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An introductory word to the anarchive

 
Anarchy is Order!

  
I must Create a System or be enslav d by  

another Man s. 
I will not Reason & Compare: my business  

is to Create

 
(William Blake)  

During the 19th century, anarchism has develloped as a 
result of a social current which aims for freedom and 
happiness. A number of factors since World War I have 
made this movement, and its ideas, dissapear little by 
little under the dust of history. 
After the classical anarchism 

 

of which the Spanish 
Revolution was one of the last representatives a new 
kind of resistance was founded in the sixties which 
claimed to be based (at least partly) on this anarchism. 
However this resistance is often limited to a few (and 
even then partly misunderstood) slogans such as 
Anarchy is order , Property is theft ,...  

Information about anarchism is often hard to come by, 
monopolised and intellectual; and therefore visibly 
disapearing.The anarchive or anarchist archive 
Anarchy is Order ( in short A.O) is an attempt to make 
the principles, propositions and discussions of this 
tradition available again for anyone it concerns. We 
believe that these texts are part of our own heritage. 
They don t belong to publishers, institutes or specialists.  

These texts thus have to be available for all anarchists an 
other people interested. That is one of the conditions to 
give anarchism a new impulse, to let the new 
anarchism outgrow the slogans. This is what makes this 
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project relevant for us: we must find our roots to be able 
to renew ourselves. We have to learn from the mistakes 
of our socialist past. History has shown that a large 
number of the anarchist ideas remain standing, even 
during  the most recent social-economic developments.  

Anarchy Is Order does not make profits, 
everything is spread at the price of printing- and 
papercosts. This of course creates some limitations 
for these archives.   
Everyone is invited to spread along the information 
we give . This can be done by copying our leaflets, 
printing from the CD that is available or copying it, 
e-mailing the texts ,...Become your own anarchive!!!  
(Be aware though of copyright restrictions. We also 
want to make sure that the anarchist or non-commercial 
printers, publishers and autors are not being harmed. 
Our priority on the other hand remains to spread the 
ideas, not the ownership of them.)  

The anarchive offers these texts hoping that values like 
freedom, solidarity and direct action  get a new 
meaning and will be lived again; so that the struggle 
continues against the   

demons of flesh and blood, that sway scepters down 
here; 

and the dirty microbes that send us dark diseases and 
wish to 

squash us like horseflies; 
and the will- o-the-wisp of the saddest ignorance . 

(L-P. Boon)  

The rest depends as much on you as it depends on us. 
Don t mourn, Organise! 
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Comments, questions, criticism,cooperation can be send 
to 
A.O@advalvas.be

 
A complete list and updates are available on this 
address, new texts are always  

welcome!!
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INTRODUCTION.

         
THE work of art must speak for the artist who created 

it; the labor of the thoughtful student who stands back of it 
permits him to say what impelled him to give his thought 
voice.        

The subject of the work just finished requires me to 
accompany it with a few words.        

First of all, this: Let him who does not know me and 
who would, perhaps, in the following pages, look for such 
sensational disclosures as we see in those mendacious 
speculations upon the gullibility of the public from which 
the latter derives its sole knowledge of the Anarchistic 
movement, not take the trouble to read beyond the first 
page.        

In no other field of social life does there exist to-day a 
more lamentable confusion, a more naïve superficiality, a 
more portentous ignorance than in that of Anarchism. The 
very utterance of the word is like the flourish of a red rag; 
in blind wrath the majority dash against it without taking 
time for calm examination and consideration. They will tear 
into tatters this work, too, without having understood. it. 
Me their blows will not strike.        

London and the events of the fall of 1887 have served 
me as the background for my picture.        

When in the beginning of the following year I once 
more returned to the scene for a few weeks, principally to 
complete my East End studies, I did not dream that the very 
section which I had selected for more detailed description 
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would soon thereafter be in everybody's mouth in 
consequence of the murders of "Jack the Ripper."        

I did not finish the chapter on Chicago without first 
examining the big picture-book for grown-up children by 
which the police captain, Michael Schaack, has since 
attempted to justify the infamous murder committed by his 
government: "Anarchy and Anarchists" (Chicago, 1889). It 
is nothing more than a --- not unimportant --- document of 
stupid brutality as well as inordinate vanity.        

The names of living people have been omitted by me in 
every case with deliberate intent; nevertheless the initiated 
will almost always recognize without difficulty the features 
that have served me as models.        

A space of three years has elapsed between the writing 
of the first chapter and the last. Ever newly rising doubts 
compelled me again and again, often for a long period, to 
interrupt the work. Perhaps I began it too soon; I do not 
finish it too late.        

Not every phase of the question could I treat 
exhaustively; for the most part I could not offer more than 
the conclusions of chains of reasoning, often very long. The 
complete incompatibility of the Anarchistic and the 
Communistic Weltanschauung, the uselessness and 
harmfulness of a resort to violent tactics, as well as the 
impossibility of any "solution of the social question" 
whatsoever by the State, at least I hope to have 
demonstrated.        

The nineteenth century has given birth to the idea of 
Anarchy. In its fourth decade the boundary line between the 
old world of slavery and the new world of liberty was 
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drawn. For it was in this decade that P. J. Proudhon began 
the titanic labor of his life with "Qu'est-ce que la 
propriété?" (1840), and that Max Stirner wrote his immortal 
work: "Der Einzige und sein Eigenthum" (1845).        

It was possible for this idea to be buried under the dust 
of a temporary relapse of civilization. But it is 
imperishable.  

      It is even now again awake.        

For more than seven years my friend Benj. R. Tucker of 
Boston has been battling for Anarchy in the new world with 
the invincible weapon of his "Liberty." Oft in the lonely 
hours of my struggles have I fixed my gaze upon the 
brilliant light that thence is beginning to illumine the night.        

When three years ago I gave the poems of my "Sturm" 
to the public, I was hailed by friendly voices as the "first 
singer of Anarchy."  

      I am proud of this name.        

But I have come to the conviction that what is needed 
to-day is not so much to arouse enthusiasm for liberty as 
rather to convince people of the absolute necessity of 
economic independence, without which it will eternally 
remain the unsubstantial dream of visionaries.        

In these days of the growing reaction, which will 
culminate in the victory of State Socialism, the call has 
become imperative upon me to be here also the first 
champion of the Anarchistic idea. I hope I have not yet 
broken my last lance for liberty.  
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JOHN HENRY MACKAY  

      ROME, in the spring, 1891.   
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CHAPTER I. IN THE HEART OF THE WORLD-
METROPOLIS.

        
A WET, cold. October evening was beginning to lower 

upon London. It was the October of the same year in which, 
not five months before, had been inaugurated those 
ridiculous celebrations which gave the year 1887 the name 
of the "Jubilee Year," --- celebrations of the fiftieth 
anniversary of the rule of a woman who allows herself to be 
called "Queen of Great Britain and Ireland, and Empress of 
India." On this evening --- the last of the week --- a man 
coming from the direction of Waterloo Station was 
wending his way to the railroad bridge of Charing Cross 
through labyrinthine, narrow, and almost deserted streets. 
When, as if fatigued from an extended walk, he had slowly 
ascended the wooden steps that lead to the narrow walk for 
pedestrians running beside the tracks on the bridge, and had 
gone about as far as the middle of the river, he stepped into 
one of the round recesses fronting the water and remained 
standing there for a short time, while he allowed the crowd 
behind him to push on. Rather from habit than genuine 
fatigue, he stopped and looked down the Thames. As he 
had but seldom been on "the other side of the Thames," 
notwithstanding his already three years' sojourn in London, 
he never failed, on crossing one of the bridges, to enjoy 
afresh the magnificent view that London affords from them.       

It was still just light enough for him to recognize, as far 
as Waterloo Bridge to his right, the dark masses of 
warehouses, and on the mirror of the Thames at his feet, the 
rows of broad-bellied freight boats and rafts coupled 
together, though already the lights of the evening were 
everywhere blazing into the dark, yawning chaos of this 
immense city. The two rows of lanterns on Waterloo Bridge 
stretched away like parallel lines, and each of the lanterns 
cast its sharp, glittering light, deep and long, into the dark, 
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trembling tide, while to the left, in a terrace-shaped ascent, 
the countless little flames which illumine the 
Embankments, and the Strand with its surroundings, every 
evening, were beginning to flash. The quiet observer 
standing there saw yonder on the bridge the fleeting lights 
of the cabs; to his rear he heard the trains of the South East 
road rumbling and roaring while madly rushing in and out 
of the station of Charing Cross; saw beneath him the lazy 
waves of the Thames, with almost inaudible splashing, 
lapping against the dark, black, slimy masses stretching far 
into the deep; and as he turned to pass on, the gigantic 
station of Charing Cross, that centre of a never-ceasing life 
by night and by day, opened before him, flooded by the 
white glare of the electric light. . . . 

      He thought of Paris, his native city, as he slowly passed 
on. What a difference between the broad, level, and clear 
embankments of the Seine and these stiff, projecting 
masses, on which not even the sun could produce a ray of 
joy!       

He longed to be back in the city of his youth. But he 
had learned to love London with the passionate, jealous 
love of obstinacy. 

      For one either loves London or hates it. . . .       

Again the wanderer stopped. So brightly was the 
gigantic station illumined that he could plainly see the clock 
at its end. The hands stood between the seventh and the 
eighth hours. The bustle on the sidewalk seemed to have 
increased, as if a human wave was being washed from the 
one side to the other. It seemed as if the hesitating loiterer 
could not tear himself away. For a moment he watched the 
incessant play of the signals at the entrance of the station; 
then, across the tracks and through the confusion of iron 
posts and cars, he tried to reach Westminster Abbey with 
his eye; but he could not recognize anything except the 
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shimmering dial on the steeple of Parliament House and the 
dark outlines of gigantic masses of stone that arose beyond. 
And scattered, in every direction the thousands and 
thousands of lights. . . .       

