Gpe Coronation of John Bull

“Uneasy is the Head that wears a Crown.”
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GhHe Battle of the Libraries.

By UPTON SINCLAIR.

Being the Merry Tale of the Wooing of Dame Notoriety, of Manhattan, and the Bloody Duel between Charley Squab of the
Two Hundred Billion Dollar Steal Trust and Andrew Arniky, Leading Gentleman of the Old Homestead Company.

Oh, come ye muses, nerve my trembling hand,
That fears the fronting of such high design;
Lend me the vision swift and flowing verse
To chant a mighty tale unto men’s ears:

A tale of love and fearsome battle-shock,

Of champions paramount in deadly strife

For sovereign favor of a lady fair.

And come, ye nymphs, that visions bright of love
Inspire in Man, for else how can I sing

Of that high damsel of the radiant eyes,
Dame Notoriety, in golden sheen,

The crowneéd mistress of Manhattan Isle?

And sovereign queen of Tragedy, descend,
And lend thine aid to my adventurous song
That with no middle flight intends to soar
Above the Aonian mount while it pursues

A Squab so bold, a Squab invincible, —

A greedy, growing, all-devouring Squab,

A sleuthing Squab in peacock-feathers dressed,
A new Squab of a kind unplucked by man.

"Twas on a lofty throne of jewels piled,

She sat, the mistress.of Manhattan Isle;

And Andrew Arniky, a champion slight,

A modest, mild, unwarlike hero he,

Poured words of tender pleading in her ear: —
Oh, come with me, fair lady, sovereign bride,
And we will wisdom's lofty pleasures taste;

A thousand libraries thine home shall be,

A thousand books thy bridal bed shall form,
And thou shalt dine three times a day on Lamb,
With Bacon garnished, and shalt know the joys
Of pure beneficent philanthropy;

And daily in the papers shalt thou read

Of tennew libraries, in cities vast,

In villages, and Indian wigwams too,

In Texas ranches, and Esquimaux huts,

In Heaven, Hell, and stations in between.
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Thus spoke he, when with clanging iron tread
Strode Squab upon the pair with haughty gaze,
Armed with a billet huge of steel, and spoke : —
Who art thou, puny man of books, that durst
Affront the sovereign lady of my choice?
Hark to me, Notoriety, I say! -

No man of books am I, no student pale.
A'scorn of such things is my warrior-hoast.
Seest thou me in my majesty? T am

The lord of millions that obey my nod,

Ard the earth trembles as T walk: and that, —
All that I made myself, and vet ne'er read

A single book in all my days! — Avaunt!

I’ale dreamer ; in mine empirces span there is
No place for thee, and for thy musty tomes.

But harken now, Dame Notoriety,

If thou wilt be my bride, my sovercign bride,
In splendor shalt thou dwell the like of which
No king of ancient legend ever knew ;
Through palaces unending shalt thou roam,
Built all of gold, with diamond corner-stones :
And golden argosies shall speed thee forth.
Across the flowing deep, and thou shalt have
Robes made of roses, with the starlight sheen,
And all shall bow before thee, all shall serve
Science and art thy handmaid slaves shall.be.

Know, lady, that the Steal Trust King am I,

A mighty band of barons ir my train;

And we are lords of all Manhattan Isle,

And all men serve us, and kneel as we move,

In gold and jewelled splendor shining far.

The millions toil, but to our pomp to add;

The huge machinery of an Age of Steel

Moves but to make us mighty, and to swell

The chorus of our revelry and joy.

See, Lady Notoriety, I lay -

The whole world at thy feet; yea, thou must know
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That all the millions who in sorrow toil

My power to forge, their life is short, and when
They die, I make a tower of their skulls

To lift me high above the world of woe,

That I may gaze and watch the pageant pass;
Come to that throne with me, my lady fair,

For what were life without thy favor’s smile?

Thus Squab; but then in sudden rage he frowned,
For Arniky, undaunted by his might,

Stood firm, and would have spoken yet again.
Such insolence the tyrant’s soul made mad,

And clenching his mailed fist he cried aloud : —
Avaunt, I say, thou dreamer, man of books!
Avaunt!—and raised his club of steel on high.
And at the moment suddenly changed his form;
A monster he became of aspect dire,

With face of savage rage and ygwning jaws

Of crunching steel, with glow of fire between,

And arms of clanking terror grasping far.

So strode he on the man of books, but he

Waved in the air his magic wand, and tore

From out his waist-coat pocket swift a thing
Huge, and far-towering, a house of books,

A library, and hurled with lightning shock

The mass upon the monster rushing on.

