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We Want the Earth.






«p 'I'he Lkove of Comrades. 4

By Edwin Markham.

(Author of *“The Man with the Hoe, and Other Poems’’.)

Here in the valley where the river bends

I see the great oaks standing like close friends,
Holding their frequent whispers in the high

Still privacies of sky.

I see the comrade bees of August pass

About their merry business with the grass.

I see old cart-worn horses by the creek,

Neck over neck, as though their hearts would speak —
As thotigh it helped them bear unto the end

The unjust lash, to know they have a friend.

Down the hill-road I see three workmen walk,
Hand held in hardened hand, in friendly talk.
A light is on each face,

Light from the Secret Place;

For Love has bound them fast,

Comrades to the last.

And as they go my heart takes sudden cheer,
Knowing that in their nearness God is near!

O world, rejoice with me,
For the joy that is to be,
When far as the bright arch of heaven extends
The world of men shall be a world of friends!

Alas, how much sweet life is lost —

How much is black and bitter with the frost,

That might be sweet with the sweet sun,

If men could only know that they are one!

But it will rise, Love’s hero-world at last,

The joy-world wreathed with freedom, and heart-fast—
The world love-sheltered from the wolfish law

Of ripping tooth and clutching claw.

It comes! The high inbrothering of men.

The New Earth seen by John of Patmos, when
The comrade-dream was on his mighty heart.
I see the anarchs of the Pit depart

The Greeds, the Fears, the Hates,

The carnal wild-haired Fates

That sunder, bruise and mar

The brothers on this star.



It goes without saying that a genuine
Russian military uniform in an East End
Jewish “cookshop” in London was then,
and would probably be even now, a re-
markable phenomenon. When, therefore,
I found on entering, one bleak, rainy
evening in the fall of 1883, Mr. Levy’s
Mansell street establishment—as famous,
by the way, for its pickled cucumbers as
for its chess devotees—all eyes intently
fixed on Grishka, I was not at all sur-
prised.

He was a tall, tanned-faced, gray-eyed,
shrewd-looking, clean-shaven specimen
of Russian-Jewish humanity. From time
to time there was on his face a kind of
melancholy smile which, accompanied by
a nervous twitch of the lips, no sooner
made its appearance than it was subdued,
as if circumstances did not warrant it. A
cursory glance sufficed to tell the least
observant that the heart of the late “Pri-
vate of Infantry” harbored a great sor-
row.

The chess board was deserted. A black
king and a white bishop were afterward
discovered in a mutilated condition under
the table. The cat had it all her own
way in the kitchen, while Solomon Fid-
dle, who had the reputation of incessantly
“smoking like a chimney,” had rolled a
paper cigarette and applied it to his
nether lip, with the evident intention of
getting out his tongue, so as to moisten
the paper edge, but was too absorbed in
what was going on to finish the job in
hand.

Grishka had apparently been talking
for some time when I came into the old,
dingy dining-room. He seemed to have
begun his narrative in a reluctant, indo-
lent manner, for he was getting more
and more animated as he was proceeding.

Who was Grunya?—he said—You
will see presently.

Our regiment was transferred to Wil-
na. We were billetted with the house-
holders. They were all either Poles or
Lithuanians, or Jews. Russians? Hardly
any. It was my good fortune to get into
a house on Savitch street, a second-floor
flat, the private residence of a well-to-do
Jewish shopkeeper. He was, as I subse-
quently learned, a widower, whose son
was in St. Petersburg, studying medicine,
while his daughter was staying at home,
keeping house for him. She, at that time
barely out of her teens, was amiable;
though not -exactly beautiful, brave
enough to face Osman Pasha at Plevna,
and as kind-hearted as any sister of
mercy in Lithuania. Her name was
Grunya.

At first she fought shy of me. I no-
ticed she was always hiding the things
she was reading at my approach. I might
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GrishKka’s 2 Romance.

