm of the law across the channel for his 
rent-and. with God looking on. it is given; and still 
while the hollow-eyed women kneel at the altar for help; 
the scene widens out. and away in the distance the seven­
hilled city lifts up from the sea. and from the dome of 
the Vatican. from that great mortared hill of God, the 
Vicar of Christ calls out. "My tribute, my Peter pence IJJ 
And with God looking on. it is given I And then from the 
foot of that tear-stained altar. where so many lips of 
Woe have pressed. where so many helpless hands have 
clasped. where so many hearts have broken. comes the 
ironical promise of Jehovah, "Ask and thou shalt re­
ceive." 

Oh, God is a very promising personage indeed-very 
promising, but. like some of his disciples, very poor 
pay. 

Liberty I Shadowed. invisible! Yet a muflled voice 
is repeating the words which not so long ago rang from 
the lips of one who stood almost beneath the shadow of 
the scaffold. who walks to-day in prison gloom: 

"Ye ICe me ODIy in your ceO .. ye see me only in the grave, 
Ye see me ODIy W8Ild'ring lone beside the exile's sullen waver 
Ye fools I Do I Dot also live where you have sought to pierce 

in vain? 
Rests Dot a Dook for me to dwell in every heart, in every brain? 
Not every brow that boldly thinks erect with manhood's hODest 

pride? 
Does Dot each bosom abelter me that beats with honor's gen­

erous tide? 
Not every workshop brooding woe, Dot every hut that harbors 

grief? 
Ha I Am I Dot the breath of life that pants and struggles for 

reliefr' 
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Ah, poor, panting, struggling, misery-laden Ireland I 
How God laughs with glee to see his shackles weight 
your misery I 

The scene is shifting, the stage is dark'ning-a strange 
eclipse obscures the shafted light I Darker, darker! Now 
a low, red fire gleams like a winking eye along the fore­
ground; it runs, it hisses like a snake; there another leaps 
up, there another; France, Germany, Italy-the continent 
blazes with the fires of the Commune I That spirit which, 
drunken with blood, reeled from the guillotine at '93, to 
be crushed beneath the upbuiJding of the Empire, has 
once more arisen. And out of the hot hells of Fury, and 
Jealousy, and Hate, out of the pitiless struggle between 
"vested rights" and wrongs with high ancestral lineage, 
and the great outcrying of a piteous ignorance against 
an oppression whose injustice it feels but cannot analyze, 
grows the sublime idea which priests have anathematized 
and States have outlawed-"the sacred dogma of 
EQUALITY." 

In so far as that ideal was made possible of conception, 
in so far as the masses began to understand something 
of the causes of their ills, in so far the purpose of Lib­
erty was served: no matter that the arms of Oppression 
were triumphant, the dawn of the thought of equal lib­
erty upon the mass of the unthinking was a far greater 
victory than any triumph of arms. 

So when the fires died down, and the low reflection 
gleamed for an instant over those quiescent Indian valleys 
and Altaian ranges, where the main plot of old centuries 
had been laid, and then paled out before the white ftare 
lighting the tableau of the second act, Liberty stood with 
chained hands lifted toward her enemy, while a proud 
look, playing like an iridescent flame in her eyes, said, 
plain as lips could speak it, "I have unbound their 
thoughts; they will one day unbind my hands." 
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Slowly the curtain falls on the fair prisoner and the 
glowering God~ 

The solemn ocean interlude roUs in again; again the 
rising curtain shows the curving slope. the rock-romance 
of hiDs. the wide. green valley with its threading silver. 
the sweeping mountains with the mirage of the blue Pa­
cific lifted high in the sky behind them. the frosted pines. 
the orange groves. Moving upon the nearer stage two 
great masses of humanity are seen facing each other; 
the fires of ambition. of stubborn pride. of determina­
tion for the mastery flash like flint-sparks in the eyes of 
both. Rage is gathering as the stage-tight darkens! 

Yet these two opposing forces are not all. From under 
the groves of bridal bloom comes a mournful. chant-like 
requiem; under the bloom four million voices cry in 
pain; upon the darkened faces. upturned to that darken­
ing day. fall the white petals helplessly. as Hope falls 
on the faces of the dead-to die beside them. In the 
beautiful land of the sun four million human beings 
clank the chains of the chattel slave! Ah! what music! 

. Liberty! Liberty was a wraith, fleeting ghost-like 
through the lonely rice-swamps. terrible ignis fatuus of 
the quagmire. strange, mystical, vanishing moon-shimmer 
on the darkly ominous waters lying so silent. so level. 
beneath the droop of Spanish moss and cypress I There 
it was they drove thee, there-THERE-where the quak­
ing earth shivered with its branded burden, where the 
fever and the miasm were thy breathing, and thy sacred 
eyes were dimmed with winding-sheets of mist that 
floated. 0 so dankly, 0 so coldly, a steam of tears that 
rose as fast as their dews might fall: there wast thou 
exiled, Thou, the God-hunted, Thou, the Law-driven, 
THOU. THE IMMORTAL! Yet, Oh. so dear men love thee. 
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Liberty, that even liere in thy last terrible citadel of woe, 
Humanity linked arms with Death, and wooed thee still I 
Wooed thee, with the ringing bay of bloodhounds in its 
ears; wooed thee, with the wolf of hunger gnawing at 
its throat; wooed thee with the clinging miasm winding 
its anacondine folds around its fever-thin body; wooed 
thee with the dark pathos of a dying eye, while the dis­
eased and hungered limbs lay stiffening in their agony. 
And thou wast true, 0 Liberty lOut of thy bitter exile 
thou didst call to them, and point them on to hope; and 
thou didst call. too. to those strange-eyed dreamers, whose 
faces shone amidst the rank and file of those dominated 
by local Hate alone, as shines a clear star among driving 
clouds. Against them Authority has hurled his curses. 
Spit upon by the godly, despised by the law abiding. they 
yet have dared to say to Church and Law. "Think what 
you please of me. but free the slave." Aye. the Churcli 
persecuted. and the Law hunted down, and for the love 
of God. men set traps to catch their fellow-men: even 
the "wise men." the wise men at Washington, against 
whose mandates it is treason to speak. aye. a matter for 
the scaffold in these days. even the wise men built a 
trap to uphold the divine institution and sent it forth 
to the people labelled. "The Fugitive Slave Law". and as 
in other days. human beings died for their opinions-bu' 
th, opinioM did not du; Has not one of our latter-day 
martyrs said. "Men die. but principles live"? 

See I The light which lias been slowly fading from tlie 
right and left shines with a frightful brilliancy upon one 
point: North and South lie darkened. but Harper's Ferry 
glows I There is a wild, mad charge. a shifting of the 
light. a scaffold. a doomed old man bending his grand. 
white head. to mount the fatal steps with a child-slave's 
kiss yet warm upon his lips. and then-only a dull. life-
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less pendulum in human form, swinging to and fro. And 
the Church and the Law were satisfied, when those dumb 
lips were cold, and the dead limbs were stiff, and God 
and Harper's Ferry had no mos:e to fear from old John 
Brown. 

But the Church and the Law have not always been 
wise; they have not always understood that the martyrs 
to Creed and Code have done as much by their death for 
the propagation of their principles as the martyrs of 
creed and code; and God and the State sowed a wind 
whose reaping was a terrible whirlwind, when they hung 
John Brown. 

Across the dim platform the Passions of hate and 
pride move toward each other; it is the old combat of 
the forces of Authority, each contending not for the 
vindication of right, but for the maintenance of power 
over the other. It is a terrific struggle of brute strength 
and strategy and cunning and ferocity, and well might 
those who conceived the ideal beautiful of freedom, 
shrink horror-struck from the blood-soaked path their 
feet must tread to reach it. Not strange if some should 
pause and shudder and cry out, "Is it worth the sacri­
fice?'J. But up from the dust where Hope lay trodden, 
and out of the trenches where the sacrificed lay hid, and 
over the plains all scarred with bullets and plowed with 
shells, breathed the whisper, "It is not vain." It was 
not in vain; for as at Waterloo the struggle of ambition 
against ambition defeated the first purpose of Authority. 
the centralization of power, and gave a partial victory to 
her whom both hated, so Antietam, Fredericksburg, 
Vicksburg, Gettysburg, while in themselves representing 
only the brutish struggle of opposition, based on the de­
sire to domineer, really wrought out the victory of that 
ideal which dwelt in the minds of those anathematized 
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by God and outlawed by the State. For when the Jiot lips 
of the iron mouths grew cold, Liberty forsook her lonely 
fastness, came forth upon the desolated plain, and mount­
ing still to the summits of the blue-hazed hills looked 
away over the ruined homes, the depopulated cities, the 
gloom-clouded faces, and though her tears fell fast, an 
ineffable tenderness shone upon her features as the tor­
rent of pale light flowed round her form, defining its 
snow-whiteness in relief against the sable of fo~ pWlion 
freedmen smiling o'er their stricken chains. 

Swiftly following the tableau fire comes the eastern 
scene, where, in the very center of its power the Church 
is shaken by an invader, and Garibaldi becomes the pw­
sonnel of the event. Then follows the Conclave of the 
Vatican, where by that singular logic known to the 
Roman Church, the vote of fallible beings renders the 
pope infallible; upon the heels of this, the breaking of 
that strong tooth of the Church in the expulsion of the 
Order of the Society of Jesus by the German Reichstag, 
and the overthrow of kingcraft in France. 

The curtain falls. Behind, the scene is being prepare(! 
for the last great act! 

And now, in the interval of waiting, let us thinli. So 
far we have been surveying the completed. While we 
can understand something of the passions which animated 
this past, can feel something of the pulsations which 
throbbed in. its arteries, flowed in its veins, we yet can 
speak of it without over-riding emotion either upon one 
side or the other. The river of heart has reached the 
sea-the troubled waters have spread out deep, and up 
from their depths shine the still reflections of those great 
lights which gilt the stages of the past. Calmly now we 
can look at the reaction from the French Revolution tfl 

the Empire, and say, "This was inevitable,"~f Na-
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poleon's fall, "this was necessary"; of the awakening of 
Science, "this was a natural result"; of the uprising of 
'48, "this was the premature birth of an idea forced upon 
the people by the oppression of Authority"; we can for­
get the choking agony of John Brown, and declare his 
death a victory. We can look upon the awful waste of 
blood in the Civil War and say, "It was pitiful, but the 
goblet of woe must needs have been spilled full of red 
life wine, ere the hoarse and hollow throat of tyranny 
were satisfied." We can see where each of the contend­
ing principles has lost and gained, and measuring the 
sum totals against each other, must decide that the old 
despotism is losing ground; that instead of the supreme 
authority of God, the supreme sovereignty of the Indi­
vidual is the growing idea. 

But now we ;have come to a stage where we can no 
longer . be cool spectators. In what happens now we 
too must be part and parcel of the action; we too must 
hope, and toil, and struggle and suffer. We are no longer 
looking through the clear still atmosphere of the dead: 
around our forms the wheeling mists are circled, and 
before our eyes the haze lies thick-the haze of gold or 
the haze of gray. The dimness of the "yet to be" befogs 
our sight, and the rush of hope and fear blinds all our 
faculties. You who stand well upon the heights of love, 
of comfort, of happiness, heeding not the darkness and 
the sorrow beneath you, behold, with up-cast eyes, the 
great figures of God and Freedom wound about, showered 
with light. To you there is no menace in their darting 
eyes, there is no purpose in their full-drawn statures, 
there is no jarring in their clarion voices. No I for your 
senses are stupid in your luxury, your brains are dulled, 
too dulled to think, your ears are glutted with the ring 
of gold. In your vain and foolish hearts you dream that 
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what you see there is a shadowy bridal; that there, at 
last, Religion and Science, Statecraft and Freedom, are 
meeting to embrace each other. 

Ab, go on, book-makers, press-writers, doctors and 
lawyers and preachers and teachers I Go on talking your 
incompatibilities j go on teaching your absurdities I Dream 
out your short-lived dream I At your feet, beneath the 
shadow of your capitols and domes, under the tuition of 
your few-facted, much-fictioned literature, from out your 
chaos of truth-flavored lies, from before your pulpits, 
your rostrums and your seats of learning, something is 
growing. Something that is looking you in the eyes, that 
is analyzing your statements, that is revolving your in­
stitutions in its brain, that is crushing your sophistries 
in its merciless machinery as fine as grain is ground be­
tween the whitened mill-rollers. Freethought is looking 
at you, gentlemen I-more than that, it questions you, it 
puts you on the witness-stand, it cross-examines you. 
It says, "Do you believe in God?" and you answer, "Yes." 
"Do you believe him to be omnipotent, omniscient, and 
all-just ?" "Certainly; less than this would not be God." 
"Then you believe he has the power to order all things 
as he wills, and being all-just he wills all things according 
to justice?" "Yes." "Then you believe him to be the 
impartially-loving father of all his created children?" 
"Yes." "And each one of those children has an equal 
right to life and liberty ?" "Yes." Then look upon this 
earth beneath you, this earth of beings whose lives are 
of so poor account to you, and tell us, where It God. 
and fDhGt is he doing? 

Everyone has a right to life! What mockery! When 
the control of the necessaries of life is given to the few 
by the State, and above the seal of the law the 
priest has set the seal of the Churcl11 Verily, 

Digitized by Coogle 



Xu DaAIIA OF THE NINETUNTH CBNTUaY 399 

"YOII do take m7 life 
Wheo 70U take that -hereb7 I Iive." 

Is this your Divine J ustite? 

What irony to teU me I am free if at t1iat same time 
you have it in your power to withhold the means of my 
existence! Free! Will you look down here at these 
whose sight is shadowed with the ebon shadow of 
despair, these, the homeless, the disinherited, the product 
of whose toil you take and leave them barely enough 
to live upon-live to toil on and keep you in your luxury I 
Yau, the monied idlers, you, the book-makers and the 
joumalists, who do more to cry down truth, to laud our 
social lies, our economic despots and our pious frauds, 
than any other propaganda can! You, the doctors, whose 
drugs have cursed the world with poison-eaten bodies, 
corroded the health of unborn generations with your med­
icated slime, and when the sources of life have yielded 
to the hungry body so poor a stream that for lack of 
air, and earth, and sun, and food, and clothing, and 
recreation, it drooped and sickened, have bottled up some 
nauseating stuff, and with oracular wisdom have taught 
them to imagine it could undo what years of misery had 
done! You, the law-makers, who have twisted Nature's 
code till to be natural is to be a criminal; you, who have 
lawed away the earth that was not yours to give; you, 
who even seek to charter the sea and make the command­
ment "across the middle of this river thou shalt not go 
unless thou render tribute unto Czsar!" you, who never 
inquire "what is justice," but "what is law I" And you, 
the teachers, you who prate of the glory of knowledge as 
the remedy for the evils of the world, and boast your 
compulsory law of education, while a stronger law than 
all the wordy sentences ever graven upon statute books, 
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is driving the chil:1ren out of the schoolground into the 
factory, into the saw-mill, into the shaft, into the furrow, 
into the myriad camps of toil, to the dust of the wheel, to 
the heat of the furnace, till their pallid cheeks and blood­
less lips are bleached like bones beneath the desert sun, 
and their clogged lungs rattle in their breathing pain I 
Will you look at these, the under-stratum of your social 
earth, and tell them they are free? Will you tell them 
ignorance is their greatest curse and education their only 
remedy? Will you say to these children, "We have pro­
yided free schools for you, and now we compel you to 
attend them whether you have anything to eat and wear 
or not"? Will you tell these people there is a good, 
kind, merciful God who loves them, meting out justice 
to them from the skies? 

