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Legere and the nine Italians, and the little Polish woman,
Zageyka Wladya—which is as close as the authorities could arrive
at the proper spelling of her name—must stand trial also on addi-
tional charges of assault in the first degree, the penalty for which
is as high as ten years in the penitentiary. They are alleged to be
the persons who attacked the two policemen injured in a clash be-
tween the guardians of law and order and the strikers.

Mayor Lunn and his comrades arrived in Little Falls on Oct.
17 and began speaking in Clinton Park. This spot has since be-
come so famous that persons unfamiliar with the town probably
imagine that there is something peculiarly magnificent and sacred
about it to cause the Little Falls authorities to forbid its defilement
by Socialist speakers and working people out on strike. As a mat-
ter of fact Clinton Park is a commonplace plot of ground, measur-
ing perhaps 200 by 300 feet and sparsely covered by reluctant
grass and a few immature trees. The reason that it became tabu
during the strike was that it is situated between two of the princi-
pal mills affected and actually runs up to the doorway of one of
these mills. The company officials were not long in informing the
police that this anti-capitalist agitation going on so near their
doors was excessively annoying to them, besides having a distract-
ing influence on the employes who remained at work.

The police were not slow to act. In fact, with the words of
their chief—"we have kept these people in subjection in the past
and mean to continue to do so"—ringing in their ears, they
descended on the park with zest and manfully pulled off their
boxes speakers who quoted from such anarchistic documents as
the Declaration of Independence, the Constitution of the United
States and the Bible.

Flushed with success, the police next attacked a parade of
peaceful pickets on the morning of October 30. Here, however,
their clubs met with resistance and two of them were wounded,
one by a knife and one in the leg by a bullet, which, witnesses de-
clare, was fired by an excited special policeman. Following this
affair the police indulged in a carnival of arrests until at one time
forty-six strike prisoners were in jail.

Now the law, with its usual elasticity ar.d looseness, defines a
riot or riotous assemblage, in effect, as any assemblage of three
or more persons which disturbs the peace, et~.. and such an assem-
blage immediately becomes unlawful as soon as a public official has
read a document pronouncing it so. Consequently any person who
addresses such a throng or is unable to get away before a long-
legged policeman can catch him is guilty either of inciting to riot or
refusing to disperse from an unlawful assemblage. And there you
are!

Under such a construction any Socialist or labor meeting maj
be declared unlawful whenever it annoys an exploiter of labor or
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a person of conservative mind, and its speakers and participants
may be thrown into jail as criminals. The indictment of Mayor
Lunn et al. specifically charges them with the commission of "a
crime." The police blotter, by the way, explained that Mayor
Lunn was arrested—"For speaking."

When asked at a preliminary hearing if he had ever read
the Constitution of the United States, Chief Long of the Little
Falls police answered that he thought he "seen a copy once."

Evidently it was but a passing glance, and judging by the
support; Chief Long received from the business men and respecta-
ble citizens of Little Falls they started reading the Constitution
backward, but stopped at the first paragraph.

Absolutely all constitutional and human rights were annulled
and even made sport of by the authorities during the Little Falls
strike., They now seek to fasten a conviction upon at least a few
of the most active workers and sympathizers and thus set a prece-
dent that will be most dangerous to the Socialist movement in this
state and in other states in the future.

The Socialist movement must now determine, by the support
it gives these defendants, whether this precedent shall 'be set.

SOCIALISM AND ANARCHISM
(Concluded)

BY ANTON PANNEKOEK
(Translated by Richard Perin)

The organization of labor implies a certain measure of legal
compulsion, that is to say, of the subordination of the will of the
minority to that of the majority. But whence will this order of
society obtain the force to execute its laws? Under capitalism the
state has at its disposal a great mass of forcible means: police,
prisons and courts^ and finally the army; it is only through the
physical means of force at its disposal that a minority is able to
maintain its rule over the great mass of the people. These phys-
ical means of force are unnecessary to the rule of the mass, which
will accomplish its purpose by moral force alone. The political sys-
tem which the proletariat will introduce after its victory, and
which may be designated as a consistent democracy, will be gov-
erned by the same principles which the workers now employ in
their fighting organizations: equality of rights for all members,
expression of the will of the whole in legal provisions and resolu-
tions which each must obey* execution of the will of the majority
by an executive. The means of compulsion that are employed
here to impose the will of the majority upon the minority will
probably also be employed in the future industrial democracy—
namely, discipline.