By M. Winchevsky.

have been a spy, you know. But that did
not last long. By inadvertance she one
evening left on the table in the sitting-
room a printed sheet on which there was
a little revolutionary song. I readit. It
sent a thrill right through me. I thought
it the most bloodthirsty think ever writ-
ten. This is how it ran: *
“Hail the cutler, lads.
Who three knives made, lads—
Glory!
And the first good blade
Priests to kill he made—
Glory!
Then the sharks of trade
Slays the second blade—
Glory!
While, our prayers heard,
Lays low our Czar the third—
Glory!”

As I read it for the second time, she
came in. The brave little woman gazed
at me and said nothing. I, too, was si-
lent. I gave her the paper, which she
hid. What she read in my face I don't
know, but she evidently made up her
mind that, whatever my opinions, I was
not likely to betray her.

After this she never again distrusted
me, without exactly taking me into her
confidence. I still was to her the soldier
billeted in the house, a sort of unbidden
guest who, as the saying goes, “is worse
than a Tartar.”

This state of affairs one day underwent
a sudden change. It happened in the
following manner:

Pipe in mouth I had been sitting for
an hour or so by the window, looking out
into the street. All at once I jumped up,
made for her bedroom, where I was sure
she had some Socialist leaflets and book-
lets in a bureau. Full of amazement she
saw me rtush out of her room, all the
while excitedly stuffing the bosom pock-
ets of my shinel** with her “literature.”
Without giving her time to recover from
her astonishment I, without saying a
word, snatched out of her hand a pam-
phlet she had been reading. She was on
the point of making some angry remark
when the door was unceremoniously
opened on the outside. I had resumed
my seat by the window, and the District
Police Commissioner walked in, leaving
the door ajar. In the hall were three
desvatniks. ***

He saluted Grunya with a few words
of mock politeness, and then proceeded to
search the house. With the bunch of
keys in her hand, she followed him
through every part of the place, unlock-
ing, at his command, every drawer, box

* The Song is a translation from Russian. There
is no fiction about it.

*¢ A Soldier’s overcoat.
*¢+ Sbidiers detailed to serve in the police-courts.



or closet, all of which he could not have
examined more thoroughly had he been
after some hidden treasure. Presently I
heard voices in her bedroom. I got up
and stationed myself near the door. I
was afraid I might not have cleared out
everything after all. The wardrobe
was first opened, then the bureau. Every
bit of clothing was minutely searched,
pockets being turned inside out, and the
lining examined. That done, he pulled
the cases off the pillows, felt all the mat-
tresses, lifted from the floor carpets and
rugs, and surveyed the walls. Empty-
handed he came into the sitting-room
where I was. On a shelf there were some
books. He took them up one by one,
carefully turning the leaves, and in the
case of the books that were bound, look-
ing into the backs as he opened them in
the middle and flattened them out. Hav-
ing raised all the pictures on the walls,
he satisfied himself that he had come on
a fool’s errand, and looked rather sheep-
ish.

At this point I could not help noticing
a change in his manner. His politeness
toward her had become perceptibly more
sincere, his face assuming a kindly ex-
pression. After a while I saw Grunya
turn pale at something he whispered to
her. She stood aghast for a moment.
Then she gave him a curt reply which
clearly upset him. At once his face re-
sumed its habitual officially-rigorous ex-
pression and, as he turned toward the
constables in the doorway, he gave them
to understand that there was no occasion
for staying any longer in the house.

He was almost on the threshold when
he retraced his steps and came up to
Grunya. With an evil-portending smile
he said he had reason to suspect she had
some papers concealed under her bodice.

“I am sorry,” he said, “to be under the
necessity of asking you——"

I flared up in an instant.

“She will do nothing of the kind,” I
thundered, “not while I am here, at any
rate! Be off, sir! You may get me into
Catorga* for the remainder of my life,
but this young lady will not be insulted
if I can prevent it. So make haste and
be off I”

I suppose he knew right well that the
dirty thing he suggested was illegal, so
he said nothing beyond asking for pen,
ink and paper, which I gave him myself.
He then took a seat at the table, drew up
a protocol, setting down my name, my
regiment, and, no doubt, my offence. As
he got up and was about to depart he
said to me in a tone of affected coolness:

“All this, my fine young man, will be
made known to the proper authorities.
Ye-es! Good-by!’

