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Moraer EarTH 473
A CORRECTION

Owing to a perhaps natural misunderstanding, it was
stated in the American report to the Amsterdam Con-
gress that I am a worker in the cause of Anarchist Com-
munism. The report should have said Anarchism, sim-
ply, as I am not now, and never have been at any time,
a Communist. I was for several years an individualist,
but becoming convinced that a number of the fundamental
propositions of individualistic economy would result in
the destruction of equal liberty, I relinquished those
beliefs. In doing so, however, I did not accept the pro-
posed economy of Communism, which in some respects
would entail the same result, destruction of equal free-
dom; always, of course, in my opinion, which I very
willingly admit should not be weighed by others as of
equal value with the opinions of those who make econ-
omy a thorough study, but which must, nevertheless,
remain supreme with me. I am an Anarchist, simply,
without economic label attached.

VOLTAIRINE DE CLEYRE.

%.# %
ANENT MY LECTURE TOUR

Before starting on my next Western lecture tour, I
will visit the States of Massachusetts and Connecticut,
lecturing at

Brockton, Mass., December 8, 2 P. M.;

Lawrence, Mass., December 9, 8 P. M. ;

Haverhill, Mass, December 10, 8 P. M

Lowell, Mass December 11, 8 P. M,, at Odd Fel-
lows’ Hall, 84 Middlesex Street;

Wooster, Mass., December 12, 8 P. M.;

Boston, Mass., December 13, 8 P. M.;

New Britain, Conn., December 15, 2 P. M,, at
Turner Hall, Arch Street;

Hartford, Conn., December 15, 8 P. M.;

Waterbury, Conn., December 16, 8 P. M.

Begmmngri'anuary 5, 1008, I will tour the State of
New York, opening with two lectures at Utica, January
sth, 2 P. M. and 8 P. M., at Turner Hall; Syracuse, Jan-
uary 6th and 7th; Rochester, January 8th to 12th (inclu-
sive); Albany, January 13th and 14th.



Note: This pamphlet is reproduced from the original, including errors. Goldman is misspelled
throughout, and the speech was actually delivered on Dec. 16, 1893, not 1894 (Avrich, Paul (1978), pp. 85-
86).

IN DEFENSE

OF

EMMA GOLDMANN

AND THE

RIGHT OF EXPROPRIATION.

BY

VOLTAIRINE DE CLEYRE.

PHILADELPHIA. 18%4.

(3515 WALLACE STREET.)
"A STARVING MAN HAS A NATURAL RIGHT TO HIS NEIGHBOR'S BREAD".

CARDINAL M ANNING.

"] HAVE NO IDEA OF PETITIONING FOR RIGHTS. WHATRVER THE RIGHTS OF THE PEOPLE ARE,
THEY HAVE A RIGHT TO THEM, AND NONE HAVE A RIGHT TO EITHER WITHOLD OR GRANT

THEM".
PAINE'S "Rights of Man".
" ASK FOR WORK; IF THEY DO NOT GIVE YOU WORK ASK FOR BREAD; IF THEY DO NOT GIVE

YOU WORK OR BREAD THEN TAKE BREAD".
EMMA GOLDMANN.

A LECTURE.
Delivered in New York, Dec. 16. 1894.

BY VOLTAIRINE DE CLEYRE.




The light is pleasant, is it not my friends? It is good to look into each other's
faces, to see the hands that clasp our own, to read the eyes that search our thoughts,
to know what manner of lips give utterance to our pleasant greetings. It is good to
be able to wink defiance at the Night, the cold, unseeing Night. How weird, how
gruesome, how chilly it would be if I stood here in blackness, a shadow addressing
shadows, in a house of blindness! Yet each would know that he was not alone; yet
might we stretch hands and touch each other, and feel the warmth of human
presence near. Yet might a sympathetic voice ring thro' the darkness, quickening
the dragging moments. -- The lonely prisoners in the cells of Blackwell's Island
have neither light nor sound! The short day hurries across the sky, the short day
still more shortened in the gloomy walls. The long chill night creeps up so early,
weaving its sombre curtain before the imprisoned eyes. And thro' the curtain comes
no sympathizing voice, beyond the curtain lies the prison silence, beyond that the
cheerless, uncommunicating land, and still beyond the icy, fretting river, black and
menacing, ready to drown. A wall of night, a wall of stone, a wall of water! Thus
has the great State of New York answered EMMA GOLDMANN; thus have the
classes replied to the masses; thus do the rich respond to the poor; thus does the
Institution of Property give its ultimatum to Hunger!

"Give us work" said EMMA GOLDMANN; "if you do not give us work, then
give us bread; if you do not give us either work or bread then we shall take bread."-
- It wasn't a very wise remark to make to the State of New York, that is--Wealth
and its watch-dogs, the Police. But I fear me much that the apostles of liberty, the
fore-runners of revolt, have never been very wise. There is a record of a seditious
person, who once upon a time went about with a few despised followers in
Palestine, taking corn out of other people's corn-fields; (on the Sabbath day, too).
That same person, when he wished to ride into Jerusalem told his disciples to go
forward to where they would find a young colt tied, to unloose it and bring it to
him, and if any one interfered or said anything to them, were to say: "My master
hath need of it". That same person said: "Give to him that asketh of thee, and from
him that taketh away thy goods ask them not back again". That same person once
stood before the hungry multitudes of Galilee and taught them, saying: "The
Scribes and the Pharisees sit in Moses' seat; therefore whatever they bid you
observe, that observe and do. But do not ye after their works, for they say, and do
not. For they bind heavy burdens, and grievous to be borne, and lay them on men's
shoulders; but they themselves will not move them with one of their fingers. But
all their works they do to be seen of men; they make broad their phylacteries, and
enlarge the borders of their garments: and love the uppermost rooms at feasts, and
the chief seats in the synagogues, and greetings in the markets, and to be called of
men, Rabbi, Rabbi'." And turning to the scribes and the pharisees, he continued:
"Woe unto you, Scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! for ye devour widows' houses,
and for a presence make long prayers: therefore shall ye receive the greater
damnation. Woe unto you, Scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! for ye pay tithe of
mint, and anise, and cummin, and have omitted the weightier matters of the law,
judgment, and mercy, and faith: these ought ye to have done and not left the other



undone. Ye blind guides, that strain at a gnat and swallow a camel! Woe unto you,
Scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! for ye make clean the outside of the cup end
plaster, but within they are full of extortion and excess. Woe unto you, Scribes and
Pharisees, hypocrites! For ye are like unto whited sepulchres, which indeed appear
beautiful outward, but within are full of dead men's bones and all uncleanness.
Even so ye outwardly appear righteous unto men, but within ye are full of
hypocrisy and iniquity. Woe unto you, Scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! Because
ye build the tombs of the prophets and garnish the sepulchres of the righteous; and
say, 'if we had been in the days of our fathers we would not have been partakers
with them in the blood of the prophets'. Wherefore ye be witnesses unto yourselves
that ye are the children of them which killed the prophets. Fill ye up then the
measure of your fathers! Ye serpents! Ye generations of vipers! How can ye escape
the damnation of hell!"

Yes; these are the words of the outlaw who is alleged to form the foundation
stone of modern civilization, to the authorities of his day. Hypocrites, extortionists,
doers of iniquity, robbers of the poor, blood-partakers, serpents, vipers, fit for hell!

It wasn't a very wise speech, from beginning to end. Perhaps he knew it when he
stood before Pilate to receive his sentence, when he bore his heavy crucifix up
Calvary, when nailed upon it, stretched in agony, he cried: "My God, my God, why
hast thou forsaken me!"

No, it wasn't wise--but it was very grand.

This grand, foolish person, this beggar-tramp, this thief who justified the action
of hunger, this man who set the right of Property beneath his foot, this Individual
who defied the State, do you know why he was so feared and hated, and punished?
Because, as it is said in the record, "the common people heard him gladly"; and the
accusation before Pontius Pilate was, "we found this fellow perverting the whole
nation. He stirreth up the people, teaching throughout all Jewry".

Ah, the dreaded "common people"!

When Cardinal Manning wrote: "Necessity knows no law, and a starving man
has a natural right to his neighbor's bread", who thought of arresting Cardinal
Manning? His was a carefully written article in the FORTNIGHTLY REVIEW.
Who read it? Not the people who needed bread. Without food in their stomachs,
they had no fifty cents to spend for a magazine. It was not the voice of the people
themselves asserting rights. No one for one instant imagined that Cardinal
Manning put himself at the head of ten thousand hungry men to loot the bakeries of
London. It was a piece of ethical hair-splitting to be discussed in after-dinner
speeches by the wine-muddled gentlemen who think themselves most competent to
consider such subjects when their dress-coats are spoiled by the vomit of gluttony
and drunkenness. But when EMMA GOLDMANN stood in Union Square and



said, "if they do not give you work or bread then take bread", the common people
heard her gladly and as of old the wandering carpenter of Nazareth addressed his
own class, teaching throughout all Jewry, stirring up the people against the
authorities, so the dressmaker of New York addressing the unemployed working-
people of New York, was the menace of the depths of society, crying in its own
tongue. The authorities heard and were afraid: therefore the triple wall.

It is the old, old story. When Thomas Paine, one hundred years ago, published
the first part of "The Rights of Man", the part in which he discusses principles
only, the edition was a high-priced one, reaching comparatively few readers. It
created only a literary furore. When the second part appeared, the part in which he
treats of the application of principles, in which he declares that "men should not
petition rights but take them", it came out in a cheap form, so that one hundred
thousand copies were sold in a few weeks. That brought down the prosecution of
the government. It had reached the people that might act, and prosecution followed
prosecution till Botany Bay was full of the best men of England. Thus were the
limitations of speech and press declared, and thus will they ever be declared so
long as there are antagonistic interests in human society.

Understand me clearly. I believe that the term "constitutional right of free
speech" is a meaningless phrase, for this reason: the constitution of the United
States, and the Declaration of Independence, and particularly the latter, were, in
their day, progressive expressions of progressive ideals. But they are, throughout,
characterized y the metaphysical philosophy which dominated the thought of the
last century. They speak of "inherent rights", "inalienable rights", "natural rights",
etc: They declare that men are equal because of a supposed, mysterious wetness,
existing somehow apart from matter. I do not say this to disparage those grand men
who dared to put themselves against the authorities of the monarchy, and to
conceive a better ideal of society, one which they certainly thought would secure
equal rights to men; because I realize fully that no one can live very far in advance
of the time-spirit, and I am positive in my own mind that, unless some cataclysm
destroys the human race before the end of the twentieth century the experience of
the next hundred years will explode many of our own theories. But the experience
of this age has proven that metaphysical quantities do not exist apart from
materials, and hence humanity can not be made equal by declarations on paper.
Unless the material conditions for equality exist, it is worse than mockery to
pronounce men equal. And unless there is equality (and by equality I mean equal
chances for every one to make the most of himself) unless, I say, these equal
chances exist, freedom, either of thought, speech, or action, is equally a mockery.

