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THE COMRADE.,

a half a week besides. Oh, Gabriel! To hold a little baby
in my arms once more! Now we can light our candles Fri-
day evening. I'll light them now, it is Friday, and keep them
burning nights till the baby comes!”

“If the Lord don’t choose to send you one, why do you
light candles in his honor?” sneered Gabriel. “I'd waste no
candles on a baby not my own! Let’s have them now for
light, not for the Lord, so do you light them, Myra!”

“If you blaspheme, the Lord will punish you, Gabriel,”
said the wife, as she brought three brass candlesticks out of
the closet. *“Have we not suffered enough a’ready for your
talk? This is Friday evening, and I light them for tae Lord’s
sake ; one for you, one for me, one for the bahy that’s com-
ing!”

“You are always superstitious,” said the husband, wearily,
“but I'll read my paper by the light o’ them, for its most
dark now. Those women spoilt my sleep. They grudge me
the little sleep I get after me working all night!”

Mpyra made no reply for she was busy folding and put-
ting away the little garments.

“A week, just a week to wait.” How can I wait so long!”
she thought.

In a week the baby came.

It had been Gabriel’s proud and tender determination
that his wife should never work in a shop or factory while he
was able to work for her. It was in a sweat shop that he had
first met her; it was the running of a heavy sewing machine
that had injured her internally and made it unlikely
that she would ever bring another child into the world. She
sometimes did a little work at home just to occupy ner fin-
gers, but Gabriel always made such a talk about it that she
was glad to give it up and take to knitting or crochetting
instead. The rest of her leisure she spent in visiting the
other tenants in the “Modgl Tenement Building” and nurs-
ing their babies.,

An agent from the “Society” called to see the Goldsteins
before bringing the promised baby. She was a pleasant, busi-
ness-like young woman and her close questioning into their
circnmstances was done with such an official air that they
came through it all without sense of sname or resentment.
Gabriel discerned that she was an employee, and not by any
means on a level with the ‘‘grand ladies” who had broken so
rudely into his privacy a few days before. She was nearer
to his own class, being a wage-earner herself, and he regarded
her with a somewhat indulgent air.

On her second visit, she stepped into the room with the
baby in her arms—smiling and panting for breath.

“Here is Elizabeth for you—Elizabeth Linton—three
months old, and a perfect beauty! She was picked up in an
ash barrel!”

A fair, blue-eyed little baby was deposited in Myra’s arins,
and from that moment the little wife lived in a world of
ecstacy and tender delight. Gabriel professed indifference
to the infant’s charms, but smiled at it occasionally, and
grumbled only a little when Myra insisted on spending their
small savings on a baby coach, behind which she walked out

proudly on fair days to a near-by open square filled with trces.

She was beginning to bloom outwardly frerself,—her
cheeks wore a faint tinge of color and her eyes were bright
and sparkling—and the baby was apparently flourishing, too,
—when suddenly the agent appeared again at the door of
their little room. Like the angel of death, she had come to
take the baby away!

“Have we not been good to her—have we not done
enough? See the baby coach we have bought with our own
money !” cried Gabriel, hot with indignation.

Myra could not speak. She bent her head close over the
baby’s shoulder to hide her tears. Mechanically she put on its
little “best dress,” and then the sacque—and alas! on must
go the little hood and the long cloak and the tiny “leggins”!
The little darling was to be taken away from her—she was
never to see it again!

“I’ll bring you another! You've been so good to this one,
you shall have another in a few days. So don’t cry!” The
agent patted her on the shoulder, smiled encouragingly at
Gabriel.—grabbed the baby and its bundle of clothes and
whisked off through the open doorway.

In this way the tiny Elizabeth had come and gone. It
was exactly as if they had lost a child of their own. yra
wept all afternoon, and moaned in her sleep that night; she
woke up and cried fresh tears from time to time. For sev-
eral. days she moved about like a broken-spirited creature,
silent and sad. Gabriel tried to scold her, but found he could
not. Instead, he stormed at the “grand ladies” who had
brought this new sarrow to his wife. Why did they not take
care of the haby themselves if they wanted to be charitable
instead of making use of poor people’s hearts and homes?

Very likely rich people gave vast sums of money for their
“charities,” and were very proud of their “good works” and
hoped to get to heaven by them; but after all, it was the
poor working people who did the “good works” for them
and took the starving foundlings to their bosoms and nursed
them back to health and life—for what did the board money
amount to—a dollar and a half a week, indeed! It hardly
paid for the milk the baby drank! Thus he ranted and raved
whenever the little Elizabeth was mentioned.