148 THE NEW REVIEW SOCIALISM AND ANARCHiSM .141

This discipline consists in the voluntary subordination of the
individual to the whole; it is the chief proletarian virtue, which
the'working masses have acquired in their struggle against cap*
italism. The workers will never be able to overthrow capitalism
until they have brought this virtue to its highest development, the
subordination of their personal desires and of their egoism to the
interests of the whole class; this virtue they will carry with them
into the new society, and there it will become the moral cement of
the Socialist order. It will be the moral counterpart to political
democracy; the latter will need no other means of force.

In any case, discipline means the overcoming of an existing in-
stiiict; the safeguarding of the interests of the whole does not, in
this case, spring spontaneously from direct inclination, but from
rational consideration. This instinct, which must be overcome,
is egoism, self-interest, which has been fostered by the economic
conditions of commodity production and competition until it has
becojne the predominant instinct. Whoever does not possess this
characteristic, or possesses it in insufficient measure, is hopelessly
lost under capitalism. A characteristic that for countless genera-
tions has been ever necessary, and almost essential to life, and
hence is firmly rooted in human nature, will require several genera-
tions of disuse to become weakened to a considerable degree and
finally to disappear. Therefore, the Socialist order of society will
be unable to uproot this impulse immediately; its advance over
capitalism will consist in this, that egoism will be restrained by
discipline (that is, by rational conviction grown into a habit), that
the preservation of the common interest will become the most
efficacious means of preserving the individual interest.

But the new order of society will itself foster far different traits
of character. The common labor for a common end, the com-
munity of individual interests with those of society as a whole,
will develop to an extraordinary degree the feeling of brotherhood
and comradeship. It was economic necessity that made egoism the
most prominent trait of men under capitalism; it was economic
necessity that made solidarity and discipline the leading traits of
the revolutionary labor.movement; and it is economic necessity that
will, to the same extent, develop the feeling of sociability above all
other traits of character in the Socialist society. Men will regard
themselves, first of all, not as individuals, but as members of so-
ciety; the welfare of the whole will dominate all their thoughts and
feelings. This tendency will then no longer rest upon the self-
conquest of the individual, who sacrifices his inclination to that
which he recognizes as necessary; it will rest upon direct.inclina-
tion Instead of having to overcome an inherited instinct, this
tendency will rather consist in the active exercise of the aewly
born instinct;

This evolution of human instincts will also entail a change in
the social organization. In the beginning, the organization of so-
cial labor will require special measures,, which will be decided upon
by the majority, executed with conscientious care by a central
body, and faithfully observed by the individual. But as organized
work becomes a habit, and as the interest of all becomes the high-
est aim of each, the deliberate organization and regulation of; la-
bor will gradually become superfluous. And to this extent the last
vestiges of political authority will vanish, the authority which in
the beginning, under the form of laws and controlling bodies, kept
the minority in subordination to the majority. The organization
of labor will then be no longer a product of external regulation,
but of inner impulse. And when the enormous increase in produc-
tivity, due to the advance of science, becomes a reality, the results
of labor will no longer have to be obtained through carefully
planned organization. Thus the substitution of Socialism for cap-
italism signifies from the very beginning an enormous advance in
liberty, since the rational force of discipline in behalf of in^ivid-
ual and common interests takes the place of brutal compulsion in
the service of alien and hostile interests; but in the further devel-
opment of the Socialist society even the compulsion of discipline
will gradually disappear, and no compulsion will remain other than
that of the individual's own sense of sociability, the appreciation
or the blame of his fellowmen.

It is self-evident that with greater or less probability much
more can be inferred from the given premises in regard to the
various phases of development of the future society: in regard to
the technique of labor, artistic activity, the return to the land, etc.,
there are many valuable hints in our literature. The statements
made here, however, suffice for an appreciation of the views of the
modern Utopians.

3. MODERN UTOPIANISM.
As long as no working class movement was in existence, uto-

pianism was the natural form of Socialism, of the aspiration for a
form of society based upon common property. Until the appear-
ance upon the stage of history of a class whose struggles had So-
cialism for their necessary goal, Socialism was bound to be an art-
fully contrived idea, of which hopes were entertained that it might
be made sufficiently attractive to the rest of mankind. To have
foreseen this goal, signified at that time a tremendous advance.
•Therefore the modern Socialistic working class holds in high
honor the great Utopians of the early part of the nineteenth cen-
tury, whom it regards as its precursors.

