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‘THE COMRADE.

In Memoriam: Emile Zola.

NE light has ceased to
shine, one star has |
set;

&= "] From one grand heart

m the spark of life has

flown.

Pause, toil and strife, to muse be-

side this dead!
Humanity this day has poorer
grown.
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Kings, who in empty pomp have
lived and died,
Soldiers whose fame was wrought
of death and fear,
Though ignorance has wreathed
your marble tombs,
How poor are they beside my
Zola’s bier!

Thou champion of the toiling, suf-
fering class,

Thou fearless fighter for the cause
of right,

Thou noble seeker of all human
truth,

Posterity will keep thy memory

bright.

Thou hast departed, but thou are
not dead;
Thy mighty pen has conquered
death for thee.
Let his remains go back to mother
earth!
His name will go to immortality !

—Hebe.

EMILE ZOLA.

OLA was the greatest novelist of modern
France. But when that is said, how much
more is there to add! He was a world-fig-
ure. He exerted a wider literary influence
than that of any other contemporary writer,
with the possible exception of Tolstoy.

—| What did that influence count for? What
has 1t meant to the world ? It were idle to say that his message
has been altogether a thing of health and joy. He deliberately
chose to portray the seamy side of life. He preferred to be-
come the mouthpiece of a realism—a “naturalism”—so naked
and sordid that the Anglo-Saxon mind instinctively shrinks
from it. It makes one sick at heart to read his long chronicles
of misery and squalor and lust.

And yet the reader is dull indeed who does not recognize
the great motive back of these printed pages. Zola felt to the
heart of him the tragedy of the world’s suffering. He rends
the veil and shows us what lies behind, as though he would say:
“See how you have degraded life. See how you have wasted
your heritage. I draw for you the picture of your beasthood
that you may loathe it and outgrow it.”

Zola’s early years were spent in bitterest poverty. The iron
had entered his own soul. And so we ﬁndpo in “Germinal” a

icture of the brutalizing horror of a life of perpetual toil.

lack as it is, the ideal shines through it, and we are pointed
on to the flowering of a new humanity, the springing up of the
wretched proletariat from the depths of suffering to the sun-
light. In “Labor,” too, are many expressions of radical feel-
ing. There 18 biting satire on “high life” in this book, and a
strong and sympathetic portrayal of labor’s struggles toward
emancipation from capitalism. “La Débacle” deals with war.
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Was there ever sermon preached against militarism mere po-
tent than this grim novel based on the Franco-Prussian War?
Yet it merely recites facts.

In his hatred of all forms of injustice and oppression, Zola
was great indeed. He had thoroughly shaken off the social and
religious superstitions of our day. That is why he was so much
hated by the rich and powerful of his country. Whatever we
may think of the “Dreyfus case”—and as we look back at the
incident we can hardly fail to be conscious of how absurdly ex-
aggerated and hysterical were the feelings it evoked—i’ola’s
indictment, “J’accuse,” directed against a military bureaucracy
rotten to the core, was a magnificent utterance, and it wtlc(l‘ﬁo
ringing down the centuries. Zola had a heart, and he d
not stand mute while injustice was done. He was knight-er-
rant for Dreyfus because he felt that Dreyfus was a victim. In
the same spirit he loved the common life of the world and
fought for social justice. He was in fullest sympathy with the
aims and ideals of Socialism, and made some of his most inti-
mate friends in the Socialist movement. But a few months
ago he mortally offended some Paris “society” ladies, who had
asked him to lecture before them, by telling them that the first
thing they needed to do was to realize that they were para-
sites, and, having come to this realization, the next step to
take was to make up their minds to do something useful and
serviceable to the society in which they lived. One of the last
stories he wrote was a tale—so simple, so ic—of the suf-
ferings of a poor workman “locked out” from his job. On the
day of Zola’s funeral it was noticed that many of the most
prominent men of France were conspicuous by their absence;
but the working folk were there in tens of thousands.

Lzonarp D. AspotT.



THE COMRADE.

An Eaves-Dropper of Nature.

By J. WILLIAM LLOYD.

' F1Y do you not write sketches of nature, you
who are so full of it?” inquires a friend.

Alas! that one may so easily be “full of
it” and yet not overflow ; like the lakes one
sometimes sees, which are always full and
yet have no visible outlet. But it is so, I be-
lieve, with most. We go to nature and are
filled, we know not through what pores. Some fine ether is in
our veins and we have received content, but our lips are sealed
and if we try to describe we talk wide foolishness and pause
aghast at the echo of our own emptiness. Yet we know we are
really not empty, but most full, only not of fit words.

So nature always seems to me. More and more thoroughly
ag;i consciously I love her, yet ever she appears more indescrib-
able.

I think it is this way—whoso would be a nature writer must
write nature and not of nature. He must not stand outside and
try to peer and report, or she will make him a struck fool. He
must become a part of her, and then all that he may do shall
betray her flavor even if he pen of clothes and cities.

To be a man of nature is to belong to a difficult Free Masonry
of few members.