Again he turned, to the open place where he had before 
been standing. Beneath his feet the trains of the 
Metropolitan Railway were rolling along with a dull 
rumbling noise; the entire expanse of the Victoria 
Embankment lay beneath him, half illumined as far as 
Waterloo Bridge. Stiff and severe, Cleopatra's Needle rose 
in the air.       

From below came to the man's ears the laughing and 
singing of the young fellows and the girls who nightly 
monopolize the benches of the Embankments. "Do not 
forget me --- do not forget me," was the refrain. Their 
voices sounded hard. and shrill. "Do not forget me" --- one 
could hear it everywhere in London during the Jubilee 
Year. It was the song of the day.       

If anybody had observed the features of the man who 
was just now bending over the edge of the bridge, he would 
not have failed to catch a strange expression of severity that 
suddenly possessed them. The pedestrian no longer heard 
anything of the now suppressed, now subdued noise and the 
trivial song. Again a thought had seized him at the sight of 
the mighty quays at his feet; how many human lives might 
lie crushed beneath these white granite quarries, piled one 
upon the other so solid and unconquerable? And he thought 
again of that silent, unrewarded, forgotten toil that had 
created all the magnificence round about him.       

Sweat and blood are washed away, and the individual 
man, on the corpses of millions of unnamed, forgotten ones, 
rises living and admired. . . . 
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As if goaded by this thought, Carrard Auban passed on. 
Leaving behind him the stony arches at the end of the 
bridge, --- the remains of the old Hungerford Suspension 
Bridge, --- he looked down and walked faster. Again as 
always he lived in the thoughts to which he also had 
dedicated the youth of his life, and again he was impressed 
by the boundless grandeur of this movement which the 
second half of the nineteenth century has named the 
"social": to carry the light where darkness still prevails --- 
among the toiling, oppressed masses whose sufferings and 
slow death give life to "the others." . . .       

But when Auban had descended the steps of the bridge 
and found himself in Villiers Street, that remarkable little 
street which leads from the Strand down past the city 
station of Charing Cross, he became again fascinated by the 
bustling life around him. Incessantly it was surging past 
him: this one wanted to catch the train which had just 
discharged those who were hurrying towards the Strand --- 
belated theatre-goers who had perhaps again miscalculated 
the distances of London; here a prostitute was talking at a 
gentleman with a silk hat, whom she had enticed hither by a 
word and a look of her weary eyes, in order to come to an 
agreement with him concerning the "price"; and there a 
crowd of hungry street urchins were pushing their dirty 
faces against the window panes of an Italian waffle-baker, 
greedily following every movement of the untiring worker. 
Auban saw everything: he had the same attention of a 
practised eye for the ten-year-old youngster who was 
seeking to beg a penny of the passers-by by turning wheels 
before them on the moist pavement, and for the debased 
features of the fellow who, when he came to a halt, 
instantly obtruded himself on him and tried to talk him into 
buying the latest number of the "Matrimonial News" --- 
"indispensable for all who wished to marry" --- but 
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immediately turned to the next man when he found that he 
got no answer.       

Auban passed slowly on. He knew this life too well to 
be confused and stupefied by it; and yet it seized and 
interested him ever anew with all its might. He had devoted 
hours and days to its study during these years, and always 
and everywhere he found it new and interesting. And the 
more he learned to know its currents, its depths, and its 
shallows, the more he admired this matchless city. For 
some time this affection, which was more than an 
attachment and less than love, had been growing into a 
passionately excited one. London had shown him too much 
--- much more than to the inhabitant and the visitor; and 
now he wished to see all. And so the restlessness of this 
wish had driven him in the afternoon of this day to the other 
side of the Thames, for extended wanderings in Kennington 
and Lambeth --- those quarters of a frightful misery, --- to 
allow him to return fatigued and at the same time 
discouraged and embittered, and to show him now in the 
Strand the reflection as well as the reverse of that life.        

He was now standing at the entrance of the dark and 
desolate tunnel which passes underneath Charing Cross and 
leads to Northumberland Avenue. The shrill and vibrant 
sounds of a banjo struck his ear; a group of passers-by had 
collected: in their midst a boy in a ragged caricature 
costume and with blackened face was playing his 
instrument --- who has not seen the bizarre forms of these 
"negro comedians" executing their noisy song-dances at the 
street corners of London? --- while a girl was dancing to the 
sounds of the same with that mechanical indifference which 
seems to know no fatigue. Forcing his way along, Auban 
cast a glance also at the face of this child: indifference and 
at the same time a certain impatience lay upon it.  
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"They support their whole family, poor things!" he 
murmured. The next minute the crowd had dispersed, and 
the little couple forced their way to the next street corner, 
there to begin anew, play and dance, until the policeman, 
hated and feared, drove them away.       

Auban passed through the tunnel whose stone floor was 
covered with filth and out of whose corners rose a corrupt 
atmosphere. It was almost deserted; only now and then 
some unrecognizable form crept along the walls and past 
him. But Auban knew that on wet, cold days and nights, 
here as well as in hundreds of other passage ways, whole 
rows of unfortunates were lying about, closely pressed 
against each other and against the cold walls, and always 
expecting to be driven away the next moment by the 
"strong arm of the law": heaps of filth and rags, ruined in 
hunger and dirt, the "Pariahs of society," creatures in truth 
devoid of will. . . . And while he was climbing the steps at 
the end of the gloomy passage, a scene which he had 
witnessed on this same spot about a year previous, suddenly 
rose before him with such terrific clearness that he 
involuntarily stopped and looked round as if it must repeat 
itself bodily before his eyes.        

It was on a damp, cold evening, towards midnight, the 
city enveloped by fog and smoke as by an impenetrable 
veil. He had come hither to give some of the shelterless the 
few coppers which they need in order to pass the night in a 
lodging-house, instead of in the icy cold of the open air. 
When he had descended these steps, --- the tunnel was 
overcrowded by people who, after they had passed through 
all the stages of misery, had reached the last, --- he saw a 
face rise before him which he had never since forgotten: the 
features of a woman, frightfully disfigured by leprosy and 
bloody sores, who, with an infant at her breast, was 
dragging, rather than leading, a fourteen-year-old girl by 
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the hand, while a third child, a boy, was clinging to her 
dress.  

      "Two shillings only, gentleman; two shillings only!"  

      He stopped to question her.        

"Two shillings only; she is still so young, but she will 
do anything you want," and with that she drew the girl near, 
who turned away, trembling and crying.        

A shudder ran through him. But the beseeching and 
piteous voice of the woman kept on.        

"Pray, do take her along. If you won't do it, we shall 
have to sleep out doors, --- only two shillings, gentleman, 
only two shillings; just see how pretty she is!" And again 
she drew the child to her.        

Auban felt a terror creeping over him. Stunned and 
unable to speak a word, he turned to pass on.        

But he had not yet gone a step, when the woman 
suddenly threw herself shrieking before him on the ground, 
let go of the girl and clung to him.        

"Don't go away! Don't go away!" she screamed in 
frightful despair. "If you won't do it, we must starve --- take 
her along! --- no one else will come here to-night, and in 
the Strand we are not allowed --- please do it --- please do 
it!"        

But when, without intending to, he looked round, the 
woman lying before him suddenly sprang up.        

"Don't call a policeman! No, don't call a policeman!" 
she cried quickly, in fear. Then, when she arose, Auban 
regained his composure. Without a word he reached into his 
pocket and gave her a handful of money.       

The woman uttered a shout of joy. Again she took the 
girl by the arm and placed her before him. 
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"She will go with you, gentleman --- she will do 
anything you want," she added in a whisper. Auban turned 
away, and hurried as quickly as possible through the rows 
of the sleeping and the drunken people towards the exit: no 
one had paid any attention to the scene.       

When he reached the Strand, he felt how violently his 
heart was beating, and how his hands were trembling. 

      A week later he came evening after evening to search in 
the tunnel of Charing Cross and its surroundings for the 
woman and her children, without being able to find them 
again. There had been something in the eyes of the girl that 
disquieted him. But the time had been too short for him to 
discern what this abyss of fear and misery concealed.        

At last he became so absorbed in thinking of the 
immense wretchedness that daily presented itself to him 
that he forgot this one scene, and daily he saw again upon 
the streets the children of poverty --- children of thirteen 
and fourteen years --- offering themselves --- and he was 
unable to help.       

Who was more to be pitied, the mother or the children? 
How great must be the misery, how frightful the despair, 
how insane the hunger, that impelled both! But the woman 
of the bourgeoisie speaks with loathing of the "monster of a 
mother" and of the "degraded child," --- the Pharisee who 
under the weight of the same misery would travel exactly 
the same paths.       

Pity! Most miserable of all our lies! This age knows 
only injustice. It is to-day the greatest crime to be poor. 
Very well. The more quickly must the perception come that 
our only deliverance consists in omitting this crime.       

"The insane ones!" murmured Auban, "the insane ones! 
--- they do not see whither pity and love have brought us." 
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His eyes were dimmed, as if by the memory of the struggles 
which this perception had caused him. 

      How plainly, in passing through the tunnel this evening, 
did he recall the piteous, despairing voice of the woman and 
her urgent: "Do it! do it!" And again out of the gloomy 
darkness emerged the shy, sickly eyes of the child.       

He turned round, and again passed, through the tunnel. 
But before starting for the Strand, he turned into one of the 
side streets that lead down towards the Thames. He knew 
them all: these streets, these corners, these entrances. and 
alleys: here was the sober-gray rear of a theatre whose front 
flooded the Strand with light; and yonder narrow three-
storied house with the sham windows was one of those 
notorious resorts whose inner walls nightly witness scenes 
of depravity such as even the most degraded fancy dare not 
fully picture to itself. Here misery still lived, and, in yonder 
quiet street hard by, comfort, --- and thus the two alternated 
as far as the little church of Savoy in the midst of its bare 
trees --- and as far as the aristocratic, exclusive edifices of 
the Temple with its splendid gardens. . . .       