I once read that one million angels could dance at the same time on the point of
a needle; possibly one million angels might be able to get a decent night's lodging
by virtue of their constitutional rights; one single tramp couldn't. And whenever the
tongues of the non-possessing class threaten the possessors, whenever the
disinherited menace the privileged, that moment you will find that the constitution



isn't made for you. Therefore I think anarchists make a mistake when they contend
for their constitutional rights. As a prominent lawyer, Mr. Thomas Earle White of
Phila., himself an anarchist, said to me not long since: "What are you going to do
about it? Go into the courts, and fight for your legal rights? Anarchists haven't got
any." "Well", says the governmentalist, "you can't consistently claim any. You
don't believe in constitutions and laws." Exactly so; and if any one will right my
constitutional wrongs I will willingly make him a present of my constitutional
rights. At the same time I am perfectly sure no one will ever make this exchange;
nor will any help ever come to the wronged class from the outside. Salvation on
the vicarious plan isn't worth despising. Redress of wrongs will not come by
petitioning "the powers that be'. "He has rights who dare maintain them." "The
Lord helps them who help themselves." (And when one is able to help himself, I
don't think he is apt to trouble the Lord much for his assistance.) As long as the
working-people fold hands and pray the gods in Washington to give them work, so
long they will not get it. So long as they tramp the streets, whose stones they lay,
whose filth they clean, whose sewers they dig, yet upon which they must not stand
too long lest the policeman bid them "move on"; as long as they go from factory to
factory, begging for the opportunity to be a slave, receiving the insults of bosses
and foremen, getting the old "no", the old shake of the head, in these factories they
built, whose machines they wrought; so long as they consent to herd like cattle, in
the cities, driven year after year, more and more, off the mortgaged land, the land
they cleared, fertilized, cultivated, rendered of value; so long as they stand
shivering, gazing thro' plate glass windows at overcoats, which they made, but
cannot buy, starving in the midst of food they produced but cannot have; so long as
they continue to do these things vaguely relying upon some power outside
themselves, be it god, or priest, or politician, or employer, or charitable society, to
remedy matters, so long deliverance will be delayed. When they conceive the
possibility of a complete international federation of labor, whose constituent
groups shall take possession of land, mines, factories, all the instruments of
production, issue their own certificates of exchange, and, in short, conduct their
own industry without regulative interference from law-makers or employers, then
we may hope for the only help which counts for aught--Self-Help; the only
condition which can guarantee free speech, (and no paper guarantee needed).

But meanwhile, while we are waiting, for there is yet much grist of the middle
class to be ground between the upper and nether millwheels of economic
evolution; while we await the formation of the international labor trust; while we
watch for the day when there are enough of people with nothing in their stomachs
and desperation in their heads, to go about the work of expropriation; what shall
those do who are starving now?

That is the question which EMMA GOLDMANN had to face; and she answered
it by saying: "Ask, and if you do not receive, take,--take bread".



I do not give you that advice. Not because I do not think that bread belongs to
you; not because I do not think you would be morally right in taking it; not that I
am not more shocked and horrified and embittered by the report of one human
being starving in the heart of plenty than by all the Pittsburgs;, and Chicagoes, and
Homesteads, and Tennessees, and Coeur d'Alenes, and Buffaloes, and Barcelonas,
and Parises not that I do not think one little bit of sensitive human flesh is worth all
the property rights in N. Y. city; not that I think the world will ever be saved by the
sheep's virtue of going patiently to the shambles; not that I do not believe the
expropriation of the possessing classes inevitable, and that that expropriation will
begin by just such acts' EMMA GOLDMANN advised, viz: the taking possession
of wealth already produced; not that I think you owe any consideration to the
conspirators of Wall Street, or those who profit by their operations, as such nor
ever will till they are reduced to the level of human beings having equal chances
with you to earn their share of social wealth, and no more, not that I would have
you forget the consideration they have shown to you; that they have advised lead
for strikers, strychnine for tramps, bread and water as good enough for working
people; not that I cannot hear yet in my ears the words of one who said to me of the
Studebaker Wagon Works' strikers, "if [ had my way I'd mow them down with
gatling guns"; not that I would have you forget the electric wire of Ft. Frick, nor
the Pinkertons, nor the militia, nor the prosecutions for murder and treason; not
that [ would have you forget the 4th of May, when your constitutional right of free
speech was vindicated, nor the 11th of Nov. when it was assassinated; not that I
would have you forget the single dinner at Delmonico's which Ward Mc.Allister
tells us cost ten thousand collars! Would I have you forget that the wine in the
glasses was your children's blood? It must be a rare drink--children blood! I have
read of the wonderful sparkle on costly champagne; -- I have never seen it. If I did
I think 1t would look to me like mother tears over the little, white, wasted forms of
dead babies;--dead--because--there was no milk in their breasts! Yes, I want you to
remember that these rich are blood-drinkers, tearers of human flesh, gnawers of
human bones! Yes, if I had the power I would burn your wrongs upon your hearts
in characters that should glow like live coals in the night!

I have not a tongue of fire as EMMA GOLDMANN has; I cannot "stir the
people"; I must speak in my own cold, calculated way. (Perhaps that is the reason I
am let to speak at all.) But if I had the power my will is good enough. You know
how Shakespeare's Marc Antony addressed the populace of Rome:

"] am no orator, as Brutus is,

But as you know me all, a plain blunt man

That love my friend. And that they know full well
That gave me public leave to speak of him.

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech

To stir men's blood. I only speak right on.

I tell you that which you yourselves do know,



Show you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor, poor dumb mouths,
And bid them speak for me. But were I Brutus

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony

Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue

In every wound of Caesar's, that should move

The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny."

If, therefore, I do not give you the advice which EMMA GOLDMANNN gave,
let not the authorities suppose it is because I have any more respect for their
constitution and their law than she has, or that I regard them as having any rights in
the matter.

No. My reasons for not giving that advice are two. First, if | were giving advice
at all, I would say: "My friends, that bread belongs to you. It is you who toiled and
sweat in the sun to sow and reap the wheat; it is you who stood by the thresher, and
breathed the chaff-filled atmosphere in the mills, while it was ground to flour; it is
you who went into the eternal night of the mine and risked drowning, fire-damp,
explosion, and cave-in, to get the fuel for the fire that baked it; it is you who stood
in the hell-like heat, and struck the blows that forged the iron for the ovens wherein
it is baked; it is you who stand all night in the terrible cellar shops, and tend the
machines that knead the flour into dough; it is you, you, you, farmer, miner,
mechanic, who make the bread; but you haven't the power to take it. At every
transformation wrought by toil some one who didn't toil has taken part from you;
and now he has it all, and you haven't the power to take it back! You are told you
have the power because you have the numbers. Never make so silly a blunder as to
suppose that power resides in numbers. One good, level-headed policeman with a
club, is worth ten excited, unarmed men; one detachment of well-drilled militia has
a power equal to that of the greatest mob that could be raised in New York City.
Do you know I admire compact, concentrated power. Let me give you an
illustration. Out in a little town in Illinois there is a certain capitalist, and if ever a
human creature sweat and ground the grist of gold from the muscle of man, it is he.
Well, once upon a time, his workmen, (not his slaves, his workmen,) were on
strike; and fifteen hundred muscular Polacks armed with stones, brickbats, red hot
pokers, anti other such crude weapons as a mob generally collects, went up to his
house for the purpose of smashing the windows, and so forth; possibly to do as
those people in Italy did the other day with the sheriff who attempted to collect the
milk tax. He alone, one man, met them on the steps of his porch, and for two
mortal hoers, by threats, promised, cajoleries, held those fifteen hundred Poles at
bay. And finally they went away, without smashing a pane of glass or harming a
hair of his head. Now that was power! And you can't help but admire it, no matter
if it was your enemy who displayed it; and you must admit that so long as numbers
can be overcome by such relative quantity, power does not reside in numbers.
Therefore, if I were giving advice, I would not say, "take bread", but take counsel
with yourselves flow to get the power to take bread.



There is no doubt but that power is latently in you; there is little doubt it can be
developed; there is no doubt the authorities know this, and fear it, and are ready to
exert as much force as is necessary to repress any signs of its development. And
this is the explanation of EMMA GOLMANN'S imprisonment. The authorities do
not fear you as you are, they only fear what you may become. The dangerous thing
was "the voice crying in the wilderness" foretelling the power which was to come
after it. You should have seen how they feared it in Phila. They got out a whole
platoon of police and detectives, and executed a military maneuver to catch the
little woman who had been running around under their noses for three days. And
when she walked up to them, why then, they surrounded and captured her, and
guarded the city hall where they kept her over night, and put a detective in the next
cell to make notes. Why so much fear? Did they shrink from the stab of the
dressmakers needle? Or did they dread some stronger weapon?

Ah! -- the accusation before the New York Pontius Pilate was: "she stirreth up
the people". And Pilate sentenced her to the full limit of the law, because, he said,
"you are more than ordinarily intelligent". Why is intelligence dealt thus hardly
with? Because it is the beginning of power. Strive, then, for power.

My second reason for not repeating EMMA GOLDMANN'S words is, that I, as
an anarchist, have no right to advise another to do anything involving a risk to
himself; nor would I give a fillip for an action done by the advice of some one else,
unless it is accompanied by a well-argued, well-settled conviction on the part of
the person acting, that it really is the best thing to do. Anarchism, to me, means not
only the denial of authority, not only a new economy, but a revision of the
principles of morality. It means the development of the individual as well as the
assertion of the individual. IT means self-responsibility, and not leader worship. I
say it 1s your business to decide whether you will starve and freeze in sight of food
and clothing, outside of jail, or commit some overt act against the institution of
property and take your place beside TIMMERMANN and GOLDMANN. And in
saying this I mean to cast no reflection whatever upon Miss Goldmann for doing
otherwise. She and I hold many differing views on both Economy and Morals; and
that she is honest in hers she has proven better than I have proven mine. Miss
Goldmann is a communist; I am an individualist. She wishes to destroy the right of
property, I wish to assert it. I make my war upon privilege and authority, whereby
the right of property, the true right in that which is proper to the individual, is
annihilated. She believes that co-operation would entirely supplant competition; I
hold that competition in one form or another will always exist, and that it is highly
desirable it should. But whether she or I be right, or both of us be wrong, of one
thing I am sure; the spirit which animates EMMA GOLDMAN is the only one
which will emancipate the slave from his slavery, the tyrant from his tyranny--the
spirit which is willing to dare and suffer.