He was gone.

Grunya and I stood facing one an-
other. Her gaze was too much for me.
I have faced death more than once in the
war with Turkey, but Grunya’s look un-

* Penal Servitude in Siberian mines,
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nerved me. But I no sooner sat down

than I felt her delicate arms around my

neck and a hearty kiss on my forehead.
* * * * * *

Several days elapsed. One morning, as
I was amusing myself by scribbling
something on a scrap of paper Grunya
took a seat beside me.

“You must tell me something about
your life, Grisha,” she said.

So she called me Grisha! Me, who
never was anything but Grishka* since I
was enlisted in the army.

I tried to get out of it. What was
there in my life worth telling? But she
insisted, and I told her all I could think
of in a rambling sort of way. How she
listened! Everything I related seemed
to have for her an interest bordering on
fascination. She spoke very little on that
as on subsequent occasions. When she
did talk at all it was for the purpose of
imparting to me some knowledge which
she invariably did without in the least
displaying her intellectual superiority. At
times she would get me to talk about the
people and the way they lived, and would
prophesy great things in times to come.

While talking in this strain she once
abruptly asked me:

“Say, Grisha, supposing the people re-
volted, and you were told to shoot them
down?”

The thought never occurred to me be-
fore. I did not, however, hesitate in my
answer, and it seemed to have made her
very happy.

One evening we went out together for
a stroll. On German street Grunya met
lots of young men of her acquaintance.
She hardly noticed them. After a while
she said she felt very tired. She took my
arm. As she leant on it she trembled
all over. I glanced at her from aside.

*Grisha is the endearing, while Grishka is the con-
temptuous way of using the name Grigorijor Gre-
gory.
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The Duke of York inspects an Australian Sheep
arm.

What may be the matter with the dar-
ling? I thought.

“I am all right, my friend,” she said,
as if she had heard me ask the question.

The following morning she got up
later than usual. I felt very restless on
that account. The time seemed to drag
on in a dreadful manner. At length she
came into the dining-room. As she
greeted me I thought I had a different
person before me. She was coldly polite,
and there was not a vestige of friendli-
ness in her demeanor toward me.

She sent out the housemaid to make
some purchases, and then turned to me.

“Grigori Abramovitch,” she said.

I was stung to the quick. It was the
first time she addressed me in that formal
way. How could I have offended her?
I thought.

“You said last night,” she went on,
“your regiment was about to start from
here in a few days »?

She stopped short as if out of breath,
and then continued :

“When you will be gone I shall heed
no dangers If they come again I
wouldn’t care whether they took me or
not We may meet again. If we do,
you must promise to be——"

“Your faithful servant, Grushenka,” I
said, “ready to go through flames and
torrents for your sake, dear soul! You
are.so delicate, child, so sensitive, brave
though you be. You want a fellow like
me to serve and to follow ycu like a- "

“Don’t, Grisha, don’t say that,” she in-
terrupted me. “I need no servant
Here, take this to remember me by.”

With that she pulled a ring off the
forefinger of her right hand and put it
on my smallest finger. She embraced
me, and as our lips met for the first and
last time, she sobbed in a way to break
the stoutest heart.

* * * * * *

Grishka stopped. Somebody reached
him a tumblerful of water, and he took a
sip. He then proceeded with his story
in short, crude sentences, as one who
being exhausted, is anxious to be
through with his story.

In Toula, he said,” I learned that she
had got arrested a .few weeks after I left
Wilna. I procured civilian clothes. They
did not fit, but served my purpose. I
packed up my uniform and bolted. She
once said she might come to this free
country. So here am I. Have been for
some time. Who knows? She may es-
cape and come here. Am studying and
reading all I can—for her sake. I al-
ways go to the Hamburgh docks when-
ever a steamer is due. May meet her
some day. Yesterday I got drenched in
the rain. Had to wait five hours. Never
mind that. Would any of you like to see
her ring? Here it is.

As he showed it to us two big tears
stood in his eyes, and not in his alone.
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The Violence of Equality.