Like to the face of mountains was the roar,

Like to the earthquake dire, and Squab fell hacl:
Aghast; but soon he charged with battle-vell,

And now Homeric grew the giant fray,

A war of gods with might immortal armed.

For Squab, the lord of endless wealth, hurled forth
Mountains of iron and spears of girders huge,
Steel rails that cleft the shuddering earth, and sent
Echoes that shattered heaven, and made men flee
In wildered terror from the Titan fray.

Palaces huge be hurled, and showers of gold

To blind the eyes, castles of regal size,

Speeches galore, and European tours,

And banquets huge, and royal audiences,
And all things else to stun the mind of man,
And win the smile of Notoriety.

But all was naught unto the doughty knight,

Andrew the bold, who dodged the fearsome hail,
Replying with the weapon that he loved,

His libraries; and forth he hurled them swift,

Both large and small, in deafening thunder shock,
And as he flung them, cried aloud in glee

Their price: — Five thousand — fifty thousand now —
Three hundred thousand — twenty — forty-two —

A million! — five! — ha, Squab, what say’st thou now?

So raged the fiery combat, while the dame
With fickle favor cheered the’latest stroke.

Yet ever Squab fell back, nor all his wealth
Could save him, till at last he bent him swift,
Tore up a huge green bank beside the stream,
The bank of Monte Carlo, famed afar,

And broke it with his might, and flung it fierce
Full at poor Andrew’s head ; the lady cried

In wild alarm; but Andrew bore the shock,
And sudden leapt upon his weakening foe
Armed with a mighty weapon long delayed,

A university ten million.big;

And as he saw it poised, Squab moaned in pain,
Turned, and fled madly from his ragin~ foe,
Iled and fled ever, and when safe at last

He stept into an automobile swift,

And sped away unto the south of France.

Jut Andrew Arniky, the hero bold,

Stood on the field, with libraries high-piled,
And bore as best he might the love embrace
Of Notoriety, in golden sheen,

The crownéd mistress of Manhattan Isle.

—_

—

How They Managed It. ¥ «*

By AUGUST STRINDBERG. Translated by L. N. ORNSTON.

She had a repulsion for girls who were brought up as
housekeepers for their future hushands. Such a fate was not
tempting, therefore she learned a trade which could give her
a living in case of necessity. She acquired the knowledge of
making “artificial flowers and reached a high degree of
efficiency.

He spoke with disappointment of those “ unfortunate he-
ings ” who could not do anything but wait for a chance to be
kept women in virtue of a lawful marriage. He entertained
a hope of finding a free and independent woman who could
look after herself, capable of being a friend and comrade to
her husband; a woman who was an equal in mental develop-
ment. HE would marry only such a woman.

Fate decreed that they should meet.... It is necessary to
mention that he was a painter and that the meeting took place
in a Capital, where both of them were permeated with “ new
ideas.”

They married.

Yes, it was an exemplary pair and everybody went to ad-
mire the way they kept house. They had three rooms: of
which the middle one was their mutual working room; the
hushand occupied one of the side ones, the wife the other.
They had no servants! The janitor’s wife agreed to come
mornings to sweep up the rooms, and the cooking part they
undertook to do themselves, as a matter of course together.

¢

- he brought in the dishes and they would eat.

All that was a matter of very simple justice, as they ex-
plained it, and it was surprising that people had not thought
of arrangements of the sort betore. To live as human beings
ought to—that is all.

They managed things finely. Mornings he would go to the
market, and meanwhile, his wife in company with the janitor’s
wife, made the beds, dusted, etc. Then they made coffee,
breakfasted and went to work. When it was necessary to
rest, they talked, consulted about different things and laughed
a great deal. They were always gay. When the time came
to cook, he would make the fire while she cleaned the vege-
tables; while she ran to the grocery store, he looked after the
soup: they cooked the meat together. She covered the table,
It was a delight,
not a burden, to keep house!

Let us be frank and say that they did not live exactly like
brother and sister. At night they wished one another good-
night and went each into a separate room; in the morning,
they woke up in their own rooms as if nothing had happened.
He loudly knocked at the door of her room.

“How is my little girl?” he would shout.
slept well?”

“ Thank you, first rate. How have you?”

“ Oh, splendidly, could not expect better!”

“ Have you
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It was always equally pleasant to meet mornings. Evening
they went visiting or to some café. She was not afraid of the
tobacco smoke. Besides she was not bashful in the company
of men and did not inconvenience them at all. Everybody
thought that she was sweet. Their acquaintances plainly de-
clared that it was an ideal marriage, the couple did not deny
it, but claimed that they were the happiest people on earth.