That which dwells in the frail body in the prison-room to-night is not the New
York dressmaker alone. Transport yourselves there in thought a moment; look



steadily into those fair, blue eyes, upon the sun-brown hair, the sea-shell face, the
restless hands, the woman's figure, look steadily till these fade from sight, as things
will fade when gazed long upon, look steadily till in place of the person, the
individual of time and place, you see that which transcends time and place, and
flits from house to house of Life, mocking at Death. Swinburne in his magnificent
"Before a Crucifix" says:

"With iron for thy linen bands,

And unclean cloths for winding-sheet,
They bind the people's nail-pierced hands,
They hide the people's nail-pierced feet:
And what man, or what angel known
Shall roll back the sepulchral stone?"

Perhaps in the presence of this untrammeled spirit we shall feel that something
has rolled back the sepulchral stone; and up from the cold wind of the grave is
borne the breath that animated ANAXAGORAS, SOCRATES, CHRIST,
HYPATIA, JOHN HUSS, BRUNO, ROBERT EMMET, JOHN BROWN,
SOPHIA PEROVSKAYA, PARSONS, FISCHER, ENGEL, SPIES, LINGG,
BERKMANN, PALLAS; and all those, known and unknown, who have died by
tree, and axe, and fagot, or dragged out forgotten lives in dungeons, derided, hated,
tortured by men. Perhaps we shall know ourselves face to face with that which
leaps from the throat of the strangled when the rope chokes, which smokes up from
the blood of the murdered when the axe falls; that which has been forever hunted,
fettered, imprisoned, exiled, executed, and never conquered. Lo, from its many
incarnations it comes forth again, the immortal Race-Christ of the Ages! The
gloomy walls are glorified thereby, the prisoner is transfigured: And we say,
reverently we say:

"O sacred Head, O desecrate,

O labor-wounded feet and hands,

O blood poured forth in pledge to fate

Of nameless lives in divers lands!

O slain, and spent, and sacrificed

People! The gray-grown, speechless Christ."



MotHER EARTH 303

McKINLEY’S ASSASSINATION FROM THE
ANARCHIST STANDPOINT

By VoOLTAIRINE DE CLEYRE

IX years have passed since William McKinley met his
doom at Buffalo and the return stroke of justice took
the life of his slayer, Leon Czolgosz. The wild rage

that stormed through the brains of the people, following
that revolver shot, turning them into temporary madmen,
incapable of seeing, hearing, or thinking correctly, has
spent itself. Figures are beginning to appear in their
true relative proportions, and there is some likelihood
that sane words will be sanely listened to. Instead of
the wild and savage threats, “Brand the Anarchists with
hot iron,” “Boil in oil,” “Hang to the first lamp-post,”
“Scourge and shackle,” “Deport to a desert island,”
which were the stock phrases during the first few weeks
following the tragedy, and were but the froth of the
upheaved primitive barbarity of civilized men, torn loose
and raging like an unreasoning beast, we now hear an
occasional serious inquiry: “But what have the Anar-
chists to say about it? Was Czolgosz really an An-
archist? Did he say he was? And what has Anarchism
to do with assassination altogether?”

To those who wish to know what the Anarchists have
to say, these words are addressed. We have to say that
not Anarchism, but the state of society which creates
men of power ond greed and the victims of power and
greed, is responsible for the death of both McKinley and
Czolgosz. Anarchism has this much to do with assas-
sination, that as it teaches the possibility of a society in
which the needs of life may be fully supplied for all, and
in which the opportunities for complete development .of
mind and body shall be the heritage of all; as it teaches
that the present unjust organization of the production and
distribution of wealth must finally be completely de-
stroyed, and replaced by a system which will insure to
each the liberty to work, without first seeking a master
to whom he must surrender a tithe of his product, which
will guarantee his liberty of access to the sources and
means of production; as it teaches that all this is pos-
sible without the exhaustion of body and mind which is
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hourly wrecking the brain and brawn of the nations in
the present struggle of the workers to achieve a com-
petence, it follows that Anarchism does create rebels.
Out of the blindly submissive, it makes the discontented;
out of the unconsciously dissatisfied, it makes the con-
sciously dissatisfied. E{'ery movement for the social
betterment of the peoples, from time immemorial, has
done the same. And since among the ranks of dis-
satisfied people are to be found all manner of tempera-
ments and degrees of mental development—just as are
found among the satisfied also—it follows that there are
occcasionally those who translate their dissatisfaction
into a definite act of reprisal against the society which
is crushing them and their fellows. Assassination of
persons representing the ruling power is such an act of
reprisal. There have been Christian assassins, Repub-
lican assassins, Socialist assassins, and Anarchist assas-
sins; in no case was the act of assassination an expression
of any of these religious or political creeds, but of tem-
peramental reaction against the injustice created by the
prevailing system of the time (excluding, of course, such
acts as were merely the result of personal ambition or
derangement). Moreover, Anarchism less than any of
these can have anything to do in determining a specific
action, since, in the nature of its teaching, every An-
archist must act purely on his own initiative and respon-
sibility; there are no secret societies nor executive boards
of any description among Anarchists. But that among
a mass of people who realize fully what a slaughter-house
capitalism has made of the world, how even little chil-
dren are daily and hourly crippled, starved, doomed to
the slow death of poisoned air, to ruined eyesight, wasted
limbs, and polluted blood; how through the sapping of
the present generation’s strength the unborn are con-
demned to a rotten birthright, all that riches may be
heaped where they are not needed; who realize that all
this is as unnecessary and stupid as it is wicked and re-
volting; that among these there should be some who rise
up and strike back, whether wisely or unwisely, effect-
ively or ineffectively, is no matter for wonder ; the wonder
is there are not more. The hells of capitalism create the
desperate; the desperate act,—desperately!

And in so far as Anarchism seeks to arouse the con-
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sciousness of oppression, thé desire for a better society,
and a sense of the necessity for unceasing warfare against
capitalism and the State, the authors of all this unrecog-
nized but Nemesis-bearing crime, in so far it is re-
sponsible and does not shirk its responsibility: “For it is
impossible but that offences come; but woe unto them
through whom they come.” '

Many offences had come through the acts of William
McKinley. Upon his hand was the “damned spot” of
official murder, the blood of the Filipinos, whom he, in
pursuance of the capitalist policy of Imperialism, had
sentenced to death. Upon his head falls the curse of
all the workers against whom, time and time again, he
threw the strength of his official power. Without doubt
he was in private life a good and kindly man; it is even
probable he saw no wrong in the terrible deeds he had
commanded done. Perhaps he was able to reconcile
his Christian belief, “Do good to them that hate you,”
with the slaughters he ordered; perhaps he murdered
the Filipinos “to do them good”; the capitalist mind is
capable of such contortions. But whatever his private
life, he was the representative of wealth and greed and
power; in accepting the position he accepted the rewards
and the dangers, just as a miner, who goes down in the
mine for $§;ISO a day or less, accepts the danger of the
firedamp. McKinley’s rewards were greater and his risks
less; moreover, he didn’t need the job to keep bread in
his mouth; but he, too, met an explosive force—the force
of a desperate man’s will. And he died; not as a martyr,
but as a gambler who had won a high stake and was
struck down by the man who had lost the game: for
that is what capitalism has made of human well-being—
a gambler’s stake, no more.

Who was this man? No one knows. A child of the
great darkness, a spectre out of the abyss! Was he an
Anarchist? We do not know. None of the Anarchists
knew him, save as a man with whom some few of them
had exchanged a few minutes’ conversation, in which he
said that he had been a Socialist, but was then dissatis-
fied with the Socialist movement. The police said he was
an Anarchist; the police said he attributed his act to the
influence of a lecture of Emma Goldman. But the
police have lied before, and, like the celebrated Orchard,
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they need “corroborative evidence.” All that we really
know of Czolgosz is his revolver shot and his dying
words: “I killed the President because he was the enemy
of the people, the good, working people.” All between
is blank. What he really said, if he said anything, re-
mains in the secret papers of the Buffalo Police Depart-
ment and the Auburn prison. If we are to judge in-
ferentially, considering his absolutely indifferent behavior
at his “trial,” he never said anything at all. He was
utterly at their mercy, and had they been able to twist
or torture any word of his into a “conspiracy,” they would
have done it. Hence it is most probable he said nothing.

Was he a normal or an abnormal being? In full pos-
session of his senses, or of a disturbed or weak men-
tality? Again we do not know. All manner of fables
arose immediately after his act as to his boyhood’s
career; people knew him in his childhood as evil, stupid,
cruel; even some knew him who had heard him talk
about assassinating the President years before; other
legends contradicted these; all were equally unreliable.
His indifference at the “trial” may have been that of a
strong man enduring a farce, or of a clouded and non-
realizing mind. His last words were the words of a
naive and devoted soul, a soul quite young, quite un-
selfish, and quite forlorn. If martyrdom is insisted upon,
which was the martyr, the man who had had the good
of life, who was past middle years, who had received
reward and distinction to satiety, who had ordered others
killed without once jeopardizing his own life, and to
whom death came more easily than to millions who die
of long want and slow tortures of disease, or this young
strong soul which struck its own blow and paid with its
own life, so capable of the utterest devotion, so em-
bittered and ruined in its youth, so hopeless, so wasted,
so cast out of the heart of pity, so altogether alone in its
last agony? This was the greater tragedy—a tragedy
bound to be repeated over and over, until “the good
working people” (in truth they are not so good) learn
that the earth is theirs and the fullness thereof, and that
there is no need for any one to enslave himself to another.
This Anarchism teaches, and this the future will realize,
though many martyrdoms lie between,
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NOVEMBER ELEVENTH, TWENTY YEARS AGO

By VOLTAIRINE DE CLEYRE.

PEACEABLE MEETING of protest against a

murderous attack of the police on strikers, a meet-

ing already half dispersed because of an approaching
storm; an unprovoked attack by two hundred police upon
the remnant of the meeting; a sullen glow in the air, a
dull and angry roar, wounded and dying police and
citizens, terror and consternation, bewildered faces and
flying feet, a panic-striken city full of the savagery of
fright! So passed the 4th of May, 1886, into history.