However, it made not much impression on Myra, for when
the agent of the Foundling Society walked in again one day
with a large bundle in her arms, the little wife stretched out
her arms with a look of tremulous, unspeakable joy. She
thought Elizabeth was brought back to her.

But it proved to be not Elizabeth, but a tiny, wizened-
faced, black-eyed boy baby. The agent explained that it was
an incubator baby, and needed the tenderest care to induce it
to live--such care as only Mr. and Mrs. Gabriel Goldstein
could give! Even Gabriel softened a little at this timely flat-
tery. Furthermore, the baby was the image of himseli—and
undoubtedly had Jewish blood in its veins. After firing this
shot into the hearts of this lonely couple, the clever young
woman hastily withdrew, leaving the black-eyed Jacob in
Myra’s arms.

(To be concluded in our next issue.)
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THE COMRADE.
Women Workers in Germany.

By Sadie Van Veen Amter.

N LEIPZIG, and in the villages in the vicin-
ity thereof, one finds the most wretched
specimens of poverty-stricken and poverty-
degraded beings imaginable. I use the
word ‘“‘degraded” advisedly, for they are
degraded, both physically and mentally—
and, as a matter of consequence, morally.
I understand that one does not have to

travel far to come in contact with the very poor, and also that

the burden of poverty falls most heavily upon the women
and children, but here in Germany it is especially the case
that the women suffer. They work from sunrise to sunset.

They push or drag big carts through the city, plying their

wares. They carry great packs and baskets on their backs,

strapped to their shoulders, so that they have the appearance
of yoked cows. And the camparison is somewhat true in
other phases. For the women, as the cows, are used both to
work and to.breed, so to produce more workers and breeders.

Their work and lives are so unvaried that they grow like
cattle in appearance and manner. They are short and broad
and stubby. Their gait and manners remind one of stolid oxen,
save that very often they are deformed. I asked several pec-
ple why so many of the workers are cursed with this extra
misfortune (having crooked shoulders, backs or legs). The)
shrugged their shoulders in reply. I think the cause is lack
of nutrition from the time of their conception—and even
afterward ; beginning hard work early in life, and resting only
when life gives out. (Perhaps the German diet of beer and
“wurst” may be accountable.) At any rate, these women, are
ugly, wooden-faced and shapeless, and their work is fit only
for oxen. I have spoken often to them, but one case I shall
always remember distinctly.

It was late in the afternoon, when I met her, on a country
road. My joy in the beautiful landscape was forgotten im-
mediately. The clear sky and friendly sun, the long, even
rows of piled hay and grain, the abundance of life-giving ele-
ments in the surroundings, were but mockeries to this wo-
man, and at the time to me, since I felt a reflection of her
misery. She appeared old, though she may have been young.
Their lives of overwork, anxiety and despair cause youth to
fade before it blooms. I said the customary “Guten Tag.”
‘The woman’s smile was worse than a sob could have been;
it was not even a smile, she stretched her lips, merely. She
was dragging a well-loaded cart, and two very small, very
dirty children hung close to her. The garb of all three was

colorless and shapeless from wear and patches. I learned
from her that her little boy nad died that morning. She told
it without a tear or sob, but her dry eyes were utterly hope-
less. This woman of toil and sorrow was denied the “luxury
of grief” expressed in tears. For her work was endless: un-
der a master in the fields, in her home a slave to husband
and children. And, saddest of all—Oh, God, have pity—
No! men and women who labor, have pity—this woman, al-
Jeady toil worn, and sorrow-laden, was about to give birth tc
a child! Oh, think just a moment; though she could not
express it, and could not cry for it, this woman was a mother
and felt a mother’s grief for her last baby; the children that
lived and the child to be born must be fed, and work, work.
everlasting work must be endured, though limbs be weary
and eyelids droop and the feet are sore, and shoulders bent
in their eternal slavery!

And finally they become in reality, what in the vast oper-
ation of industry they are—-machines; till no sun is left in
their lives, and life itself has lost all meaning. They and their
children tread on in the same wearying, dulling, deadening
path, losing all hope, finding only the negative peacefulness
of oblivion in sleep, until, at last, they fall without hope for
the future, or regret for the past, into the grave of the pauper.

That there are joys, common to rich and poor, I am aware,
but even these are tainted by want. Can there be a happy
evening fireside, when the household is weary from daily
work and care? And the thrill of the first hours of mother-
hood must be dulled, if not killed, by the knowledge thateper-
haps she will not be able to feed and rear her baby. And
even work, which should be a common daily pleasure, be-
comes only accursed slavery.