I am amazed at the patronage of the man of cities who, with
much bustle, comes at stated intervals “to see nature,” walking
with switching cane and mincing step through her courts, look-
ing a¢ but not into, shocked at her dew and pollen on his skirts.
Yet even to him she is kind, embracing him in the large mother-
liness of her invisible tides until he is sobered and purified by
he knows not what and goes away dimly conscious of a blessing.

It were well, I think, if when we went to nature we were
like the typical little children, “seen but not heard.” Not
seen, either, some would say, but after all, it is pleasanter when
the citizens of the wild see you and yet do not distrust. Saunter
with a moccasined foot and sit and listen much. Nature is
full of her own business; she is not talking to you, but she is
not unwilling you should overhear, if you do not interrupt.

Be very sure and do not hurry here. It is very rude, and
of all things most offensive; for in nature there is always time,

I would say do not look for great things. That is the mis-
take. Set your vision at short range and appreciate the matter
in hand. There is nothing more wonderful in all the jungles
of India than you shall discover in this square yard of moss at
your feet. For to the study of nature deep inquiry into the
forest seems not important. Any copse or thicket will do, or
gravel-pit, or fence corner, if you furnish yourself with time
and take heedful interest.

I like a cow-path, Cows have great discernment in these
matters and lay out their streets with exceeding taste. I do
not think the Appian Way would please me so well. If you
take a cow trail you may not go astray. It will wind like a
snake, this roadway of “the kine of trailing feet and shambling
gait,” under stony pasture hills where blackberries clump, and
mushrooms are in their season, through damp woods musical
of thrushes, and along mossy banks, by swamps and pools
where skunk cabbage and adders-tongue are; always to the
best nature accessible.

And there is always an ancient flavor about a cow-path. In
seems as old as Homer and further back, to the Golden Age.

Here sit you down on the warm earth, or mossy stone, or
fallen log, in any place that may please you, and endeavor to
melt into the landscape and become a part of the scene.

Let yourself go. Cast off from the motives within and be-
come a citizen of nature. For the time, be content to grow and
flow and make no urge. Man has been so long in the habit of
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interference with nature that he can hardly keep his hands off
her. He must be always pulling or pushing at something.
At-one-ness, to see, to hear, to drift is a lost art. Not but
what many men are lazy and quiet when they sit down by the
side of nature; but they are not with her, hardly for an in-
stant; at once human affairs or imaginations lead their
thoughts aside. They look at the sky and see not the color of
it, nor any cloud. After an hour’s contemplation they carry
away no memory nor picture. Often, actually and physically,
they go asleep.

Show them an ant and they try to make him run faster, or
the eyes of the toad under the stump and they heave a stone.
Not from malice, this, but habit. They do not see a flower
unless they would pick it. The only instinct that binds them
to nature is that of the drover, the hunter. Not that the
hunter, the flower gatherer, the berry picker, are to be con-
demned, but these work all on the surface. The true game is
beyor;ld a bullet and the best fruit could not enter 2 man’s
mouth.

Now I like when I sit down by my cow-track to have some
little picture before me—formed, it may be, by a glimpse' of
water through trees, or mayhap a vista of the trail, stamped
in the red earth, winding up the hillside, arched over with
branches and fretted with sun rays. Or perhaps only an old
stump, so gray, moss-grown and furrowed by time as to have
all the majesty of the most ancient things. I like to look at
this picture till it is my own, and I can refresh it to my
memory years afterward. To do this one must look at the
selected picture with peculiar intensity and consciousness, shut-
ting out all else, either of sight or impression, and living for the
time passing only in the delight and recognition of the eyes.

If you get the knack of it you will feel like Saul of Tarsus
when scales fell from his eyes. The flash of color, the clear-
cut of form and sharpness of the whole impression will startle
you. So children see, and that is why the pictures of child-
hood remain.

And to hear aright one must attune the ear to somewhat the
same fixedness and intensity of attention. There are so many
fine voices in nature which we shall miss altogether, like the
ticking of the familiar clock, unless we pay them the complj-
ment of concentrated listening.

I remember, when in Florida, becoming conscious of a fine,
elusive music, dream-like and faint as memories almost for-
gotten, which I could not, for a long time, place. In the morn-
ing I heard it, when lying attentive at the first waking, and
sometimes in the dazzle of afternoon. I could find no one who
had ever heard of it, or who could hear it even when I fixed their
attention. Some of my neighbors, Spiritualists, insisted that
the departed were serenading me. But I discovered an explan-
ation more mundane. It was the Aolian music of the light
wind on the long needles of the pitch-pine. F was able to prove
it by approaching to or receding from a certain alone tree in a
clearing, whereat the music grew or lessened. But only in a
mere breath of moving air. A little less and it was not born;
a little more and it died. Tt was like listening to one’s thought,
so fine, impalpable was it. Yet if one listened too hard it seemed
to disappear. It was very strange to feel alone in so delightful
an experience, ‘as if one might indeed have been favored by
the immortals.

There is so much beauty, both of sight and sound that we
do not appreciate. We do not focus properly. e
much in one eye-sweep that we see nothing clear and
It has seemed to me that if one were to-sit under one tree,
the same tree, day after day for a season, ing ever
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