Fven with the appearance of scientific communism and of the
working class movement, Utopianism has not utterly vanished
from the scene. The defects and faults of the existing social order
are so plainly apparent to countless men outside the working class,
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that the question is forced upon them: Could not society be better
organized? But only an infinitesimal portion of them come inte
the workers' camp as allies; the conceptions of the Social Democ-
racy remain foreign to them; and although some, after much diffi-
culty and painful shedding of numberless prejudices, do finally
find their way there, the great majority are prevented by bour-
geois limitations. To these there is no other course left than to
construct a better world in their own imagination and to try t«
gain adherents to it; to the professional vanity of clever literati it
appears far more honorable to invent a "system" of their own,
than to be incorporated recruits in the great army of the party
of Labor.

Thus the two roots of modern Utopianism are the defects of
capitalism and the great intellectual eminence of the Socialist
movement, so sharply opposed to all conventional bourgeois con-
ceptions and so far superior to them. But while the classical Uto-
pianism was in advance of its time, modern Utopianism lags be-
hind our age. It remains beneath the intellectual level of the pres-
ent, because it has not freed itself of the intellectual backwardness
of the bourgeois mode of thought. Within the latter, it is true, it
occupies an honorable place because of its wider vision and
keener critical attitude; this honorary testimonial must compensate
it for the fact that it is practically without influence in society. A
Utopia, an imagined best order of society, cannot form the pro-
gram of a fighting class; a Utopia cannot gather around itself
a party, it can only be the nucleus of a sect.

It is true that even Utopian social constructions can tempo^
rarily gain considerable influence. In America, after the publica-
tion of Bellamy's "Looking Backward," a group of people (it was
even called a party) was formed, which set for itself the task of
realizing the system of society described by Bellamy. Similarly,
in the beginnings of the German working class movement the
Utopian constructions of Eugen Duhring met with so much re-
sponse ^at Engels was forced into the famous controversy with
him.

Among all modern Utopian systems, Anarchism in its various
forms has become the most influential and significant for the labor
movement. In countries that have remained backward in capital-
istic development, where the government is in the hands of a
small, corrupt clique serving only special petty interests, instead
of in the hands of an energetic capitalist class that has strongly
organized the power of the State, the Anarchistic watchword, ab-
stinence from corrupting politics, meets with ready response
among the workers. Thus it was for a long time in Italy, thus it
is still in Spain. As the logical successor to liberalism, it forces
the latter's individualism—worship of abstract liberty and aver-
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sion to the power of the State and all authority—into a complete
opposite to capitalism. Its Socialism is Utopianism, that is, it
has no idea of the necessary evolution of social formations upon
the basis of the evolution of the forces of production, but places
before itself the ideal of an absolutely just and best world, for
which it seeks to win adherents by means of propaganda.

Regarded superficially, this ideal appears to have some fea-
tures in common with the state of society which we have pre-
dicted above as the farthest result of evolution. The division of
the means of consumption according to need and the absence jrf
all compulsory authority, which we expect as the final consequence
of evolution, is set up by the Anarchists as an absolute demand
for society. This coincidence is the basis of the curious idea that
the Anarchists are more logical and more radical than the Social-
ists, because they aspire to an order of society that is higher and
further developed than the Socialist order of society.

This idea is ridiculous. In the first place, there is no such
thing as a definite Socialist order of society. And in the second
place the liberty demanded by the Anarchists takes no account
of the foundation work—the highly developed productive forces—
which alone makes that liberty possible. In Kropotkin's famous
work, "The Conquest of Bread," the workers are advised, when
the revolution breaks out, to throw off all authority and to estab-
lish no new authority, but to combine into free laboring groups.
All that could result from this is co-operative, or private, petty in-
dustry. The Anarchistic ideal discloses itself here as a petty-
bourgeois ideal, a yearning for the "liberty" of the small, inde-
pendent producer; some Anarchists, who call themselves the most
logical, even put their theory into practice and settle as hermits
upon some small estate, far removed from the tumult of world
conflicts and development.

However, this idea is easily comprehensible, because all those
who have not freed themselves from the bourgeois conceptions,
hence also the Anarchists, cannot conceive of Socialism and the
striving for the abolition of capitalism, otherwise than as the
realization of a Utopia. Therefore, they believe the Socialists to
be the adherents of a definite future social order, one that has
already been fixed and determined upon. This error is especially
prevalent in France: the alleged ideal of the Socialists—the social-
ization of the means of production exclusively—is there called Col-
lectivism, while the more radical, who demand the abolition of
all private property, call themselves Communists. It is further
said of the Collectivists that they advocate a division of goods
according to service, while the Communists want them to be
divided according to need.