Auban knew all; even the forever-deserted broad, 
vaulted passage which leads underneath the streets to the 
Embankments, and from whose forsaken, mysterious 
stillness the life of the Strand sounds like the distant dying 
rush and roar of an ever last and ever first wave upon a 
desolate, sandy shore. . . . The cold became more piercing 
as the hour fled, and trickled down in the foggy dampness 
of London. Auban was getting tired, and decided to go 
home. He turned towards the Strand.       

The "Strand!" Connecting the West End and the city, it 
lay before him, lit up by the countless lights of its shops, 
filled with the rush of a never-stagnant and never-ceasing 
human tide; two separate streams, the one surging up to St. 
Paul's, the other down to Charing Cross. Between both, the 
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deafening confusion of an uninterrupted traffic of vehicles; 
one after another, 'busses, clumsy, covered with gaudy 
advertisements, filled with people; one after another, 
hansoms, light, running along easily on two wheels; 
thundering freight wagons; red, closed mail coaches of the 
Royal Mail; strong, broad four-wheelers; and winding their 
way through all these, hardly recognizable in the dark mass, 
swiftly gliding bicycles.       

The East End is labor and poverty, chained together by 
the curse of our time --- servitude; the City is the usurer 
who sells labor and pockets the profit; the West End is the 
aristocratic idler who consumes it. The Strand is one of the 
most swollen arteries through which courses the blood 
turned into money; it is the rival of Oxford Street, and 
struggles against being conquered by it. It is the heart of 
London. It bears a name which the world knows. It is one 
of the few streets where you see people from all sections of 
the city; the poor takes his rags there, and the rich his silk. 
If you lend your ear, you can hear the languages of the 
whole world; the restaurants have Italian proprietors, whose 
waiters talk French with you; more than half of the 
prostitutes are Germans, who either perish here or save 
enough to return to their fatherland, and become 
"respectable" there.       

Along the Strand are located the immense court 
buildings, and one is puzzled to know whether these are 
actors or lunatics whom one sees passing under the lofty 
archways --- the judges in their long cloaks and their 
powdered wigs with the neatly ridiculous cues --- 
respectable badges of a disreputable farce which every 
sensible man in his heart scorns and despises, and in which 
everybody plays a part if he is called; and in its cold 
Somerset House the Strand gathers a bewildering number 
of magistrates of whose existence you have never heard in 
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your life until you hear them mentioned; and the Strand has 
its theatres, more theatres than any other street in the world.       

Thus it is the first walk of the stranger who arrives at 
the station of Charing Cross, and whom its mostly narrow 
and crowding buildings disappoint; so will it be his last 
when he leaves London, the one to which he will give his 
last hour.       

Auban disappeared in the sea of humanity. Now as he 
was passing the Adelphi, and the electric light --- far 
eclipsing the gas-jets --- was filling the street with its clear 
white radiance, one could see that he limped slightly. It was 
hardly noticeable when he walked rapidly; but when he 
sauntered along slowly, he dragged the left foot slightly, 
and supported himself more on his cane.       

At the station of Charing Cross the crowd had become 
blocked. For a few moments Auban stood near one of the 
gates. The gate nearest Villiers Street, which a few minutes 
ago he had crossed further down, was besieged by flower-
girls, some of whom were cowering behind their half-empty 
baskets, cold and worn out, and some trying to persuade the 
passers-by to purchase their poor flowers, with their 
incessant "Penny a bunch!" A policeman pushed one of 
them brutally back; she had ventured to take a step upon the 
pavement, and they were not allowed to go an inch beyond 
the limits of the side street. The shrill cries of the newsboys 
who wished to get rid of their last special editions, in order 
to be able to see Charlie Coborn --- the "inimitable" --- in 
his "Two Lovely Black Eyes" in "Gatti's Hungerford 
Palace," would have been unbearable, had they not been 
drowned by the hoarse cries of the omnibus conductors and 
the rumble and clatter of wheels on the stones of the 
Charing Cross entrance, which the West Ender, accustomed 
to asphaltum and wooden pavements, has almost forgotten. 
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With a confidence which only a long familiarity with 
the street life of a great city can give, Auban improved the 
first second in which the rows of wagons offered a passage 
across the street; and while in the next the tides closed 
behind him, he passed the Church of St. Martin, cast a 
glance upon Trafalgar Square reposing in the stillness of the 
grave, cut through the narrow and dark Green Street 
without paying any attention to the "cabby," who from his 
box was calling at him in a suppressed voice that he had 
"something to say" --- something about "a young lady" --- 
and found himself three minutes later in the lighted lobbies 
of the "Alhambra," from which belated frequenters would 
not allow themselves to be turned away, as they still hoped 
to secure standing room in the overcrowded house. Auban 
passed indifferently on, without glancing at the shining 
photographs of the voluptuous ballet-dancers --- advertising 
specimens from the new monster ballet "Algeria," to which 
half of London was flocking.       

The garden in the middle of Leicester Square lay 
shrouded in darkness. From the gratings the statue of 
Shakspere was no longer recognizable. "There is no 
darkness but ignorance," was graven there. Who read it?       

The north end of the square was the scene of a 
boisterous life. Auban had to force his way through crowds 
of French prostitutes, whose loud laughter, screaming, and 
scolding, drowned everything. Their gaudy and vulgar 
dresses, their shameless offers, their endless entreaties: 
"Chéri, chéri," with which they approached and followed 
every passer-by, reminded him of the midnight hours on the 
outer boulevards of Paris.       

Everywhere this age seemed to show him the most 
disfigured side of its face.       

Before him two young English girls were walking 
along. They were scarcely more than sixteen years old. 
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Their dishevelled blond hair, wet from the moisture in the 
atmosphere, was hanging far over their shoulders. As they 
turned round, a look into their pale, weary features told him 
that they had long been wandering thus --- forever the same 
short distance, evening after evening; at a street corner a 
German woman with the Cologne dialect and a far-
sounding voice --- all Germans shout in London --- was 
telling another that she had not eaten anything warm for 
three days and nothing at all for one: business was growing 
worse and worse; at the next a crowd was gathering, into 
which Auban was pushed, so that he had to witness the 
scene that took place: an old woman who was selling 
match-boxes had got into a quarrel with one of the women. 
They screamed at each other. "There," shrieked the old one, 
and spat in the face of the other before her, but at the same 
instant the indignity was returned. For a moment both stood 
speechless with wrath. The old one, trembling, put the 
boxes in the bag. Then, amid the wild applause of the 
spectators, they thrust their finger-nails in each other's eyes 
and, blackguarding each other, rolled on the ground, until 
one of the spectators separated them; whereupon they 
picked up their things, --- the one her broken umbrella, the 
other her rag of a hat, --- and the crowd laughingly 
dispersed in all directions.       

Auban passed on, towards the Piccadilly Circus. This 
scene, one among countless, --- what was it other than a 
new proof that the method of keeping the people in 
brutality, in order to talk about the "mob" and its 
degeneracy, was still very successful?       

Music halls and boxing-matches, --- these occupy the 
few free hours of the poorer classes of England; on Sundays 
prayers and sermons: excellent means against "the most 
dangerous evil of the time," the awakening of the people to 
intellectual independence. 
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Involuntarily Auban struck the ground with his cane, 
which he held in a firm grasp.       

The square which he had just left, Piccadilly, and 
Regent Street, --- these are evening after evening and night 
after night the busiest and most frequented markets of 
living flesh for London. Hither the misery of the 
metropolis, assisted by the "civilized" states of the 
Continent, throws a supply which exceeds even an 
insatiable demand. From the beginning of dusk until the 
dawn of the new day prostitution sways the life of these 
centres of traffic, and seems to constitute the axis around 
which everything exclusively revolves.       

How beautifully convenient the leaders of public life 
arrange things for themselves, mused Auban. If their reason 
brings up before a barn door, and they can go no farther, 
they instantly say: a necessary evil. Poverty --- a necessary 
evil; prostitution --- a necessary evil. And yet there is no 
less necessary and no greater evil than they themselves! It 
is they who would order all things, and who put all things 
into the greatest disorder; who would guide all things, and 
who divert all things from their natural paths; who would 
advance all things, and who hinder all progress. . . . They 
have big books written, --- it has ever been so, and must 
ever remain so; and, in order, nevertheless, to do 
something, at least seemingly, they devote themselves to 
"reform." And the more they reform, the worse things get. 
They see it, but they do not wish to see it; they know it, but 
they dare not know it. Why? They would then become 
useless, and nowadays everybody must make himself 
useful. A life of mere material ease will no longer suffice. 
"Deceived deceivers! from the first to the last!" said Auban, 
laughing; and his laughter was now almost without 
bitterness. 
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But this man who knew that there has never anywhere 

been justice on this earth, and who despised the belief in 
heavenly justice as the conscious lie of hired priests, or 
feared it as the unconscious and thoughtless devotion to this 
lie, felt, whenever he placed his hand in the festering sore 
of prostitution, with a shudder, that here was a way along 
which a tardy justice was slowly, inexpressibly slowly, 
creeping from the suffering to the living.       

What to the wealthy are the people --- the people who 
"must not be treated too well," lest they become 
overbearing? Human beings with the same claims on life 
and the same wishes as they themselves? Absurd dreams! A 
labor machine which must be attended to that it may do its 
work. And the verse of an English song ran through 
Auban's mind: 

      Our sons are the rich man's serfs by day, 

      And our daughters his slaves by night. 

      Their sons --- good enough for labor. But at a distance -
-- at a distance. A pressure of the hand that labors for them? 
Labor is their duty. And these hands are so soiled --- by the 
labor of a never-ending day. 

      Their daughters --- good enough to serve as conduits for 
the troubled stream of their lusts which would else overflow 
on the immaculate and pure souls of their own mothers and 
daughters. Their daughters by night! What will money not 
buy of hunger and of despair? 

      But here --- here alone! --- the one thus sacrificed draws 
her murderers into the whirlpool of their ruin.       