A wild and insane spirit of revenge, a determination
to hang somebody, as many as possible, a crystallization
of that determination in a conspiracy theory which would
drag in those whom the police and the partisans of Old
Order most dreaded, a vicious resolution to use every
method, every trick no matter how shameful, to bring
eight men to the gallows; to deceive and inflame the pub-
lic mind, to twist the law, to admit prejudiced jurors, to
suborn perjury, to rule out every fair-minded person
from a chance of influencing the trial in favor of the
accused, to convict at all costs and to hang, that was the
task the social powers set themselves; and they fulfilled
it; and with the hanging of their victims the curtain
went down upon the tragedy, and the 11th of November
passed into history.

There was a comedy played afterwards,—a comedy in
which the victimizers became the victims, and paid over
thousands of good round dollars to their servants, the
police, for protecting them from conspiracies which were
hatched in the police stations. The comedy lasted about
three years, and was very funny—to the policemen who
divided the spoils. It, however, has not passed into his-
tory; it was thought better to preserve the memory of it
by oral tradition.

The tragedy however is written; it is in the school
histories of the country, and every child who studies the
administrations of the presidents learns about it; and
this is what he learns: that in the year 1886 there were
many strikes and labor troubles; that there was a small
but dangerous class of people in Chicago, called Anar-
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chists; that at one of their meetings a bomb was thrown,
killing a number of policemen, and several of the Anar-
chist leaders were convicted of conspiring to throw it,
and hanged.

All up and down the land millions of school children
learn that paragraph, with such additional embellishments
as their teachers see fit to provide, and the half-truth‘and
altogether lie of it, goes on killing the souls of the mur-
dered men as once the scaffold killed their bodies. Only
—long ago the preachers told us—souls cannot be killed;
and in spite of all the malice and the injustice and the
ignorance and stupidity that have heaped and are heaping
outrage on their memory, the conquering voices of the
dead men rise, and the conquering spirit that animated
them in those days of bitter doom, the spirit of love and
faith in human possibility, triumphing over all oppression
and suppression, slowly makes its way.

Twenty years have died upon their graves since they
died on the gallows; and venom and spite and fear, most
venomous of all, have had their say. Yet other voices
sontetimes have spoken; great lawyers have said it was
a shame; and General Trumbull tried the judgment, after
Gary had thought it necessary to defend it; and John P.
Altgeld said and did a thing or two. And now, after
twenty years, a man of different stamp has spoken, and
a great conservative magazine has published his say.
Appleton’s Magasine for October contains an article en-
titled “The Haymarket and Afterwards,” by Chas. Ed-
ward Russell, a newspaper reporter for the N. Y. World
in 1887 ; and though there is much misinformation therein,
(when did a newspaper scribe ever neglect to furnish
misinformation) the general intent is plainly to do justice
to the memory of murdered men. I do not know whether -
this Mr. Russell tried to do anything to save them while
they were yet alive; I have never heard that in all these
twenty years he tried to tell the world the truths he has
told here. But it is something that at last he has spoken
and said that the conspiracy charge was conceived in a
spirit of revengeful fury; that the working out of it was
intrusted to a man afflicted with delusions, who arrested
every person that spoke defective English as a direful
conspirator, and extracted confessions to suit his pur-
poses ; that the methods of the trial were “unusual” (sure-
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ly Mr. Russell did not choose a harsh word there) ; that,
“so far as the record goes, the bomb might .have fallen
by accident, or been hurled by a lunatic, or by somebody
that never heard of the accused men.”

Very grateful I am to Mr. Russell for his tribute to the
beauty and magnanimity of Albert Parsons’s character.
Very glad am I that he has told the readers of Appleton’s
how till the end, till the very last, Parsons could have
saved his life had he complied with the formality of the
law and signed the petition to Gov. Oglesby, but that
he would not do so, because he would not desert those
others whose lives could not be saved.

What he does not add is this: that Fischer and Engel
were willing to sign the petition if he agreed to it; not
that they hoped for themselves, but hoped for him; but
he, knowing they could not be saved, said, “Then every
night in Joliet upon retiring and every momini on aris-
ing, I should be haunted by the thought that I had made
cowards of them in vain. No: I shall die with them.”

Not grateful to Mr. Russell am I for his contemptuous
rating of Adolph Fischer, and his miserly recognition of
the abilities of Spies and Schwab and Fielden; yet one
cannot quarrel with another’s impressions so long as there
is no malice in their statement, and I let that pass. But
when it comes to Lingg, then all at once the fair man
disappears, and the sensational news artist, the descrip-
tive magician we all learned to know so well twenty
years ago, comes to the surface. Under his prestidigita-
tion the human being disappears, and a monster stands
before you, clothed with “abnormal strength of body and
capacity of mind”; a slim boy of twenty-one becomes a
“secret, wily, resourceful, and daring conspirator,” “a
wild beast,” “a modern berserkir,” “the least human man”
he ever knew, “a formidable” creature, pacing “up and
down the jail corridor,” with “a lithe, gliding and peculiar
step,” etc., etc. The more I read, the more forcibly be-
came the contrast between this Lingg of Mr. Russell’s
conceiving, and the Lingg painted by a good, kindly
German lady who used to take the prisoners something
to eat sometimes. One day he said to her, “I was dancing
in my cell last night. They had a ball over there some-
where, and I heard the music, and oh! I did so want to
be there and dance.”
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Inhuman desire on the part of a youth of twenty-one.
Had Mr. Russell seen him dancing in his cell, he would
probably have read abnormal physical or mental some-
thing-or-other into this pathetic attempt of a caged young
creature to pass the lonely hours of a prison cell.

But the reason for Mr. Russell’s peculiar visions, con-
cerning Lingg, is that he feels nearly certain that Lingg
made the Haymarket bomb, Lingg conceived the slaughter
of the police, Lingg founded the Lehr and Wehr Verein,
Lingg was the only Anarchist of the seven, Lingg was—
everything in short, except the bomb thrower. The latter
was, he says, Rudolph Schnaubelt. He does not give his
reason for these opinions, he simply makes assertions.

Now as to the Lehr and Wehr Verein, it was not
founded by Lingg; he was a member, but not the founder
nor suggester of it. In the second place, the Lehr and
Wehr Verein had nothing to do with the Haymarket
bomb. It would be rather ridiculous to suppose that a
society composed of some hundreds of people, organized
to maintain its civil rights because of the ballot-box frauds
which had wrested their political victory from them,
should be led by the nose by one man, and he a mere
boy. In the third place, I do not believe Lingg made the
Haymarket bomb, for the reason that he pointed out the
differences between it and the bombs he did make; and
while I do not think he was superhuman, either mentally,
physically, or morally, I think he was an exceedingly
courageous man and an honest one; and I do not believe
he would have resorted to any petty subterfuges before
the court. I think if he had done that thing, he would
have said so, as boldly as he did say other things. There
was no want of candor in his speech.

Mr. Russell’s confident identification of the bomb-
thrower is probably based on the letter written by Schnau-
belt taking the responsibility for the act, which may or
may not have been true. A lot of fairy stories always
arise around a mystery of this kind, and between one
man’s imagination and another’s, the mystery gets so
elusive that even shrewder guessers than Mr. Russell
find themselves at sea and adrift. I believe that the matter
will remain a mystery as it has remained for
twenty years. Capt. Black has said, in a statement
printed in the life of Parsons, that in his last endeavors



372 NovEMBER ELEVENTH, TWENTY YEARS AGO

to secure a reprieve for the condemned men, the effort
was made on the ground that he had had reliable assur-
ance that the bomb-thrower would deliver himself up
and prove that he was a stranger to the accused and that
they had no complicity with him. The reprieve was not
granted, and our comrades being slain, I can see no
motive for the bomb-thrower’s ever revealing his identity.
A masked and silent figure, he has- passed across the
world, and left his mark upon it. What does it matter
now who he was; it was not one of the eight men whom
the State punished for it.

There are other legendary matters in the article, things
positively untrue; but they do not greatly matter; the
public may believe that Lingg’s sweetheart gave him a
bomb to kill himself with, if it likes. I do not. The
public may believe there were precisely fourteen Anar-
chists, believers in the use of physical force, grouped
together in Chicago. I take the statement with—sait.
The public may believe the statement that the police
behaved with conspicuous courage in the face of the
bomb, and “did not falter”; that “they closed up their
ranks, drew their revolvers, and began to fire upon the
dumbfounded people who fled in all directions.” I should
not, myself, have thought it required conspicuous courage
to fire upon dumbfounded and fleeing people. Moreover,
I have been told of a gentleman who being wounded in
the leg by some splinter of the bomb, sought refuge in
a closet to whose friendly shelter six policemen had fled
before him. They begged him “not to give them away.”
The position may have been undignified and not altogether
heroic, but I do not blame those six policemen.

But all these things matter little now. What matters
now, is that the world shall know how and for what
our comrades died. Mr. Russell says: ‘“The world of
men outside our country seems to have accepted the belief
that the defendants were tried on the charge that they
were Anarchists. It may be well, therefore, to recall that
they were tried merely on the charge that they were ac-
cessories before the fact, of the murders of Mathias J.
Degan and others.”

The world outside our country thinks very correctly
that our comrades were tried for being Anarchists and
hanged for being Anarchists; over and over again the
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State’s Attorney repeated that “Anarchy was on trial”;
his final appeal was: “Hang these eight men and save
our institutions. These are the leaders; make examples
of them.”