This idea often prevails among those who seek exact deflni-
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tions of Socialism and Anarchism, in order to answer the question
whether the Anarchists also belong to the great family of Social-
ists, and whether they are justly or unjustly rejected by the Social-
Democrats as illegitimate "brothers." Practically, the question is
not of the slightest importance; we fight the Anarchists most
energetically, in spite of the fact that they call themselves enemies
of capitalism, because they are enemies of the working class move-
ment; because their propoganda always threatens to destroy or-
ganization and discipline, the chief weapons of the proletariat .in
its struggles, and tends to divert the workers from the most im-
portant part of their struggle, the conquest of the power of the
State. And so it is not because of a formal definition, but in the
interests of the practical struggle, that we regard the Anarchists
as opponents who do not belong to our Socialist movement

IN A LARGE CITY

BY DETIEV VON LILIENCRON,

Translated by Sasha Best.

To and fro in the great sea of the city,
Drifts this one and that one, hither and thither—
One glance in passing, and past and gone:
The organ-grinder plays his song!

Drops that fall into the great sea of the void,
This one and that one, hither and thither—
One glance at a hearse, and past and gone:
The organ-grinder plays his song!

Swims a funeral procession in the sea of the city,
This one and that one, hither and thither—
One glance at my coffin, and past and gone;
The organ-grinder plays his song!

SIVA ROCKEFELLER
BY MOSES OPPENHEIMER

The ancient mythology of the Hindus centers around a trinity: Brahma,
the creator; Vishnu, the preserver; Siva, the destroyer of life. The
greatest of the three is Siva. All the millions of years of Brahma's life
are but one day in the Hfe of Vishnu, all the millions of years of Vishnu are
but one day in the life of Siva.

Deep truth is hidden beneath that concept of the riddle of the universe.
Destruction must go on forever, pitilessly, so that there may be room for
new life, new growth. Hence the importance of the destroyer in the
scheme of things.

It is from some such high plane that we must assign to John D. Rocke-
feller his station in history. Rockefeller arrived upon the scene at a time
when our economic structure was pregnant with new forms. Science and
invention had harnessed mighty forces of nature. The old competitive Sys-
tem was getting outworn, obsolete. The silent forces of creative work
were 'Seeking, groping blindly, for greater usefulness, for a larger share in
life. Men scarcly knew the direction in which they were being driven,,
nor the meaning of the new propelling forces. They were still devoted
to old ideas, old laws, old concepts of morality.

Then appeared this man, a gigantic genius, one-sided, yet with clear
vision of his own possibilities, free from qualms of conscience, endowed with
an iron will. He was fated to become the Napoleon of economics, to
sweep away the cumbrous ruins of the antiquated competitive order as re-
lentlessly as the man from Corsica swept away the ruins of medieval feud-
alism. Evolution used both these giants as its iron brooms.

It is doubtful whether Rockefeller at the beginning of his career under-
stood his own mission as that of the economic superman. Yet such he
turned out to be, after Friedrich Nietzsche's own heart Competitors stood
in his way: he bought them out or he crushed them. It was all the same
to him, as long as he could remove the obstacle. The law as well as the
accepted tenets of morality were against him. He brushed them aside with
a superior smile of contempt. To him counted only the means that would
win. Success was its own justification. He must have room for new cre-
ation, for new construction. Hence destruction must clear the pathway.

In the words of Goethe, Rockefeller became "a part of that force which
ever desires evil and ever creates the good."

So he worked as the gravedigger of the competitive system, ushering
in 'the new era of combination and organization. He was the tool of
destiny, indispensable in the scheme of evolution.

Siva, Rockefeller as destroyer is the advance agent of a new order, a
higher order. He is the foreranner of destructive and re-constructive So-
cialism. More than a score of the most eloquent Socialist agitators has
he accomplished, in clearing old cobwebs out of the minds of the masses. He
has made it plain to millions that the twilight of the gods of the old order
is upon us.

1
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He is the product of all the silent forces that have been at work build-
ing up the new within the old. This great Siva of our time, grimly tramp-
ling under foot old laws, old moralities, bribing our politicians, snapping
his fingers at our courts, stands towering at the gateway through which
the; new order wilt make its triumphant entry. We should not condemn
him. We should learn to understand his place in the process of evolution,
his mission as the pioneer of industrial combination.

THE FLOWER OF THE SELVA
A TALE OF THE UPPER AMAZON

BY W. E. HARDENBURG

[This story is based upon fact. Mr. Hardenburg Is also author .of
"Putumayo; The Devil's Paradise," published by Fisher Unwin, London.]