The lady had parents, who lived in some provincial, out-
of-the-way, dull place. The old people did not know a thing
about the new ways; they hoped for grandchildren and asked
in every letter “ whether the dear Elizabeth had any hopes.”
They even went as far as to remind their dear Elizabeth that
married life without children had no sense, because bonds of
union did not exist for the comfort of the contracting parties,
but only for the perpetuation of the human race.

Elizabeth. wrote her parents that their views were anti-
quated. The mother acknowledged in her next letter that she
was a little behind the times and did not understand “.ideas.”
She just wanted to know if the world is now supposed to
come to an end? This, however, did not affect Elizabeth.
She was contented ; her husband was contented, too: it is only
natural that people should think about themselves first. The
whole of the matter was that outsiders saw at last one happy
pair and growled from envy!

Yes, they did live good! Neither bossed, the money be-
longed to both. It happened sometimes that he would make
more, but the next month the balance would be in her favor,
so that in the long run their income was equal. On her
birthday she was called by the janitor’s wife, who appeared
in her room with a large bouquet of flowers and a small
envelope ornamented with a tiny picture in water colors. The
letter read* “ Mrs. Elizabeth Blomsterknop is begged to ac-
cept from her painter congratulations and an invitation to visit
him immediately to have an elaborately served.breakfast in
his room.” The old woman was dispensed with. A knock
could be heard at the door leading: to the husband’s room,
and then breakfast was begun, lasting until noon. Oh, what
a time they had! But the most important part was that their
bliss continued for two years, and for two years all the prophe-
cies of skeptics were defeated.

SAMSON ACONIST

‘“There is a poor blind Samson in this land,
Shorn of his strength, and bound in b?nds of steel ;
Who may, in some grim revel, raise his hand

‘\.
M[;
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It happened once that the lady felt ill and complained that
she was constantly nauseated. She feared she had been poi-
soned by the colored paper which she used for making her
flowers. He suspected germs. He was sure that germs had
something to do with it, as the air and water in the Capital
were full of them nowadays. It is true that everything was
not alright in other respects. Nothing unusual, but still. ...
Some trifle, probably a cold she had caught somehow or
other, that was all!

Her ailment lasted, and the young woman began to grow
wonderfully around the waist. Was it one of those interior
chalk stones about which she read such horrible things? She
went to see a doctor. . ..

On her return she cried bitterly. But her husband did
not. That light-headed man assured her that everything on
earth was for the best, and he went to boast of the occasion to
his chums. o .

She grieved : what would become of their ideal existence?
She would be unable to earn as much as he did, consequently
she would have to eat his bread. It would be necessary to
hire a servant and change their whole mode of living, every-
thing.... Oh, what a misfortune! All her expectations, the
whole of her foresight, crumbled to dust! Was it impossible
to avoid it? Above all, her parents wrote her enthusiastc
lettérs; they teased her with their congratulations and again
reminded her that marriages were established for the sake
of the children, whereas the pleasures and comforts of the
couple was a secondary consideration.

The husband swore that he would never agree that her
earnings were decreased. Is not the care of a child as much
labor as any other; is not labor money?  To substitute money
with labor, which is its representation, what can be simpler?
He assured her that she would bring in her share in full. -

All that did not console her. She worried that she would
be compelled to live on his accounf. But when the baby
appeared she was unable to grieve; jn her fresh trouble she
entirely forgot about the *“new ideas.”

She remained the wife and friend of_ her husband and
became also a mother. He affirms: that he values the last

most.

And smite the pillars of our commonweal ;
Till the vast temple of our liberties,
A shapeless mass of wreck and ruin lies.”’—Long/fellow,
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Forty Years.2

By LEO TOLSTOY.

[ConcLuDED. ]

XI.

The 12th of August came. Trophim Semionovitch awoke
before sunrise, and went out into the garden. Gazing towards
the East, he mused: “ Perhaps this is my last dawn that is now
appearing ; it will appear many a time yet, but never again
for me; many a time will the sun rise, but never more will
it shine for me, warm me!” And, involuntarily, -he began
to,be troubled by the thought that the next night, when the
term of forty years had elapsed, all would be ended with
him. * True, he felt not the slightest symptom of disease, but
he recalled to mind many cases of men being overtaken by
death so unexpectedly, that an hour or two before their end
they had no anticipation of it. Life now appeared especially
‘sweet to Trophim, and the value of his wealth was enhanced
by the thought that perhaps, before twenty-four hours had
elapsed, it would all have to be relinquished.