No, you will not, you cannot. The words will die 
upon your lips ere you utter them. 

Do you know what it is they see up there above you, 
they whose eyes look through the mist of gray and the 
shroud of darkness? They see your God of justice a 
pitiless slave-driver, his Church more brutal than the 
lash, his State more merciless than the bloodhound; they 
see themselves a thousand million serfs more hopelessly 
enthralled, more helplessly chained down than e'en the 
lashed and tortured body of the chattel slave. For them 
there is no refuge, no escape; in every land the Master 
rules; no fugitive slave law need now be passed-there 
is no place to ftee--the whole horizon is iron-bound. 
White and black alike are yoked together, and the master 
yields no distinction, shows no mercy. The bare pittance 
of existence is the meed for him who toils, and for him 
who cannot-starvation! with a preacher to help him die! 
That is the justice that they see there, in the shadow lines 
above your golden haze. And they see, too, a conflict 
preparing between those two antagonistic forces such as 
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never before the world has witnessed. They see your 
God concentrating his strength to fight so bitter a battle 
with Liberty as shall crush the spirit of individuality for­
ever from the race. They see him ranging his forces. 
those forces blood-imbrued through all the anguished 
past, the blacklist, the club, the sword, the rifte, the prison, 
aye, the scaffold; they see them all, and know that ere your 
God will yield his vested rights, the noblest of the race 
will have been stricken, the most unselfish will have been 
tortured in his dungeons, the white robes of innocence 
will have been reddened in her own martyr's blood, and 
Death will have shadowed many and many a home, unless 
you shall hearken to the voice of Liberty and save your­
selves while there is yet time. They see the wide stage 
spreading out, they see the passions moving over it; they 
see there, in the center, beneath the rolling brilliance of 
the Empire State, the tragic inauguration of the act I 
They see a grim and blackened thing, a silent thing, the 
demoniac effigy of Torquemada's spirit, the frozen laugh 
of the Dark Ages at our boasted civilization; they see 
twelve stolid fools before this Nineteenth Century gal­
lows; they see the hiding place of that thing masquerading 
under the sacred name of Justice, which shrinks even 
from the gaze of the lauding press and the imbecile jury­
men, and does unknown its deed of murder; they see 
four shrot\ded forms, they hear four mufBed voices, a' 
broken sentence, and-an awful hush I And then, 0 
crowning irony of all, they see advancing to speak to 
them over the bodies of the murdered (and mouthed 
back from a hundred pulpits comes the echo), Jehovah 
masked as Jesus. Ah, the divine cowardice of it I Mild 
is the light in the Nazarene eyes, tender the tone of the 
Nazarene voice I 

"Ah, people whom I lover For whom my life was 
given !eng ago on Calvary I What rashness is it that 
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you meditate? Is it that you are weary of the yoke of 
love I lay on you? Is this your faith? Have I not 
promised you a sweet release when your dark pilgrimage 
on earth is o'er? Exiles ye are upon this world of pain. 
and if oppression comes to weigh you down, if hunger 
shows his long fangs at your hearth, if your chilled limbs 
are cramped with bitter cold the while your neighbor 
boards his fuel up, if you are driven out upon the street 
with crying children clinging piteously and begging you 
for shelter from the storm, if your hard toil is taken by 
:the law to satisfy a corporation's greed, if fever and 
distress gnaw at your heart and still you tread the weary 
:wine-press out, knowing no rest until the death-hour 
comes; if all these things discourage and perplex, know 
'tis for love of you I order it. For thus would I point 
you to paradise, win you from all the pleasure of the 
world, and fix your hopes on Heaven's eternity. 'Whom 
the Lord loveth, him he chasteneth'; so then it is for 
love tltat these things are. For love of you I press your 
life-blood out; for love of you I load you down with 
pain; for love of you I take your rights away; for love 
of you I institute the law that slaves you to the grasping 
millionaire; for love of you I pile the glutted hoards of 
Vanderbilt and Gould and Rothschild and the rest; for 
love of you I rent the right to breathe in a poor tene­
ment of dingy dirt; for love of you I make machines a 
curse; for love of you I make you toil long hours, and 
those who cannot toil, I tum adrift to wander as they may 
-sons into dens where thievery is learned as a fine art, 
daughters to barter their virginity till competition forces 
down the price of lust and death is left them as a last 
resort. Ah, what a golden crown, and sweet-toned harp. 
what a resplendent whit robe, await the soul whom so 
God loves while on the earth it dwells. Aye, for the love 
of you these men were murdered, and for my glory; and 
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through my holy love they roast in hell: for they would 
take away the instruments whereby I lure you to my 
blest abode. They would have taught you what your 
freedom meant; they would have told you to regain your 
rights; they would have contradicted my commands and 
lost you heaven, perchance-and if not heaven, heD. 
Keep to your faith, my people, trust in God I Break not 
the altars where your fathers knelt; trust to your teachers-, 
keep within the law; bow to the Church and kiss the 
State's great toe I So shall good order be observed, 
obeyed, and as 'Peace reigned in Warsaw,' so anon shall 
'Peace, good-will to men reign on the earth.' " 

These are the words that fall from the lips of him you 
call "the merciful," "the just." These are the sounds that 
sink into the ears of those upon whose toil yO" are de­
pen:lent for your existence; judge you how they will be 
received. And now, you, the dweners on the lifted 
heights, listen to the voice that follows him, for these 
are words that concern yO", and if you listen to their 
warning you may yet save yourselves the desolation and 
the ruin that otherwise must come. This deep, ben­
pealing voice that echoes through the corridors of thought 
till almost Death's chill sleepers might arise again, is the 
voice which called for centuries to the Empire, "Cease 
your oppressions or the people rise"; and to the King­
dom, "Curse not the new world with your tyrannies, it 
will rebel"; and to the Master, "Put not the lash upon 
your bonded slave, for the time will come when every 
stroke will rise like a warrior armed, to burn and waste 
and kin." The Empire laughed, the Kingdom ignored, 
the Planter sneered; but the time came when laugh and 
sneer died to white ashes. The time came when "France 
got drunk with blood, to vomit crime," when England 
"lost the brightest jewel in her coronal," when the South 
~ed in blood and tears and knelt her pride before a 
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conqueror. And now, she, the liberator, the destined 
· conqueror of God, calls out to you, "Yield up your seep­
; ters ere they be tom from you; give back the stolen 
I earth, the mine, the sea I Give back the source of life, 

give back the light I For a black, bitter hour is waiting 
· you, an awful gulf unfathomed in its depth, if now 

you do not pause and render justice." 
I Ah, thou, whatever be thy awful name, which like a 
· serpent's trail hath marked the earth, whether Jehovah, 

Buddha, Joss, or Christ I Thou who hast done for lOfJe 
what others do for most envenomed hate, how hast thou 
hated these the happy ones I Is this impartial justice then 
to these, to pour the golden treasures of the earth into 
their laps, that these may .feast and toast and so forget 
thee and thy promised heaven? Truly thou hast been 
most unkind to them, since kindness means with thee a 
tearing out of e'en the heart and entrails of existence. 
Bah I how thou liest I To what most pitiable trick of 
speech hast thou been forced I Think'st thou the dwellers 
in the darkness longer take thy creed of crystalline de­
ception I No I They laugh at thee, they spew thee out, 
they spit at thee. 

Love I Say I Look-this long procession coming here I 
Here are the murderers, with their red-hued eyes; here 
the adulterers, with their lecherous glance; here are the 
prostitutes, with their mark of shame; here are the gam­
blers, with their itching hands; here are the thieves, with 
furtive lips and eyes; here are the liars with their dastard 
tongues; here all the train that Crime can muster up 
reviews before thee I And after them, a ghastly, fearful 
sight, follow the victims of their blackened hearts, slain, 
ruined, desolated by thy love I And now, behold, another 
train comes on-a train whose name is legion I Here 
the dark, bruted faces from the mines, here the hard, 
sun-browned cheeks from out the furrow, here the dulI 
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visage from the lumber-camp, here the wan eyes from 
whirling factory, here the gaunt giants from the furnace 
fire, here the tarred hands from off the stream and sea, 
here all the aching limbs that stand behind the fashion­
able counter, here, 0 pitiful sight of all, those whose 
home is in the street, whose table is the garbage pile. 
the vast, helpless body of the unemployed. And, ever 
as they march, they drop, and drop, into the earth that 
swallows them, and over their graves the march goes 
on. These are thy victims, God I These are the crea­
tures of thy Church and Law I Speak no more of the 
breaking of altars, thou who hast broken every altar 
that the human heart holds dear I Take thy position at 
the head of the murderers' column I And when thou 
hast ,marched away into the past, thou and thy preachers 
and thy praters of justice, then will the world relurn to 
justice and the great law of Nature reign upon the earth. 
Then will her broad, green acres yield their wealth to 
him who toils, and him alone; then will the store-houses 
of Nature yield her fuel and her light, not to the corporcl­
tion whose high-priced lobbying can buy it, for in that 
time no wealth nor intrigue can purchase the heritage 
of all, but to all the sons and daughters of Labor. And 
then upon 'his earth there shall be no hungry mouths, 
DO freezing limbs; no children spending the hours of 
youth in gaining a miserable livelihood, no women crying, 

'1t'IOh. to be a slave 
Along with the barbarool Turk, 

Where WomaD has never a 80ul to save 
1f this is CltrilliGfi work'" 

no men wandering aimlessly in search of a master for 
their slavery. 

But 0, careless dwellers upon the heights, awaken 
DOW!-dO not wait till reason, persuasion, judgment, 
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coolness are swept down before the rising whirlwind. 
Bend your energies now to the eradication of the Author­
ity idea, to righting the wrongs of your fellow-men. Do 
it for your own interest, for if you slumber on-ah me I 
ye will awaken one day when an ominous rumble pre­
faces the waking of a terrific underground thunder, when 
the earth shakes in a frightful ague fit, when from out 
the parched throats of the people a burning cry will come 
like lava from a crater, If 'Bread, bread, bread" No 
more preachers, no more politicians, no more lawyers, 
no more gods, no more heavens, no more promises' 
Bread '" And then, when you hear a terrible leaden 
groan, know that at last, here in your free America, be­
neath the floating banner of the stars and stripes, more 
than fifty million human hearts have burst' A dynamite 
bomb that will shock the continent to its foundations 
and knock the sea back from its shores r 

"It is no boast, it is no threat, 
Thas History's iron law decrees; 

The day grows hot I 0 BabylOD, 
'Tis cool beneath thy wiDow treal" 
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A Rocket of Iron 

I T was one of those misty October nightfalls of the 
north, when the white fog creeps up from the 
river, and winds itself like a corpse-sheet around 

the black. ant-like mass of human insignificance. a 
cold menace from Nature to Man, till the foreboding 
of that irresistible fatality which will one day lay us 
aU beneath the ice-death sits upon your breast, and 
stifles you, till you start up desperately crying. "Let 
me out. let me out I" 

For an hour I had been staring through the window 
at that chill steam, thickening and blurring out the 
lines that zig-zagged through it indefinitely. pale 
drunken images of facts, staggering against the invul­
nerable vapor that walled me in-a sublimated grave 
marble. Were they all ghosts, those figures wander­
ing across the white night, hardly distinguishable 
from the posts and pickets that wove in and out. like 
half-dismembered bodies writhing in pain? My own 
fingers were curiously numb and inert j had I. too. 
become a shadow? 

It grew unbearable at last. the pressure of the fore­
boding at my heart. the sense of that on-creeping of 
Universal Death. I ran out of doors. impelled by the 
vague impulse to assert my own being. to seek relief 
in struggle. even though foredoomed futile-to seek 
warmth. fellowship. somewhere, though but with those 
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ineffective pallors in the mist, that dissolved eVeD 
;while I looked at them. Once in the street, I ran 
on indifferently, glad to be jostled, glad of the snarl­
ing of dogs and the curses of laborers calling to one 

. another. The penumbra of the mist, that menacing 
dim foreshadow, had not chilled these, then lOn, on, 
through the alley~ where human flesh was close, and 
when one listened one could hear breathings and many 
feet, drifting at last into the current that swept 
through the m'ain channel of the city, and presently, 
whirled round in an eddy, I found myself staring 
through the open door of the great Iron Works. Per­
haps it was the sensation of warmth that held me 
there first, some feeling of exhilaration and wakening 
defiance in the flash and swirl of the yellow flames­
this, mixed with an indistinct desire to clutch at some­
thing, anything, that seemed stationary in the midst 
of all this that slipped and wavered ana fell away . •• 
No, I remember now: there was something before 
that; there was a sound-a sound that had stopped 
my feet in their going, and smote me with a long 
shudder-a sound of hammers, beating, beating, beat­
ing a terrific hail, momentarily faster and louder, and 
in between a panting as of some great monster catch­
ing breath beneath the driving of that iron rain. 
Faster, faster - CLANG I A long reverberant shriek I 
The giant had rolled and shivered in his pain. Invol­
untarily I was drawn down into the Valley of the 
Sound, words muttering themselves through my lips 
as I passed: "Forging, forging-what are they forg­
ing there? Frankenstein makes his Monster. How 
the iron screams!" But I heard it no more now; I 
only saw I-saw the curling yellow flames, and the 
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red, red iron that panted, and the Masters of the 
Hammers. How they moved there, like demons in 
the abyss, their bodies swinging, their eyes tense and 
a-glitter, their faces covered with the gloom of the 
torture-chamber I 

Only OM face I saw, young and fair-young and 
very fair-whereon the gloom seemed not to settle. 
The skin of it was white and shining there in the 
midst of that black haze; over the wide forehead fell 
tumbling waves of thick brown hair, and two great 
dark eyes looked steadily into the red iron, as if they 
saw therein something I did not see; only now and 
then they were lifted, and looked away upward, as if 
beyond the smoke-pall they beheld a vision. Once he 
turned so that the rose-light cast forth his profile as a 
silhouette; and I shivered, it was so fine and hard' 
Hard with the hardness of beaten iron, and fine with 
the fineness of a keen chisel. Had the hammers been 
beating on that fair young face? 

A comrade called, a sudden terrified cry. There 
was a wild rush, a mad stampede of feet, a horrible 
screech of hissing metal, and a rocket of iron shot 
upward toward the black roof, bursting and falling in 
a burning shower. Three figures lay writhing along 
the floor, among the leaping, demoniac sparks. 