The clear, crystal waters of the River Urubamba splashed noisily
against the numerous boulders that obstructed our progress, as we wearily
pushed our way up-stream. The burning rays of the tropical sun poured
down upon us, unrelieved by the slightest breeze, for the steep, high banks
•f the narrow stream.shut out every breath of air. Still the Indian boat-
men continued their patient poling, while I—somewhat exhausted by the
tedium of the journey—dozed off in a sweet, dreamy slumber, from which
I.was presently awakened by the voice of Acate, the helmsman.

"Wake up, Senor. We have reached the Mashico rapids and must
unload the canoe."

I arose lazily from the box of condensed milk, which had been my
seat, and, stepping ashore, fastened the canoe, while the five Indians began
to unload the cargo and carry it up the steep bank. Acate had just
shouldered his load and was preparing to follow the others, when a yell from
the, last man caused us to look up. A huge boulder had become detached
from its bed and was .leaping down the precipitous bank straight for
Acate. I shouted to him, but, encumbered by the heavy load strapped
to his back, the unfortunate man was unable to turn aside in time, and
the boulder, with a final, malignant leap, struck him full in the chest and
knocked him into the seething whirlpool at the foot of the rapids.

Aroused .from my langour by this catastrophe, I hastily grasped a coil
of rope, one end of which was fast to the canoe, and plunged in after him.
After severe exertions, I succeeded in getting him out and, finding that he
was still alive, within a few minutes restored him to consciousness. A few
draughts of my only remaining bottle of Scotch soon fixed him up, except
for the great bruise, where he had been struck by the boulder.

That night, when our frugal supper of bread, danta-steak and coffee
was over and I was sitting by the fire, smoking my last pipe before turning
in, Acate approached my tent. I could see that he wanted to say some-
thing, so I. spoke.

"Well, Acate, how are you feeling now?"
"Quite well, thank you, senor. You have saved my life -and

I must tell you something."
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"Well, out with it. I'm going to bed directly."
"Senor, I'm going to leave you to-night."
"The devil you are! You forget that you are engaged for the whole

trip and that I have advanced you half the money."
"Listen, senor. I had no need to tell you, for I was going to desert

to-night, but since you have saved my life, I can't leave you that way, with-
out a word of thanks, so I beg you to let me go. You'll have four men
left and they'll be quite enough, now that the dry season has begun. Here,
I return you the money you advanced me."

I paused to reflect. If he was bent on going, it would be best to let
him have his way, for, if I had to keep him by force, he would be more
trouble than help. Still, I rather liked Acate and did not relish the idea
«f losing him, for he was worth any two of the other men. At last I
growled:

"What's your reason? Why didn't you tell me this before?"
"Senor, I can't give you my reason. . . . I didn't tell you before,

because I knew you wouldn't take me if I told you I couldn't go all the
way, and I had to come."

"Look here, if you can't tell me your reason, you can't go. I suppose
you want to leave me, thinking you'll get more money somewhere else. Is
that it?"

The Indian was silent a moment. His tall, slim figure—covered only
by his long cotton cushma—was silhouetted in bold relief against the moon-
lit sky, as he stood before me, apparently deep in thought. Then turning
to me with a look of sudden resolution, he said:

"Bien, senor. You're an Ingles, so I'll tell you, and you shall be my
judge."

Then, still standing before me, Acate told me his tale. Sometimes,
during his narration, his Voice would break and he would be compelled to
stop to master his emotion; again, he would raise his head, which, covered
with his long, black hair, resembled a lion in its savage majesty, while his
dark eyes gleamed with a diabolical* light.

II.
"Ten years ago, senor," he began, "on a night like this, I was the hap-

piest man in the Campa tribe. Why ? Senor, senor, have you never been
in love?—but no, white men cannot love; their hearts are too cold.

"For year? I had watched the Princess Cuma grow up—from a little,
laughing guagUd to a woman. She was the daughter of old Guema, our
chief — the flower of the selva we called her. for never, in all the
tribe, was there a girl like her. Oh, I see her now before me as
she was then—those bright, black eyes, that smiling mouth, that laugh, like
the murmur of the river; her hair, long, black, luxuriant; her figure, grace-
ful as a fawn's . . . Oh God, why was she born?

"But I must be calm, patron. It's a long story, but I shall cut it short.
I had just passed the test as a warrior and that very afternoon we had
finished my little hut. The chief had consented to mv suit and on that
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fatal evening, we sat together, Cuma and I, planning for the morrow, when
she was to become mine. Everything had been made ready; great jars of
chica and tnasata; meat and farina there was in abundance; a place had
been cleared for the dances; everything was there, all ready for
the three-days' celebration that would signalize the marriage of the chie'f-
tain.s daughter -with young Acate.