Well they made the example. They murdered these
men, not because of evidence that they had conspired to
murder Degan, but because they preached the gospel
of liberty and well-being to all, and an end of institutions
which enslave the many to the few. The men are dead;
twenty years are dead; but the strange doctrine that they
preached is not dead, nor “stamped out,” nor forgotten;
the doctrine that there need be no poor and forsaken in
the world, no shelterless, no freezing ones, no craven and
cowering ones, biting the dust for a crust and a rag, no
tyranny of masters nor of rulers; that all these are not,
as we have been taught, necessary, but only ignorant and
foolish ; that life may mean wide opportunity and rich
activity for every human being born; that mankind has
only to conceive its own possibilities, cease preying upon
itself, and combine its powers for the conquest of the
earth, for toil to become easy and fruitful a thousand-fold,
so all may have the good things of the earth; and more
than that, may have free time to learn what really are
good things, to modify its barbarian tastes, to escape
from the vulgar ideals imposed upon it by its dead past
and its slavish present, its stupid pursuit of valueless
things, begotten by this profit-making system of produc-
tion, free time to partake of its heritage in the triumphs
of science, which only too often remain barren in the
studies of great thinkers, unfruitful because of the lack
of the practical genius of the common man, or worse,
become the instruments of further robbery in the hands
of power. This is strange doctrine; men die for preach-
ing it. And yet another stranger doctrine, though really
it is as old as man himself, that these things are to be
won, not by entrusting power to legislators, but by the
direct dealing of the individuals interested,—by strikes,
by boycotts, by spontaneous sympathetic support, finally
by complete socialization of the sources and means of
production. If in the final struggle, as a measure of re-
sistance, force became necessary, then use it. For say-
ing these things our comrades died ; the Haymarket bomb
was only the excuse for silencing their tongues.
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Well the tongues are silenced; but now “the silence
speaks,” as the prophet voice foretold. Still from the
prison earth in the shade of the gallows tree, there
springs the blossom of human hope, the blood-root blos-
som, the blossom with the wax-white face and the red,
red root. Strange it should grow always there. Lilies
from black mud, and hope, the highest hope, from the
carmined stone of sacrifice. Yet thousands pluck the
blossom, and hold it to their hearts; and the ideal of
our dead waxes in the eyes of the living. And eyes meet
eyes, and the light of them crosses the seas and the
boundaries of the nations; and the dream grows, the
dream of the common fraternity of humankind, and the
equal liberty of brothers. And Greed and Tyranny and
Patriotism, dividing man from man, making them strike
foul blows against each other these weary thousand,
thousand years will die—hard—but they will die; for
they are of the past, the dead; and the new world, our
world, the nationless world of free men, belongs to the
living and the future,

w N N

THE ANARCHIST INTERNATIONAL

By Max BacGINskI.

HE old International awakens diverse feelings. It
was no doubt a powerful attempt to call into life
the idea of the revolutionary proletariat in solidaric

and international relationship. Unfortunately, however,
it served as a centre of intrigue and gossip.

Karl Marx was essentially centralistic. Possibly he
imagined that himself, Engels and their immediate
friends embodied the only true conception as to the lines
that Socialism and the movement of the proletariat
should follow. The faith in his own infallibility in-
evitably resulted in Marx becoming autocratic and au-
thoritarian.

Michael Bakunin was temperamentally unfitted for
dogmatic and orthodox ideas. He hated the zigzag path
of diplomacy with its intrigues and speculations. Revo-
lution to Bakunin did not mean a scientific doctrine, nor
was it a cold, automatic result of evolution, to assert



Sex Slavery

IGHT in a prison cell! 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! Beyond its hideous iron latticework, within
the ghastly walls,—a man! 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! 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,—every 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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lie 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 Moses
Harman!.

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 national 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, 8its Moses Harman there within his prison cell? 1f
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?

Ah, no; it is not because he 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 devotional love 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 return,—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 free!
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, no
more 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 im-
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 torn 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! 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! 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, kil her by
virtue of his sexual authority! 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, all this talk about the preservation
of morality by marriage law! O splendid carefulness to
preserve that which you have not got! O 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 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 for the 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 mother wasn’t virtuous!”
Never a word about thesr children’s fathers’ virtue, they
know too much! Virtue! Disease, stupidity, criminal-
ity! What an obscene thing “virtue” is!

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 return 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! The unborn in
their helplessness, are pleading from their prisons, plead-
ing for a voice! 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 will be their voice. 1 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/” 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!

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! 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 these ultimately re-
ducible to a single principle—the authoritarian, supreme-
power, God-idea, and its two instruments, 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.; and from the days of Adam until now the
Christian Church, with which we have specially to deal,
has made woman the excuse, the scapegoat for the evil
deeds of mamn. 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 will be 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 her place.” The old Church idea! This man
was a Socialist, and since an Anarchist; yet his highest
idea for woman was serfhood to husband and children,
in the present mockery called “home.” Stay at home,
ye malcontents! Be patient, obedient, submissive! Darn
our socks, mend our shirts, wash our dishes, get our
meals, wait on us and mind the children! 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; you made the great mistake of being born
with them, suffer for your folly! You are women!
therefore housekeepers, servants, waiters, and child’s
nurses !

At Macon, in the sixth century, says August Bebel,
the fathers of the Church met and proposed the decision
of the queéstion, “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 ; 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! This in return for our chains!
Thanks!

The question of souls is old—we demand our bodies,
now. We are tired of promises, God is deaf, and his
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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-
trates, 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
Church cried of old, and cries now: “See how we protect
yomen!” 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!”
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
or 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’t the women
leave,” they simply beggar the language of contempt.

When America passed the fugitive slave law com-
pelling men to catch their fellows more brutally than
runaway dogs, Canada, aristocratic, unrepublican Canada,
still stretched her arms to those who might reach her.
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 earn 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 sextal
organs is to commit the most brutal outrage. It reminds
me that in your city you have a street called “Callow-
hill.” Once it was called Gallows’ Hill, for the elevation
to which it leads, now known as “Cherry Hill,” has been
the last touching 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
tis 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 human 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! How you curse your poor body with
the wool you steal from the sheep! How you punish
yourselves to sit in a crowded house with coats and vests
on, because dead Mme. Grundy is shocked at the “vul-
garity” of shirt sleeves, or the naked arm!

Look how the ideal of beauty has been marred by
this obscenity notion. Divest yourselves of prejudice
for once. Look at some fashion-slaved woman, her
waist surrounded by a high-board fence called a corset,
her shoulders and hips angular from the pressure above
and below, her feet narrowest where they 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! Fancy a statue in Fairmount
Park with a corset and bustle on. Picture to yourselves
the image of the equestrienne. We are permitted to
ride, 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!
We must even wear clothing in the water, and run the
gauntlet of derision, if we dare battle in the surf minus
stockings! 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! 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! 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 facts and deaf to Experience.

Think of the double social standard the enslavement
of our sex has evolved. Women considering themselves
very pure and very moral, will sneer at the street-walker,
yet admit to their homes the very men who victimized
the street-walker. Men, at their best, will pity the pros-
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titute, while they themselves are the worst kind of prosti-
tutes. Pity yourselves, gentlemen—you need it!

How many times do you see where a man or woman
has shot another through jealousy! The standard of
purity has decided that it is right, “it shows spirit,” “it
is justifiable” to—murder a human being for doing ex-
actly what you did yourself,—love the same woman or
same man! Morality! Honor! Virtuell 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 (?) 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! 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! Men don’t care for home or children
as women do!” 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 corner on athletic sports?
‘Why any child should not have free use of its limbs?

These are the effects of your purity standard, your
marriage law. This is your work—Ilook at it! Half
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your children dying under five years of age, your girls
insane, your married women walking corpses, your men
so bad that they themselves often admit Prostitution
holds against Purity @ bond of indebtedness. This is
the beautiful effect 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—LiBerTy! 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! You cannot cure serf-
hood by any other substitution. Not for you to say “in
this way shall the race love.” Let the race alone.

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 different 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 he
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 to put your signatures
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to this simple request for pardon addressed to Benj.
amin Harrison. To those who desire more fully to inform
themselves before signing; I say: Your conscientiousness
is praiseworthy—come to me at the close of the meeting
and I will quote the exact language of the Markland
letter. To those extreme 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 has less faith in them than I. But
for my champion I am willing to try any means that
invades no other’s right, even though I have little hope
in it.

1f, 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! Drive
your sheep to the shambles! Crush that old, sick, crip-
pled man beneath your Juggernaut! In the name of
Virtue, Purity and Morality, do it! In the name of God,
Home, and Heaven, do it! In the name of the Nazarene
who preached the golden rule, do it! In the name of
Justice, Principle, and Honor, do it! 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! Do it.
And if Moses Harman dies within your “Kansas Hell,”
be satisfied when you have murdered him! Kill him!
And you hasten the day when the Future shall bury you
ten thousand fathoms deep beneath its curses. Kill him!
And the stripes upon his prison clothes shall lash you
like the knout! Kill him! 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 will 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-
rizon of the World!

Would you smile to see him dead? Would you say,
“We are rid of this obscenist”? Fools! The corpse
would laugh at you from its cold eyelids! 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! And you write his glory and your shame! Moses
Harman in his felon stripes stands far above you now,
and Moses Harman dead will live on, immortal in the
race he died to free! Kill him)




The Mexican Revolution

HAT a nation of people considering themselves en-
lightened, informed, alert to the interests of the
hour, should be so generally and so profoundly

ignorant of a revolution taking place in their backyard, so
to speak, as the people of the United States are ignorant
of the present revolution in Mexico, can be due only to
profoundly and generally acting causes. That people of
revolutionary principles and sympathies should be so, is
inexcusable.

It is as one of such principles and sympathies that I
address you,—as one interested in every move the people
make to throw off their chains, no matter where, no mat-
ter how,—though naturally my interest is greatest where
the move is such as appears to me to be most in conso-
nance with the general course of progress, where the
tyranny attacked is what appears to me the most funda-
mental, where the method followed is to my thinking
most direct and unmistakable. And I add that those of
you who have such principles and sympathies are in the
logic of your own being bound, first, to inform yourselves
concerning so great a matter as the revolt of millions
of people—what they are struggling for, what they are
struggling against, and how the struggle stands—from
day to day, if possible; if not, from week to week, or

_month to month, as best you can; and second, to spread
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this knowledge among others, and endeavor to do what
little you can to awaken the consciousness and sympathy
of others.

One of the great reasons why the mass of the Ameri-
can people know nothing of the Revolution in Mexico,
is, that they have altogether a wrong conception of what
“revolution” means. Thus ninety-nine out of a hundred
persons to whom you broach the subject will say, “Why,
I thought that ended long ago. That ended last May”;
and this week the press, even the Daily Socialist, re-
ports, “A mew revolution in Mexico.” It isn't a new
revolution at all; it is the same revolution, which did not
begin with the armed rebellion of last May, which has
been going on steadily ever since then, and before then,
and is bound to go on for a long time to come, if the
other nations keep their hands off and the Mexican peo-
ple are allowed to work out their own destiny.

What is @ revolution? and what is this revolution?

A revolution means some great and subversive change
in the social institutions of a people, whether sexual, reli-
gious, political, or economic.