Oh, men and women who think! Ponder over such
scenes ; picture such awful conditions. Is there no hope for
these women of toil? Must they be denied the common
pleasures and the common necessities of life?

Shall the great mass of women bear the world’s children,
do the world’s work, and be denied of all in life, that which is
worth living for? Do not, then, Oh, mothers of comfort, and
fathers of homes, do not pass from these things with a sigh,
and tnen forget. A great question must be answered—a
great problem solved! Then to work, men and women; let
those who do not know search for the cause, and those’ who
know the solution, that will free women forever, tell it to
all the world.

5 A
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I seek no greater pleasure than you give;
I can’t conceive a blacker fate than this—
That you should pass out from me—and I live.

Josephine Conger.



THE COMRADE.

Anarchism and Socialism.

By Ernest. Untermann.

ER since human society passed from the
freedom of ancient sexual organization
into the stage of civilization with its private
property, classes, oppression and injustice,
there has been a retaliation of the op-
pressed against the usurped supremacy of
the ruling classes. The dissatisfied ele-
ments were so much more violent, as they
lacked education and organization. They dealt blow for
blow, and met injustice by injustice, brutality by cruelty. The
precursors of the modern anarchists were the bandits of all
ages, who assumed the role of Providence in defending the
poor against the rich and their hired authorities. Robin
Hood, Fra Diavolo, Rinaldo Rinaldini, Schinderhannes, Karl
Moor, these are the real or idealized prototypes of the latter-
day disciples of the propaganda of the deed.

But it remained for the last stage of civilization in the
19th century to bring system into this madness and surround
it with the halo of a “beautiful philosophy.” The first at-
tempt to give a logical foundation to the theory of absolute
individual liberty was made by the German Max Stirnet, who
in 1845 published his work “Der Einzige und sein Eigenthum,”
a veritable apotheosis of egoism. Stirner is the only anarch-
ist writer who had the courage and reasoning faculties to
carry his philosophy to its logical extreme. His logic is, per-
haps, the cause that prevents the anarchists of to-day from
granting him his rightful title of “Father of Anarchism” and
transferring it to the illogical and visionary Proudhon. In
his works, “Qu’est-ce-que la Propriete” and “Confessions
d'uf Revolutionnaire,” Proudhon has laid the thepretical
foundation for the modery anarchist philosophy. According
to him, the historical fights of humanity have been carried
on for a “phantasmagoria of our brains,” and he speaks of
the “fiction of a superior person, called the state.” In con-
tradiction to Socialist philosophy, he maintains that “it is
the fate of the political constitution to constantly call forth
and produce the social constitution.” Property, according to
him, indicates among other things, “identity of labor and cap-
ital.” And although he considered the state a fiction, the
program of his paper, the “Voix du Peuple,” was: Universal
suffrage, state credit to industries, political reform by the “free
contract” of individuals, and economic reform by “constituted
value.” In his “Philosophie de la Misere,” he gave a plain
demonstration of the sad fact, that anarchist philosophy is a
tvro in economics, history, and natural philosophy, and the
reply made to him by the Socialist, Karl Marx, in his “Misere
de la philosophie” covers his case as well as that of all the
other illustrious and obscure teachers of anarchism, from
Bakounin, Krapotkin, and Reclus down to Jean Graves and
Abraham Isaak. .

Proudhon’s program has been slightly changed by his
followers. While Proudhon still advises the use of the bal-
lot, Bakounin and the modern anarchists will have none of
it. Bakounin in his “I.a Commune de Paris et la notion de
I'Etat,” Krapotkin in “I.a Conquete du Pain,” and “Field and
Factory,” Graves in “La Societe Mourante et I’Anarchisme,”
Tsaak in his paper, “Free Socicty,” are more or less unani-
mous in denouncing the state, repudiating political action,
advocating free groups of co-operators with the utmost .le-
centralization and the most charming ignorance of all indus-
trial progress possible, and varying a general passive qmietism
with occasional outbursts of paeans in celebration of fo_rce.
Political activity, however, is not shunned by all anarchists,
nor is there any fixed program of action to which any single
anarchist is bound to adhere. It is precisely the beauty of
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anarchist philosophy that it is so beautifully vague. It gives
no assurance of anything, takes no notice of social evolution,
and in general may be said to teach nothing to nobody.

The following from Krapotkin’s preface to Bakounin’s
above named book is a fair sample of anarchist logic “To
seek to attain Socialism, or even an agrarian revolution, by
means of a political revolution, is the merest utopia, because
the whole of history shows that political changes flow from
the great economic revolutions, and not vice versa.” If you
can reason after this fashion, you are ripe for anarchism—and
the sanatorium.