"Until a late hour we sat there, apart from the rest, talking as only
lovers can. Then old Guema's voice was heard calling her, and so, with a
last, fond kiss, we parted, and I made my way to my new hut, which stood
in the forest, a little out of the common clearing. Here I lay for hours,
thinking of my great happiness, until, at last, I fell asleep.

But what was this ? Thunder, lightning, fire, yells, shrieks and cruel
laughs! I dashed out of my hut to the main camp. A horrible scene
met my eyes. There was a band of the dreaded white men, all
dressed in clothes, whom we had heard of but never seen. The air was
thick with smoke, bn+ lighted continually by the terrible lightning of the
whites and the blaze of our burning camp. As I rushed forward, spear in
hand, I saw numerous corpses lying on the ground, while there, in the dis-
tance, struggled a group of women and children in chains. Among these
I saw Cuma—my Cuma. Together with old Guema and several others, I
leaped forward to the rescue, but once more the awful thunder of the "white
men was heard, and I knew no more.

"You understand, senor, at that time we knew nothing of firearms. We
thought the whites were fiends, sent by the Spirit of Evil himself, who
had supplied them with thunder and lightning for our destruction. Thus/
such was our surprise and terror that, paralyzed by fear and unable to
escape, over two-thirds of our tribe of seventy-odd families were destroyed
that night—the men killed and the women and children kidnapped to serve
as slaves for the extraction of rubber—that accursed rubber, which has been
the rum of us all.

"I was awakened,, patron,, by the vultures plucking at my eyes. It was
mid-day, and the tropical sunlight poured in a dazzling stream over the
ghastly scene that met my gaze. There lay the corpses strewn about among
the ashes of the camp, picked at and torn about by a» army of vultures.
Ay, Dios mio! senor, never shall I forget that spectacle. There lay old
Gttetfta's body, completely disembowelled by the carrion birds, intent upon1

their awful feast . *
*! arose weakly, and finding that the wound in my breast had started

again through the pecking of the vultures, bound i* up with a few pirn fin
ksfres and 'then, looking once more upon the sickening sight around me, I
dropped upon my knees and registered a vow of vengeance against the
fiends responsible for this Might's work

"Senof, I left my people, my blood, my soul, I left everything. 1
wandered five days, five centuries, without food, without anything, alone
in the Selva. On the afternoon of the fifth day I stumbled and fell, and,
overcome by my weakness, 1 fainted. How long I lay there I know not;
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at last I awoke, and there, bending over me, chafing my hands, stood a
white man, but, apparently, of a different tribe, for he wore a long, brown
robe, something like our cushma's, and on his feet, instead of shoes, were
sandals. I tried to crawl away, but in vain, for, lifting me in his arms,
he carried me a few paces and we entered his rancho.

"That holy man was a Capuchin father—Padre Estanislao—and for
five long weeks he stopped there, nursing me and curing my wounds, Dur-
ing this period he taught me a little Christianity, some Spanish, the use of
firearms and the ways of the white men. Then came the time when I
was well and, at last, we parted. It cheers me to think that years after-
ward I had the pleasure of repaying him, but that's another story.

"As I say, I left the Padre, senor, and for ten long years I wandered
through eastern Peru, searching for my Cuma. Sometimes I thought I had
found a trace of her, but no, it resulted in nothing. During, this time I
stopped at nearly all the rubber camps of this region, and, oh God, the
sights I have seen in some of them—tortures, flagellations, chains,, .slavery
and lust—all for the fatal black gold of the Amazon.

"At last, wearied and discouraged, I arrived at Iquitos. This, patron,
was just before I met you. I found her there.

III.
"It was on a hot, burning afternoon, when I was walking down the

Calle de Prospero, that I met her. I saw a chola, an Indian servant woman,
carrying on her head an immense roll of laundry, being pulled about by a
group of boys. Chasing them away, I turned to the slave and saw Cuma,
but, good God, how changed. Her hair, once abundant, long and glisten-
ing, was now thin and mangy; her eyes, formerly like two deep pools of the
black water of the forest lakes, were now dull and bleared; her figure—
but, oh, senor, I can't go on . . . you understand.

"I turned to her quite calmly and said: 'Cuma, I have found you at
last. Do you remember me?'

"She started; then, with a glad cry, she rushed towards me, but stopped
half way and hesitated.

" 'Oh, Acate, Acate. Is it really you ? . . . I thought you were
murdered with the rest.'

" 'I escaped, Cuma, and have been looking for you ever since, and now
. . . I've found you. But we can't talk here—where are you going?'

"She led the way, still carrying the laundry, to a little stream, not far
off, that emptied into the Amazon, and there, while she—my Princess Cuma
—washed the dirty clothes of her white owner, I listened to her story.