That day Yashnikoff’s son dined with his father, and aftet
dinner he said:

“Let us drive over to the Maroushkins’. We can spend
the evening with them. They will have a large gathering
to-day, and my sister and brother-in-law will be there. I will
not leave you until to-morrow morning, father.”

The Maroushkins were wealthy landowners living at their
country house in Tsarskoye Silo, and who were on friendly
terms with the Yashnikoffs.

The horses were put to, and the Yashnikoffs, father and : .

son, drove off for Tsarskoye Silo. The sky was enveloped
in clouds, lightning flashed and thunder rolled. Just as the
trap was turning into the gates of Maroushkins’ courtyard,
an unusually loud peal of thunder suggested to Trophim’s mind
the thought: “I shall be killed here by the storm.”

Again, just as they were taking their seats at the tea table,
‘the thunder pealed, and Trophim. tremhled from head to foot.
“Yes, the thunder storm will kill me,” he thought.

The storm increased. Bright blue flashes of lightning
glanced through the windows. One thunder peal followed close
upon another. The rain poitred -in torrents, rattling on the roof
and window panes of the country house. Trophim Seminno-
vitch sat at the table more dead than alive: ‘ There, now
the thunder will kill me.”

The thunder did not kill Trophim, however. They finished
tea. The guests dispersed to the various rooms. The storm
began to abate. But old Yashnikoff was so agitated that he
could scarcely stand, and never left Alexander’s side. All
who spoke to him were astonished, and wondered what was
the matter. He looked wild and spoke incoherently. At mid-
night he wanted to leave, but Alexander persuaded him to stay
to supper.

All through supper Trophim Semionovitch remained silent.

After supper the visitors began to drive off. The Yashni-
lf(of}fs also returned home. On the way, Alexander said to his

ather:

“ Father, what made you so excited?”

“T was thinking,” replied the father, “ of an acquaintance
of mine who, forty years ago, said the same things about
God and God’s judgment that I have heard from you.”

“ Was he a Russian or a foreigner? ” asked the son.

“Who knows,” replied the father. “He did not seem to
me to be a Russian, nor to the other people in our village.
He was a gardener at the squire’s. He told me, at the same
time, that everything has its law, and that the wolf is not
f% b,l,ame for eating the sheep, since it is indispensable to its

ife..

“He was no fool, I can see,” said Alexander. “In thgse

NO RIGHTS RESERVED.

times, and in such a dull place, too. For he was evidently
speaking of the fundamental law of the struggle for existence,
which excludes every kind of nonsense. All living beings strug-
gle, and he who conquers is right, for this is the law of
nature. But,” added Alexander, “ if he said such things before
‘ Khokhols ** they most likely regarded him as the devil incar-
nate.”

“You have guessed right, Alexander,” said Trophim, “it
was exactly so.”

“ It was not difficult to guess,” said Alexander. “It always
is and always has been so with those who dare to reveal the
truth to the ignorant masses, and to disperse the superstitions
with which ignorant people — when confronted ‘with problems
which are inexplicable to them'— always. console themselves.”

When they reached. home the dawn was already breaking.

“ The ill-boding night has passed,” said Alexander Trophim-
ovitch. -“ The term of forty years that has so long disturbed
the imagination of my dear father, is at an end.”

“ Oh, Alexander, Alexander!” said the old man, “it is only
now that I see that I have troubled myself in vain all these
forty years. It was all because I was terrified and fancied
I heard voices in the wood. Now thiere is not the slightest
doubt that it was only my imagination. You were quite right,
Adexander, when you said it is only what people say, just
as if there was a God, or a soul in man! And it’s all a lie,
nonsense, absurdity, as our Qukranians would say.”

“Tt is a pity,” remarked Alexander, “ that mankind has not
been able, during so many ages, to free itself from these absurd-
ities, and it is not yet free.”

“But I have freed myself,” said the old man. And he did,
indeed, free himself fromall fear.

That very night, between the 12th and 13th of August, when,
after his conversation with his son, he went alone to his room,
Trophim’s punishment began.

“There is no God, no soul, no punishment! How pleasant,
how delightful! And how I have tormented myself in vain,
and for so long. We all struggle with one another and ruin
one another, in order to live, as Alexander said. The strug-
gle for existence, yes, that is the law. And there is no other.
And God has granted that I should conquer. God has granted !
How this foolish habit always remains. It is not some God,
it is I who have succeeded in conquering; whoever conquers
let him profit by his victory. I have conguered and am profit-
ing by it; I have had an easy time of it — only that recollection
poisoned it; but now it will be befter than ever; now it will
be well indeed. At last T understand, people are jealous (he
remembered the hermit’s words); they are jealous, because
everyone would like success. You would like it, then fight!
Fight for yourself, and do not wait for others to give to
you. There now, Alexander, too....” and he remembered
Alexander had told him one day that the twenty thousand
paid into the bank for him was not sufficient. He had.asked
his father to add another ten thousand, and when he refused,
was displeased.