Our whole sexual life --- here wildly riotous, there 
pressed into the unnatural relationship of marriage --- is 
being overspread, as by a dark, threatening cloud, by a 
legion of terrible diseases, at whose mention everybody 
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grows pale, because no one is secure against them. And as 
it has corrupted an incalculable portion of the youth of our 
time, so it is already standing as the fulfilment of an 
unuttered curse over a generation still lying in slumber. 

      Auban was forced to look up. A crowd of young men of 
the jeunesse dorée were staggering out of the London 
Pavilion, whose gas torches scattered their streams of light 
over Piccadilly Circus. Their sole employment was only too 
plainly written on their dull, brutally debauched faces: 
sport, women, and horses. They were of course in full 
dress; but the tall hats were crushed in, and shirts, crumpled 
and soiled by whiskey and cigar ashes, furnished a 
conspicuous contrast to their black frock coats. With coarse 
laughter and cynical remarks some of them surrounded a 
few of the demi-monde, while the others called for 
hansoms, which speedily came driving up; the noisily 
protesting women were forced in, and the singing of the 
drunken men died away in the clatter of the departing cabs.       

Auban surveyed the place. There before him --- down 
Piccadilly --- lay a world of wealth and comfort: the world 
of the aristocratic palaces and the great clubs, of the 
luxurious stores and of fashionable art --- the whole 
surfeited and extravagant life of the "great world,". . . the 
sham life of pretence.       

The lightning of the coming revolution must strike first 
here. It cannot be otherwise. . . .       

As Auban crossed the street, he was attracted by the 
ragged form of an aged man, who, whenever the traffic of 
the wagons permitted, cleared the street of the traces left by 
the wagons and horses, and, when his broom had done the 
work, modestly waited for the thoughtfulness of those 
whose feet he had protected against contact with the filth; 
and Auban became curious to see how many would even as 
much as notice the service. For about five minutes he 
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leaned against the lantern post in front of the arched 
entrance of Spiers and Pond's restaurant at the Criterion, 
and watched the untiring labor of the old man. During these 
five minutes about three hundred persons crossed the street 
dry-shod. The old man no one saw.       

"You are not doing a good business?" he asked, as he 
approached him.       

The old man put his hand in the pocket of his ragged 
coat and drew forth four copper pieces. 

      "That is all in three hours."       

"That is not enough for your night's lodging," said 
Auban, and gave him a sixpence.       

And the old man looked after him, as he slowly crossed 
the place with difficult steps.       

Behind Auban disappeared the lights of the place, the 
light-colored, similarly built houses of the square of Regent 
Street; and while the distances behind him grew narrower 
and the roar died away, he walked on confidently farther 
and farther into the dark, mysterious network of the streets 
of Soho. . . .       

At the same hour --- it was not far from nine --- there 
was coming from the east, from the direction of Drury Lane 
towards Wardour Street, with the unsteady haste which 
shows that one is in a strange and unknown quarter and yet 
would like to reach a definite place, a man of about forty 
years, in the not striking dress of a laborer, which differs 
from that of the citizen in London only by its simplicity. As 
he stopped --- convinced that he would hardly gratify his 
impatience by proceeding in the direction he was going --- 
and asked his way of one of the young fellows congregated 
in front of one of the innumerable public houses, it was to 
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be seen by his vain efforts to make himself understood that 
the inquirer was a foreigner.       

He seemed, nevertheless, to have understood the 
explanations, for he took an entirely different route from 
the one which he had been following. He turned towards 
the north. After he had passed through two or three more of 
the equally dark, filthy, and in all respects similar streets, he 
suddenly found himself in the midst of the tumult of one of 
those market-places where on Saturday evenings the 
population of the poorer quarters supply their needs for the 
following days with the wages of the past week. The sides 
of the street were occupied by two endless rows of closely 
crowding carts with tables and stands, heavily laden with 
each of the thousand needs of daily life, and between them, 
as well as on the narrow sidewalks beside the open and 
overstocked shops, a turbulent and haggling mass was 
pushing and jostling along, whose cries and noise were only 
surpassed by the shrill confusion of the voices of the 
vendors praising their wares. The street in its entire length 
was dipped in a dazzling brightness by the flickering blaze 
of countless petroleum flames, a brightness such as the light 
of day never brought here; the damp air filled with a thick, 
steaming smoke; the ground covered with sweepings of all 
kinds which made the walking on the slippery, irregular 
stone pavement still more difficult.       

The laborer who had made inquiry concerning his way 
became entangled in the throng, and was trying to extricate 
himself as quickly as he could. He hardly gave a look at the 
treasures stored round about, --- at the stands with the huge, 
raw, bloody pieces of meat; at the heavily laden carts with 
vegetables of all sorts; at the tables full of old iron and 
clothing; at the long rows of foot-wear bound together 
which hung stretched above him and across the street; at the 
whole impenetrable hodgepodge of retail trade that here 
surrounded him with its noise and violence. When, 
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accompanied by the curses of the crowd, a cart pushed 
recklessly through the multitude, he availed himself of the 
opportunity to follow it, and thus reached sooner than he 
had hoped the corner of the next cross-street, where things 
again took their even course and offered the possibility of 
standing still for a moment.       

Then, as he looked round, he suddenly saw Auban on 
the other side of the street. Surprised to see his friend so 
unexpectedly in this quarter, he did not at once hasten to 
him; and then --- as he had already half crossed the street --
- he turned back into the crowd, impelled by the thought: 
What is he doing here? The next minute he gazed at him 
attentively.       

Auban was standing in the middle of a row of half-
drunken men who were laying siege to the entrance of a 
public house, in the hope of being invited by one of their 
acquaintances: "Have a drink!" He was standing there, bent 
forward a little, his hands resting on the cane held between 
his knees, and staring fixedly into the passing throng, as if 
waiting to see a familiar face emerge from it. His features 
were severe; around the mouth lay a sharp line, and his 
deep-sunken eyes wore a fixed and gloomy look. His 
closely-shaved cheeks were lean, and the sharp nose gave 
the features of his narrow and fine face the expression of 
great will-power. A dark, loose cloak fell carelessly down 
the exceptionally tall and narrow-shouldered form; and as 
the other on the opposite street corner saw him so standing, 
it struck him for the first time that for years he had not seen 
him otherwise than in this same loose garment of the same 
comfortable cut and of the same simplest dark color. Just so 
plain and yet so striking had been his external appearance 
when --- how long ago was it: six or seven years already? --
- he made his acquaintance in Paris, and just as then, with 
the same regular, sharp, and gloomy features which had at 
most grown a little more pale and gray, he was standing 
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there to-day, careless and unconcerned, in thoughtful 
contemplation in the midst of the feverish and joyless bustle 
of the Saturday evening of Soho.       

Now he was coming towards him, fixedly gazing 
straight ahead. But he did not see him, and was about to 
pass by him. 

      "Auban!" exclaimed the other.       

The person addressed was not startled, but he turned 
slowly to one side and gazed with a vacant and absent look 
into the face of the speaker, until the other grasped him by 
the arm. 

      "Auban!"       

"Otto?" asked he then, but without surprise. And then 
almost in a whisper, and in the husky tones, still half 
embarrassed through fear, of one awaking and telling of his 
bad dream, softly, lest he call it to life: "I was thinking of 
something else; of --- of the misery, how great it is, how 
enormous, and how slowly the light comes, how slowly."       

The other looked at him surprised. But already Auban, 
suddenly awake, burst out in laughter, and in his usual 
confident voice asked: 

      "But how in the world do you come from your East End 
to Soho?" 

      "I have gone astray. Where is Oxford Street? There, is it 
not?"       

But Auban took him smilingly by the shoulder and 
turned him round.       

"No, there. Listen: before us lies the north of the city, 
the entire length of Oxford Street; behind us, the Strand, 
which you know; there, whence you came --- you came 
from the east? --- is Drury Lane and the former Seven 
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Dials, of which you have surely already heard. Seven Dials, 
the former hell of poverty; now 'civilized.' Have you not yet 
seen the famous Birddealers' Street? Look," he continued, 
without awaiting an answer, and made a gesture with his 
hand toward the east, "in those streets as far as Lincoln's 
Inn Fields, a large portion of the misery of the West End is 
quartered. What do you think they would not give if they 
could sweep it off and push it to the east? Of what use is it 
that they build broad thoroughfares, just as Haussmann, the 
prefect of the Seine, did in Paris, in order thus more readily 
to meet the revolutions, --- of what use is it? It crowds only 
more closely on itself. There is not a Saturday evening that 
I do not go through this quarter between Regent Street and 
Lincoln's Inn, between the Strand and Oxford Street; it is an 
empire in itself, and I find just as much to see here as in the 
East End. It is the first time you are here?"       

"Yes, if I am not mistaken. Did not the Club meet here 
formerly?"       

"Yes. But nearer to Oxford Street. However, a lot of 
Germans are living here --- in the better streets near Regent 
Street." 

      "Where is misery worst?"       

"Worst?" Auban reflected a moment. "If you turn in 
from Drury Lane --- the Courts of Wild Street; then the 
terrible jumble of almost tumbledown houses near the Old 
Curiosity Shop which Dickens has described, with the dirt-
covered alleys; in general, along the side streets of Drury 
Lane, especially in the north along the Queen Streets; and 
further this way, above all, the former Dials, the hell of 
hells." 

      "Do you know all the streets here?" 

      "All." 
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"But you cannot see much on them. The tragedies of 
poverty are enacted behind the walls." 

      "But still the last act --- how often! --- on the street."       

They had slowly walked on. Auban had placed his arm 
in that of the other, and was leaning wearily against him. 
Notwithstanding this, he limped more than before. 

      "And where are you going, Otto?" he asked. 

      "To the Club. Will you not come along?"       

"I am a little tired. I spent the whole afternoon over 
yonder." Then, as it occurred to him that the other might 
see in these words only a pretence for declining, he added 
more quickly: "But I'll go with you; it is a good chance; else 
I should not get there so very soon again. How long it is 
since we saw each other!" 