It is by violence that the kingdom of heaven must be

taken, after all —

The divine violence of equality.

For equality comes as surely as to-day has come —

And comes to bring low that which is high and to lift
high that which is low;

Comes to lay bare the common evil of our good and to
build the common good upon our evil;

Comes as the growing world-child of the beautiful and
terribledemocracy,yearning and insurgent
with fellowship;

Gomes to fill the people with a love-passion not to be
resisted —

The love-passion that is to break down our doors and
pour in at our windows, and to sweep
clean our streets with the advancing barri-
cades of revolution —

The love-passion that is to give giant-souls to gentle
women and gentle souls to giant-men, and
to so transfigure them with the pure
glory of revolt that they shall seem like
glad and mighty comrade-angels,and go to
dreadful deaths as gleeful and full of song
as forest-children at their dances, garland-
ed with wild roses.

The love-passion that is to heap the social works of
property-statute and priestly doctrine into
a world-fire to light the nations home —

And then scale the whole octave of life and labor for the
great harmony of the fellowship.

Yes, it is by violence that the son of man must win the
kingdom of all good after all —

The divine violence of equality.

e
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G/rHe WorKer with the Capitalist Mind.

By Herbert N. Casson.

Have you ever seen the worker with the capitalist mind ?

If there were only two or three of him, he would be caught
and put in a museum or a mental sanitarium. But he is too
common to attract any such notice. In fact, he bears a very
strong resemblance to the average man.

The peculiar characteristic of the worker with the capitalist
mind is that he is deceived by a prop-
erty-owning illusion all his life. He
talks, acts and votes as if he were a
capitalist, whereas he has no more
property than a cockroach.

This illusion is so strong that the
poor victim loses almost all knowledge
of what really concerns him, and
spends his life in defending his imag-
inary wealth and capitalistic interests.
In many instances the illusion becomes
even stronger than the instinct of self-
preservation.

A case of this kind happened re-

cently, when a wage-worker who
found himself thrown out of employ-
ment by a lockout, at once joined the
militia and shot himself.
-~ Those who are under the influence
of this singular delusion are like the
monks and hermits of the Middle Ages, who imagined they
were living in a state of holiness and heavenly bliss when in
reality they were inhabiting dark and dismal caves that were
too foul even for the wild animals of the forest.

For instance, a few days ago I sat down on a bench in
Central Park and commenced a conversation with a shabbily-
dressed man who was occupying the same seat. We talked

of the condition of business and so forth, and at once he began
to display the peculiar mental weakness to which we have
been alluding.

“We are the richest nation in the world,” said he, throwing
out his chest like a pouter pigeon.

Silhouettes by JuLius BoH.

“The balance of trade in our favor last year was nearly
$700,000,000. Our national wealth amounts to $1,200 apiece
for every man, woman and child in the country. In another
hundred years we’ll own the earth and make even the King
of England pay us rent.”

With some difficulty I led him to talk on subjects on which
he was sane and normal, and presently found out that he had
been out of work for three months, had not a cent of money
in the bank and had been obliged to sleep in the park for the
last four or five nights. Yet this unfortunate worker with
the capitalist mind was in his imagination a shareholder in
every trust in the country. .

In its last stages, this curious mental defect results in the
complete paralysis of the reasoning faculties. In spite of all
the ten thousand miseries of poverty, the poor enthusiast still
fancies that his destinies are linked with those of Rockefeller
and Pierpont Morgan. His powers of observation are blunted
in some mysterious way, and his mind
loses the ability to generalize from the
facts that are brought before it.

More than this, and most pitiable
of all, he conceives a fierce dislike for
any friend who endeavors to restore
his mental balance. He imagines
that all who hold an opposite opinion
are incendiaries and personal enemies,
whose aim is to destroy what he calls
his “liberty”” and his “home.”

As to the causes of this disorder ex-
perts differ. It is generally believed,
however, that the best hint as to its
origin was given by Darwin.

As to its cure, I don’t know any-
thing that promises more speedy relief
than following the example of the
man in the picture.
































