The first to lift them was the Man with the white 
face. He had stood still in the storm, and ran forward 
when the others shrank back. Now he passed by me, 
bearing his dying burden, and I saw no quiver upon 
brow or chin; only, when he laid it in the ambulance, 
I fancied I saw upon the delicate curved lips a line 
of purpose deepen, and the reflection of the iron-fire 
glow in the strange eyes, as if for an instant the door 
of a hidden furnace had been opened and smoulder-
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ing coals had breathed the air. And even then he 
looked upl 

It was all over in half an hour. There would be 
weeping in three little homes; and one was dead, and 
one would die, and one would crawl, a seared human 
stump, to the end of his weary days. The crowd that 
had gathered was gone; they would not know the 
Stump when it begged from them with its maimed 
hands, six months after, on some street comer. 
"Fakir" they would say, and laugh. There would be 
an entry on the company's books, and a brief line in 
the newspapers next day. But the welding of the 
iron would go on, and the man who gave his easy 
money for it would fancy he had paid for it, not seeing 
the stiff figures in their graves, nor the crippled beg­
gar, nor the broken homes. 

The rocket of iron is already cold; dull, inert, fire­
less, the black fragments lie upon the floor whereon 
they lately rained their red revenge. Do with them 
what you will, you cannot undo their work. The me!) 
are clearing way. Only he with the white face does 
not go back to his place. Still set and silent he takes 
his coat, "presses his soft hat down upon his thick, 
damp locks," and goes out into the fog and night. So 
close he passed me, I might have touched him; but 
he never saw me. Perhaps he was still carrying the 
burden of the dying man upon his heart; perhaps 
some mightier burden. For one instant the shapely, 
boyish figure was in full light, then it vanished away 
in the engulfing mist-the mist which the vision of 
him had made me forget. For I knew I had seen a 
Man of Iron, into whose soul the iron had driven, 
whose nerves were tempered as cold steel, but behind 
whose still, impassive features slumbered a white-hot 
heart. And others should see a rocket and a ruin, and 
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feel the Vengeance of Beaten Iron, before the mist 
comes and swallows all. 

• • • • • • • 
I had forgotten I Upon that face, that young, fair 

face, so smooth and fine that even the black smoke 
would not rest upon it, there bloomed the roses of 
Early Death. Hot-house flowers I 
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The Chain Gang 

I T is far. far down in the southland. and I am back 
again. thanks be. in the land of wind and snow. 
where life lives. But that was in the days when 

I was a wretched thing. that crept and crawled. and 
shrunk when the wind blew, and feared the snow. So 
they sent me away down there to the world of the sun, 
where the wind and the snow are afraid. And the sun 
was kind to me, and the soft air that does not move lay 
around me like folds of down. and the poor creeping life 
in me winked in the light and stared out at the wide 
caressing air; stared away ro the north. to the land of 
wind and rain, where my heart was,-my heart that 
would be at home. 

Yes, there, in the tender south, my heart was bitter 
and bowed, for the love of the singing wind and the frost 
whose edge was death,-bitter and bowed for the 
strength to bear that was gone, and the strength to love 
that abode. Day after day I climbed the hills with my 
face to the north and home. And there, on those south­
ern heights, where the air was resin and balm, there 
smote on my ears the sound that all the wind of the 
north can never sing down again, the sound I shall hear 
till I stand at the door of the last silence. 

CIing-clang-cling-From the Georgian hills it 
sounds; and the snow and the storm canDOt drown it,­
the far-off, terrible music of the Chain Gang. 
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I met it there on the road, face to face, with all the 
light of the sun upon it. Do you know what it is? Do 
you know that every day men run in long procession, 
upon the road they build for others' safe and easy going, 
bound to a chain? And that other men, with guns upon 
their shoulders, ride beside them-with orders to kill 
if the living links break? There it stretched before me, 
a serpent of human bodies, bound to the iron and 
wrapped in the merciless folds of justified cruelty. 

Oank-clink-clank- There was an order given. The 
living chain divided; groups fell to work upon the road; 
and then I saw and heard a miracle. 

Have you ever, out of a drowsy, lazy conviction that 
all knowledges, all arts, all dreams, are only patient 
sums of many toils of many millions dead and living. 
suddenly started into an uncanny consciousness that 
knowledges and arts and dreams are things more real 
than any living being ever was. which suddenly reveal 
themselves, unasked and unawaited, in the most ob­
scu~ comers of soul-life, flashing out in prismatic 
glory to dazzle and shock all your security of thought, 
~oppling it with vague questions of what is reality. that 
you cannot silence? When you hear that an untaught 
child is able. he knows not how, to do the works of the 
magicians of mathematics, has it never seemed to you 
that suddenly all books were swept away. and there 
before you stood a superb, sphinx-like creation, Mathe­
matics itself. posing problems to men whose eyes are 
cast down, and all at once, out of whim, incorporating 
itself in that wide-eyed, mysterious child? Have you 
ever felt that all the works of the masters were swept 
aside in the burst of a singing voice, unconscious that 
it sings. and that Music itself, a master-presence. has 
entered the throat and sung? 
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No, you havt never felt it? But you liave never heard 
the Chain Gang sing I 

Their faces were black and brutal and hopeless; their 
brows were low, their jaws were heavy, their eyes were 
hard; three hundred years of the scorn that brands had 
burned its scar upon the face and form of Ignorance,­
Ignorance that had sought dully, stupidly, blindly, and 
been answered with that pitiless brand. But wide beyond 
the limits of high man and his little soom, the great, 
sweet old Music-Soul, the chords of the World, smote 
through the black man's fibre in the days of the making 
of men; and it sings, it sings, with its ever-thrumming 
strings, through all the voices of the Chain Gang. And 
never one so low that it does not fill with the humming 
vibrancy that quivers and bursts out singing things aI­
ways new and new and new. 

I heard it that day. 

The leader struck his pick into tJie earth, ana for a 
moment whistled like some wild, free, living flute in the 
forest. Then his voice floated out, like a low booming 
wind, crying an instant, and fell; there was the nieasure 
of a grave in the fall of it. Another voice rose up, and 
lifted the dead note aloft, like a mourner raising his 
beloved with a kiss. It drifted away to the hills and the 
sun. Then many voices rolled forward, like a great 
plunging wave, in a chorus never heard before, perhaps 
never again; for each man sung his own song as it 
came, yet all blent. The words were few, simple, filled 
with a great plaint; the wail of the sea was in it; and 
no man knew what his brother would sing, yet added 
his own without thought, as the rhythm swept on, and 
no voice knew what note its fellow voice would sing, yet 
they fell in one another as the billow falls in the trougli 
or rolls to the crest, one upon the other, one within the 
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other, over, under, all in the great wave; and now one 
led and others followed, then it dropped back and another 
swelled upward, and every voice was soloist and chorister, 
and never one seemed conscious of itself, but only to 
sing out the great song. 

And always, as the voices rose and sank, the axes 
swung and fell. And the lean white face of the man with 
the gun looked on with a stolid, paralyzed smile. 

Oh, that wild, sombre melody, that long, appealing 
plaint, with its llope laid beyond death,-that melody 
that was made only there, just now, before me, and 
passing away before me 1 If I could only seize it, hold 
it, stop it from passing I that all the world might hear 
the song of the Chain Gang I might know that here, in 
these red Georgian hills, convicts, black, brutal convicts, 
are making the music that is of no man's compelling, 
that floods like the tide and ebbs away like the tide, and 
will not be he1d-and is gone, far away and forever, out 
into the abyss where the voices of the centuries have 
drifted and are lost I 

Something about Jesus, and a Lamp in the darkness 
-a gulfing darkness. Oh, in the mass of sunshine must 
they still cry for light? All around the sweep and the 
glory of shimmering ether, sun, sun, a world of sun, and 
these still calling for light I Sun for the road, sun for the 
stones, sun for the red clay-and no light for this dark 
living clay? Only heat that bums and blaze that blinds, 
but does not lift the darkness I 

"And lead me to that Lamp--" 
The pathetic prayer for light went trembling away 

out into the luminous gulf of day, and the axes swung 
and fell; and the grim dry face of the man with the gun 
looked on with its frozen smile. "So long as they sing, 
they work," said the smile, still and ironical. 
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"A friend to them that's got no friend"-Man of 
Sorrows, lifted up upon Golgotha, in the day when the 
forces of the Law and the might of Social Order set 
you there, in the moment of your pain and desperate 
accusation against Heaven, when that piercing "Eloi, 
Eloi, lama sabachthani?" went up to a deaf sky, did you 
presage this desolate appeal coming to you out of the 
unlived depths of nineteen hundred years? 

Hopeless hope, that cries to the dead I Futile plead­
ing that the cup may pass, while still the lips drink I For, 
as of old, Order and the Law, in shining helmets and 
gleaming spears, ringed round the felon of Golgotha, so 
stand they still in that lean, merciless figure, with its 
shouldered gun and passive smile. And the moan that 
died within the Place of Skulls is born again in this great 
dark cry rising up against the sun. 

If but the living might hear it, not the dead I For these 
are dead who walk about with vengeance and despite 
within their hearts, and scorn for things dark and lowly, 
in the odor of self-righteousness, with self-vaunting wis­
dom in their souls, and pride of race, and iron-shod 
order, and the preservation of Things that Are; walking 
stones are these, that cannot hear. But the living are 
those who seek to know, who wot not of things lowly 
or things high, but only of things wonderful; and who 
tum sorrowfully from Things that Are, hoping for 
Things that May Be. If these should hear the Chain 
Gang chorus, seize it, make all the living hear it, 
see it I 

If, from among themselves, one man might find "the 
Lamp," lift it up I Paint for all the world these Georgian 
hills, these red, sunburned roads, these toiling figures 
with their rhythmic axes, these brutal, unillumined faces, 
dull, groping, depth-covered,-and then unloose that 

Digitized by Coogle 



THE CHAIN GANG 

song upon their ears, till they feel the smitten, quivering 
hearts of the SODS of Music beating against their own j 
and under and over and around it, the chain that the 
dead have forged clinking between the heart-beats I 

Clang-cling-clang-ng- It is sundown. They 
are running over the red road DOW. The voices are 
silent j only t~e chain clinks. 
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The Heart of An~iolillo 

SOME women are hom to love stories as the sparks 
fly upward. You see it every time they glance 
at you, and you feel it every time they lay a finger 

on your sleeve. There was a party the other night, and 
a four-year old baby who couldn't sleep for the noise 
crept down into the parlor half frightened to death and 
transfixed with wonderment at the crude performances 
of an obtuse visitor who was shouting out the woes of 
Othello. One kindly little woman took the baby in her 
arms and said: "What would they do to you, if you 
made all that noise."-"Whip me," whispered the child, 
her round black eyes half admiration and half terror, 
and altogether coquettish, as she hid and peered round 
the woman's neck. And every man in the room forth­
with fell in love with her, and wanted to smother his 
face in the bewitching rings of dark hair that crowned 
the dainty head, and carry her about on his shoulden, or 
get down on his hands and knees to play horse for her. 
or let her walk on his neck, or obliterate his dignity in 
any other way she might prefer. The boys tolerated 
their fathers with a superior "huh !" Fourteen or fifteen 
yean from now they will be playing the humble cousin 
of the horse before the same little ringed-haired lady, 
and having sported Nick Bottom's ears to no purpose. 
half a dozen or so will go off and hang themselves, or 
turn monk, or become "bold, bad men," and revenge 
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themselves on the sex. But her conquests will go on, 
and when those gracious rings are white as snow the 
children of those boys will follow in their grandfathers' 
and fathers' steps and dangle after her, and make draw­
ings on their fly leaves of tha~ sweet kiss-cup of a mouth 
of hers, and call her their elder sister, and other devo­
tional names. And the other girls of her generation, 
who were not born with that marvelous entangling grace 
in every line and look, will dread her and spite her, and 
feel mean satisfaction when some poor fool does swallow 
laudanum on her account. Smiles of glacial virtue will 
creep over their faces like slippery sunshine, when one 
by one her devotees come trailing off to them to say that 
such a woman could never fill a man's heart nor become 
the ornament of his hearthstone j the quiet virtues that 
wear, are all their desire j of course they have just been 
studying her character and that of the foolish men who 
dance her attendance, but even those are not doing it 
with any serious motives.. And the neglected girls will 
serve him with home-made cake and wine which he will 
presently convert into agony in that pearl shell ear of 
hers. And all the while the baby will have done nothing 
but be what she was born to be through none of her own 
choosing, which is her lot and portion; and that is an­
other thing the gods will have to explain when the day 
comes that they go on trial before men j which is the real 
day of judgment. 

But this isn't the baby's story, which has yet to be 
made, but the story of one who somehow received a 
wrong portion. Some inadvertent little angel in the 
destiny shop took down her name when the heroine of 
a romance was called for, and put her where she shouldn't 
have been, and then ran off to play no doubt, not sl0p­
ping to look twice. For even the most insouciant angel 
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that looked twice would have seen that Effie was no 
woman to play the game of hearts, and there's only one 
thing more undiscerning than an angel, and that is a social 
reformer. Effie ran up against both. 

They say she had blood in her girlhood, that it shone 
red and steady through that thin, pure skin of hers; but 
when I saw her, with her nursing baby in her arms, 
down in the smutching grime of London, there was only 
a fluctuant blush, a sort of pink ghost of blood, hovering 
back and forth on her face. And that was for shame of 
the poverty of her neat bare room. Not that she had 
ever known riches. She was the daughter of Scotch 
peasants, and had gone out to service when she was still 
a child; her chest was hollowed in and her back bowed 
with that unnatural labor. There was no gloss on the 
pale sandy hair, no wilding tendrils clinging round the 
straight smooth forehead, no light of coquetry or grace 
in the glimmering blue eyes, no beauty in her at all, un­
less it lay in the fine, hard sculptured line of her nose 
and mouth and chin when she turned her head sideways. 
You could read in that line that having spoken a word to 
her heart, she would not forget it nor unsay it; and if .. 
took her down into Gethsernane, she would never cry 
out though by all forsaken. 

And that was where it had taken lier then. 50me 
ready condemner of all that has been tried for less thn 
a thousand years, will say it was because she had tfie 
just reward of those who, holding that love is its own 
sanction and that it cannot be anything but degraded by 
seeking peffnissions from social authorities, live their love 
lives without the consent of Church and State. But 
you and I know that the same dark garden has awaited 
the woman \f'hose love has been blessed by both, and that 
many such a life lamp has ftickered out in a night as 
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profound as poverty and utter loneliness could make it. 
So if it was justice to Effie, what is it to that other wo­
man? In truth, justice had nothing to do with it; she 
loved the wrong man, that was all; and married or un­
married, it would have been the same, for a formula 
doesn't make a man, nor the lack of it unmake him. 
The fellow was superior in intellect. It is honesty only 
which can wring so much from those who knew them 
both, for as to any other thing she sat as high over him 
as the stars are. Not that he was an actively bad man; 
just one of those weak, uncertain, tumbling about char­
acters, having sense enough to know it is a fine thing 
to stand alone, and vanity enough to want the name 
without the game, and cowardice enough to creep around 
anything stronger than itself, and hang there, and spread 
itself about, and say, "Lo, how straight am I I" And 
if the stronger thing happens to be a father or a brother 
or some such tolerant piece of friendly, self-sufficient 
energy, he amuses himself awhile, and finally gives the 
creeper a shake and says, "Here, now, go hang on some­
body else if you can~t stand alone", and the world says 
he should have done it before. But if it happens to be 
a mother or a sister or a wife or a sweetheart, she en­
courages him to think he is a wonderful person, that all 
she does is really his own merit, and she is proud and 
glad to serve him. If after a while she doesn't exactly 
believe it any more, she says and does the same; and 
the world says she is a fool,-which she is. But if, in 
some sudden spurt of masculine self-assertiveness, she 
decides to fling him off, the world says she is an un­
womanly woman,-which again she is; so much the 
better. 