“ Of course, we know, he counts upon having all, when I
die..... ”

And suddenly the thought struck Trophim Semionovitch
with awful clearness, that his son must be wishing for his
death.

“ Fight that you may conquer. I have fought —killed the
merchants; their death was necessary to me, and I took their

* A nickname for the Oukranians, or little Russians.—Trans.
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lives. But to my son, my Alexander, whose death is
necessary ? ”’

He rose, terror-stricken, in his bed.

“ Whose death? Mine! Yes, I am in his way. However
much I would give -him, still he would be better off if I were
to die, and he became the master.”

And Trophim began to recall to mind Alexander's woras
and looks, in all of which he found proof of the fact that his
son desired his death. And he could not help desiring it.

“ And once he desires it — and he is an educated man with-
out any superstitions — then he is sure to kill me. Of course,
we may take it that he will not wish to ruin himself — but then
there is poison.”

And suddenly he remembered the talk he had had with his
son about those ancient poisons that cause death without leav-
ing any traces behind.

And if he has some of this poison in his possession, then
how can he fail to give it to me? He is sure to do so. He
has already said that I am neglecting the business, he said
one might do more with it. Yes, a cup of tea, and all is
over! He will bribe the servants, the cook, they are all venal.”
And he began thinking of his dandy valet.” “Give him a
thousand roubles and it is done; and the same with the cook.”

Agitated by these thoughts Trophim Semionovitch wished
to calm himself by drinking a glass of sugar and water, that
stood on a little table by his bedside. He took the glass in
his hand — at the bottom there was something white.

“Who knows what it is? No, you won’t deceive me!” he
said emptying the glass. Then he went to the washstand and
drank some water from there.

“Yes; it’s a fight of each against all. And when it comes
to fighting, one must not trifle. I will be more careful. I
will eat and drink what my wife eats, yes, and she too. She
knows that she will have a seventh of the property; and her
poor relations have long been asking her for money. Yes, if
it is war, then let it be war. I must arrange so that they will
not profit by my death. I must make a will that will deprive
them of everything, so that my death will not profit them.
Yes, to-morrow I will do it, and will inform them of it.”

He would gladly have slept, but his thoughts prevented him.
So he began at once upon the will. Putting on his dressing-
gown and slippers, he went to the table and made a rough
draft of the will, by which he left all his property to charitable
institutions. Having finished this, he would have lain down
again; but then the thought struck him, what about the foot-
man and the house porter? Transporting himself into the
soul of the valet, he said to himself: “ What if T were a poor
valet, receiving only fifteen roubles per month, and if, in the
fifth room from me, there was sleeping a rich man with lots
of money, and if I knew perfectly well, as T now do, that
there is no God, and no judgment, what should I do? I should
do just as I did to the merchant.”

And terror took possession of Trophim; again he rose and
shut the door; but the bolt would not hold, so he fastened the
door with a chain, tying it with a towel to the handle, and on
the top of this chain he placed another, so that, if disturbed,
it should make a noise. Only then would he put out the candle;
after this he slept so late that his wife, growing anxious about
him, came to open the door. Down fell the chains with a crash,
and Trophim sprang up startled and pale.

“Who! What! Help!” he shouted, and it was some time
before he recovered himself. He fancied, when first startled
out of sleep, that some one had come to kill him. On coming
to himself, he sought to conceal his fear, saying that he had
fastened the door simply as a precaution; but, in spite of all
his efforts at concealment, from that day forward everyone
in the house, including the servants, began to notice an immense
change in him.

He had formerly been cheerful, except for occasional fits
of depression, usually caused by the remembrance of his crime :
he was kind and cordial, though he could also be angrv. He
had formerly shown aversion for certain people and affection

for others, especially his children and grandchildren. Now,
however, he was always alike, always taciturn and cautious,
regarding everyone with suspicion, and treating all, even his
children, with equal coldness.

The making of his will now became his principal occupation.
It was long before he succeeded to his satisfaction. All the
clerks whom he employed failed to satisfy him. He wrote and
re-wrote, and made repeated alterations.