The movement of the Reformation was a great religious
revolution; a profound alteration in human thought—a
refashioning of the human mind. The general move-
ment towards political change in Europe and America
about the close of the eighteenth century, was a revolu-
tion. The American and the French revolutions were
only prominent individual incidents in it, culminations of
the teachings of the Rights of Man. The present unrest
of the world in its economic relations, as manifested
from day to day in the opposing combinations of men
and money, in strikes and bread-riots, in literature and
movements of all kinds demanding a readjustment of the
whole or of parts of our wealth-owning and wealth-dis-
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tributing system,—this unrest is the revolution of our
time, the economic revolutiom, which is seeking social
change, and will go on until it is accomplished. We are
in it; at any moment of our lives it may invade our own
homes with its stern demand for self-sacrifice and suf-
fering. Its more violent manifestations are in Liverpool
and London to-day, in Barcelona and Vienna to-morrow,
in New York and Chicago the day after. Humanity is a
seething, heaving mass of unease, tumbling like surge
over a slipping, sliding, shifting bottom; and there will
never be any ease until a rock bottom of economic justice
is reached,

The Mexican revolution is one of the prominent mani-
festations of this world-wide economic revolt. It possi-
bly holds as important a place in the present disruption
and reconstruction of economic institutions, as the great
revolution of France held in the eighteenth century move-
ment. It did not begin with the odious government of
Diaz nor end with his downfall, any more than the revo-
lution in France began with the coronation of Louis XVI,
or ended with his beheading. It began in the bitter and
outraged hearts of the peasants, who for generations
have suffered under a ready-made system of exploitation,
imported and foisted upon them, by which they have
been dispossessed of their homes, compelled to become
slave-tenants of those who robbed them; and under Diaz,
in case of rebellion to be deported to a distant province,
a killing climate, and hellish labor. It will end only when
that bitterness is assuaged by very great alteration in the
land-holding system, or until the people have been abso-
lutely crushed into subjection by a strong military power,
whether that power be a native or a foreign one.

Now the political overthrow of last May, which was
followed by the substitution of one political manager for
another, did not at all touch the economic situation. It
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promised, of course; politicians always promise. It
promised to consider measures for altering conditions; in
the meantime, proprietors are assured that the new gov-
ernment intends to respect the rights of landlords and
capitalists, and exhorts the workers to be patient and—
frugal!

Frugal! Yes, that was the exhortation in Madero’s
paper to men who, when they are able to get work, make
twenty-five cents a day. A man owning 5,000,000 acres
of land exhorts the disinherited workers of Mexico to
be frugal!

The idea that such a condition can be dealt with by the
immemorial remedy offered by tyrants to slaves, is like
the idea of sweeping out the sea with a broom. And un-
less that frugality, or in other words, starvation, is forced
upon the people by more bayonets and more strategy
than appear to be at the government’s command, the
Mexican revolution will go on to the solution of Mexico’s
land question with a rapidity and directness of purpose
not witnessed in any previous upheaval.

For it must be understood that the main revolt is a
revolt against the system of land tenure. The indus-
trial revolution of the cities, while it is far from being
silent, is not to compare with the agrarian revolt.

Let us understand why. Mexico consists of twenty-
seven states, two territories and a federal district about
the capital city. Its population totals about 15,000,000.
Of these, 4,000,000 are of unmixed Indian descent, peo-
ple somewhat similar in character to the Pueblos of our
own southwestern states, primitively agricultural for an
immemorial period, communistic in many of their social
customs, and like all Indians, invincible haters of author-
ity. These Indians are scattered throughout the rural
districts of Mexico, one particularly well-known and
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much talked of tribe, the Yaquis, having had its father-
land in the rich northern state of Sonora, a very valuable
agricultural country.

The Indian population—especially the Yaquis and the
Moquis—have always disputed the usurpations of the
invaders’ government, from the days of the early con-
quest until now, and will undoubtedly continue to dispute
them as long as there is an Indian left, or until their
right to use the soil out of which they sprang without
paying tribute in any shape is freely recognized.

The communistic customs of these people are very in-
teresting, and very instructive too; they have gone on
practising them all these hundreds of years, in spite of
the foreign civilization that was being grafted upon Mex-
ico (grafted in all senses of the word) ; and it was not
until forty years ago (indeed the worst of it not till
twenty-five years ago), that the increasing power of the
government made it possible to destroy this ancient life of
the people.

By them, the woods, the waters, and the lands were
held in common. Any one might cut wood from the
forest to build his cabin, make use of the rivers to irrigate
his field or garden patch (and this is a right whose ac-
knowledgment none but those who know the aridity of
the southwest can fully appreciate the imperative neces-
sity for). Tillable lands were allotted by mutual agree-
ment before sowing, and reverted to the tribe after har-
vesting, for reallotment. Pasturage, the right to collect
fuel, were for all. The habits of mutual aid which al-
ways arise among sparsely settled communities were in-
stinctive with them. Neighbor assisted neighbor to build
his cabin, to plough his ground, to gather and store this
crop.

No legal machinery existed—no taxgatherer, no jus-
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tice, no jailer. All that they had to do with the hated
foreign civilization was to pay the periodical rent-collec-
tor, and to get out of the way of the recruiting officer
when he came around. Those two personages they re-
garded with spite and dread; but as the major portion of
their lives was not in immediate contact with them, they
could still keep on in their old way of life in the main.

With the development of the Diaz regime, which came
into power in 1876 (and when I say the Diaz regime I
do not especially mean the man Diaz, for I think he has
been both overcursed and overpraised, but the whole
force which has steadily developed centralized power
from then on, and the whole policy of “civilizing Mex-
ico,” which was the Diaz boast), with its development, I
say, this Indian life has been broken up, violated with as
ruthless a hand as ever tore up a people by the roots and
cast them out as weeds to wither in the sun.

Historians relate with horror the iron deeds of William
the Conqueror, who in the eleventh century created the
New Forest by laying waste the farms of England, de-
stroying the homes of the people to make room for the
deer. But his edicts were mercy compared with the
action of the Mexican government toward the Indians.
In order to introduce “progressive civilization” the Diaz
regime granted away immense concessions of land, to
native and foreign capitalists—chiefly foreign indeed,
though there were enough of native sharks as well.
Mostly these concessions were granted to capitalistic
combinations, which were to build railroads (and in some
cases did so in a most uncalled for and uneconomic way),
“develop” mineral resources, or establish “modern indus-
tries.”

The government took no note of the ancient tribal
rights or customs, and those who received the concessions
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proceeded to enforce their property rights. They intro-
duced the unheard of crime of “trespass.” They forbade
the cutting of a tree, the breaking of a branch, the gather-
ing of the fallen wood in the forests. They claimed the
watercourses, forbidding their free use to the people;
and it was as if one had forbidden to us the rains of
heaven. The unoccupied land was theirs; no hand
might drive a plow into the soil without first obtaining
permission from a distant master—a permission granted
on the condition that the product be the landlord’s, a
small, pitifully small, wage, the worker’s.

Nor was this enough: in 1894 was passed “The Law
of Unappropriated Lands.” By that law, not only were
the great stretches of vacamt, in the old time common,
land appropriated, but the occupied lands themselves to
which the occupants could not show a legal title were
to be “denounced”; that is, the educated and the power-
ful, who were able to keep up with the doings of the gov-
ernment, went to the courts and said that there was no
legal title to such and such land, and put in a claim for
it. And the usual hocus-pocus of legality being complied
with (the actual occupant of the land being all the time
blissfully unconscious of the law, in the innocence of his
barbarism supposing that the working of the ground by
his generations of forbears was title all-sufficient) one
fine day the sheriff comes upon this hapless dweller on
the heath and drives him from his ancient habitat to
wander an outcast.

Such are the blessings of education.

Mankind invents a written sign to aid its intercommu-
nication; and forthwith all manner of miracles are
wrought with the sign. Even such a miracle as that a
part of the solid earth passes under the mastery of an
impotent sheet of paper; and a distant bit of animated
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flesh which never even saw the ground, acquires the
power to expel hundreds, thousands, of like bits of flesh,
though they grew upon that ground as the trees grow,
labored it with their hands, and fertilized it with their
bones for a thousand years.

“This law of unappropriated lands,” says William
Archer, “has covered the country with Naboth’s Vine-
yards.” I think it would require a Biblical prophet to
describe the “abomination of desolation” it has made.

It was to become lords of this desolation that the men
who play the game—Ilandlords who are at the same time
governors and magistrates, enterprising capitalists seek-
ing investments—connived at the iniquities of the Diaz
regime; I will go further and say devised them.

The Madero family alone owns some 8,000 square
miles of territory; more than the entire state of New
Jersey. The Terrazas family, in the state of Chihuahua,
owns 25,000 square miles; rather more than the entire
state of West Virginia, nearly one-half the size of Illi-
nois. What was the plantation owning of our southern
states in chattel slavery days, compared with this? And
the peon’s share for his toil upon these great estates is
hardly more than was the chattel slave’s—wretched hous-
ing, wretched food, and wretched clothing.

It is to slaves like these that Madero appeals to be
“frugnl.”

It is of men who have thus been disinherited that our
complacent fellow-citizens of Anglo-Saxon origin, say:
“Mexicans! What do you know about Mexicans?
Their whole idea of life is to lean up against a fence and
smoke cigarettes”. And pray, what idea of life should a
people have whose means of life in their own way have

been taken from them? Should they be so mighty
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anxious to convert their strength into wealth for some
other man to loll in?

It reminds me very much of the answer given by a
negro employee on the works at Fortress Monroe to a
companion of mine who questioned him good-humoredly
on his easy idleness when the foreman’s back was turned.
“Ah ain’t goin’ to do no white man’s work, fo’ Ah don’
get no white man’s pay.”

But for the Yaquis, there was worse than this. Not
only were their lands seized, but they were ordered, a few
years since, to be deported to Yucatan. Now Sonora, as
I said, is a northern state, and Yucatan one of the south-
ernmost. Yucatan hemp is famous, and so is Yucatan
fever, and Yucatan slavery on the hemp plantations.
It was to that fever and that slavery that the Yaquis
were deported, in droves of hundreds at a time, men,
women and children—droves like cattle droves, driven
and beaten like cattle. They died there, like flies, as it
was meant they should. Sonora was desolated of her
rebellious people, and the land became “pacific” in the
hands of the new landowners. Too pacific in spots.
They had not left people enough to reap the harvests.

Then the government suspended the deportation act,
but with the provision that for every crime committed
by a Yaqui, five hundred of his people be deported. This
statement is made in Madero’s own book.

Now what in all conscience would any one with decent
human feeling expect a Yaqui to do? Fight! As long
as there was powder and bullet to be begged, borrowed,
or stolen; as long as there is a garden to plunder, or a
hole in the hills to hide in!