      "Yes; it is almost three weeks!"       

"I am beginning more and more to live for myself. You 
know it. What can I do in the clubs? These long speeches, 
always on the same subject: what are they for? All that is 
only tiresome."       

He saw very well how disagreeable his words were to 
the other, and how he nevertheless tried to come to terms 
with the justice of his remark. 

      "I am still at home every Sunday afternoon after five 
o'clock, as I used to be. Why don't you come any more?"       

"Because all sorts of people meet at your place; 
bourgeois, and Social Democrats, and literary people, and 
Individualists." 

      Auban burst out laughing. "Tant mieux. The discussions 
can only gain thereby. But the Individualists are the worst 
of all, aren't they, Otto?" 
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His face was completely changed. Just before gloomy 

and reserved, it now showed a kindly expression of 
friendship and friendliness.       

But the other, who had been addressed as Otto, and 
whose name was Trupp, seemed to be affected only 
disagreeably by it, and he mentioned a name which, 
although it did not remove the calm from Auban's brow, 
made the smile die away from his lips.       

"Fifteen years! And for nothing!" said the workingman, 
wrathful and indignant.       

"But why did he go so carelessly into the trap of his 
enemies? He must have known them." 

      "He was betrayed!"       

"Why did he confide in others?" asked Auban again. 
"Every one is lost from the start who builds on others. He 
knew this too. It was a useless sacrifice!" 

      "I fear you have no idea of the greatness of this sacrifice 
and his devotion," said Trupp, angrily.       

"Dear Otto, you know very well that I am altogether 
lacking in the feeling of appreciation of all so-called 
sacrifices. Of what use has been the defeat of the comrade, 
the best, the most honest, perhaps, of all? Tell me!"       

"It has made the struggle more bitter. It has shaken 
some out of their lethargy; others --- us --- it has filled with 
new hate. It has" --- and his eyes flashed, while Auban felt 
how the arm which he was holding was trembling in 
convulsive wrath --- "it has renewed within us the oath to 
claim on the day of reckoning a hundredfold expiation for 
every victim!" 

      "And then?" 



 

34      

"Then when this accursed order has been razed to the 
ground, then upon its ruins will rise the free society."       

Auban looked again at the violent talker, with the sad, 
serious look with which he had before greeted him. He 
knew that in the distracted breast of this man but one wish 
and one hope were still living, --- the hope of the outbreak 
of the "great," of the "last," revolution. 

      Thus, years ago, had they walked over the boulevards of 
Paris and intoxicated themselves by the sounding words of 
hope; and while Auban had long ago lost all faith, except 
the faith in the slowly, slowly acting power of reason, 
which will finally lead every man, instead of providing for 
others, to provide for himself, and had thus more and more 
come back to himself, so the other had more and more lost 
himself in the fanaticism of a despair, and conjured daily 
anew the shimmering ghost of the "golden future" before 
his eyes, and let slip from his hands, which longingly and 
confidingly entwined the neck of love, the last hold upon 
the reality of things.       

"In fifteen years," thus again broke forth, blazing, the 
flame of hope from his words, "much can happen!"       

Auban made no further answer. He was powerless 
against this faith. Slowly they walked on. The streets grew 
more and more deserted and quiet. The atmosphere, 
growing denser and denser, was still charged with the 
teeming dampness of three hours ago. The sky was one 
misty, gray mass of clouds. The lanterns gleamed with an 
unsteady flicker. Between the two men lay the silence of 
estrangement. 

      They were also externally very different.       

Auban was taller and thinner; Trupp, more muscular 
and well proportioned. The latter wore a short, brown, full 
beard, while the former was always carefully shaved. 
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When they were alone they always, as on this evening, 

talked in French, which Trupp spoke without trouble, if not 
quite correctly, while Auban spoke it so rapidly that even 
Frenchmen often found difficulty in following him. His 
voice had a strange, hard sound, which occasionally yielded 
to the warmth of his vivacity, but still oftener to a fine 
irony.       

Before them the tangle of small and narrow streets was 
beginning to disappear. They ascended a few steps. There 
lay Oxford Street!       

"In fifteen years," Auban broke the silence, "the chains 
of servitude will have nearly cut through the wrists of the 
nations in the countries of the Continent, so that they will 
no longer be able to strike a blow. Here the same hands will 
be manacled on the day on which the right of speech is 
denied the mouth which now protests and talks itself 
hoarse."       

"I know the workingmen better than you. They will 
have risen long before then."       

"Only to be mown down by cannons, which 
automatically fire one shot every second, and sixty in a 
minute. Yes. I know the bourgeoisie better, and its helpers."       

They were standing in Oxford Street: in the light and 
life of night.       

"Look there --- do you believe this life, so entangled, so 
perplexed, so enormously complicated, will fall at one 
blow, and at the bidding of a few individuals?"       

"Yes," said Trupp, and pointed to the east. "There lies 
the future."       

But Auban asked: "What is the future? The future is 
Socialism. The suppression of the individual into ever-
narrower limits. The total lack of independence. The large 
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family. All children, children. . . . But this, too, must be 
passed through."       

He laughed bitterly, and as he followed the gaze of his 
friend: "There lies --- Russia!" Then both were again silent.       

Oxford Street stretched away --- an immeasurable line 
of blending light and rushing darkness up and down.       

"There are three Londons," said Auban, impressed by 
the life, "three: London on Saturday evening, when it gets 
drunk in order to forget the coming week; London on 
Sunday, when it sleeps in the lap of the infallible church to 
sober up; and London, when it works and lets work --- on 
the long, long days of the week." 

      "I hate this city," said the other. 

      "I love it!" said Auban, passionately. 

      "How different was Paris!" 

      And the common memories rose before them. 

      But Auban hurried on. 

      "We shall never reach the Club."       

They crossed Oxford Street straight ahead, and walked 
up the next cross-street towards the north. Auban again 
rested heavily on the arm of his friend. "But tell me: how 
are matters?"       

"Very well, notwithstanding we are still without a 
'council.' Do you still remember what a fuss was made at 
the time we organized the Club wholly according to the 
communistic principle: without council, without officers, 
without statutes, without programme, and without fixed 
compulsory dues? Complete failure through disorder was 
prophesied, and all other possible things besides. But we 
are still getting on very nicely, and in our meetings things 
proceed just as in others where the bell of the president 
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rules --- it is always one talking after the other, if he has 
anything to say." 

      Auban smiled.       

"Yes," said he, "that the fanatics of order cannot 
understand, how sensible people can come together and 
remain together in order to deliberate on their common 
interests, unless the individual has been guaranteed his 
membership with rights and duties on a bit of paper. But the 
fact that this attempt has not failed is surely not a proof to 
you of the possibility of constituting human society at large 
on like foundations? That would be pure insanity."       

"So? that would be pure insanity? We don't think so. 
We cherish this hope," protested Trupp, tenaciously. 

      Auban broke in: "How is your paper going?" 

      "Slowly. Do you read it?"       

"Yes. But rarely. I have forgotten the little German that 
I learned in school."       

"We edit it together, too. Without a committee, without 
an editor. On one evening in the week those who have time 
and who feel inclined come together, and the 
communications sent in are read, discussed, and put 
together."       

"But that is why the matter differs so extraordinarily in 
point of excellence and is so heterogeneous. No, back of a 
paper must be a personality, a complete, interesting 
personality." 

      Trupp interrupted him violently.       

"Yes, and then we should again have 'leadership.' A 
manager always turns into a governor" --- he did not notice 
the assenting nod of Auban --- "here in the small way, there 
in the large! Our whole movement has terribly suffered 
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therefrom, from this centralism. Where in the beginning 
there was pure enthusiasm, it has changed into self-
complacency; genuine pity and love into the desire of each 
to act the part of the saviour. Thus we already have 
everywhere high and low, the flock and the bellwether, on 
the one side conceit, on the other thoughtless and fanatical 
echoing of the party principles."       

"But you have indeed totally misunderstood me. As if, I 
had ever believed anything else! On general principles I 
distrust every one who would presume to represent others, 
to provide for others, and to take upon his own shoulders 
the responsibility for the affairs of others. Mind your own 
business and let me take care of mine --- that is a good 
saying. And really Anarchism." 

      "I, too, am an Anarchist."       

"No, my friend, you are not. You champion in every 
respect the opposite of truly Anarchistic ideas. You are a 
thorough-going Communist --- not only in your opinions, 
but in your whole way of feeling and wishing."       

"Who would dispute my right to call my opinions 
Anarchistic?"       

"Nobody. But you do not consider what lamentable 
confusion arises from the mixing of totally different 
conceptions. But why quarrel now over the old question? 
Come on Sunday. We might again discuss. Why not?"       

"Very well. But you are, and you will remain, the 
Individualist that you have become since you have studied 
the social question 'scientifically'! I wish you were still the 
same that you were when I met you in Paris, my friend!" 

      "No, not I, Otto!" said Auban, and laughed out loud. 

      Trupp was annoyed. 
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"You do not know what you are defending! Is not 

Individualism synonymous with giving free rein to all the 
low passions of man, above all, egoism, and has it not 
produced all this misery --- liberty on the one --- " 

      Auban stopped and looked at the speaker. 

      "Liberty of the individual? To-day when we are living 
under a Communism more complicated and brutal than ever 
before? To-day when the individual, from the cradle to the 
grave, is placed under contribution to the State, to the 
community? Go to the ends of the world, and tell me where 
I can escape these obligations and be myself. I will go to 
this liberty that I have sought in vain all my life."       

"But your views only furnish new weapons to the 
bourgeoisie."       

"If you will not use these weapons yourselves, the only 
ones in which I still believe. Only then. And surely, they --- 
these slowly ripening thoughts of egoism (I use this word 
deliberately) --- they are in the same way dangerous to the 
present conditions as they will be dangerous to the 
conditions prevailing when we shall have entered the haven 
of the popular state that will make all things happy, the 
haven of condensed Communism --- more dangerous than 
all your bombs and all the bayonets arid mitrailleuses of the 
present rulers." 