With respect to food also he became very exacting. Some-
times he would leave untouched his favorite dishes; he often
refused to take any dinner at all, and would then come, in the
middle of the meal, and take from his son, daughter, or wife,
the plate they had begun — only then would he eat. Wine
he bought especially for himself, and kept in his own room,
locked up in a cupboard. He now occupied himself less with
business, and when he did so occupy himself, always con-
cealed the amount of his profits and all his transactions. His
wealth, which had formerly afforded him so much pleasure,
was now only an instrument of torture to him. He tried to
guard it from others, and yet he felt that it was impossible
to keep it from atheists like himself. He felt that if everyone
came to know what he knew, and what his son knew — that
there is no God and no judgment — no powers could possibly
save him. He would be killed, poisoned, his property taken
from him by force or fraud. There was but one means of salva-
tion: not to reveal to people his knowledge that there was no
God, and no judgment, but, on the contrary, to inspire them
to the utmost of his ability with the opposite idea.

Consequently, the last change that Trophim underwent, after
that 12th August, consisted in his becoming especially devout,
more so than ever in his life before. He never ommitted a
fast, either on a Wednesday or a Friday, never missed a ser-
vice, and never lost an opportunity of inspiring his family,
as well as his acquaintances and servants, with the idea that
there is a God and that those who fail to keep his law will
perish, and be cruelly punished in a future life. He spoke
in this way, even to his son, as though he had forgotten all
he had formerly said to him, or had repented of it.

From that very day, the 12th of August, when he persuaded
himself that there was nothing and no one for him to fear,
that there was no God, and that henceforth he should be able
to live entirely for pleasure, all his pleasures forsook him:
every pleasure was turned into a torture.

The fear of murder, poisoning, fraud, and the most terrible
crimes on the part of his family and domestics, never left him.
He suspected everyone of the most awful designs, and dreaded
and hated all, wife, son, daughter, and everyone living. Even
his little grandchildren, whom he had formerly loved, now
appeared to him malicious little creatures. He fancied that
they, too, hated him, as much as he hated other people. Two
means of defense were constantly adopted by him: in the first
place he concealed everything from everybody, deceived every-
one, took measures of precaution against all—even those
who had no thought of injuring him. Secondly, he deceived
people by -impressing upon them the fact that there is a God,
that there ¢s such a thing as virtue, and that there is a judg-
ment bv God. It seemed to him that his only safety lay in
persuading people of that which he did not himself believe.
His wealth, which still continued to increase, was no longer
a delight, but rather a source of terror to him. His family
were his enemies. The simple pleasures of eating, drinking,
sleeping — even these he no longer enjoyed.... In everything
he suspected evil designs against himself. Thus did the un-
happy Trophim live on for more than ten years.

His peculiarities were manifest to all, but no one saw his
sufferings. And these sufferings were great. They were more-
over enhanced by the fact that he could hope for no relief,
even in death. He tormented himself, suffered — not knowing
why, and yet he feared death, because he knew that after death
there would be nothing, that his life would be ended for ever.
And vet he was unable to correct his life either here or
hereafter.
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Thus Trophim languished for 12 years. Then one day, on
returning from mass, he breakfasted in his own room, drank
some wine from his cupboard, then falling asleep, he never
woke again.

His death was a sudden, and of course, an easy one. The
costly coffin containing the remains of Trophim Semionovitch
was carried to the graveyard of the Alexanders, at the Nevsky
Monastery, and was followed by a host of idlers, who had
formerly attended the wealthy mine-owner’s luxurious dinners
and suppers. A preacher, renowned for his eloquence, pro-
nounced a funeral oration, dilating upon the virtue, piety, and
happy life of the deceased. No one but God knew either of
Trophim’s crime, or of the punishment that overtook him the
moment he lost God within him.

THE END.

A Greeting from
Enrico Ferri.
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[TRANSLATION : To the comrades of North America who strug-
gle for the Socialist ideal—in fraternal remembrance,
ENRICO FERRI

Narrow is the Way.
By CHARLOTTE TELLER.

Because progress is inevitable the great procession never
makes a pause, and as the ages pass, it moves- in dignity,
despite the harsh confusion in its ranks.

The leaders change; the followers change and high above,
the words of leadérs dead become the living mottoes, revered
the more as they wax old and lose their meaning for the
standard bearers.

Far in advance to-day move the great ranks of science, eager
for the very facts they hold it safe to doubt. There’s contro-
versy based on love of truth; there’s self-denial for its sake,
and there is reverence for the end of science though the cry
comes down the line that men are waiting in the ranks behind
to snatch the new discoveries and make them serve the ends
of capital before they serve to free man from its great tyranny.
And science can but make its gifts to those who clutch at
them with dastard greed, for men of science -must earn the
means of living.