Effie's creeper dabbled in literature. He wanted to be 
a translator and several other things. His appearance 
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was mild and gentlemanly, even super-modest. He al­
ways spoke respectfully of Effie, and as if momentously 
impressed with a sense of duty towards her. They had 
started out to realize the free life together, and the glory 
of the new ideal had beckoned them forward. So no 
doubt he believed, for a pretender always deceives him­
self worse than anybody else. But still, at that particular 
period, he used to droop his head wearily and admit 
that he had made a great mistake. It was nobody's fault 
but his own, but of course-Effie and he were hardly 
fitted for each other. She could not well enter into 
his hopes and ambitions, never having had the oppor­
tunity to develop when she was younger. He had hoped 
to stimulate her in that direction, but he feared it was 
too late. So he said in a delicate and gentlemanly way, 
as he went from one house to the other, and was invited 
to dinner and supper and made himself believe he was 
looking for work. Effie, meanwhile, was taking home 
boys' caps to make, and worrying along incredibly on 
bread and tea, and walking the streets with the baby in her 
arms wilen slie had no caps to make. 

Of course when a man drinks other people's teas 
a great many times, and sits in their houses, and 
&rro'Ws odd shiflings now and then, and assumes the 
gentleman, he is ultimately brought to the necessity of 
asking some one to tea with him; so one spring night the 
creeper approached Effie rather dubiously with the state­
ment that he had asked two or three acquaintances to 
come in the next evening, and he supposed she would need 
to prepare tea. The girl was just fainting from starva­
tion then, and she asked him wearily where he thought 
she was to get it~ He cast about a while in his pusillan­
imous way for things that she might do, and finally pro­
posed that she pawn the baby's dress,-the white d~s 
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she had made from one of her own girlhood dresses, 
and the only thing it had to wear when she took it out 
for air. That was the limit, even for Effie. She said 
she would take anything of her own if she had it, but 
not the baby's; and she turned her face to the wall and 
clung to the child. 

When the tea-time came next day she went out with 
the baby and walked up and down the surging London 
streets looking in the windows and crushing back tears. 
What the creeper did with his guests she never knew, 
for she did not return ti11long after dusk, when she was 
too weary to wander any more, and she found no one 
there but himself and a dark stranger, who spoke little 
and with an Italian accent, but who measured her with 
serious, intense eyes. He listened to the creeper, but he 
looked at her; she was quite fagged out and more blood­
less than ever as she sat motionless on the edge of the 
bed. When he went away he lifted his hat to her with 
the grace of an old time courtier, and begged her pardon 
if he had intruded. Some days after that he came in 
again, and brought a toy for the baby, and asked her if 
he might carry the child out a little for her; it looked 
sickly shut up there, but he knew it must be heavy for 
her to carry. The creeper suddenly discovered that he 
could carry the baby. 

AU this happened in the (Jays when a pious queen sat 
on the throne of Spain. With eyes turned upward in 
much holiness, she failed to see the things done in her 
prisons, or hear the groans that rose up from the "zero" 
~ber in the fortress of Montjuich, though all Europe 
·heard, and even in America the echo rang. While she told 
her beads her minister gave the order to "torture the An­
archists"; and scarred witli red-hot irons, maimed and 
deformed and maddened with the nameless horrors that 
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the good devise to correct the bad, even unto this day 
the evidences of that infamous order live. But two men 
do not live,-the one who gave the order, and the one 
who revenged it. 

It happened one night, in ~pril, that Effie and 
the creeper and their sometime visitor met all three in 
one of those long low smothering London halls where 
many movements have originated, which in their devel­
oped proportions have taken possession of the House of 
Commons, and even stirred the dust in the House of 
Lords. There was a crowd of excited people talking 
all degrees of sense and nonsense in every language of 
the continent. Letters smuggled from the prison had 
been received; new tales of torture were passing from 
mouth to mouth; fresh propositions to arouse a general 
protest from civilization were bubbling up with the anger 
of every indignant man and woman. Drifting to 
the buzzing knots Effie heard some one translating: it 
was the letter of the tortured Nogues, who a month 
later was shot beneath the fortress wall. The words 
smote her ears like something hot and stinging: 

"You know I am one of the three accusers "(tile c;>tlier 
two are Ascheri and Molas) who figure in the trial. 
I could not bear the atrocious tortures of so many days. 
On my arrest I spent eight days without food or drink, 
obliged to walk continually to and fro or be flogged; 
and as if that did not suffice, I was made to trot as 
though I were a horse trained at the riding school, until 
worn with fatigue I fell to the ground. Then the 
hangmen burnt my lips with red-hot irons, and when ) 
declared myself the author of the attempt they replied, 
'You do not tell the truth. We know that the author 
is another one, but we want to know your accomplices. 
;Besides you still retain six bombs, and along with little 
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Oller you deposited two bombs in the Rue Fiva1ler. 
Who are your accomplices?' 

"In spite of my desire to make an end of it I could 
not answer anything. Whom should I accuse since all 
are innocent? Finally six comrades were placed before 
me, whom I 'had to accuse, and of whom I beg pardon. 
Thus the declarations and the accusations that I made. 

• I cannot finish; the hangmen are coming. 
Nogues." 

Sick with horror Effie would have gone away, but her 
feet were like lead. She heard the next letter, the 
pathetic prayer of Sebastian Sunyer, indistinctly; the 
tortures had already seared her ears, but th~ crying for 
help seemed to go up over her head like great sobs; she 
felt herself washed round, sinking, in the desperate pain 
of it. The piteous reiteration, "Listen you with your 
honest hearts," "you with your pure souls," "good and 
right-minded people," "good and right-feeling people," 
wailed through her like the wild pleading of a child who, 
shrieking under the whip "Dear papa, good, sweet papa. 
please don't whip me, please, please," seeks terror-wrung 
flattery to escape the lash. The last cry, "Aid us in our 
helplessness; think of our misery," made her quiver like 
a reed. She walked away and sat down in a comer 
alone; what could she do, what could anyone do? Mis­
erable creature that she was herself, her own misery 
seemed so worthless beside that prison cry. And she 
thought on, "Why does he want to live at all, why does 
anyone want to live, why do I want to live myself?,' 

After a while the creeper and his friend came to lier, 
and the latter sat down beside her, undemonstrative as 
usual. At the next buzz in the room they two were left 
alone. She looked at him once as she said, "What do 
you think the people will do about it?" 
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He glanced at the crowd with a thin smile: "Do? 
Talk." 

In a little time he said quietly: "It does you no good 
here. I will take you home and come back for David 
afterward." She had no idea of contradicting him; so 
they went out together. At the threshold of her room 
he said firmly, "I will come in for a few minutes; I have 
to speak to you. " 

She struck a light, put the baby on the bed, and looked 
at him questioningly. He had sat down with his back 
against the wall, and with rigidly folded arms stared 
straight ahead of him. Seeing that he did not speak, she 
said softly, falling into her native dialect, as all Scotch 
women do when they feel most: "I canna get thae poor 
creetyer's cries oot 0' ma head. It's no human." 

"No," he said shortly, and then with a sudden look at 
her, "Effie, what do you think love it?" 

She answered him with surprised eyes and said noth­
ing. He went on : "You love the child, don't you? You 
do for it, you serve it. That shows you love it. But do 
you think it's love that makes David act as he does to 
you? If he loved you, would he let you work as you 
work? Would he live off you? Wouldn't he wear the 
flesh off his fingers instead of yours? He doesn't love 
you. He isn't worth you. He isn't a bad man, but he 
isn't worth you. And you make him less worth. You 
ruin him, you ruin yourself, you kill the child. I can't 
see it any more. I come here, and I see you weaker 
every time, whiter, thinner. And I know if you keep 
on you'll die. I can't see it. I want you to leave him; 
let me work for you. I don't make much, but enough 
to let you rest. At least till you are well. I would wait 
till you left him of yourself, but I can't wait when I see 
you dying like this. I don't want anything of you, ex-
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cept to serve you, to serve the child because it's yours. 
Come away, to-night. You can have my room; I'll go 
somewhere else. To-morrow I'll find· you a better 
place. You needn't see him any more. I'll tell him 
myself. He won't do anything, don't be afraid. Come." 
And he stood up. 

Effie had sat astonished and dumb. Now she looked 
up at the dark tense eyes above her, and said quietly, 
"I dinna understand." 

A sharp contraction went across the strong bent face: 
"No? You don't understand what you are doing with 
yourself? You don't understand that I love you, and 
I can't see it? I don't ask you to love me; I ask you to 
let me serve you. Only a little, only so much as to give 
you health again; is that too much? You don't know 
what you are to me. Others love beauty, but I-I see in 
you the eternal sacrifice; your thin fingers that always 
work, your face-when I look at it, it's just a white 
shadow; you are the child of the people, that dies with­
out crying. Oh, let me give myself for you. And leave 
this man, who doesn't care for you, doesn't know you, 
thinks you beneath him, uses you. I don't want you to 
be his slave any more." 

Effie clasped ker hands and looked at them; then slie 
looked at the sleeping baby, smoothed the quilt, and said 
quietly: "I didna take him the day to leave him the 
morra. It's no my fault if ye're daft aboot me." 

The dark face sharpened as one sees the agony in • 
dying man, but his voice was very gentle, speaking al­
ways in his blurred English: "No, there is no fault in 
you at all. Did I accuse you?" 

The girl walked to the window and looked out. Some 
way it was a relief from the burning eyes which seemed 
to fill the room, no matter that she did not look at them. 
And staring off into the twinkling London night, she 
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heard again the temote sobs of Sebastian Sunyer's letter 
rising up and drowning her with its misery. Without 
turning around she said, low and liard, "I wonder ye 
can thenk aboot thae things, an' yon dells bumin' men 
alive." 

The man drew his hand acro~ his fOl'ehead. "Would 
you like to hear that they,-one,-the worst of them, 
was dead?" 

"I thenk the wort' wadna be muclde the waur o't," she 
answered, still looking away from him. He came up and 
laid his hand on her shoulder. "Will you kiss me once? 
I'll never ask again." She shook him off: "I dinna feel 
for't." "Good-bye then. I'll go back for David." And 
he returned to the hall and got the creeper and told him 
very honestly what had taken place; and the creeper, to 
his credit be it said, respected him for it, and talked a 
great deal about being better in future to the girl The 
two men parted at the foot of the stairs, and the last 
words that echoed through the hallway were: "No, I 
am going away. But you will hear of me some day." 

Now, what went on in his heart that night no one 
knows; nor what indecision still kept him lingering fit­
fully about Effie's street a few days more; nor when the 
indecision finally ceased; for no one spoke to him after 
that, except as casual acquaintances meet, and in a week 
he was gone. But what he did the whole world knows; 
for even the Queen of Spain· came out of her prayers to 
hear how her torturing prime minister had been shot at 
Santa Agueda, by a stem-faced man, who, when the 
widow, grief-mad, spit in his face, quietly wiped his 
cheek, saying, "Madam, I have no quarrel with women." 
A few weeks later they garrotted him, and he said one 
word before he died,-one only, "Germinal." 

Over there in the long low London hall the gabbling 
was hushed, and some one ~urmured how he had sat 
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silent in the comer that night when all were talking. 
The creeper passed round a book containing the history 
of the tortures, watching it jealously all the while, for 
said he, "AngioliUo gave it to me himself; he had it in 
his own hands." 

Effie lay beside the baby in her room, and hid her face 
in the pillow to keep out the stare of the burning eyes 
that were dead; and over and over again she repeated, 
"Was it my fault, was it my fault?" The hot summer 
air lay still and smothering, and the immense murmur of 
the city came muftled like thunder below the horizon. 
Her heart seemed beating against the walls of a padded 
room. And gradually, without losing consciousness, she 
slipped into the world of illusion; around her grew the 
stifling atmosphere of the torture-chamber of Montjuich, 
and the choked cries of men in agony. She was sure that 
if she looked up she should see the demoniac face of 
Portas, the torturer. She tried to cry, "Mercy, mercy," 
but her dry lips clave. She had a whirling sensation, 
and the illusion changed; now there was the clank of 
soldiers' arms, a moment of insufferable stillness as the 
garrotte shaped itself out of the shadows in her eyes, 
then loud and clear, breaking the sullen quiet like the 
sharp ringing of a storm-bringing wind, "Germinal." 
She sprang up: the long vibration of the bell of St. 
Pancras was waving through the room; but to her it was 
the prolongation of the word, "Germ-inal-I-~-germ­
inal-I-I-" Then suddenly she threw out her anns in the 
darkness, and whispered hoarsely, "Ay, I'll kiss ye the 
noo." 

An hour later she was back at the old question, ''Was 
it my fault?" 

Poor girl, it is all over now, and all the same to the 
grass that roots in her bone, whether it was her fault or 
not. For the end that the man who had loved her fore-
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saw, came, though it was slow in the coming. Let th~ 
creeper get credit for all that he did. He stiffened up in 
a year or so, and went to Paris and got some work; and 
there the worn little creature went to him, and wrote to 
her old friends that she was better off at last. But it 
was too late for that thin shell of a body that had starved 
so much; at the first trial she broke and died. And so she 
sleeps and is forgotten. And the careless boy-angel who 
mixed all these destinies up so unobservantly has never 
yet whispered her name in the ear of the widowed Lady 
Canovas del Castillo. 

blor will the birds that By thither carry it now; for 
it was no' "Eff.,." 
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The Reward of an Apostate 

I HAVE sinned: and I am rewarded according to my 
sin, which was great. There is no forgiveness for 
me; let no man think there is forgiveness for sin: 

the gods cannot forgive. 

This was my sin, and this is my punishment, that I 
forsook my god to follow a stranger-only a while, a 
very brief, brief while-and when I would have returned 
there was DO more returning. I cannot worship any 
more,-that is my punishment; I cannot worship any 
more .. 

Oh, that my god will none of me? That is an old sor­
row I My god was Beauty, and I am all unbeautiful. 
and ever was. There is DO grace in these harsh limbs 
of mine, nor was at any time. I, to whom the glory of 
a lit eye was as the shining of stars in a deep well, have 
only dull and faded eyes, and always had; the chiseled 
lip and chin whereover runs the radiance of life in bub­
bling gleams, the cup of living wine was never mine to 
taste or kiss. I am earth-colored, and for my own 
ugliness sit in the shadow, that the sunlight may DOt 

see me, nor the beloved of my god. But, once, in my 
hidden comer, behind the curtain of shadows, I blinked 
at the glory of the world, and had such joy of it as only 
the ugly know, sitting silent and worshiping, forgetting 
themselves and forgotten. Here in my brain it glowed, 
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the shimmering of the dying sun upon the shore, the 
long gold line between the sand and sea, where the slid· 
ing foam caught fire and burned to death. Here in my 
brain it shone, the white moon on the wrinkling river, 
running away, a dancing ghost line in the illimitable 
night. Here in my brain rose the mountain curves, the 
great still world of stone, summit upon summit sweep­
ing skyward, lonely and conquering. Here in my brain, 
my little brain, behind this tiny ugly wall of bone 
stretched over with its dirty yellow skin, glittered the 
far high blue desert with its sand of stars, as I have 
watched it, nights and nights, alone, hid in the shadows 
of the prairie grass. Here rolled and swelled the seas of 
com, and blossoming fields of nodding bloom; and 
flower-flies on their hovering wings went flickering up 
and down. And the quick spring of lithe-limbed things 
went scattering dew across the sun; and singing streams 
went shining down the rocks, spreading bright veils upon 
the crags. 