"I will not shock you with her narrative, patron, for it would give
me too much pain. It will suffice for you to know that on the very night
of their arrival at the white man's house, my Cuma, in spite of her appeals,
was ruthlessly violated by the chief, who afterward kept her as the favorite
of his harem for nearly three years, when he tired of her and sold her to
a friend for forty pounds. During this time she bore him one child, whom
he kept when he sold its mother.
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"Her new owner suffered from a most repugnant and infectious disease,
very common in the Amazon; nevertheless he, too, made her his victim.
This lasted about four years, when, becoming short of money, while on a
trip to Iquitos, he sold her as a common chola to her present master, a
human brute, who flogged her into a state of insensibility, when he learned
of the dread malady she had contracted. Continual cruelty had been her
portion ever since.

"I ascertained the name of the wretch who had made the raid and whe
was thus responsible for all this, and turning to the repugnant wreck of
her, who, long ago, had been the pride of the Campas, I said:

"Cuma, our lives are wrecked, wrecked by that monster. I have found
you, but, alas I have found you ruined. In this life we can never come
together; perhaps, in the next, we can. What do you say, Cuma? Shall
I end all this for you? I'll follow you as soon as I've settled with the
wretch who has caused it all.

"She lay silent in my arms. Then presently she murmured: 'Give me
one last kiss, Acate, and I'm ready.'

"So for the last time I kissed those lips, cnce so pure and sweet, but
now scarred and disfigured by the fell disease of'which she was the Victim.

" 'Follow me soon, Acate,' she whispered.
" 'I will, Cuma,' I answered, and five minutes later her spirit had en-

tered the Land of Rest
"For hours I sat there, holding in my arms the blood-stained corpse

of her whom I had loved so well. I was thinking—thinking of the happy
days of long ago, of my Cuma, as she was then—pure and spotless as the
snowy peaks of our Andean volcanos—before the coming of the 'civilizers.'
for, as you know, senor, these fiends say they are 'civilizing' us. I some-
times doubt that there is a God, patron, for what sins have we poor people
of the selvas ever committed, that He should deliver us to such punish-
ments? Senor, I know; we are a doomed race. A few years more, and
no longer will the foot-steps of the red man be seen within these selvas;
no longer will the forest ring with the laughter of our children; no longer
will our dug-outs navigate these broad rivers. No, senor. These vast
selvas. where we have lived so long, will form the sepulchre of the rem-
nants of my race. The falling leaves of the forest trees will soon cover
the rotting bones of the last of the Indians.

"But enough, senor. As I say. I sat there, on the banks of the
little stream, until the last red rays of the setting sun hid themselves be-
hind the dark forest across the river. Then, arousing myself with an
effort, amidst the fast-falling dusk, I carried the stiff, cold corpse of the
selva's daughter to the mouth of the quiet stream and then, pressing a last
kiss upon those cold lips, I threw her into the Amazonas.

"Shortly after that, I came with you."
IV.

"Well, senor, my tale is finished." He paused a moment, then: "What
do you say, patron?"

"Go, Acate. and good luck to you," and I gave him my hand as I
asked: "Who's the man?"
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"Jose I. Fonseca," he replied, calmly.
"What? Fonseca, the big rubber dealer at Retiro on the Mana?"
He nodded. I knew the man—a wretch, who had accumulated a for-

tune by the sweat, the sufferings, yes, the very life-blood of his fellow-
creatures; a wretch proverbial, even in this vast and tragic theater of law-
lessness and crime, for his rapacious cruelty to the unhappy human beings
who had the misfortune to become his victims.

So I arose and, unpacking the boxes, gave him a supply of farina,
some dried meat, a bottle of native fire water, and a few other necessi-
ties for his journey. Then, clasping once more his slim, bronze hand, I
said:

"Good-bye and good luck, Acate."
"Good-bye, patron. God will not mark this down against you. He

will understand."
And his dark figure disappeared in the gloom of the forest. That was

the last I saw of Acate.
* * * * * * * * * * * *

Six months later I returned to Iquitos and, happening to glance over
some local newspapers, which had accumulated during my absence, I saw
the following interesting piece of news:

"It is with the utmost regret that we inform our readers of the horrible
death of the popular and enterprising Don Jose Inocente Fonseca, One of
the foremost explorers of the remote regions.

"It appears that one day, while out inspecting the rubber workers, he
was assaulted in a lonely spot by one of these savages, and choked into a
state of unconsciousness. Then the assassin dragged his help-
less victim several kilometers, into the heart of the forest and, although
the latter was still alive, proceeded to crucify him by nailing him to a tree.