The logical anarchists are the Bresci, Vera Sassulitch,
Hoedel, Czolgosz, whether they call themselves anarchists
or not. They alone had the courage of their convictions and
replied to royal or capitalist anarchy by proletarian anarchy,
at the sacrifice of their own lives. The philosopnical anarch-
ists, the anarchist communists, the parlor anarchists, the an-
archists in office, and the capitalist anarchists, are only a

weak and cowardly fry compared with those neroes of retalia-
tion.

Socialism, on the other hand uses the term revolution in
a far wider sense than that of mere stupid force or political
coups d'etat. The Socialists recognize that present society
is the product of evolution from past society, and carries
within it the germs of future society. The fundamental
thescs of Socialism, first enunciafed by Karl Marx and Fried-
rich Engels in the “Communist Manifesto” (1848) then fur-
ther elaborated by Marx in “Critique of Political Economy,”
and “Capital,” by Engels in the “Origin of the Family, of
the State and Private Property,” and “Socialism, Utopian and
Scientific,” may be summed up as’follows

The economic conditions of any given society determine
its political institutions and its morals, religion, and laws.
Private property, arising at a certain stage of human history,
divides society into classes with opposing interests, and
causes men to struggle against one another for economic and
political supremacy. Slavery in an open or disguised form
follows as a consequence and leads to the creation of the
state, a tool of the ruling classes to keep the enslaved class
in subjection. The development of the means for producing
and distributing food, clothing and shelter. by the help of
inventions and discoveries, adds more and more to man’s
power over nature. At the same time it transforms the dif-
ferent industries by a series of protracted economic revolu-
tions into highly organized co-operative groups, which bring
the class struggle to a climax and make it plain to the dullest
mind, that capital and labor have no common interests, as
long as capital is in the hands of idle exploiters, and labor is
the only asset of the exploited. Finally, the old property
system of societv can no longer control the new conditions
of production. In all countries where this stage is reached,
the workers with hand and with brain unite against their
masters bv forming an international political party. The eco-
nomic revolution ends in a political revolution, which may
consist in nothing worse than in voting the capitalist oppo-
sition out of power. The workers of all nations seize the con-
trol of public affairs, transform the state from a ruler of men
into an administrator of industries, and utilize all the fruits
of centuries or organization, invention, and science for the
common good, by an intelligent and voluntary subordination
<f “he individual to the great co-operative process. The
aholition of private property makes an end to classes and
slavery and restores to humanity, in a higher degree, its an-
cient equality and freedom.,




THE COMRADE..

Views and Reviews

E uf the most interesting books I have read
for a long time is Mr. Bolton King’s “Life
of Mazzini,” published by Dent & Co., Lon-
don, publishers of the famous “Temple
Classics.” This book is the first of a new
series edited by Mr. Dugald Macfayden, to
be published under the general title of “The
Temple Biographies,” and if the succeeding
volumes are as interesting as the first the series should prove
immensely popular.

Thirty years have passed away since Mazzini’s death and
it is somewhat strange that no adequate study of his life or
thought has been attempted till now, either in Italy or in Eng-
land, the land he loved so well and to which he owed so much.
But it is perhaps well upon the whole that the task has not
been undertaken sooner. For while some valuablé material
has doubtless been carried down the stream of time and lost
forever, we gain from the fact that it is now possible to place
the great patriot and teacher in his true perspective. And Mr.
King is particularly well qualified to be the biographer of the
great apostle of Italian Unity. Of course, there have been a
number of biographies of Mazzini before this, but they can-
not be regarded as very satisfactory either as studies of his
thought or mere uncritical accounts of his life. Mr. King’s
book naturally divides itself into two parts. In the first part
he tells the story of Mazzini’s strangely chequered career
and tells it with sympathy and skill; the second pait he de-
votes to a study of the great patriot’s thought and teaching.