Here in my brain, my silent unrevealing brain, were 
the eyes I loved, the lips I dared not kiss, the sculptured 
heads and tend riled hair. They were here always in my 
wonder-house, my house of Beauty, the temple of my 
god. I shut the door on common life and worshiped 
here. And no bright, living, flying thing, in whose body 
Beauty dwells as guest, can guess the ecstatic joy of a 
brown, silent creature, a toad-thing, squatting on the 
shadowed ground, self-blotted, motionless, thrilling with 
the presence of All-Beauty, though it has no part therein. 

B:tt the gods are many. And once a strange god 
came to me. Sharp upon the shadowy ground he stood, 
and beckoned me with knotted fingers. There was DO 

beauty in his lean figure and sunken cheeks; but up and 
down the muscles ran like snakes beneath his skin, and 
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his dark eyes had somber fires in them. And as 1 looked 
at him, 1 felt the leap of prisoned forces in myself, in the 
earth, in the air, in the sun; all throbbed with the pulse 
of the wild god's heart. Beauty vanished from my 
wonder-house; and where his images had been 1 heard 
the clang and roar of machinery, the forging of links 
that stretched to the sun, chains for the tides, chains 
for the winds; and curious lights went shining through 
thick walls as through air, imd down through the shell 
of the world itself, to the great furnaces within. Into 
those seething depths, the god's eyes peered, smiling and 
triumphing; then with an up-glance at the sky and a 
waste-glance at me, he strode off. 

This is my great sin, for which there is no pardon: 
1 followed him, the rude god Energy; followed him, and 
in that abandoned moment swore to be quit of Beauty, 
which had given me nothing, and to be worshiper of 
him to whom I was akin, ugly but sinuous, resolute, dar­
ing, defiant, maker and breaker of things, remoulder of 
the world. 1 followed him, 1 would have run abreast 
with him; I loved him, not with that still ecstasy of 
flooding joy wherewith my own god filled me of old, 
but with impetuous, eager fires, that burned and beaf 
through all the blood-threads of me. "1 love you, love 
me back," I cried, and would have flung myself upon 
his neck. Then he turned on me with a ruthless blow, 
and fled away over the world, leaving me crippled, 
stricken, powerless, a fierce pain driving through my 
veins--gusts of pain I-And I crept back into myoId 
cavern, stumbling, blind and deaf, only for the haunting 
vision of my shame and the rushing sound of fevered 
blood. 

The pain is gone. I see again; I care no more for 
tJie taunt and blow of that fierce god who was never 
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mine. But in my wonder-house it is aU still and bare; 
no image lingers on the blank mirrors any more. No 
singing bell floats in the echoless dome. Forms rise 
and pass; but neither mountain curve nor sand nor sea, 
nor shivering river, nor the faces of the flowers, nor 
flowering faces of my god's beloved, rouch aught within 
me now. Not one poor thrill of vague delight for me, 
who felt the glory of the stars within my finger tips. It 
slips past me like water. Brown without and clay within I 
No wonder now behind the ugly wall; an empty temple I 
I cannot worship, I cannot love, I cannot care. AU my 
life-service is unweighed against that faithless hour of 
my forswearing. 

It is just; it is the Law; I am forsworn, and the gods 
have given me the Reward of An Apostate. 
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At the End of the Alley 

I T is a long narrow pocket opening on a little street 
which runs like a tortuous seam up and down the 
city, over there. It was at the end of the summer; 

and in summer, in the evening, the mouth of the pocket 
is hard to find, because of the people, in it and about, 
who sit across the passage, gasping at the dirty winds 
that come loafing down the street like crafty beggars 
seeking a hole to sleep in-like mean beggars, bereft of 
the spirit of free windhood. Down in the pocket itself 
the air is quite dead; one feels oneself enveloped in a 
scum-covered pool of it, and at every breath long 61a­
ments of invisible roots, swamp-roots, tear and tangle in 
your floundering lungs. 

I had to go to the very end, to the bottom of the pocket. 
There, in the deepest of these alley-holes, lives the woman 
to whom I am indebted for the whiteness of this waist I 
wear. How she does it, I don't know; poverty works 
miracles like that, just as the black marsh mud gives out 
1Ui18. 

At the very last door I knocked, and presently a man's 
voice, weak and suffocated, called from a window above. 
I explained.-"There's a chair there; sit down. She'll 
be home soon." And the voice was caught in a cough. 

This, tJten, was the consumptive husband she had told 
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me of! I looked up at the square hole dimly outlined in 
the darkness, whence the cough issued, and suddenly felt 

I a horrible pressure at my heart and a curious sense of 
: entanglement, as if all the invisible webs of disease had 

momentarily acquired a conscious sense of prey within 
· their clutch, and tightened on it like an octopus. The 
• haunting terror of the unknown, the dim horror of an 
· inimic Presence, recoil before the merciless creeping and 

floating of an enemy one cannot grasp or fight, repulsive 
turning from a Thing that has reached behind while you 
have been seeking to face it, that is there awaiting you 
with the frightful ironic laughter of the Silence-all this 
swept round and through me as I stared up through the 
night. 

Up there on the bed he was lying, he who had been 
meshed in the fatal web for three long years-and was 
struggling still I In the darkness I felt his breath draw. 

The sharp barking of a dog came as a relief. I turned 
to the broken chair, and sat down to wait. The alley was 
hemmed in by a high wall, and from the farther side of 
it there towered up four magnificent old trees, whose 
great crowns sent down a whispering legend of vanished 
forests and the limitless sweep of clean air that had 
washed through them, long ago, and that would never 
come again. How long,. how long since those far days 
of purity, before the plague spot of Man had crept upon 
them! How strong those proud old giants were that had 
not yet been strangled! How beautiful they were I How 
JDean and ugly were the misshapen things that sat in the 
doorways of the foul dens that they had made, chattering, 
chattering, as ages ago the apes had chattered in the for­
est! What curious beasts they were, with their paws and 
heads sticking out of the coverings they had twisted 
round their bodies-chattering, chattering always, and 
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always moving about, unable to understand the still strong 
growths of silence. 

So a half hour passed. 
At last I saw a parting in the group of bodies across 

the entrance of the pocket, and a familiar weary figure 
carrying a basket, coming down the brickway. She 
stopped half way where a widening of the alley furnished 
the common drying place, and a number of clothes lines 
crossed and recrossed each other, casting a net of shad­
ows on the pavement; after r a glance at the sky, which 
had clouded over, she sighed heavily and again advanced. 
In the sickly light of the alley lamp the rounded shoulders 
seemed to droop like an old crone's. Yet the woman 
was still young. That she might not be startled, I called 
"Good evening." 

The answer was spoken in that tone of forced cheer­
fulness which the wretched always give to their employ­
ers; but she sank upon the step with the habitual "My, 
but I'm glad to sit down," of one who seldom sits. 

"Tired out, I suppose. The day has been so hot." 
"Yes, and I've got to go to work and iron again till 

eleven o'clock, and it's awful hot in that kitchen. I don't 
mind the washing so much in summer; I wash out here. 
But it's hot ironing. Are you in a hurry?" 

I said no, and sat on. "How lIluch rent do you pay?" 
I asked. 

"Seven dollars." 
"Three rooms?" 
"Yes." 
"One over the other?" 
·'Yes. It's an awful rent, and he won't fix anything. 

The door is half off its hinges, and the paper is a sight." 
"Have you lived here long?" 
"Over three years. We moved here before he got sick. 
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I don't keep nothing right now, but it used to be nice. 
It's so quiet back here away from the street; you don't 
hear no noise. That fence ought to be whitewashed. I 
used to keep it white, and everything clean. And it was 
so nice to sit out here in summer under them trees. You 
could just think you were in the park." 

A curious wonder went through me. Somewhere back 
in me a voice was saying, "To him that hath shall be 
given, and from him that hath not, it shall be taken away 
even that which he hath." This horrible pool had been 
"nice" to her I Again I felt the abyss seizing me with 
its tentacles, and high overhead in the tree-crowns I 
seemed to hear a spectral mockery of laughter. 

"Yes," I forced myself to say, "they are splendid trees. 
I wonder they have lived so long." 

"'Tis funny, aint it? That's a great big yard in there; 
the man that used to own it was a gardener, and there's 
a lot of the curiousest Bowers there yet. But he's dead 
now, and the folks that's got it don't keep up nothing. 
They're waiting to sell it, I suppose." 

Above, over our heads, the racking cough sounded 
again. "Aint it terrible?" she murmured. "Day and 
night, day and night; he don't get no rest, and neither do 
I. It's no wonder some people commits suicide." 

"Does he ever speak of it?" I asked. Her voice 
dropped to a semi-whisper. "Not now so much, since 
the church people's got hold of him. He used to; J 
think he'd a done it if it hadn't been for them. But 
they've been kind 0' talkin' to him lately, and tellin' him 
it wouldn't be right,-on account of the insurance, you 
know." 

My heart gave a wild bound of revolt, and I shut 
my teeth fast. 0 man, man, what have you made of your­
self I More stupid than all the beasts. of the earth, for a 
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dole of the things you make to be robbed of, living,-to 
be robbed of and poisoned with-you consent to the 
death that eats with a million mouths, eats inexorably. 
You submit to unnamable torture in the holy name of­
Insurance' And in the name of Insurance this miserable 
woman keeps alive the bones of a man! 

I took my bundle and went. And all the way I felt 
myself tearing through the tendrils of death that hung 
and swayed from the noisome wall, and caught at 
things as they passed. And all the way there pressed 
upon me pictures of the skeleton and the woman, clothed 
in firm Besh, young and joyous, and thrilling with the 
love of the well and strong. Ah, if some one had said to 
her then, "Some day you will slave to keep him alive 
through fruitless agonies, that for your last reward you 
may take the price of his pain'" 

n.-ALONE 

I WAS wrong. I thought she wanted the insurance 
money, but I misunderstood her. I found it out 
one wild October day more than a year later, when 

for the second time I sought the end of the alley. 
The sufferer had "suffered out" ; the gaunt and 

wasted shell of the man lay no more by the window in 
the upper story. The woman was free. "Rest at last," 
I thought, "for both of them." 

But it was not as I though£. 
I expected ease to come into the woman's drawn face, 

and relaxation to her stooping figure. But something 
else came upon both, something quite unwonted and in­
explicable; a wandering look in the eyes, a stupid drop to 
the mouth, an uncertainty in her walk, as of one who is 
half minded to go back and look for something. There 
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was, too, an irritating irregularity in the performance of 
her work, which began to be annoying. 

At last, on that October day, this new unreliability 
reached the limit of provocation. I was leaving the city ; 
I needed my laundry, needed it at once; and here it was 
four o'clock in the afternoon, the train due at night, and 
packing impossible till the wlWl came. It was five days 
overdue. 

The wind was howling furiously, the rain driving in 
sheets, but there was no alternative; I must get to the 
"End of the Alley" and back, somehow. 

The gray, rain-drenched atmosphere was still grayer 
in the alley,-stiU, still grayer at the end. And what 
with the gray of it and the rain of it, I could scarcely see 
the thing that sat facing me when I opened the door,­
a sort of human blur, hunched in a rocking-chair, its 
head sunken on its breast. 

In response to my startled exclamation, the face was 
lifted vacantly for a second, and then dropped again. 
But I had seen: drunk, dead drunk I 

And this woman had never drunk. 
I looked around the wretched room. By the window,' 

where the gray light trailed in, stood a table covered with 
unwashed dishes; some late flies were crawling in the 
gutters of slop, besotted derelicts of insects, stupidly 
staggering up and down the cracked china. On the 
stove stood a number of flat-irons, but there was no fire. 
A mass of unironed clothes lay on an old couch and over 
the backs of two unoccupied chairs. On the wall above 
the couch, hung the portrait of the dead man. 

I walked to the slumping figure in the rocker, and with 
iU-contained brutality demanded: "So this is why you 
did not bring my clothes! Where are they?" 

I heard my own voice cutting like the edge of a knife, 
and felt half-ashamed when that weak, shaking thing 
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lifted up its foolish face, and stared at me with watery, 
uncomprehending eyes. 

"My clothes," I reiterated; "are they here or up­
stairs?" 

"Guess-s-so," stammered the uncertain voice, ltg-guess 
&0." 

"Nothing for it but to find them myself," I muttered, 
beginning the search through the pile on the couch. 
Nothing of mine there, so I needs must climb to the 
Golgotha on the second floor, from which the Cross had 
disappeared, but which still bore traces of its victim's 
long crucifixion,-a pair of old bed-slippers still by the 
window, a sleeping-cap on the wall. Some cannot but 
leave so the things that have touched their dead. 

One by one I found the "rough-dry" garments, here, 
there, in the hall-way, in the garret, hanging or crumpled 
up among dozens of others. And all the while I hunted, 
the rain beat and the wind blew, and a low third sound 
kept mingling with them, rising from the lower floor. 
My heart smote me when I heard it, for I knew it was 
the woman sobbing. The self-righteous Pharisee within 
me gave an impatient sneer: "Alcohol tears I" But 
something else clutched at my throat, and I found myself 
glancing at the dead man's shoes. 

When I went downstairs, I avoided the rocking-chair, 
tied up my bundle, counted out the money, laid it on the 
table, and then turning round said, deliberately and 
harshly: "There is your money; don't buy whisky with 
it, Mrs. Bossert." 

Crying had a little sobered her. She looked up, ~'l 
with less light in her face than in an intelligent dog's, but 
with some dim self-consciousness. It was as a face that 
had appeared behind deforming bubbles of water. She 
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half lifted her hand, let it fall, and stammered, "No, I 
won't, I won't. It don't do nobody no good." 

The senseless desire to preach seized hold of me. 
"Mrs. Bossert," I cried out, "aren't you ashamed of 
yourself? A woman like you, who went through so 
much, and so long, and so bravely I And now, ~heD 
you could get along all right, to act like this I" 

The soggy mouth dropped open, the glazy eyes stared 
at me, fixedly and foolishly, then shifted to the portrait 
on the wall; and with a mawkish simper, as of some old 
drab playing sixteen, she slobbered out, nodding to the 
portrait: "All-for the lovc>-o' him." 

It was so utterly ludicrous that I laughed. Then a 
cold rage took me: "Look here," I said (and again I 
heard my own voice, grim and quiet, cutting the air like 
a whip), "if you believe, as I have -heard you say, that 
your husband can look down on you from anywhere, re­
member you couldn't do a thing to hurt him worse than 
you're doing now. 'Love' indeedl" 

The lash went home. The stricken figure Jiuddted 
closer; the voice came out like a dumb thing's JDOaD: 
"Oh-I'm all alone." 