When the revolution burst out, the Yaquis and other
Indian peoples, said to the revolutionists: ‘“Promise us
our lands back, and we will fight with you.” And they are
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keeping their word, magnificently. All during the sum-
mer they have kept up the warfare.- Early in Septem-
ber, the Chihuahua papers reported a band of 1,000 Ya-
quis in Sonora about to attack El Anil; a week later 500
Yaquis had seized the former quarters of the federal
troops at Pitahaya. This week it is reported that federal
troops are dispatched to Ponoitlan, a town in Jalisco, to
quell the Indians who have risen in revolt again because
their delusion that the Maderist government was to re-
store their land has been dispelled. “Like reports from
Sinaloa. In the terrible state of Yucatan, the Mayas are
in active rebellion; the reports say that “the authorities
and leading citizens of various towns have been seized
by the malcontents and put in prison.” What is more in-
teresting is, that the peons have seized not only “the lead-
ing citizens,” but still more to the purpose have seized
the plantations, parceled them, and are already gathering
the crops for themselves,

Of course, it is not the pure Indians alone who form
the peon class of Mexico. Rather more than double the
number of Indians are mixed breeds ; that is, about 8,000,-
000, leaving less than 3,000,000 of pure white stock.
The mestiza, or mixed breed population, have followed
the communistic instincts and customs of their Indian
forbears; while from the Latin side of their make-up,
they have certain tendencies which work well together
with their Indian hatred of authority.

The mestiza, as well as the Indians, are mostly ignor-
ant in book-knowledge, only about sixteen per cent. of the
whole population of Mexico being able to read and write.
It was not within the program of the “civilizing” regime
to spend money in putting the weapon of learning in the
people’s hands. But to conclude that people are neces-
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sarily unintelligent because they are illiterate, is in itself a
rather unintelligent proceeding.

Moreover, a people habituated to the communal cus-
toms of an ancient agricultural life do not need books or
papers to tell them that the soil is the source of wealth,
and they must “get back to the land,” even if their intel-
ligence is limited.

Accordingly, they have got back to the land. In the
state of Morlos, which is a small, south-central state, but
a very important one—being next to the Federal District,
and by consequence to the city of Mexico—there has been
a remarkable land revolution. General Zapata, whose
name has figured elusively in newspaper reports now as
having made peace with Madero, then as breaking faith,
next wounded and killed, and again resurrected and in
hiding, then anew on the warpath and proclaimed by the
provisional government the arch-rebel who must surren-
der unconditionally and be tried by court-martial; who
has seized the strategic points on both the railroads run-
ning through Morelos, and who just a few days ago
broke into the federal district, sacked a town, fought suc-
cessfully at two or three points, with the federals, blew
out two railroad bridges and so frightened the deputies in
Mexico City that they are clamoring for all kinds of
action ; this Zapata, the fires of whose military camps are
springing up now in Guerrero, Oaxaca and Puebla as
well, is an Indian with a long score to pay, and all an
Indian’s satisfaction in paying it. He appears to be a
fighter of the style of our revolutionary Marion and
Sumter; the country in which he is operating is moun-
tainous, and guerilla bands are exceedingly difficult of
capture; even when they are defeated, they have usually
succeeded in inflicting more damage than they have re-
ceived, and they always get away.
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Zapata has divided up the great estates of Morelos
from end to end, telling the peasants to take possession.
They have done so. They are in possession, and have
already harvested their crops. Morelos has a population
of some 212,000.

In Puebla reports in September told us that eighty
leading citizens had waited on the governor to protest
against the taking possession of the land by the peasan-
try. The troops were deserting, taking horses and arms
with them. It is they no doubt who are now fighting
with Zapata. In Chihuahua, one of the largest states,
prisons have been thrown open and the prisoners re-
cruited as rebels; a great hacienda was attacked and the
horses run off, whereupon the peons rose and joined the
attacking party. In Sinaloa, a rich northern state—fa-
mous in the southwestern United States some years ago
as the field of a great co-operative experiment in which
Mr. C. B. Hoffman, one of the former editors of The
Chicago Dasly Socialist, was a leading spirit—this week’s
paper reports that the former revolutionary general, Juan
Banderas, is heading an insurrection second in impor-
tance only to that led by Zapata.

In the southern border state of Chiapas, the taxes in
many places could not be collected. Last week news
items said that the present government had sent General
Paz there, with federal troops, to remedy that state of
affairs. In Tabasco, the peons refused to harvest the
crops for their masters; let us hope they have imitated
their brothers in Morelos and gathered them for them-
selves.

The Maderists have announced that a stiff repressive
campaign will be inaugurated at once; if we are to be-
lieve the papers, we are to believe Madero guilty of the
imbecility of saying, “Five days after my inauguration
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the rebellion will be crushed.” Just why the crushing
has to wait till five days after the inauguration does not
appear. I conceive there must have been some snickering
among the reactionary deputies if such an announcement
was really made; and some astonished query among his
followers.

What are we to conclude from all these reports? That
the Mexican people are satisfied? That it’s all good and
settled? What should we think if we read that the peo-
ple, not of Lower but of Upper, California had turned
out the ranch owners, had started to gather in the field
products for themselves and that the Secretary of War
had sent United States troops to attack some thousands
of armed men (Zapata has had 3,000 under arms the
whole summer and that force is now greatly increased)
who were defending that expropriation? if we read that
in the state of Illinois the farmers had driven off the tax
collector? that the coast states were talking of secession
and forming an independent combination? that in Penn-
sylvania a division of the federal army was to be dis-
patched to overpower a rebel force of fifteen hundred
armed men doing guerilla work from the mountains? that
the prison doors of Maryland, within hailing distance of
Washington City, were being thrown open by armed re-
voltees? Should we call it a condition of peace? Regard
it a proof that the people were appeased? We would not:
we would say that revolution was in full swing. And
the reason you have thought it was all over in Mexico,
from last May till now, is that the Chicago press, like
the eastern, northern, and central press in general, has
said nothing about this steady march of revolt. Even
The Socialist has been silent. Now that the flame has
shot up more spectacularly for the moment, they call it
“a new revolution,”
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That the papers pursue this course is partly due to the
generally acting causes that produce our northern indif-
ference, which I shall presently try to explain, and partly
to the settled policy of capitalized interest in controlling
its mouthpieces in such a manner as to give their present
henchmen, the Maderists, a chance to pull their chestnuts
out of the fire. They invested some $10,000,000 in this
bunch, in the hope that they may be able to accomplish
the double feat of keeping capitalist possessions intact
and at the same time pacifying the people with specious
promises. They want to lend them all the countenance
they can, till the experiment is well tried ; so they deliber-
ately suppress revolutionary news. ’

Among the later items of interest reported by the Los
Angeles Times are those which announce an influx of ex-
officials and many-millioned landlords of Mexico, who
are hereafter to be residents of Los Angeles. What is
the meaning of it? Simply that life in Mexico is not
such a safe and comfortable proposition as it was, and
that for the present they prefer to get such income as
their agents can collect wthout themselves running the
risk of actual residence.

Of course it is understood that some of this notable
efflux (the supporters of Reyes, for example, who have
their own little rebellions in Tabasco and San Luis Po-
tosi this week) are political reactionists, scheming to get
back the political loaves and fishes into their own hands.
But most are simply those who know that their property
right is safe enough to be respected by the Maderist gov-
ernment, but that the said government is not strong
enough to put down the innumerable manifestations of
popular hatred which are likely to terminate fatally to
themselves if they remain there,

Nor is all of this fighting revolutionary; not by any
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means. Some is reactionary, some probably the satisfac-
faction of personal grudge, much, no doubt, the expres-
sion of general turbulency of a very unconscious nature.
But granting all that may be thrown in the balance, the
main thing, the mighty thing, the regenerative revolution
is the Reappropriation of the land by the peasants.
Thousands upon thousands of them are doing it.

Ignorant peasants: peasants who know nothing about
the jargon of land reformers or of Socialists. Yes: that’s
just the glory of it! Just the fact that it is done by ig-
norant people; that is, people ignorant of book theories;
but not ignorant, not so ignorant by half, of life on the
land, as the theory-spinners of the cities. Their minds
are simple and direct; they act accordingly. For them,
there is one way to “get back to the land”; i. e., to ignore
the machinery of paper land-holding (in many instances
they have burned the records of the title-deeds) and pro-
ceed to plough the ground, to sow and plant and gather,
and keep the product themselves.

Economists, of course, will say that these ignorant
people, with their primitive institutions and methods, will
not develop the agricultural resources of Mexico, and
that they must give way before those who will so develop
its resources; that such is the law of human develop-
ment.

In the first place, the abominable political combina-
tion, which gave away, as recklessly as a handful of soap-
bubbles, the agricultural resources of Mexico—gave them
away to the millionaire speculators who were to develop
the country—were the educated men of Mexico. And
this is what they saw fit to do with their higher intelli-
.gence and education. So the ignorant may well distrust
the good intentions of educated men who talk about im-
provements in land development.
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In the second place, capitalistic land-ownership, so far
from developing the land in such a manner as to support
a denser population, has depopulated whole districts, im-
mense districts,

In the third place, what the economists do not say is,
that the only justification for intense cultivation of the
land is, that the product of such cultivation may build up
the bodies of men (by consequence their souls) to richer
and fuller manhood. It is not merely to pile up figures
of so many million bushels of wheat and corn produced
in a season; but that this wheat and corn shall first go
into the stomachs of those who planted it—and in abun-
dance; to build up the brawn and sinew of the arms
that work the ground, not meanly maintaining them in a
half-starved condition. And second, to build up the
strength of the rest of the nation who are willing to give
needed labor in exchange. But never to increase the for-
tunes of idlers who dissipate it. This is the purpose, and
the only purpose, of tilling soil; and the working of it
for any other purpose is waste, waste both of land and
of men.

In the fourth place, no change ever was, or ever can
be, worked out in any society, except by the mass of the
people. Theories may be propounded by educated peo-
ple, and set down in books, and discussed in libraries,
sitting-rooms and lecture-halls; but they will remain bar-
ren, unless the people in mass work them out. If the
change proposed is such that it is not adaptable to the
minds of the people for whose ills it is supposed to be a
remedy, then it will remain what it was, a barren theory.