Mr. King paints Mazzini “with the warts.” He shows
how, partly because of his natural impulsiveness, and partly
also as a result of his conspirator’s life, an “occasional twist
in his sense of honor” is manifest in the life of one whose gen-
eral integrity none could deny. Mazzini himself pleaded that
men who were “risking their lives for country, were not amen-
able by strictly punctillious rules of normal times.” Next to
the account of his revolutionary activities the story of his
first exile in England appeals to me. He suffered terrible
hardship and privation in those days. Most of his clothes,
his books and maps, and even his mother’s ring, were pawned
to buy food—and cigars “the one thing I don’t think I can do
without.” Haunted by the thought of suicide his love for
his mother held him back. There is something inspiring in
Mazzini's love for his mother. When he was well nigh starv-
ing some friends in Turin wanted to raise a subscription for
him, but he refused to permit it on the ground that it might
reach her ears and she would “die of shame.” It was always
his mother’s interest which appealed to him more strongly
than any other. So he fell into the clutches of rapacious
money lenders. He saw much of the Carlyles and there is
more than a suggestion of Thomas Carlyle’s petty temper in
the statement in his “Reminiscences” that he “once or twice
talked with Mazzini.” The fact is that Mazzini was a very
frequent visitor at the home of Carlyle, with whom he had
many rather heated debates. Margaret Fuller has left us a
record of an evening spent in the company of the Carlyles
and Mazzini. Carlyle, as was most often the case, was bitter
and sneered at the “rose-water imbecilities” of Mazzini and
his friends. Mrs. Carlyle to Margaret aptly described the two
men. “These are but opinions to Carlyle,” she said, “but to
Mazzini. who has given his all and helped bring his friends
to the scaffold in pursuit of such subjects, it is a matter of life
and death.” But Carlyle could be at times every bit as gener-
ous as at other times he was mean. Once he warmly defended
Mazzini from the slighting attack of the Piedmontese minister
and left the house in high dudgeon. And when the British
government resorted to the practice, hitherto unheard of in
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England, of opening his mail and communicating the results
of their prying to the Italian government, Carlyle wrote to
the “Times” protesting against the outrage and praising Maz-
zini’s character in the warmest terms.

Mazzini sympathized with the Chartist movement and
urged upon the leaders that political reform was of no avail
unless used and directed toward social reform. He tried to
capture the “International,” but the opposition of Marx was
too powerful for him to overcome. He was no match for
Marx. While he was not by any means a Socialist, he was
equally far from being an individualist. He hated individual-
ism and free competition as being anarchial, “fatal to unity
and true citizenship.” He stood against any far-reaching ex-
tension of the power and interference of the State, believing
rather in the free association that springs from moral con-
viction. Only in the matter of education he apparently would
outdo the most rigid authoritarian, leaving no room for any
education but that of the State. Toward the end of his life he
realized that women must have full political power before any-
thing like a democracy can be reached. He ardently advo-
cated woman’s suffrage, but at the same time insisted that
only by emancipating themselves from foolish fashions, cus-
toms and traditions could women ever really be free and in-
depehdent.

‘What most impresses one in connection with Mazzini’s life
is his boundless faith and his strong sense of duty. He was
of the spiritual kindred of Savonarola and of Dante whose
life and works were his unfailing inspiration. He made mis-
takes, many of them of great moment; his intellectual powers
were narrowly limited. But the errors have passed, and Time,
the great effacer, has obliterated their traces; others can make
up to us what he lacked in intellectual power, but the power
and influence of his lofty idealisin still abides to cheer and in-
spire us to sacrifice and duty.

Like all the publications of this firm the volume is well
printed and bound. There are some admirable illustrations,
and in the appendix are several‘hithertg unpublished letters.

»

Mazzini is also the subject of a little book bound in
blue cloth recently issued by Charles H. Kerr and Company
of Chicago. It is made up of a brief Essay on Mazzini as
“A Prophet of the Religion of Humanity,” and a very per-
functory biographical sketch of Mazzini, by Mr. Louis J.
Rosenberg, together with Mazzini’s Address to the Young
Men of Italv and a Bibliography of Mazzini’s writings. Of
this last it should be said that it might with much advantage
have been omitted. It omits all mention of some of the most
important of Mazzini’s works to begin with, and no attempt
whatever has been made to distinguish between newspaper
and magazine articles and books and pamphlets; and no
indication whatever is given of where they may be fou.nd.
The very purpose of the little Essay being to interest fiew
readers in Mazzini’s life and writings, the author might have
been expected to take at least so much truble as was neces-
sary to guide his readers. As for the Essay itself it would
be foolish to expect a very discriminating study in such
small limits. If it, and Mazzini’s Address to the Young Men
of Ttaly, should whet the appetite of the readers of them
for more direct and intimate knowledge of the great patriot’s
life and teaching, the book will serve a very useful purpose.

*

“Lions of the Lord” is the title of a powerful novel by
Harry Leon Wilson, whose earlier book, “The Spende.rs,”
secured for its author a brilliant reputation. There is a
virile, elemental strength about this writer's work which is
exceedingly attractive. This latest book is a romance of the
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