Then suddenly I understood. I had taken it for moci­
ery, and profanation, that leering look at the shadow on 
the wall, that driveling stammer, "All-for the love-o' 
him." And it had been a solemn thing I No lover's word 
spoken in the morning of youth with the untried day 
before it, under the seductive witchery of answerinc 
breath and kisses, rusbing blood and throbbing bodies t 
but the word of a woman bent with service, seamed with 
labor, haggard with watching; the word of a woman 
who, at the washtub, had kept her sufferer by the work 
of her hands, and watched him between the sutches of 
her sleep. The immemorial passion of a common heart, 
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that is not much, that htuJ not much, and has lost all. 
Years were in it. For years she had had her burden to 
carry; and she had carried it to the edge of the grave. 
There it had fallen from her, and her arms were empty. 
Nothing to do any more. Alone. 

She sat up suddenly with a momentary Bare of light in 
her face.-"As long as I had him," she said, "I could do. 
I thought I'd be glad when he was gone, a many and 
many a time. But I'd rather he was up there yet. 
• • • I did everything. I didn't put him away mean. 
There was a hundred and twenty-five dollars insurance. 
I spent it aU on him. He was covered with Bowers." 

The Bare died down, and she fell together like a col­
lapsing bag. I saw the gray vacancy moving inward 
toward the last spark of intelligence in her eyes, as an 
ashing coal whitens inward toward the last dull red point 
of fire. Then this heap of rags shuddered with an in­
human whine, "A-I-o-n-e." 

In the crowding shadows I felt the desolation pressing 
me like a vise. Behind that sunken heap in the chair 
gathered a midnight specter; for a moment I caught a 
Hash from its royal, malignant eyes, the Monarch of 
human ruins, the murderous Bridegroom of widowed 
lOuIs, King Alcohol. 

"After all, as well that way as another," I muttered ~ 
and aloud (but the whip-cord had gone out of my 
voice), liThe money is on the table." • 

She did not hear me; the Bridegroom "had given His 
Beloved Sleep." 

I went out softly into the wild rain, and overhead, 
among the lashing arms of the leafless trees, and around 
the alley pocket, the wind was whining: "A-I-o-n-e." 
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T HERE was a lonely wind crying around the house, 
and wailing away through the twilight, like a 

child that has been refused and gone off crying. 
Every now and then the trees shivered with it, and 
dropped a few leaves that splashed against the windows 
like big, soft tears, and then fell down on the dark, dying 
grass, and lay there till the next wind rose and whirled 
them away. Rain was gathering. Oose by the gray 
patch of light within the room a white face bent over a 
small table, and dust-dim fingers swept across the strings 
of a zither. The low, pathetic opening chords of Albert's 
"Herbst-Klage" wailed for a moment like the wind; then 
a false note sounded, and the player threw her arms 
across the table and rested her face upon them. What 
was the. use? She knew how it ought to be, but she 
could never do it,-never make the strings strike true 
to the song that was sounding within, sounding as the 
wind and the rain and the falling leaves sounded it, as 
long ago the wizard Albert had heard and conjured it 
out of the sound-sea, before the little black notes that 
carried the message over the world were written. The 
weary brain wandered away over the mystery of the 
notes, and she whispered dully, "A sign to the eye, and 
a sound to the ear-and that is his gift to the world-bis 
will-and he is dead, dead, dead i-he was so great, and 
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they are so silly, those little black foolish dots-and yet 
they are there-and by them his soul sings-" 

The numb pain at her heart forced some sharp tears 
from the closed eyes. She bent and unbent her fingers 
hopelessly, two or three times, and then let them lie out 
ftat and still. It was not their fault, not the fingers' 
fault; they could learn .to do it, if they only had the 
chance; but they could never, never have the chance. 
They must always do something else, always a hundred 
other things first, always save and spare and patch and 
contrive; there was never time to do the thing she 
longed for most. Only the odd moments, the unex­
pected freedoms, the stolen half-hours, in which to live 
one's highest dream, only the castaway time for one's 
soul I And every year the fleeting glory waned, wavered. 
sunk away more and more sorrowfully into the gray, 
soundless shadows of an unlived life. Once she had 
heard it so clearly,-long ago, on the far-off sun-spaced, 
wind-singing fields of home,-the wild sweet choruses, 
the songs no man had ever sung. Still she heard them 
sometimes in the twilight, in the night, when she sat 
alone and work was over; high and thin and fading, 
only sound-ghosts, but still with the incomparable 
glory of a first revelation, a song no one else has ever 
heard, a marvel to be seized and bodied; only,-they 
faded away into the nodding sleep that would conquer, 
and in the light and rush of day were mournfully silent. 
And she never captured them, never would; life was 
half over now. 

With the thought she started up, struck the chords 
again, a world of plaint throbbing through the strings; 
surely the wizard himself would have been satisfied. But 
ah, once more the fatal uncertainty of the fingers. • • . 
She bit the left hand savagely, then touched it, softly 
and remorsefully, with the other, munnuring: "Poor 
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fingers I Not your fault." At last she rose and stood at 
the window, looking out into the night, and thinking of 
the ruined gift, the noblest gift, that had been hers and 
would die dumb; thinking of the messages .that bad 
come to her up out of the silent dark and sunk back 
into it, unsounded; of the voices she woule! have given 
to the messages of the masters, and never would give 
now; and with a bitter compression of the lips she said: 
"Well, I was born to strive and fail." 

And suddenly a rush of feeling swept her own life out 
of sight, and away out in the deepening night she saw 
the face of an old, shafJH:hinned, white-haired, dead 
man; he had been her father once, strong and young, 
with chestnut hair and gleaming eyes, and with his own 
dream of what he had to do in life. Perhaps he, too, 
had heard sounds singing in the air, a new message 
waiting for deliverance. It was allover now; he bad 
grown old and thin-faced and white, and had never done 
anything in the world; at least nothing for himself, his 
very own; he had sewn clothes,-thousands, millions of 
stitches in his work-weary life--no doubt there were 
still in existence scraps and fragments of his work,-in 
some old ragbag perhaps-beautiful, fine stitches, into 
which the keen eyesight and the deft hand had passed, 
still showing the amst-craftsman. But that was not his 
work; that was the service society had asked of him and 
he had rendered; himself, his own soul, that wherein he 
was different from other men, the unbought thing thaE 
the soul does for its own outpouring,-that was no­
where. And over there, among the low mounds of the 
soldiers' graves, his bed was made, and he was lying 
in it, straight and still, with the rain crying softly above 
him. He had been so full of the lust of life, so alert, so 
active r and nothing of it all !-"Poor father, you faDed 
too," she muttered softly. 
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And then behind the wraith of the dead man there 
rose an older picture, a face she had never seen, dead 
fifty years before; but it shone through the other face, 
and outshone it, luminous with great suffering, much 
overcoming, and complete and final failure. It was the 
face of a woman not yet middle-aged, smitten with death, 
with the horror of utter strangeness in the dying eyes; 
the face of a woman lost in a strange city of a strange 
land, and with her little crying, helpless children about 
her, facing the inexorable agony there on the pavement, 
where she was sinking down, and only foreign words 
falling in the dying ears I-She, too, had striven; how 
she had striven! Against the abyss of poverty there in 
the old world; against the load laid on her by Nature, 
Law, Society, the triune God of Terror; against the 
inertia of another will. She had bought coppers with 
blood, and spared and saved and endured and waited; 
she had bent the gods to her will; she had sent her hus-:­
band to America, the land of freedom and promise; she 
had followed him at last, over the great blue bitter water 
with its lapping mouths that had devoured one of her 
little ones upon the way; she had been driven like a cow 
in the shambles at the landing stage; she had been robbed 
of all but her ticket, and with her little children had 
hungered for three days on the overland journey; she 
had lived it through, and set foot in the promised land; 
but somehow the waiting face was not there, had miss~d 
her or she, him,-and lost and alone with Death and 
the starving babes, she sank at the foot of the soldiers' 
monument, and the black mist came down on the cour­
ageous eyes, and the light was flickering out forever. 
With a bitter cry the living figure in the room stretched 
its hands toward the vision in the night. There was 
nothing there, she knew it; nothing in the heavens above 
nor the earth beneath to hear the cry,-not so much as a 
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crumbling bone any more,-but she called brokenly, 
"Oh, why must she die so, with nothing, nothing, not 
one little reward after all that struggle? To fall on the 
pavement and die in the hospital at last '" 

And shuddering, with covered eyes and heavy breath, 
she added wearily, "No wonder that I fail; I come of 
those who failed; my father, his mother,--and before 
her?" 

Behind the fading picture, stretched dim, long shadows 
of silent generations, with rounded shoulders and bent 
backs and sullen, conquered faces. And they had all, 
most likely, dreamed of some wonderful thing they had 
to do in the world, and all had died and left it undone. 
And their work had been washed away, as if writ in 
water, and no one knew their dreams. And of the fruit 
of their toil other men had eaten, for that was the will • 
of the triune god; but of themselves was left no trace, 
no sound, no word, in the world's glory; no carving upon 
stone, no indomitable ghost shining from a written sign, 
no song singing out of black foolish spots on paper,­
nothing. They were as though they had not been. And 
as they all had died, she too would die, slave of the triple 
Terror, sacrificing the highest to the meanest, that some-

. where in some lighted ball-room or gas-bright theater, 
some piece of vacant flesh might wear one more jewel 
in her painted hair. 

"My soul," she said bitterly, "my soul for their dia­
monds '" It was time to sleep, for to-morrow-wORK. 
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I HAVE never wanted anything more than the wild 
creatures have,-a broad waft of clean air, a day 
to lie on the grass at times, with nothing to do but 

slip the blades through my fingers, and look as long as 
I pleased at the whole blue arch, and the screens of green 
and white between; leave for a month to float and float 
along the salt crests and among the foam, or roll with my 
naked skin over a clean long stretch of sunshiny sand; 
food that I liked, straight from the cool ground, and time 
to taste its sweetness, and time to rest after tasting; 
sleep when it came, and stillness, that the sleep might 
leave me when it would, not sooner- Air, room, light 
rest, nakedness when I would not be clothed, and when 
I would be clothed, garments that did not fetter; free­
dom to touch my mother earth, to be with her in storm 
and shine, as the wild things are,-this is what I wanted, 
-this, and free contact with my fellows ;-not to love, 
and lie and be ashamed, but to love and say I love, and 
be glad of it; to feel the currents of ten thousand years 
of passion flooding me, body to body, as the wild things 
meet. I have asked no more. 

But I have not received. Over me there sits that piti­
less tyrant, the Soul; and I am nothing. It has driven 
me to the city, where the air is fever and fire, and said, 
"Breathe this ;-1 would learn; I cannot team in the 
empty fields; temples are here,-stay." And when my 
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poor, stilled lungs have panted till it seemed my chest 
must burst, the Soul has said, "I will allow you, then, I 

an hour or two; we will ride, and I will take my book and 
read meanwhile." 

And when my eyes have cried out with tears of paiD 
for the brief vision of freedom drifting by, only for 
leave to look at the great green and blue an hour, after 
the long, dull-red horror of walls, the Soul has said, "J 
cannot waste the time altogether; I must know I Read." 
And when my ears have plead for the singing of the 
crickets and the music of the night, the Soul has an­
swered, "No: gongs and whistles and shrieks are unplea­
sant if you listen; but school yourself to hearken to the 
spiritual voice, and it will not matter." 

When I have beat against my narrow confines of brick 
and mortar, brick and mortar, the Soul has said, "Miser­
able slave I Why are you not as I, who in one moment 
fly to the utterest universe? It matters not where you 
are, I am free." 

When I would have slept, so that the lids feU heavily 
and I could not lift them, the Soul has struck me with a 
lash, crying, Ie Awake I Drink some stimulant for those 
shrinking nerves of yours I There is no time to sleep till 
the work is done." And the cursed poison worked upon 
me, till Its will was done. 

When I would have dallied over my food, the Soul h:l9 

ordered, "Hurry, hurry! Do I have time to waste on this 
disgusting scene? Fill yourself and be gone I" 

When I have envied the very dog, rubbing its bare 
back along the ground in the sunlight, the Soul has ex­
claimed, "Would you degrade me so far as to put your­
self on a level with beasts?" And my bands were drawn 
tighter. 

When I have looked upon my kind, and longed to em­
brace them, hungered wildly for the press of anna and 
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lips, the Soul has commanded sternly, "Cease, vile crea­
ture of Beshly lusts I Eternal reproach I Will you for­
ever shame me with your beastliness?" 

And I have always yielded: mute, joyless, fettered, I 
have trod the world of the Soul's choosing, and served 
and been unrewarded. Now I am broken before my 
time; bloodless, sleepless, breathless,-hatf-blind, racked 
at every joint, trembling with every leaf. "Perhaps I 
have been too hard," said the Soul; "you shall have a 
rest." The boon has come too late. The roses are be­
neath my feet now, but the perfume does not reach me; 
the willows trail across my cheek and the great arch is 
overhead, but my eyes are too weary to lift to it; the 
wind is upon my face, but I cannot bare my throat to its 
caress; vaguely I hear the singing of the Night through 
the long watches when sleep does not come, but the an­
swering vibration thrills no more. Hands touch mine-­
I longed for them so once--but I am as a corpse. I re­
member that I wanted all these things, but now the 
power to want is crushed from me, and only the memory 
of my denial throbs on, with its never-dying pain. And 
still I think, if I were left alone long enough-but already 
I hear the Tyrant up there plotting to slay me.-"Yes," 
it keeps saying, "it is about time I I will not be chained 
to a rotting carcass. If my days are to pass in per­
petual idleness I may as well be annihilated. I will make 
the wretch do me one more service.-You have clamored 
to be naked in the water. Go now, and lie in it forever." 

Yes: that is what I~ is saying, and I--.the sea stretches 
down there--- . . -
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The Triumph of Youth 

T HE afternoon blazed and glittered along the motion­
less tree-tops and down into the yellow dust of 
the road. Under the shadows of the trees, among 

the powdered grass and bushes, sat a woman and a man. 
The man was young and handsome in a way, with a 
lean eager face and burning eyes, a forehead in the old 
poetic mould crowned by loose dark waves of hair; his 
chin was long, his lips parted devouringly and his glances 
seemed to eat his companion's face. It was not a pretty 
face, not even ordinarily good looking,---sallow, not 
young, only youngish; but there was a peculiar mobility 
about it, that made one notice it. She waved her hand 
slowly from East to West, indicating the horizon, and 
said dreamingly: "How wide it is, how far it is lOne 
can get one's breath. In the city I always feel that the 
walts are squeezing my chest." After a little silence she 
asked without looking at him: "Vllbat are you thinking 
of, Bernard?" 

''Y ou," he murmured. 

She glanced at him under her lids musingly, stretched 
out her hand and touched his eyelids with her finger-tips, 
and turned aside with a curious fleeting smite. He 
caught at her hand, but failing to touch it as she drew it 
away, bit his lip and forcedly looked off at the sky and 
the landscape: ''Yes,'' he said in a strained voice, "it h 
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Leautiful, after the city. I wish we could stay in it." 
The woman sighed: "That's what I have been wishing 

for the last fifteen years." 
He bent towards her eagerly: f4Do you think-" he 

stopped and stammered. "You know we have been plan­
ning, a few of us, to club together and get a tittle farm 
somewhere near-would you-do you think-would you 
be one of us 1" 

She laughed, a little low, sad laugh: "I wouldn't be 
any good, you know. I couldn't do the work that ought 
to be done. I would come fast enough and I would try. 
Bat I'm a little too old, Bernard. The rest are young 
enough to make mistakes and live to make them good; 
but when I would have my lesson learned, my strength 
would be gone. It's half gone now." 