      "You have greatly changed," said Trupp, seriously. 

      "No, Otto. I have only found myself." 

      "We must come back to this. It must he decided --- "       

"Whether I still belong to you or not? But this is surely 
only talk. For the free man --- and you want the whole, 
undivided autonomy of the individual --- can only belong to 
himself." 
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They had now entered Charlotte Street, which lay 
before them in its length and gloomy darkness.       

They turned into one of the side streets, into one of the 
almost deserted and half-lighted passages which stretch 
along towards the noise of Tottenham Court Road.       

"Now we must talk German," said Auban in that 
language, which sounded odd and unfamiliar on his lips. 

      They stopped in front of a narrow, light-colored house.       

Above the door, upon the pane illuminated by the 
flickering light behind it, stood the name of the Club. 

      Trupp quickly opened the door, and they entered.   
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CHAPTER II. THE ELEVENTH HOUR.

   
ON Friday evening of the following week Carrard Auban 
was riding down the endlessly long City Road in an 
omnibus. He sat beside the driver, --- a gentleman in a silk 
hat and with a faultless exterior, --- and watched 
impatiently the gradual lessening of the distance which 
separated him from his destination. He was excited and out 
of sorts. As the omnibus stopped at Finsbury Square, he 
quickly alighted, hurried down the pavement as far as the 
next cross-street after he had satisfied himself about the 
direction, and found himself a few minutes later on the 
steps of South Place Institute. 

Even from a distance an unusually large concourse of 
people was noticeable. At short intervals policemen were 
standing round. The doors of the dark, church-like building 
were wide open; as Auban slowly pushed his way in with 
the stream, he exchanged hasty words of greeting with 
some acquaintances who were stationed there to sell the 
papers of their society or their party. The responses 
frequently told of surprise or pleasure at seeing him. 

He took what came in his way of the papers offered for 
sale: "Commonweal," the interesting organ of the Socialist 
League; "Justice," the party organ of the Social Democratic 
Federation; and a few copies of the new German paper, 
"Londoner Freie Presse," the enterprise of a number of 
German Socialists of the various schools, which was to 
form a common ground for their views, and to serve the 
propaganda among the German-speaking portion of the 
London population. Auban never returned from these 
meetings without having filled his breast-pocket with 
papers and pamphlets. 
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At the inner entrance the resolution of the evening was 
being distributed; large, clearly printed quarto sheets. 

The hall was of about equal width and depth; a broad 
gallery, which was already nearly filled, extended along the 
walls. At an elevation of several feet, a platform rose in 
front, on which were placed a number of chairs for the 
speakers. It was still unoccupied. The hall gave the 
impression of being used for religious purposes. The shape 
of the seats also indicated this. 

This evening, however, nothing was to be noticed of the 
indifferent, mechanically quiet routine of a religious 
meeting. The seats were occupied by an excited, strongly 
moved multitude loudly exchanging their opinions. Auban 
rapidly surveyed it. He saw many familiar faces. At the 
corner of the hall, near the platform, a number of the 
speakers of the evening had gathered. Auban cut through 
the rows of benches that were incessantly being filled, and 
approached the group. With some he exchanged a quiet 
pressure of the hand; to others he nodded. 

"Well, you will of course speak, too, Mr. Auban?" he was 
asked. 

He shook his head, deprecatingly. 

"I do not like to speak English, do not like to speak at all. 
That's past. And what should I say? What one would like to 
say he is not allowed to say. It is a mixed meeting?" he then 
asked more softly of a man standing near him, the well-
known agitator of a German revolutionary club. 

"Yes, radicals, free-thinkers, liberals --- all sorts of people. 
You will see, most of the speakers will disavow all 
sympathy with Anarchism." 

"Have you not seen Trupp?" 
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"No; he surely will not come. I have never yet met him at 
one of these meetings." 

Auban looked round. The hall was already crowded to 
suffocation; the aisles between the seats were filled; a 
number of workingmen surrounded the large group 
photograph of the Chicago condemned, which, in a broad 
gilt frame, was suspended beneath the speaker's table. On 
the table adjoining, several newspaper reporters were 
putting their writing pads in order. 

At the entrances the crowd became more and more excited. 
The doors were wide open. From the pushing and jostling it 
could be seen that large masses were still demanding 
admission. Some succeeded in forcing their way to the 
front, where there still was room on the seats if people 
crowded closer together. When Auban saw this, he also 
quickly secured a seat for himself, for his lame leg did not 
permit him to remain standing for hours. 

He planted his cane firmly and crossed his legs. So he 
remained sitting the entire evening. He could overlook the 
whole hall, as he sat on one of the side seats: the platform 
lay right before him. 

He took the resolution from his pocket and read it through 
carefully and slowly, as well as the list of speakers: "several 
of the most prominent Radicals and Socialists." He knew all 
the names and the men to whom they belonged, although he 
had scarcely met any of them during the past year. 

"The right of free speech," was on the programme. "Seven 
men sentenced to death for holding a public meeting." The 
resolution read: " --- that the English workingmen in this 
meeting earnestly wish to call the attention of their fellow-
workingmen in America to the great danger to public 
liberty which will arise if they permit the punishment of 
citizens for attempting to resist the suppression of the right 
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of public assembly and free speech, since a right for the 
exercise of which people may be punished, thereby clearly 
becomes no right, but a wrong. 

"That the fate of the seven men who are under sentence of 
death for holding a public meeting in Chicago, at which 
several policemen were killed in an attempt to forcibly 
disperse the people and suppress the speakers, is of the 
greatest importance to us as English workingmen, since 
their case is to-day the case of our comrades in Ireland, and 
perhaps tomorrow our own, if the workingmen on both 
sides of the Atlantic shall not unanimously declare that all 
who interfere with the right of public assembly and free 
speech do so illegally and at their own peril. We cannot 
admit that the political opinions of the seven condemned 
men have anything whatever to do with the principles cited, 
and we protest against their sentence, which, if it is 
executed, will make a capital crime of meetings held by 
workingmen in the United States of America, since it is 
always in the power of the authorities to incite a public 
gathering to resistance by threatening their lives. We expect 
of our American comrades, however greatly their political 
opinions may differ, that they will demand the 
unconditional release of the seven men in whose persons 
the liberties of all workingmen are now threatened. . . ." 

When Auban had finished, he saw beside him an old man 
with a long, white beard and friendly expression. 

"Mr. Marell," he exclaimed, visibly pleased, "are you back 
again? What a surprise!" 

They shook hands heartily. 

"I did not mean to disturb you --- you were reading." 

They spoke English together. 

"How long since you returned?" 
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"Since yesterday." 

"And were you in Chicago?" 

"Yes, fourteen days; then in New York." 

"I had not expected you --- " 

"I could not bear it any longer, so I came back." 

"You saw the condemned?" 

"Certainly; often." 

Auban bent over to him and asked in a low voice: ---  

"There is no hope?" 

The old man shook his head. 

"None. The last lies with the governor of Illinois, but I don't 
believe in him." 

They continued in an undertone. 

"How is public sentiment?" 

"Public sentiment is depressed. The Knights of Labor and 
the Georgeites are holding back. Altogether, many things 
are different from what one imagines here. Here and there 
the excitement is great, but the time is not yet ripe." 

"Everything will be done?" 

"I don't know. In any case, everything will be useless." 

Both were silent. Auban looked more serious than usual. 
But even now it was not to be discerned what kind of 
feeling it was which ruled him. 

"How are the prisoners?" 

"Very calm. Some don't want a pardon, and will say so. But 
I fear the others are still hoping." 
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It was past eight o'clock. The meeting began to grow 
impatient; the voices became louder. 

Auban continued to inquire, and the old man replied in his 
calm, sad voice. 

"You will speak, Mr. Marell?" 

"No, my friend. There is another, a younger one here; he 
also comes from Chicago, and he will have something to 
say about them there." 

"Will you be at home tomorrow?" 

"Yes; come. I will give you the proceedings, and the latest 
papers. I have brought much with me. Everything I could 
get. Much. If you were to read everything, you would get a 
good picture of our American conditions." 

"A new trial will not be granted?" 

"I hope not. For it wouldn't be of any use; the torture, which 
already is unendurable, would be uselessly prolonged; new, 
immense sums would have to be raised by the people --- 
again fifty thousand dollars, composed of labor pennies --- 
and to what end? --- no; the hyena wants blood." 

"And the people?" 

"The people doesn't know itself what it wants. It does not 
yet believe in the gravity of the situation, and when the 
Eleventh has come, it will be too late." 

A young Englishman, who knew Mr. Marell from the 
Socialist League, joined in their conversation. Auban 
looked up. The former said seriously: ---  

"No; I still will not believe it. At the close of the nineteenth 
century, in full view of the nations, they will not murder 
seven men whose innocence is as clear as day; thousands 
upon thousands are slain, but people no longer have the 
courage to simply boast of power and mock all laws in a 
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country with the institutions of the States. No; they will not 
do it, for the reason that it would be madness from their 
standpoint thus to enlighten and arouse the people. No; they 
will not dare! Just look; all this number of people here, and 
so every day in all liberal countries, here and on the other 
side, these meetings, these papers, this flood of pamphlets! 
Where is the man with a mind and a heart who does not 
revolt? --- are the hosts to be counted that are rising on the 
other side? And their will would not be powerful enough to 
fill those hired scoundrels with terror and make them desist 
from carrying out their wicked designs? No; they will not 
dare, comrade! It would be their own ruin!" 

The two whom he addressed shrugged their shoulders. 
What could they answer him? 

In the struggle of the two classes, both of them had seen 
those who hold the power in their hands commit so many 
outrages that they had to ask themselves what could happen 
that might still surprise them and excite their indignation. 

Auban saw how the hands of the old man, holding a gray, 
shabby hat, trembled, and how he was trying to conceal this 
slight trembling, which told of his emotion, by carelessly 
playing with his hat. 