"Five days later, the horribly mutilated body of the unfortunate ca-
ballero was found by one of his employees. The eyes had been plucked
out by the vultures, which had also disembowelled him. Not far off was
a rancho, where, judging by the ashes, the Indian had stopped several days
to gloat over the prolonged agony of his victim. The criminal was no-
where to be found, having probably made good his escape.

"Senor Fonseca was one of the first to explore and open up the Mana
district, and bring the aborigines into the ways and customs of civilization
and Christianity. It is sad to think that one of the people he had spent
so many years in civilizing, could have repaid him in this manner.

"This is only one proof more of the innate savagery and barbarism
of the Indians, and their total unfitness for civilization. Either the Indian
must yield to the forward march of progress, or submit to extermination,
and it has long been our opinion that the latter is the only true solution of
the problem.

"As the lamented Sr. Fonseca has no other heirs, his large fortune-
made in the rubber business during the last eight or ten years—will go t«
his brother, Sr. Fortunato Fonseca."

So Acate balanced the account at last.



THE INFLUENCE OF THE BALKAN WAR ON THE UNIONS
The International Secretariat of National Trade Union Centres, of

which C. Legien, Berlin, Germany, is the seretary, has issued an appeal for
the support of the trade unions of Servia and Bulgaria, in order that these
may be alble to preserve th.eir labor temples and their press, and assist the
families of members who have 'been ha^ hit by the war. Mr. G. Pavlo-
vitch, Secretary of the Servian unions, 11* his letter to the International
Secretariat points out that the work of many years will tie lost If no help
comes. Exceptional demands are now made upon the trade unions, while
the sources of income are absolutely dried up. Mr. Dimitrov, the Bulgarian
secretary, reports at length- on. the effects of the war. His article is very
instructive for all workers and given hereunder:

Owing to the strict censorship in this country, which affects also
private correspondence, 1 regret very much that I am unable. to present to
my foreign comrades a very clear picture of the position here. I cannot
give all the facts, nor can I inform them of the probable consequences, as
affecting the fighting proletariat, which fohe war will bring, about.

On the 30th of .September the order was given for the mobilization of
all the armed forces throughout the land, and on the 18th of October war
operations were commenced against the 'Turks. All who had served m the
army and had not on .the issue of the order completed their 46th year were
called to the colors. All recruits who would have "been called up in 1913
were enlisted. Macedonians living in Bulgaria were compelled to serve
in the,. Macedonian Volunteer Corps. Only those who had not reached the
age of 18 were free from compulsory military service. To: the elder men
fell the duty of guarding magazines, some being attached to the Red Cross
contingents. Employees at the post and telegraph offices, likewise the work-
ers of the State owned colliery and railways, were placed under'military con-
trol.

All enterprises were after the first few days of the mobilization .badly
affected and quieted down. Every titling was prepared for the army ex-
clusively. All tailors, shoemakers, joiners, and 'blacksmiths who bad not been
called to the colors, including women, were obliged to labor in-the work-
sfrctps of the army without payment, receiving only their keep.

In the different towns the workmen's clubs and meeting rooms were
turned into workshops and factories for the military authorities or into
magazines and hospitals.

At the same time as the order for mobilization came a decree which
proclaimed a state of siege throughout the land and also the strictest
censure of the press and private correspondence. Meetings were forbidden.
The publication of our political and trade union papers was suspended.

In such circumstances all activity in our organizations is suspended.
It has become impossible for them to fulfil their tasks. They are all the
more unable to discharge their duties as out Of about 10,000 Socialist
trade union members only 500. at the most—not counting the railway,
post office and telegraph employees—remain at home and these are ex-
pecting to lose their employment daily; in fact, most of them are out of
work at the present time.

To the Bulgarian trade unions falls the duty of providing for the or-
ganized workmen and women, and those whose husbands or sons are on
the field of ibattle. The desperate misery in which the workers and their
families live is indescribable. Their lot is made harder and less bearable
through, the extraordinary increase in price of provisions and the approach
of the pitiless winter.

The trade unions are compelled, therefore, to support their own num-
erous members and families whom the Parish Boards deny assistance. Out
of the 30,000 francs held in hand by the trade unions in case of .need only
a very small amount remains.

Whatever may be the end of the war, one thing is certain, the labor
movement of Bulgaria will experience a period of extraordinary; difficulty
and will hav* to make great sacrifices, In these, troublous times and in
the still harder days to coine we have but one consolation and hope, and
that IB:that we may reckon ou the support 6f the international proletariat.