"No, it isn'!," burst out the youth. "You're worth half 
a dozen of those young ones. Old, old-one would think 
you were seventy. And you're not old; you will never 
be old." 

She looked up where a crow was wheeling in the air. 
"If," she said slowly, following its motions with her 
eyes, "you once plant your feet on my face, and you will, 
you impish bird-my Bernard will sing a different song." 

"No, Bernard won't," retorted the youth. "Bernard 
knows his own mind, even if he is 'only a boy.' I don't 
love you for your face, you-" 

She interrupted him with a shrug and a bitter sneer. 
"Evidently I Who would 1" 

A look of mingled pain and annoyance overspread his 
features. "How you twist my words. You are beauti­
ful to me; and you know what I meant." 

"Well," she said, throwing herself backward against 
a tree-trunk and stretching out her feet on the grass, 
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ripples of amusement wavering through the cloudy ex .. 
pression, "tett me what do you love in me." 

He was silent, biting his lower lip. 
"I'll tell you then," she said. "It's my energy, the life 

in me. That is youth, and my youth has overlived its 
time. I've had a long lease, but it's going to expire soon. 
So long as you don't see it, so long as my life seems 
fuller than yours-well-; but when the failure of life 
becomes visible, while your own is still in its growth, you 
will tum away. When my feet won't spring any more, 
yours will still be dancing. And you will want dancing 
feet with you." 

"I will not," he answered shortly. "I've seen plenty of 
other women; I sawall the crowd coming up this morn­
ing and there wasn't a woman there to compare with 
you. I don't say I'll never love others, but now I don't; 
if I see another woman like you- But I never could 
love one of those young girls." 

"Sh-sh," she said glancing down the road where a 
whirl of dust was making towards them, in the center 
of which moved a band of bright young figures, "there 
they come now. Don't they look beautiful?" There 
were four young girls in front, their faces radiant with 
sun and air, and daisy wreaths in their gleaming hair; 
they had their arms around each other's waists and sang 
as they walked, with neither more accord nor discord 
than the birds about them. The voices were delicious 
in their youth and joy; one heard that they were singing 
not to produce a musical effect, but from the mere wish 
to sing. Behind them came a troop of young fellows, 
coats off, heads bare, racing all over the roadside, jostling 
each other and purposely provoking scrambles. The tall­
est one had a nimbus of bright curls crowning a glowing 
face, dimpled and sparkling as a child's. The girls 
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glanced shyly at him under their lashes· as he danced 
about now in front and now behind them, occasionally 
tossing them a flower, but mostly hustling his comrades 
about. Behind these came older people with three or four 
yery little children riding on their backs. 

As the group came abreast of our couple they 
stopped to exchange a few words, then went on. When 
they ,had passed out of hearing the woman sat with a 
sphinx-like stare in her eyes, looking steadily at the 
spot where the brigh~ head had nodded to her as it 
passed. 

"Like a wildflower on a stalk," she murmured softly, 
narrowing her eyes as if to fix the vision, "like a tall 
tiger-lily." 

Her companion's face darkened perceptibly. "What 
do you mean? What do you see?" he asked. 

"The vision of Youth and Beauty," she answered in the 
tone of a sleep-walker, "and the glory and triumph of it, 
-the immortality of it-its splendid indifference to its 
ruined temples, and all its humble worshipers. Do 
you know," turning suddenly to him with a sharp change 
in face and voice, "what I would be wicked enough to 
do, if I could?" 

He smiled tolerantly: "You, wicked? Dear one, you 
couldn't be wicked." 

"Oh, but I could I If there were any way to fix Davy's 
head forever, just as he passed us now,-forever, so that 
all the world might keep it and see it for all time, I 
would cut it off with this hand I Yes, I would." Her 
eyes glittered mercilessly. 

He shook his head smiling: "You wouldn't kill a bug, 
let alone Davy." 

"I tell you I would. Do you remember when 
Nathaniel died? I fel~ bad enough, but do you know 
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the week before when he was so very sick, I wenf 
out one day to a beautiful glen we used to visit together. 
They had been improving it I they ihad improved it so 
much that the water is all dying out of the creek; the 
little boats that used to float like pond lilies lie all help­
less in the mud, and hardly a ribbon of water goes over 
the fall, and the old giant trees are withering. Oh, it 
hurt me so to think the glory of a thousand yeal'S" was 
vanishing before my eyes and I couldn't hold it. And 
suddenly the question came into my head: 'If you had 
the power would you save Nathaniel's life or bring back 
the water to the glen?' And I didn't hesitate a minute. 
I said, 'Let Nathaniel die and all my best loved ones and 
I myself, but bring back the glory of the glen I" 

"When I think," she went on turning away and bec0m­
ing dreamy again, "of all the beauty that is gone that 
I can never see, that is lost forever-the beauty that had 
to alter and die,-it stifles me with the pain of it. Why 
must it all die?" 

He looked at her wonderingly. "It seems to me," he 
said slowly, "that beauty worship is almost a disease 
with you. I wouldn't like to care so much for mere out­
sides." 

"We never long for the thing we are rich in," she 
answered in a dry, changed voice. Nevertheless his face 
lighted, it was pleasant to be rich in the thing she wor­
shiped. He had gradually drawn near 'her feet and 
now suddenly bent forward and kissed them passionately. 
"Don't," she cried sharply, "it's too much like self-abase­
ment And besides-" 

His face was white and quivering, his :voice choked . 
. "Well-what besides-'t 

"The time will come when ~u will wisti you bact re-
8erved that kiss for some other foot. Some one to whom 
it will all be new, who will shudder with the joy of it, 
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who wiD meet you half way, who will believe all that 
you say, and say like things in fullness of heart. And I 
perhaps will see you, and know that in your heart you are 
sorry you gave something to me that you would have 
ungiven if you could." 

He buried -his face in his hands. "You do not love me 
at all," he said. "You do not believe me." 

A curious softness came into the answer: "Oh, yes, 
dear, I believe you. Years ago I believed myself when 
I said the same sort of thing. But I told you I am get­
ting old. I can not unmake what the years have made, 
nor bring back what they have stolen. I love you for 
:10#" face", the words had a sting in them, "and for your 
soul too. And I am glad to be loved by you. But, do 
you know what I am thinking?" 

He did not answer. 
"I am thinking that as I sit here, beloved by you and 

others who are young and beautiful-it is no lie-in a­
weD, in a triumph I have not sought, but which I am 
human enough to be glad of, envied no doubt by those 
young girls,-I am thinking how the remorseless feet of 
Youth will tramp on me soon, and carry you away. And" 
-very slowly-"in my day of pain, you will not be near, 
nor the others. I shall be alone; age and pain are un­
lovely." 

"You won't let me come near you," he said wildly. "I 
would do anything for you. I always want to do things 
for you to spare you, and -you never- let me. When you 
are in pain you will push me away." 

A fairly exultant glitter flashed in -her face. 'ryes," 
she said, "I know my secret. That is how I have stayed 
young so long. See," she said, stretching out her arms, 
"other womeu at my age are past the love of men. Their 
aBections have gone to children. And I have broken the 

Digitized by Coogle 



·460 YOLTAIJUNE DE :CLl~nE 

law of nature and prolonged the love of youth beca~ 
I have been strong and stood alone. But there is an end. 
Things change, seasons. change, you, I, all change; what's 
the use of saying 'Never-forever, forever-never,' like 
the old clock on the stairs? It's a big lie." 

"I won't talk any more," he said, "but when Ule _ 
comes you will see." 

She nodded: "Yes, I will see." 
"Do you think all people alike?" 
"As like as ants. People are vessels which life fi11s 

and breaks, as it does trees and bees and other sorts of 
vessels. They play when they are little, and then they 
love and then they have children and then they die. Ants 
do the same." 

"To be sure. But I don't deceive myself as to the 
scope of it." 

The crowd were returning now, and by tacit consent 
they arose and joined the group. Down the road they 
jumped a fence into a field and had to cross a little 
stream. "Where is our bridge?" called the boys. "We 
made a bridge. Some one has stolen our bridge." 

"Oh, come on," cried Davy, "let's jump it." Three ran 
and sprang; they landed laughing and taunting the rest. 
Bernard sought out his beloved. "Shall I help you 
over?" he asked. 

"No," she said shortly, !'.help the girls," and brushing 
past him she jumped, falling a little short and muddying 
a foot, but scrambling up unaided. The rest debated 
seeking an advantageous point. At last they found a big 
stone in the middle, and pulling off his shoes, Bernard 
waded in the creek, helping the girls across. The small­
est one, large-eyed and timid, clung to his arm and let 
him almost carry her over. 

"He does it real natural," observed Davy, wlio was 
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whisking about in the daisy field like some flashing but­
terfiy. 

They gathered daisies and laughed and sang and chat­
tered till the sun went low. Then they'gathered under a 
big tree and spread their lunch on the ground. And 
after they had eaten, the conversation lay between the 
sallow-faced woman and one of the older men, a clever 
oonversation filled with quaint observations and curious 
sidelights. The boys sat all about the woman questioning 
her eagerly, but behind in the shadow of the drooping 
branches sat the girls, silent, unobtrusive, holding each 
other's hands. Now and then the talker cast a furtive 
glance from Bernard's rather withdrawn face to the faces 
in the shadow, and the enigmatic smile hovered and 
ftitted over her lips. 

* * * 
Three years later on the anniversary of that summer 

day the woman sat at an upstairs window in the house on 
the little farm that was a reality now, the little co­
operative farm where ten free men and women labored 
and loved. She had come with the others and done her 
best, but the cost of it, hard labor and merciless pain, 
was stamped on the face that looked from the window. 
She was watching Bernard's figure as it came swinging 
through the orchard. Presently he came in and up the 
stairs. 'His feet went past her door, then turned back 
irresolutely, and a low knock followed. Her eyebrows 
bent together almost sternly as she answered, "Come in." 

He entered with a smile: "Can I do anything for you. 
this morning?" 

"No," she said quietly, "you know I like my own 
cranky ways. I-I'd rather do things myself." He nod­
ded: "I know. I always get the same answer. Shall 
you go to the picnic? You surely will keep our founda­
tion-day picnic?" 
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"Perhaps-later. And perhaps not." There was a 
curious tone of repression in the words. 

"Well," he answered good-naturedly, "if you won't 
let me do anything for you, I'll have to find some one who 
will. Is Bella ready to go?" 

"This half hour. Bella. Here is Bernard" And 
Bella came in. Bella, the timid girl with the brilliant 
complexion and gazelle soft eyes, Bella radiant in her 
youth and feminine daintiness, more lovely than she had 
been three years before. 

She gave Bernard a lunch basket to carry and a abawl 
and a workbag and a sun umbrella, and when they went 
out she clung to his arm besides. She stopped near one 
of their own rose bushes and told him to choose a bud 
for her, and she put it coquettishly in her dark hair. The 
woman watched them till they disappeared down the 
lane; he had never once looked back. Then her mouth 
settled in a quiet sneer and she murmured: "How long 
is 'forever'? Three years." After a while she rose and 
crossed to an old mirror that hung on the opposite wail 
Staring at the reflection it gave back, she whispered 
drearily: "You are ugly, you are eaten with pain I Do 
you still expect the due of youth and beauty? Did you 
not know it all long ago?" Then something Bashed in 
the image, something as if the features had caught fire 
and burned. "I will not," she said hoarsely, her fingers 
clenching. "I will not surrender. Was it he I loved? 
It was his youth, his beauty, his life. And younger youtli 
shall love me still, stronger life. I will not, I will not 
die alive." She turned away and ran down into the yard 
and out into the fields. She would not go on the COUl­

mon highway where all went, she would find a hard way 
through woods and over hills, and she would come there 
before them and sit and wait for them where the ways 
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met. Bareheaded, ill-dressed and careless she ran along, 
finding a fierce pleasure in trampling and breaking the 
brush that impeded her. There was the road at last, and 
right ahead of her an old, old man hobbling along with 
bent back and eyes upon the ground. Just before him 
was a bad hole in the road; he stopped, irresolute, and 
looked around like a crippled insect stretching its anten­
rue to find a way for its mangled feet. She called cheer­
ily, "Let me help you." He looked up with dim blue 
eyes helplessly seeking. She led him slowly around the 
dangerous place, and then they sat down together on the 
little covered wooden bridge beyond. 

"Ah I" murmured the old man, shaking his head, "it 
is good to be young." And there was the ghost of ad­
miration in his watery eyes, as he looked at her tall 
straight figure. 

''Yes,'' she answered sadly, looking away down the 
road where she saw Bella's white dress fluttering, "it is 
good to be young." 

The lovers passed without noticing them, absorbed in 
each other. Presently the old man hobbled away. "It 
will come to that too," she muttered looking after him. 
"The h. of life I" 
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The Old Shoemaker 

H E had lived a long time there, in the house at the 
end of the alley, and no one had ever known that 
he was a great man. He was lean and palsied, 

and had a crooked back; his beard was grey and ragged, 
and his eyebrows came too far forward; there were seams 
and flaps in the empty, yellow old skin, and he gasped 
horribly when he breathed, taking hold of the lintel of 
the door to steady himself when he stepped out on the 
broken bricks of the alley. He lived with a frightful 
old woman who scrubbed the floors of the rag-shop, 
and drank beer, and growled at the children who poked 
fun at her. He had lived with her eighteen years, she 
said, stroking the furry little kitten that curled up in 
her neck as if she had been beautiful. 

Eighteen years they had been drinking and quarreling 
together-and suffering. She had seen the flesh suck­
ing away from the bones, and the skin falling in upon 
them, and the long, lean fingers growing more lean and 
trembling, as they crooked round his shoemaking tools. 

It was very strange she had not grown thin; the beer 
had bloated her, and rolls of weak, shaking flesh lapped 
over the ridges of her uncouth figure. Her pale, lack­
lustre blue eyes wandered aimlessly about as she talked: 
No-he had never told her, not even in their quarrels, 
not even when they were drunken together, of the great 
Visitor who had come up the little alley, yesterday, 
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walking SO stately over the sun-beaten bricks, taking 
no note of the others, and coming in at the door without 
asking. She had not expected such an one; how could 
she? But the Old Shoemaker had shown no surprise 
at the Mighty One. He smiled and set down the tea­
cup he was holding, and entered into communion with 
the Stranger. He noticed no others, but continued to 
smile; and the infinite dignity of the Unknown fell upon 
him, and covered the wasted old limbs and the hard, 
wizened face, so that all we who entered, bowed, and went 
out, and did not speak. 