"They believe they will strike Anarchism in the heart if they 
hang a number of its champions," he said. Auban noticed 
that he did not care to go on with the conversation at this 
time, and remained silent. 

But he again pondered: "What is Anarchism?" The 
condemned of Chicago? Their views were partly social-
democratic, partly Communistic, no two of them would 
have given the same answer to any question put to them 
involving first principles, and yet all called themselves and 
were called "Anarchists"; but when had Individualism ever 
spoken more defiantly than out of the mouth of that young 
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Communist who had thundered at his "judges": "I despise 
you, I despise your laws, your 'order,' your government," 
and: "I stand by it: if we are threatened by cannon, we will 
answer with dynamite bombs." 

And further, the old man who was sitting beside him! He, 
too, called himself "Anarchist." . . . And what was it that he 
was ever anew preaching in his countless pamphlets? Love. 
"What is Anarchy?" he asks. And he answers: "It is a 
system of society in which no one disturbs the action of his 
neighbor; where liberty is free from law; where there is no 
privilege; where force does not determine human actions. 
The ideal is one with that proclaimed two thousand years 
ago by the Nazarene: the brotherhood of all mankind." And 
pained, he again and again exclaims: "Revenge is the lesson 
preached by the pulpit, by the press, by all classes of 
society! No, preach love! love! love!" . . . 

It occurred to Auban, in recalling these words, how 
dangerous it was to speak in such general, such hazy, such 
superficial terms to those who were as yet so little prepared 
to discover the meaning and the import of the words. Thus 
did the incongruous and foreign elements more and more 
form themselves into a coil whose unravelling frightened 
away many who would else gladly have followed the 
individual threads. . . . 

Auban had only recently made the acquaintance of the old 
man. It had been at a debate in which the differences 
between individualistic and communistic Anarchism were 
discussed. Mr. Marell had been the only one who --- as he 
himself believed --- championed the former. His reasoning 
had interested Auban. Notwithstanding its inconsistencies, 
he found much in it that was in close relation to his own 
conclusions. So they had become, acquainted with each 
other and met a few times before the former returned to 
America, to do there, as he said, what was yet in his power 
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to do. As he never talked about himself, Auban did not 
know of what nature these efforts were to be, and from 
what he had heard this evening he could see farther that 
they had been unsuccessful. But so much was clear: that 
this man seemed to be at the head of a very extended 
ramification of connections of all kinds; for he knew all the 
eight persons implicated in the trial, and appeared likewise 
to be well informed in regard to the spread of the 
Anarchistic teachings in America. 

All his pamphlets were signed: "The Unknown." In 
London, the old man was not a striking figure. He rarely 
spoke in public, and the tide of the revolutionary movement 
of London casts too many individuals on the surface to-day 
only to swallow them up again tomorrow, to permit of 
paying special attention to the transient visitor in this 
ceaseless coming and going. 

He now made inquiry of the Englishman concerning some 
of those present. Auban leaned back. 

"Who is that?" 

He pointed to a woman in a simple, dark dress, who was 
sitting near them. Her well-defined features betrayed the 
liveliest interest in everything that was going on about her, 
and she spoke animatedly and laughingly with her 
neighbor. 

"I don't know," replied the Englishman. But then he 
remembered, once having seen her in a German club, and 
he added: ---  

"I only know that she is a German, a German Socialist. 
Ambitious, but with a good heart. In Berlin she agitated a 
long time for the abolition of the medical examination of 
prostitutes." 
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The old man, curious, continued to put questions to the one 
standing before him. 

"And to whom is she talking now?" 

The Englishman looked. It was a young man whom he also 
knew only slightly. 

"I believe he is a poet," he said. Both smiled. 

"He has written a poem on social life." 

"Have you read it?" 

"Oh, no; I don't read German." 

"He looks neither like a poet nor like a Socialist. Does he 
believe he can improve the world with his poems? He will 
one day see how useless they are, and that people must 
have bread before they can think of other things. If one has 
nothing to eat, poetry is at an end." 

The younger man smiled at the zeal of the older, who 
continued, undisturbed, while Auban studied the crowd. 

"It is possible to write the tenderest love poems and like a 
butcher to witness the bloodiest atrocities. And one will 
write a public hymn in honor of the 'brave soldiers,' the 
murderers, who return from the battles dripping with blood. 
One can sing of the 'sufferings of the people,' and the next 
hour, in the ballroom, kiss the hand of 'her ladyship,' who 
has just before boxed the ears of her servant. But what are 
we talking about? Tell me rather who is the gentleman 
yonder?" 

"One of our parliamentary candidates. A scamp without 
character. A declaimer. If he had the power, he would be a 
tyrant. But as it is, he does enough mischief." 

Now both began to give their attention to the meeting. 
Auban was still absorbed in his thoughts. The chairs on the 
platform had become occupied by the representatives and 
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delegates of the societies which had called the mass-
meeting. Among them were several women. The chairman's 
seat was occupied by a pale man in the dress of a High 
Church clergyman, about forty years old. He was greeted 
with applause when his election as chairman was 
announced. Auban knew him; he was a Christian Socialist, 
who had for many years been active among the poor of the 
East End. On account of his opinions he had been deprived 
of his living. The Church is the greatest enemy of character. 

He now called the meeting to order. He said that it was 
composed of people of the most divergent views, of 
Radicals and Anti-Socialists as well as of Anarchists and 
Socialists, but who were united in the one wish to protest 
against the violation of the right of free speech. He was no 
Anarchist like the Chicago condemned; he had a strong 
aversion to their doctrines; but he demanded for their 
disciples and followers exactly the same or even greater 
liberty than he --- the minister of a Christian church --- 
claimed for himself in the expression of his opinions. All 
had an equal right to serve what they had learned, and what 
they held to be the truth, and therefore he demanded in the 
name of his God, and in the name of humanity, the release 
of these men. 

When he had finished, a large number of telegrams, 
addresses of sympathy, and letters from all parts of England 
were read. Many of them were received with enthusiasm. 

Auban knew that many of these societies had a membership 
of thousands; among the names he heard read were some of 
the greatest influence. The writers whose works everybody 
read --- what were they all doing, all who were as surely 
convinced as he was of the atrocity of that sentence? They 
quieted their conscience with a protest. What could they 
have done? Their influence, their position, their power, --- 
these might perhaps have been strong and impressive 
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enough to make impossible the execution of that deed in the 
face of an excited and general indignation that had arisen. 
But their name and their protest, --- these died away here 
before the few without effect. They, too, were the slaves of 
their time who might have been its true masters. 

Auban was roused from his thoughts by a voice which he 
had often heard. Beside the table on the platform was 
standing a little woman dressed in black. Beneath the brow 
which was half hidden as by a wreath by her thick, short-
cropped hair, shone a pair of black eyes beaming with 
enthusiasm. The white ruffle and the simple, almost monk-
like, long, undulating garment seemed to belong to another 
century. A few only in the meeting seemed to know her; but 
whoever knew her, knew also that she was the most 
faithful, the most diligent, and the most impassioned 
champion of Communism in England. She, too, called 
herself an Anarchist. 

She was not a captivating speaker, but her voice had that 
iron ring of unalterable conviction and honesty which often 
moves the listener more powerfully than the most brilliant 
eloquence. 

She gave a picture of all the events that had preceded the 
arrest and conviction of the comrades in Chicago. Clearly --
- step by step --- they passed before the eyes of the 
listeners. . . . 

She told of the rise and progress of the eight-hour 
movement in America; of the efforts of former years to 
enforce the eight-hour labor day among the government 
employees; of their successes. . . . She explained how it had 
happened that the revolutionaries of Chicago joined the 
movement without deceiving themselves as to its 
significance and real importance; of the untiring efforts of 
the International Workingmen's Association; and how those 
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men who were now facing death had been forced to take the 
lead in the movement. . . . 

Then she attempted to describe the tremendous excitement 
which had preceded the May days of the previous year: the 
feverish tension in the circles of the workingmen, the rising 
fear in those of the exploiters. . . . The rapid growth of the 
strikers up to the day, the first of May, which, looked 
forward to by all, was to bring about the decision. . . . 

Then she conjured before the eyes of the meeting the days 
of May themselves; "more than twenty-five thousand 
workingmen lay down their work on one and the same day; 
within three days their number has doubled. It is a general 
strike. The rage of the capitalists is comparable only to their 
fear. Evening after evening meetings are held in many 
places of the city. The government sends its policemen and 
orders them to fire into one of these peaceable gatherings: 
five workingmen are left dead on the spot. . . . 

"Who has called the murderers of those men to account? 
Nobody." 

She paused. One could hear her emotion in the tone of her 
voice when she continued: ---  

"The following evening the Anarchists call a meeting at the 
Haymarket. It is orderly; notwithstanding the occurrences 
of the previous days, the addresses of the speakers are so 
little incendiary that the mayor of Chicago --- ready to 
disperse the meeting on the first unlawful word --- notifies 
the police inspector that he may send his men home. But 
instead of doing so, he orders them again to march upon the 
meeting. At this moment a bomb flies from an unknown 
hand into the attacking ranks. The police open a murderous 
fire. . . . 

"Who threw the bomb? Perhaps the hand of one who in 
despair wished thus to defend himself against this new 
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slaughter; perhaps --- this was the prevailing opinion in the 
circles of the workingmen of Chicago --- one of the 
commissioned agents of the police themselves; who does 
not know the means to which our enemies resort in order to 
destroy us? If this was the case, he did his business even 
better than had been expected. 

"Who threw the bomb? We know it as little as those eight 
men know it, who, in the tremendous consternation which 
spread over Chicago from this hour, were seized at hazard, 
as they bore the best-known names of the movement, 
although several of them had not even been present at the 
meeting. But what of that? The court was as little deterred 
from arresting them as later on from finding them guilty of 
secret conspiracy, notwithstanding some of them had never 
before seen each other. 