Philosophers there are whose old, worn pennants bear words
of yesterday. Some eye askance the progress of the race.
Some mumble words of wisdom, some shout their disregard
for mobs and masses, prate of the élite, bow down in soul before
the uncrowned kings who pay their salaries — for théy must
live.

Art moves- but slowly: the hand that holds: the brush must
seek the purse of those for -whose intelligence it has no mes-
sage. In music, too, and literature the ranks move on, though
looking backward toward “old masters.” This school and
that bears high aloft the tattered fragments of once strong
ideals: But Art must find its market and learn its market
price.

And close behind, so close they seem to push the others,
to press them on to far, unmeaning victories, come the vast
thousands of the World of Industry and Commerce. The mas-
ters here are in the saddle, the hardest workers plod afoot,
struggling — sometimes in vain — to keep from under horses’
hoofs. These ranks are noisy in their progress, proud to serve
those kings whom chance has given power on the Exchange
and Board of Trade. For all must live, and they live best
who gamble most successfully.

Yet there’s a ragged file of men outside the crowded ranks:
—a file of those who’ve left the crushing columns and press,
toward the front, to call to all whose ears are not yet deafened:
by the noise of shackles. Men of science, men of art-and
men of labor — all free themselves to search for others brave
enough to choose the narrow way of justice. They carry their
own burdens, but they fight for all.

And the radiance along the narrow path lights up the faces
of the bravest ones — the faces of the ones the world calls
radicals and revolutionists. The heroes of the world must
walk alone.

SOt

®/he New Creation.

The world to-day is without form and void, and darkness is upon the
face df the deep,
But lo! The Spirit of Love moveth upon the face of the waters of
humanity,
And we shall ere long see a new heaven and a new earth.
And tehold, it will be very good.
ERNEST CROSBY.
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Editorial.

Of all the objections which men have made
to Socialism the charge that it is “pessi-
mistic,”) so commonly urged, is the most fun-
damentally stupid and false.’ On the con-
trary, Socialism is the only effective antidote
for pessimism: it is the Geist, the inspiration,
of the world’s greatest conscious effort at
betterment. Either men hope from it and
through it or they are without hope.

The believe that things go from bad to
worse is as old as history itself. Just as
to-day men laud the “good old times,” mourn
the depravity of nowadays and blanch at the
awful future, so, thousands of years ago, the
Roman poet, Horace, mourned that the men
of his day were:—

“The degenerate offspring of heroic sires.’

But modern thought has raised gloomy fore—
boding to the dignity of a philosophy, and the
keynote of much of our present day Art and
Literature is that things are growing, and
must grow, from bad to worse. There is no
hope: and in the common every day life this
spirit of pessimism is everywhere apparent.
If they do not say with Carlyle that “the
destiny of mankind lS downward to an ever-
lasting swine trough,” men nevertheless: feel
that it is in a downward rather than an up-
ward direction.

Others there are who go to the opposite
extreme, and, hke Voltaire’s Optimist, declare
that we enjoy “the best of all possible systems
in this, best of all possible countries.” Like
the stupld ostrich they bury their heads in
the sand rather than face the truth. “Leave
well alone!” they cry, quite regardless of the
fact that all is not well but ill. They are not
affected by the terrible contrasts seen on every
hand —the shameful extravagance and the
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shameful poverty : the idler in ease and luxury,
the worker in toil and squalor — these do not
appeal to -the ultra-optimists. Has not slavery
been abolished? Have we not a great public
educational system? Have not the scientists
drawn from the very bosom of nature her
most cherished secrets? Then why complain?

It is when the Socialist makes the obvious
reply that so long as men are economically
dependent they are not free; that, after ad-
mitting all that may be said for our educa-
tional system, it is still true that the portals
which lead to the paths of the wider fields of
learning are closed to the great mass of the
children of the nation, and that the inventions
and the triumphs of science have little mean-
ing, except of deeper misery, for the great
bulk of mankind, and that the condition of
the poor seamstress in the tenement, for
example, is no whit better for all the inven-
tions of sewing machines and the like — the
reply is met by the taunt of pessimism!

It will be readily seen that, finally, the pes-
simism of the one class and the optimism of
the other produce the same result. Because
he believes that things must go from bad to
worse, the pessimist has no incentive to in-
spire him to any attempt at improving condi-
tions, and because he believes that “all is
well enough the optimist, though for a very
different reason, also lacks incentive: As in
so many other things, extremes meet.