But we understood, for the Mighty One gave under­
standing without words. We had been in the presence 
of Freedoml We had stood at the foot of Tabor, and 
seen this worn, old, world-soiled soul lose all its dross 
and commonplace, and pass upward smiling, to the Trans­
figuration. In the hands of the Mighty One the crust 
had crumbled, and dropped away in impalpable powder. 
Souls should be mixed of it no more. Only that which 
passed upward, the fine white playing flame, the heart 
of the long, life-long watches of patience, should re­
kindle there in the perennial ascension of the great Soul 
of Man. 
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Where the White Rose Died 

I T was late at night, a raw, rough-shouldering night, 
that shoved men in comers as baving no business 
in the street, and the few people in the northbound 

car drew themselves into themselves, radiating hedgehog 
quills of feeling at their neighbors. Presently there came 
in a curious figure, clothed in the drapery of its country's 
honor, the blue flannel flapping very much about its legs. 
I looked at its feet first, because they were so very small 
and girlish, and because the owner of them adjusted 
the flapping pants with the coquetry of a maiden switch­
ing her skirts. Then I glanced at the hands: they also 
were small and womanish, and constantly in motion. At 
last, the face, expecting a fresh young boy's, not long 
away from some country village. It was the sunk, 
seamed face of a man of forty-five, seared, and with 
iron-gray eyebrows, but lit by twinkling young eyes, 
that gleamed at everything good-humoredly. The sailor's 
pancake with its official lettering was pushed rakishly 
down and forward, and looking at bat and wearer, one 
instinctively turned milliner and decorated the "shape" 
with aigrette and bows,-they would nod so accordant 
with the flirting head. Presently the restless bands went 
up and gave the hat another tilt, went down and straight­
ened the "divided skirt," folded themselves an instant 
while the little feet began tattooing the car floor, and 
the scintillant eyes looked general invitation all round 

Digitized by Coogle 



WHERE THE WHITE RosE DIED 467 

the car. No perceptible shrinkage of quills, however, 
so the eyes wandered over to their image in the plate 
glass, and directly the hat got another coquettish dip. 
and th~ skirts another flirt and settle. 

The conductor came in: some one to talk to at last I 
"Will you let me off at Ninth and Race?" 

The dim chill of a smile shivered over ~e other faces 
in the car. Ninth and Race I Who ever heard a defender 
of his country's glory ask a conductor on a street car in 
Philadelphia for any other point than Ninth and Race I 

The conductor nodded appreciatively. "Just come to 
the city, I suppose," he said interlocutively. 

The sailor plucked off his hat, exhibiting his label with 
child-like vanity: "5. S. Alabama. Here for three days 
just. Been over in New York." 

"Like it?" remarked the conductor, prolonging his stay 
inside the car. 

The hat went on again, proudly. "Sixteen years in 
the service. Yes, sir. SUo-teen years. The service is all 
right. The service is good enough for me. Live there. 
Expect to die there. Sixteen years. You won't forget 
to let me off at Ninth and Race." 

"No. Going to see Chinatown?" 
"Sure. Chinatown's all right. Seen it in Hong Kong. 

Want to see it in Philadelphia." 
o cradle of my country's freedom! These are your 

defenders, - these to whom your chief delight is your 
stews and your brothels, your fantans and your opium 
dens, your sinks of filth and your cesspools of slime I 
Let them only be as they were "at Hong Kong"-or 
worse-and "the service" asks no more. He will live in 
it and die in it, and it's good enough for him. Oh, not 
your old-time patriotic legends, nor the halls of the 
great Rebel Birth, nor the solemn, silent Bell tha~ once 

Digitized by Coogle 



YOLTAIRINE DE CLEYU 

procJaime(l hDerty throughout the land, nor the piteous 
relics of your dead wise men, nor any dream of your 
bright, pure young days when yet you were "a fair 
greene country towne," swims up in the vision of "the 
service" when he sets his foot within your borders, filling 
him with devotion to Our Lady Liberty, and drawing 
him to New World pilgrim shrines. Not these, oh no, 
not these. But your leper spot, your Old World plague­
house, your breeding-ground of pest-begotten human ver­
min I So there is Chinatown, and electric glare enough 
upon it, and rat-holes enough within it, "the service" is 
good enough for him,-he will shoot to order in your 
defense till he dies I 

Rat-tat-tat went the little feet upon the floor, and the 
pancake got another rakish pull. Presently the active 
figure squared sharply about and faced the door. The 
car had stopped, and a drunken man was $lggering 
in. The sailor caught him good-humoredly in his arms, 
swung him about, and seated him beside himself with a 
comforting "Now you're all right, sir; sit right here, my 
friend." 

The drunkard had a sodden, stupid face and bleary 
eyes from which the alcohol was oozing. In his shaking 
hand he held a bunch of delicate half-opened roses, hot­
house roses, cream and pink; the odor of them drifted 
faintly through the car like a whiff of summer. Some­
thing like a sigh of relaxation exhaled from the hedge­
hogs, and a dozen commiserating eyes were fastened on 
the ill-fated flowers,-so fragile, so sweet, so inoffensive, 
so wantonly sacrificed. The hot. unsteady, clutching 
hand had already burned the stems, and the pale, help­
less faces of the roses drooped heavily. 

The drunkard, ·full of beery effervescence, cast a bub­
bling look over the ca:-, and spying a young lady opposite, 
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suddenly stood up and offered the bouquet to her. She 
stared resolutely through him, seeing and hearing noth­
ing, not even the piteous child-blossoms, with their 
pleading, downbent heads, and with a confused mutter­
ing of "No offense, no offense, you know," the man sank 
back again. As he did so the uncertain fingers released 
one stem, and a cream-white bloom went fluttering down, 
like a butterfly with broken wings. There it lay, jolting 
back and forth on the dirty floor, and no one dared to 
pick it up. 

Presently the drunkard sopped over comfortably on 
the sailor's shoulder, who, with a generally directed wink 
of bonhomie, settled him easily, bestowing a sympathetic 
pat upon the bloated cheek. The conductor disturbed 
the situation by asking for his fare. The drunkard stu­
pidly rubbed his eyes and offered his flowers in place 
of the nickel. Again they were refused; and after a 
fluctuant search in his pockets between intervals of nod­
ding, the dirty, over-fingered bit of metal was produced, 
accepted-and still the dying blossoms shivered in the 
torturer's hands. 

He was drowsing off again, when, by some sudden 
tum of the obstructed machinery in his skull, his lids 
opened and he struggled up; the image of myself must 
have swum suddenly across the momentarily acting eye­
nerve, and with gurgling deference, at the immanent risk 
of losing his equilibrium once more, he proffered the 
bouquet to me, grabbing the heads and presenting them 
stem-end towards. A smothered snuffle went round the 
car. 

I wanted them, Oh, how I wanted them! My heart 
beat suffocatingly with the sense of baffied pity and rage 
and cowardice. Who was he, that drunken sot, with his 
smirching, wabbling hand, that I should fear to take the 
roses from him? Why must I grind my teeth and sit 
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there helpless, while those beautiful things were crushed 
and blasted and torn in living fragments? I could take 
them home. I could give them drink, they would lift up 
their heads, they would open wide, for days they would 
make the room sweet, and the pale, soft glory of their 
inimitable petals would shine like a luminous promise 
across the winter. Nobody wanted them, nobody cared; 
this sodden beast in the flare-up of his consciousness 
wished to be quit of them. Why might I not take them? 
Something sharp bit and burned my eyelids as I glanced 
at the one on the floor. The conductor had stepped on 
it and crushed it open; and there lay the marvelous 
creamy leaves, curled at their edges like kiss-seeking lips, 
eacl1 with its glory greater than Solomon's, all fouled 
and ruined in the human reek. 

And I dared not save the others! Miserable coward I 
I forced my hands tighter in my pockets and turned 

my head away towards the outside night and the back­
ward slipping street. Between me and it, a dim reflec­
tion wavered. the image of the thing that stood there 
before me; and somewhere, like a far-off, dulled bell. I 
heard the words, "And God created man in his own im­
age, in the image of God created He him." The sailor, 
no doubt with the kindly intention of relieving me from 
annoyance, and not averse to play with anything, made 
pretence of seizing the roses. Then the drunkard. in an 
abandon of generosity, began tearing off the blossoms 'by 
the heads, scrutinizing, and casting each away as unfit 
for the exalted service of his "friend," till the latter 
reaching out managed to get hold of a white one with 
a stem. He trimmed its sheltering green carefully, 
brought out a long black pin. stuck it through the stalk, 
and fastened the pale shining head against his dark blue 
blouse. All hedgehoggery smiled. We had thrust the 
roses through with our forbidding q~lls,-what matter 
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that a barbarian nail crucified this last one? The drunk­
ard slept again, limply holding his scattering bunch of 
headless stems and tom foliage. Pink and cream the 
petals strewed the floor. Where was the loving hand 
that had nursed them to bloom in this hard, unwonted 
weather; loved and nursed and-.rold them? 

"Ninth and Race," sang out the conductor. The sailor 
sprang up with a merry grin, bowed gaily to everyone, 
twinkled ,his fingers in the air with a blithe "Ta ta; I'm 
off for Chinatown," as he slid through the door, and was 
away in a trice, tripping down to the pestiferous sink 
tbat was awaiting him somewhere. And on his breast he 
wore the pallid flower that had offered its stainless beauty 
to me, that I had loved,-and had not loved enough to 
save. The rest were dead; but that one-somewhere 
down there in a den where even the gas-choked lights 
were leering like prostitutes' eyes, down there in that 
trough of swill and swine, that pure, still thing had yet 
to die. 
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The Modem Drama 
It. &citIl aml RerJOlutiollGl'll 8igllifit:tulDe 

By 

EMMA GOLDMAN 
This volume contains a critical analysis of the 

Modem Drama, in its relation to the social and 
revolutionary tendencies of the age. It embraces 
fifty plays of twenty-four of the foremost 
dramatists of six different countries., dealing with 
them not from the technical point of view, but 
from the standpoint of their universal and dy­
namic appeal to the human race. 

CONTENTS 
PREFACE 
THE SCANDINAVIAN DRAMA: Ibsen, 

Strindberg, Bjornson 

THE GERMAN DRAMA: Hauptmann, Suder­
mann, Wedekind 

THE ENGLISH DRAMA: Shaw, Pinero, 
Galsworthy, Kennedy, Sowerby 

THE IRISH DRAMA: :Yeats, Lady GregQry, 
Robinson 

l'HE RUSSIAN DRAMA: Tolstoy, Tchekhov, 
Gorki, Tchirikov, Andreyev 
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WORKS BY PETER KROPOTKIN 
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Memoirs of a Revolutionist .••••..•••••.•••• 11.00 

RU88ian Literature .••••••.••••••••••••••••• 1:.00 

Conquest o( Bread.......................... 1.00 

Fields, Factories and Workshops (cloth) ..... · .75 

Modem Science and Anarchism (new enlarged 
edition) ••••••••••••.•••••••••••••••.••. .50 

The Ten-or in RuBlia ..................... eo. • • .15 

The State: Its Historic R6Ie................ .10 

Anarchism: Its Philosophy and Id........... .05 

Anarchist Communism •••.••••••••••••••••• " .05 

The Place of Anarchism in Social Evolution.. .05 

The CommUD.e of Paris..................... .05 

The Wage System. ••••••••••••••• e._. .. .. •. . ..5 

Expropriation .•••.••••••••••••••••••••.•••• .05 

Law and Authority ••••••.• eo •••. _ e .•••••• eo. • • • .05 

Wu ..............•...•.•...•..••.•........ .05 

An Appeal to the Younl. .. .. • • .. .. .. .. .. .. • .05 
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The Complete Set, $g.oe 
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Syndicalism.: The Modem Meuce to Capi-
talism. Emma Goldman .05 

Marriage and Love )!mma Goldmart ;10 

Patriotism Emma .Goldmart !os 

Victims of Monlity and the Failure of Chris-
tianity Emma Go!dman ~IO 

Anarchy Versus Socialism .Emma ~ldm~ .10. 

Anarchism and Malthua .C. L. James .05 

The Modem School Francisco Ferrer ~o5 

A Talk About Anarchist Communism Be-
tween Two Workers Enrico Malates~ .05 

Syndicalism E. <;. Ford and Wm. Z. Foster .10. 
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The Life, Trial and Death of Francisco Ferrer 
William Archer $1.50 

Anarchism-An able and impartial exposition 
of Anarchism Paul Eltzbacher 

What Is Property?-A brilliant arraignment 
of property and the State 

The Ego and His Own. 

The Life of Albert Parsons 

Pierre Proudhon 

Max Stirner 

Speeches of the Chicago Anarchists Cloth, 
Paper cover, 

God and the State Michael Bakunin 

Francisco Ferrer: His Life, Work and Mar­
tyrdom 

The Origin and Ideals of the Modem School 
Francisco Ferrer 

News From Nowhere William Morris 

Useful Work Versus Useless Toil 
William Morris 

MOIlopoly William Morris 

Evolution and Revolution Elisee Reclus 

The Bom1>-A novel vividly portraying the 
Chicago Haymarket Events of 1887 
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Liberty and the Great Libertariana 
Compiled by C. T. Sprading 1.50 1.60 

The Science of Society 
Stephen Pearl Andrews 1.50 1.65 

England'. Ideal Edward Carpenter 1.00 1.10 

Love'. Coming of Age Edward Carpenter 1.00 
By Mail 1.10 

Syndicalism and the Co - Operative 
Commonwealth 
E. Pataud and E. Pouget (cloth) 1.00 1.10 

Paper, .75 .80 

My Life in Prison Donald Lowrie I.~5 1.40 

Free Political Institutions L. Spooner .50 .55 

Meuage of Anarchy Jethro Brown .~s .~7 

On Liberty of the Press James Mill .15 .17 

Political Socialism B. E. Nillson .10 .I~ 

Land and Liberty W. C. Owen .10 .I~ 

The Social Evil Dr. J. H. Greer .10 .12 

A Vindication of Natural Society (cloth) 
Edmund Burke .50 

Non-Governmental Society 
Edward Carpenter .15 

Concentration of Capital W. Tcherkesoff .05 
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Anarchy Enrico Malatesta .oS 
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Emile Pouget .05 
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Obscene Literature and Compulsory Law 
(Sold only to libraries and persons 
known to belong to the lelW1Jed pro-
fessions.) Theodore Schroeder $5.00 

Free Press Anthology 
Theodore Schroeder ~.OO 

Due Process of Law 
Theodore Schroeder .~5 

Freedom of the Press and Obscene 
Literature Theodore Schroeder ~5 

In Defense of Free Speech 
Theodore Schroeder .10 

Liberal Opponents and Conservative 
Friends of Unabridged Freedom of 
Speech Theodore Schroeder .10 

Paternal Legislation 
Theodore Schroeder .05 

Our Vanishing Liberty of the Prea 
Theodore Schroeder .05 

Law-Breaking by the Pollce 
Alden Freeman .05 

The Fight for Free Speech 
Alden Freeman .05 
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THE ONLY ANARCHJST MONTHLY 
====IN AMERJ~~=== 

MOTHER 
EARTH 

til A revolutionary literary ma,.sine devoted to 
Anarchist thOUlht in 1OCio1o." ecDnomic:a. edll 
cation, and life. 
til Articles by leadm, AnarchUta and radical 
thinken.-IntefDabonal Notes fiYin, a aum­
mary of the revolutionary ICtivitiei in varioUi 
countriea.-Reviewa of modern boob and the 
drama. 

TEN CENTS A. COPY 
ONE DOLLAR A. YEAR 
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