Now the conditions in Mexico have been and are so
desperate that some change is imperative. The action of
the peasants proves it. Even if a strong military dicta-
tor shall arise, he will have to allow some provision going
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towards peasant proprietorship. These unlettered, but
determined, people must be dealt with sow; there is no
such thing as “waiting till they are educated up to it.”
Therefore the wisdom of the economists is wisdom out
of place—rather, relative unwisdom. The people never
can be educated, if their conditions are to remain what
they were under the Diaz regime. Bodies and minds are
both too impoverished to be able to profit by a spread of
theoretical education, even if it did not require unavail-
Wable money and indefinite time to prepare such a spread.
Whatever economic change is wrought, then, must be
such as the people in their present state of comprehension
can understand and make use of. And we see by the re-
ports what they understand. They understand they have
a right upon the soil, a right to use it for themselves, a
right to drive off the invader who has robbed them, to
destroy landmarks and title-deeds, to ignore the tax-
gatherer and his demands.

And however primitive their agricultural methods may
be, one thing is sure; that they are more economical than
any system which heaps up fortunes by destroying men.

Moreover, who is to say how they may develop their
methods once they have a free opportunity to do so?
It is a common belief of the Anglo-Saxon that the Indian
is essentially lazy. The reasens for his thinking so are
two: under the various tyrannies and robberies which
white men in general, and Anglo-Saxons in particular
(they have even gone beyond the Spaniard) have in-
flicted upon Indians, there is no possible reason why an
Indian should want to work, save the idiotic one that
work in itself is a virtuous and exalted thing, even if by
it the worker increases the power of his tyrant. As
William Archer says: “If there are men, and this is not
denied, who work for no wage, and with no prospect or
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hope of any reward, it would be curious to know by what
motive other than the lash or the fear of the lash, they
are induced to go forth to their labor in the morning.”
The second reason is, that an Indian really has a different
idea of what he is alive for than an Anglo-Saxon has.
And so have the Latin peoples. This different idea is
what I meant when I said that the mestiza have certain
tendencies inherited from the Latin side of their make-up
which work well together with their Indian hatred of
authority. The Indian likes to live; to be his own mas-
ter; to work when he pleases and stop when he pleases.
He does not crave many things, but he craves the enjoy-
ment of the things that he has. He feels himself more a
part of nature than a white man does. All his legends
are of wanderings with nature, of forests, fields, streams,
plants, animals. He wants to live with the same liberty
as the other children of earth. His philosophy of work
is, Work so as to live care-free. This is not laziness; this
is sense—to the person who has that sort of make-up.

Your Latin, on the other hand, also wants to live; and
having artistic impulses in him, his idea of living is very
much in gratifying them. He likes music and song and
dance, picture-making, carving, and decorating. He
doesn’t like to be forced to create his fancies in a hurry;
he likes to fashion them, and admire them, and improve
and refashion them, and admire again; and all for the
fun of it. If he is ordered to create a certain design or
a number of objects at a fixed price in a given time, he
loses his inspiration; the play becomes work, and hateful
work. So he, too, does not want to work, except what is
requisite to maintain himself in a position to do those
things that he likes better.

Your Anglo-Saxon’s idea of life, however, is to create
the useful and the profitable—whether he has any use or
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profit out of it or not—and to keep busy, busy; to bestir
himself “like the Devil in a holy water font.” Like all
other people, he makes a special virtue of his own natural
tendencies, and wants all the world to “get busy”; it
doesn’t so much matter to what end this business is to be
conducted, provided the individual—scrabbles. When-
ever a true Anglo-Saxon seeks to enjoy himself, he
makes work out of that too, after the manner of a cer-
tain venerable English shopkeeper who in company with
his son visited the Louvre. Being tired out with walk-
ing from room to room, consulting his catalogue, and
reading artists’ names, he dropped down to rest; but
after a few moments rose resolutely and faced the next
room, saying, “Well, Alfred, we’d better be getting
through our work.”

There is much question as to the origin of the various
instincts. Most people have the impression that the chief
source of variation lies in the difference in the amount of
sunlight received in the native countries inhabited of the
various races. Whatever the origin is, these are the
broadly marked tendencies of the people. And “Busi-
ness” seems bent not only upon fulfilling its own fore-
ordained destiny, but upon making all the others fulfill it
too. Which is both unjust and stupid. There is room
enough in the world for the races to try out their several
tendencies and make their independent contributions to
the achievements of humanity, without imposing them
on those who revolt at them.

Granting that the population of Mexico, if freed from
this foreign “busy” idea which the government imported
from the north and imposed on them with such severity
in the last forty years, would not immediately adopt im-
proved methods of cultivation, even when they should
have free opportunity to do so, still we have no reason
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to conclude that they would not adopt so much of it as
would fit thesr idea of what a man is alive for; and if
that actually proved good, it would introduce still further
development. So that there would be a natural, and
therefore solid, economic growth which would stick;
while a forced development of it through the devastation
of the people is no true growth. The only way to make
it go, is to kill out the Indians altogether, and transport
the “busy” crowd there, and then keep on transporting
for several generations, to fill up the ravages the climate
will make on such an imported population.

The Indian population of our states was in fact dealt
with in this murderous manner. I do not know how
grateful the reflection may be to those who materially
profited by its extermination; but no one who looks for-
ward to the final unification and liberation of man, to the
incorporation of the several goodnesses of the various
races in the one universal race, can ever read those pages
of our history without burning shame and fathomless
regret.

I have spoken of the meaning of revolution in general;
of the meaning of the Mexican revolution—chiefly an
agrarian one; of its present condition. I think it should
be apparent to you that in spite of the electoral victory of
the now ruling power, it has not put an end even to the
armed rebellion, and cannot, until it proposes some plan
of land restoration; and that it not only has no inward
disposition to do, but probably would not dare to do, in
view of the fact that immense capital financed it into
power.

As to what amount of popular sentiment was actually
voiced in the election, it is impossible to say. The dailies
informed us that in the Federal District where there are
1,000,000 voters, the actual vote was less than 450,000.
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They offered no explanation. It is impossible to explain
it on the ground that we explain a light vote in our own
communities, that the people are indifferent to public
questions; for the people of Mexico are not now indif-
ferent, whatever else they may be. Two explanations are
possible: the first, and most probable, that of govern-
mental intimidation ; the second, that the people are con-
vinced of the uselessness of voting as a means of settling
their troubles. In the less thickly populated agricultural
states, this is very largely the case; they are relying upon
direct revolutionary action. But although there was
guerilla warfare in the Federal District, even before the
election, I find it unlikely that more than half the voting
population there abstained from voting out of conviction,
though I should be glad to be able to believe they did.

However, Madero and his aids are in, as was expected ;
the question is, how will they stay in? As Diaz did, and
in no other way—if they succeed in developing Diaz’s
sometime ability ; which so far they are wide from hav-
ing done, though they are resorting to the most vindictive
and spiteful tactics in their persecution of the genuine
revolutionists, wherever such come near their clutch.

To this whole turbulent situation three outcomes are
possible:

I. A military dictator must arise, with sense enough
to make some substantial concessions, and ability enough
to pursue the crushing policy ably; or

2. The United States must intervene in the interests
of American capitalists and landholders, in case the pea-
sant revolt is not put down by the Maderist power. And
that will be the worst thing that can possibly happen, and
against which every worker in the United States should
protest with all his might; or

3. The Mexican peasantry will be successful, and free-
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dom in land become an actual fact. And that means the
death-knell of great landholding in this country also, for
what people is going to see its neighbor enjoy so great a
triumph, and sit on tamely itself under landlordism?
Whatever the outcome be, one thing is certain: it is a
great movement, which all the people of the world should
be eagerly watching. Yet as I said at the beginning, the
majority of our population know no more about it than
of a revolt on the planet Jupiter. First because they are
s0, 0, busy; they scarcely have time to look over the
baseball score and the wrestling match; how could they
read up on a revolution! Second, they are supremely
egotistic and concerned in their own big country with its
big deeds—such as divorce scandals, vice-grafting, and
auto races. Third, they do not read Spanish, and they
have an ancient hostility to all that smells Spanish.
Fourth, from our cradles we were told that whatever
happened in Mexico was a joke. Revolutions, or rather
rebellions, came and went, about like April showers, and
they never meant anything serious. And in this indeed
there was only too much truth—it was usually an excuse
for one place-hunter to get another one'’s scalp. And
lastly, as I have said, the majority of our people do not
know that a revolution means a fundamental change in
social life, and not a spectacular display of armies.

It is not much a few can do to remove this mountain
of indifference; but to me it seems that every reformer,
of whatever school, should wish to watch this movement
with the most intense interest, as a practical manifesta-
tion of a wakening of the landworkers themselves to the
recognition of what all schools of revolutionary eco-
nomics admit to be the primal necessity—the social repos-
session of the land.

And whether they be victorious or defeated, I, for one,
bow my head to those heroic strugglers, no matter how
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ignorant they are, who have raised the cry Land and
Liberty, and planted the blood-red banner on the burning
soil of Mexico.



Poeus

WRITTEN—IN—RED*
(To Our Living Dead in Mexico's Struggle.)

Written in red their protest stands,

For the Gods of the World to see;

On the dooming wall their bodiless hands
Have blazoned “Upharsin,” and flaring brands
Illumine the message: “Seize the lands!
Open the prisons and make men free!”
Flame out the living words of the dead

Written—in—red.

Gods of the World! Their mouths are dumb!

Your guns have spoken and they are dust.

But the shrouded Living, whose hearts were numb,

Have felt the beat of a wakening drum

Within them sounding—the Dead Men’s tongue—

Calling: “Smite off the ancient rust!”

Have beheld “Resurrexit,” the word of the Dead,
Written—in—red.

Bear it aloft, O roaring flame!

Skyward aloft, where all may see.

Slaves of the World! Qur cause is the same;

One is the immemorial shame;

One is the struggle, and in One name—

MaNHOOD—we battle to set men free.

“Uncurse us the Land!” burn the words of the Dead,
Written—in—red.

* VoMairine de Cleyre’s last poem.
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Press, 2007).

Great Anarchists #2 https://issuu.com/dogsectionpress/docs/ga2 voltairine

Audio: https://greatanarchists.bandcamp.com/track/great-anarchists-voltairine-de-cleyre

Anarchy Archives: Voltairine de Cleyre
http://dwardmac.pitzer.edu/bright/cleyre/Cleyrearchive.html



https://www.gutenberg.org/files/43098/43098-h/43098-h.htm
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/43098/43098-h/43098-h.htm
https://issuu.com/dogsectionpress/docs/ga2_voltairine
https://greatanarchists.bandcamp.com/track/great-anarchists-voltairine-de-cleyre
http://dwardmac.pitzer.edu/bright/cleyre/Cleyrearchive.html
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