And against both Socialism stands arrayed.
To the pessimist’s cry of despairing submis-
sion it opposes a cry of hope and of resistance
— hope born of a reliance upon the history of
the ceaseless struggles of the past and the
facts of to-day. Looking the great economic
problem of an enthroned but useless class of
parasites, whose power rests upon a socially
useful but disinherited and "subjected class,
squarely in the face, we point to the great
awakening of the all-powerful but subjected
class expressed in the world-wide Socialist
movement, and we say that, whether the end
be near or remote, it can only result in the
overthrow of parasitic domination — Labor
Omnia Fincit! So we look with confidence
to the future in which

*“— That which the worker winneth shall then
be his indeed,

Nor shall half be reaped for nothing by him
that sowed no seed.”

Look where you will to-day, one fact stands
out in broad relief. Men have no faith in the
churches or the creeds that stand impotent an:l
resourceless before the great problems of the
time. They despair equally of the old poli-
tical parties who are continually seeking for
an “issue” in the very presence of the most
momentous issues, and the most terrible, in
the whole range of human history. So they
turn in ever increasing numbers to Socialism
as their only hope. The only vital faith of
the age is centered in the demand of the
workers for the whole of their common pro-
duct to be shared in common. That is the
fulecrum upon which must rest the power that
shall raise the whole life of the world. And
just in proportion to the growth of Socialism
is the decline of pessimism. The two are in-
compatible. As the rising sun dispels the
gloom and the mist of the night so Socialism
dispels the despair that would hold the world
in its bondage.

And to the optimist slumbering in deep co--
tent, satisfied with the present rather tha
hopeful for the future, Socialism comes &«
the rude awakener. There can be no greatcr
madness than to ignore the terrible evils b
which we are everywhere surrounded. Whos'
cries, “Let well alone!” is living in a fool:
paradise. The very progress we have mad:
becomes a sprite that mocks our folly and
our greatest inventions enslave us. The
achievements upon which we most pride our-
selves reproach us. Little more than a hun-
dred years ago this great nation threw off the
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yoke of foreign domination, but to what end?
To become a republic in name only, but in
truth a despotism unparalelled. The king-
power of the financier mocks us and derides
our republican pretensions. Everywhere, too,
it is plain that the greatest triumphs of the
inventor's art do not serve but enslave us.

“Fast and faster our iron master,

The thing we made for ever drives,

Bids us grind treasure and fashion pleasure
For other hopes and other lives.”

The press is prostituted to the interests of
the exploiting class, art is commercialized and
education- is largely a monopoly of the para-
sites who control it and poison the very wells
of knowledge. In the words of Tennyson:

. While we range with Science, glorying
in the time,

City children soak and blacken soul and sense
in city slime.

There among the gloomy alleys Progress
walks with palsied feet,

Crime and hunger cast our maidens by the
thousand on the street.

There, the master scrimps his haggard seam-
stress of her daily bread,

There, a single sordid attic holds the living
and the dead;

There, the smouldering fire of fever creeps
along the rotten floor.

And the crowded couch of incest in the war-
rens of the poor.”

And so we preach our gospel of discontent,
calling the despairing pessimist and the blindly
content optimist to action. But discontent is
not pessimism. On the contrary, we are only
discontented because we know that better con-
ditions are possible. * Prophets of Discon-
tent " is a name that has been hurled at us in
reproach by superficial critics, but ltke many
another taunt it is resonant with unconscious
praise, and we are not ashamed, but proud to
bear it. Whoever can look the facts of com-
mercial society in the face contented and un-
abashed is a poor soul, whose very life is a
sufficient arraignment of the whole fabric of
our civilization. The world beautiful made
ugly by the sordid touch of capitalistic blight;
art chained and debauched; science linked to
death and destruction instead of to life and
the building up of a nation of strong people;
baby-lives crushed and stunted in factories
in the very presence of a permanent problem
of two millions of unemployed adults; these,
and a myriad of other facts, cach fact a
tragedy and a crime, must wring cries of dis-
content and of anguish from every heart that
is worthy of compamon%hlp and of love.
Socialism alone gives voice to the wrath of
the wretched and wisdom to their “unlearned
discontent.” For it is not merely a gospel of
discontent with the present. It is that only
because it is more: it is a gospel of hope for
the days that shall be. Tired, wearied of soul

and body, downtrodden humanity sees with
the dawn the spirit of Socialism as an Angel
of Deliverance, breaking its bonds and bidding
it rise to the life of freedom so long sought
—to the companionship of the free stars and
the gods.




















