"Why were they convicted?" she closed. "Not because they 
have committed a crime --- no; because they were the 
champions of the poor and the oppressed! Not because they 
are murderers --- no; because they dared to open the eyes of 
the slaves to the causes of their slavery. These men whose 
spotless character could not be soiled even by the most 
venomous attacks of the 'organs of public opinion,' will be 
hanged because they followed their convictions unselfishly, 
nobly, and faithfully in an age when only he goes unharmed 
who as a liar keeps the company of liars!" 

She stopped. All had listened attentively. Many applauded. 

Auban followed her with his penetrating eyes as she 
descended the steps of the platform into the hall and, on 
finding all the seats occupied, carelessly seated herself on 
one of the steps. It seemed as if he wished to look through 
the hand which she was holding before her eyes as if in 
bodily pain, into her very soul, to find there also the 
confirmation of his deepest conviction, which is the last to 
be acquired, --- the selfishness of all being. And even here 
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he did not for a moment hesitate to confess that this woman 
must be happier in this life of toil, sacrifice, and privation, 
than she would have been had she continued in that other in 
which she had grown up, in wealth and ease, and which she 
had left --- as she and all others believed --- to serve "the 
cause of humanity," while in reality, even if entirely 
unconsciously, she followed the call of her own happiness. 

The noise and talking in the hall which had lasted several 
minutes subsided, and Auban again turned his thoughts and 
his attention upon the platform, where the chairman 
announced the name of the next speaker. 

"Look," said Mr. Marell to Auban. "That young man comes 
from Chicago. He will tell you something about things 
there. He has just come from Liverpool." 

Auban listened attentively: the American told of some of 
the details of the trial which were not so well known, but 
which gave a better idea of the nature of the proceedings 
against the indicted men than anything else. He described 
the empanelling of the jury by quoting the words of the 
bailiff: "I have this case in hand, and I know what I am to 
do. These men are bound to be hanged. I summon such men 
as the defendants must challenge --- until they come to 
those whom they must accept." . . . He described the 
persons of the State's witnesses, the lying scoundrel who 
was bribed by the police to say anything that was required 
of him . . . the two other witnesses for the prosecution who 
had been given the alternative, either to hang with the rest 
or to go free and tell the "truth." "Will such people not say 
anything that may be required of them if they see before 
them death or liberty?" exclaimed the speaker, and loud 
applause from all parts of the hall greeted his words. Then 
when he quoted the words of that brutal and notorious 
police captain: "If I could only get a thousand of these 
Socialists and Anarchists together, without their damned 
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women and children, I would make short work of them"; 
and when he spoke of that corrupt "paid and packed jury" 
whom the money lords of Chicago had offered a reward of 
a hundred thousand dollars for their "services" through the 
mouth of one of their organs, a mighty storm of indignation 
and contempt broke forth. Cries rose from the audience, 
threats were heard; and the excitement in the ranks of the 
audience was still great, when the young American had 
already stepped down and given place to a little man, in a 
long coat, with a long, heavy beard, hair growing already 
thin, and of unmistakable Slav type; and the cries of 
indignation and wrath suddenly changed into jubilant 
exclamations of recognition and veneration, of enthusiasm 
and affection. 

Evidently there were not many among these thousands that 
did not know this man, who was given a warmer reception 
than any one of the English leaders; that had not already 
heard of his remarkable life and fate, of his miraculous 
escape from the forts of Petersburg which was to land him 
in France, there again to be imprisoned, and to finally offer 
him a last retreat here in England, --- heard of him those 
contradictory and conflicting rumors which of themselves 
shed a shimmer of the strange and the exceptional over one 
of high rank; that did not know what this man had done and 
was still doing for "the cause." It was his writings, scattered 
throughout the revolutionary organs of "Anarchistic 
Communism" of all nationalities, which had for many years 
formed the inexhaustible and often sole source of the 
Communistic Anarchists. Everybody knew them; 
everybody read and re-read them. His personal power, 
which he had once devoted to the secret movement in 
Russia, now belonged to the International; and certainly the 
latter had gained as much in him as the former had lost. 
This power could never be replaced; and because 
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everybody knew this, everybody was grateful to him who 
saw him. 

He was a Communist. The paper which appeared in Paris, 
and which, after his stay there became impossible, he 
managed from London, called itself "Communistic-
Anarchistic." In splendid essays, which appeared in one of 
the foremost English magazines, he had attempted to lay 
down the "scientific foundations" of his ideal, which he 
believed was rightly called Anarchy. But even these labors, 
which gave a general idea of the extent of the information 
of the author in all matters of Socialism and of his 
enormous reading, did not enable Auban to picture to 
himself the possibility of the realization of these theories. 
And he saw also the delusive faith in this new and yet so 
old religion yielding nothing except a new evil harvest of 
despotism, confusion, and most intense misery. . . . 

In the meantime he who had roused these thoughts was 
waiting in nervous excitement --- how many, many times 
had he thus been standing by the shore of the surging sea of 
humanity! --- for the burst of applause that rose to him to 
subside. Then he began in that hard, clear English of the 
Russian who speaks the languages of the countries in which 
he lives. At first it seemed as if one could not understand 
him; three minutes later it was impossible to lose a single 
word of his animated and effective address. "What is the 
meaning of the events in Chicago?" he asked. And he 
answered: "Revenge upon prisoners who have been taken in 
the great conflict between the two great classes. We protest 
against it as against a cruelty and an injustice. It is the fault 
of our enemies," he exclaimed, "if such crimes make the 
conflict ever more terrible, ever more bitter, ever more 
irreconcilable. This is not an affair that concerns only the 
American people; the wrong done against the workingmen 
of that country is equally a wrong against us. The labor 
movement is by its whole nature international; and it is the 
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duty of the workingmen of every country to call upon their 
fellow-workingmen in other countries and to uphold them 
in their resistance to those crimes which are committed 
against all alike!" 

He did not speak long; but his speech excited both himself 
and his listeners. The unmistakable earnestness of his 
words, his flashing eye, his passionate vehemence, 
awakened in the indifferent listener a presentiment of the 
significance of a cause which he did not understand, and 
strengthened in its followers the belief in its justice and its 
grandeur. He left the platform almost before he finished 
speaking, as if he wished to avoid the applause which was 
newly bursting forth, and the next moment was again sitting 
among the audience, serious and pale, attentively following 
the words of his successor on the platform, who --- as a 
delegate of one of the great London liberal clubs --- 
remarked that the events which were to-day transpiring on 
the other side might tomorrow take place in their own 
country. . . . 

Auban no longer heard what any of the speakers were 
saying. He was absorbed in thought. He was still sitting, as 
an hour ago, motionless, his feet crossed over the projecting 
cane, his hands resting on the handle, and staring fixedly 
before him. The voices of the speakers as well as the 
applause of the crowd --- all this seemed to him afar off. 
Often --- while wandering through the roaring streets --- 
had he been overcome by this feeling of absence: then he 
thought of those days when, with a sigh of relief, mankind 
had once again rid itself of one of its tyrants, and of the 
days when that worthless and curse-laden life had been 
avenged upon many dear and priceless ones. And he 
thought of the heroic forms of those martyrs, of their silent 
sacrifice, and of their single-hearted devotion to an idea. He 
thought of them whenever he saw one of those upon whose 
brow there still seemed to hover the shadow of those days. 
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But no longer did it appear to him as surpassingly grand 
and enviable so to live and so to die. The glow of passion 
which had consumed his youth had fled, and lay in ashes 
beneath the cool breath of the understanding which 
constantly and ceaselessly battles against all our confused 
feelings, until with the belief in justice it has taken from us 
the last, and has itself become the only rightful guide and 
director of our life. 

Too much blood had he seen shed, not to wish at last to 
behold the victories of peace. But how was that possible if 
the goal became ever less clear, the wishes ever more 
impossible, the passions ever more unbridled? 

Again those days of which he was thinking were to be 
repeated! Again was the blood of the innocent to flow in 
streams, to conceal the countless crimes committed by 
authority against the weak, the irresolute, the blind! What 
was it that all these people wanted who seemed to be so 
enthusiastic, who spoke in such eloquent accents of truth? 
Protest? When had privileged wrong, acquired by the power 
of authority, ever heeded a protest? 

But why were they the downtrodden ones? Because they 
were the weaker. But what is to blame? Is it not as great a 
blame to be weak as to be strong if there is any blame about 
it? Why were they not the stronger? 

With the cruel severity of his penetrating logic he continued 
to examine and dissect. The pain which here spoke so 
eloquently through the looks and words of all, the pain of 
being obliged to witness the crime, was it not less than that 
which the attempt to actually prevent its commission would 
have caused? Why else did they content themselves with 
protesting, with merely protesting? 
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Surely, they might have been the stronger. But for what 
other reason, were they not the stronger than that they were 
the weaker? 

There was a great emptiness and coldness in him after the 
flaming passion. It seemed to him as if he were suspended 
in an icy eternity without space and limits, and in the 
anguish of death trying to catch hold of airy nothing. 

The old man who was sitting beside him looked into 
Auban's face at this moment. It was of an ashen gray, and in 
his eyes gleamed an expiring fire. 

Meanwhile the speakers were untiringly following each 
other on the platform. The excitement seemed still to be 
increasing, although no one in the spacious hall had 
remained unaffected by it, except, perhaps, the reporters, 
who, in a businesslike manner, were making notes. 

Auban no longer heard anything. Once he had half risen as 
if he had decided to speak. But he saw that the list of 
speakers was not yet exhausted, and he abandoned the 
intention of uttering the word which was not to be uttered 
that evening. 

Only once he looked up during the last hour. A name had 
been announced which England had long ago indelibly 
inscribed in the history of her poetry of the nineteenth 
century among the most brilliant; of a man who was 
mentioned as one of the regenerators and most active 
promoters of industrial art; and who finally was one of the 
most thorough students and most prominent champions of 
English Socialism. This remarkable and incomparable man, 
--- poet, painter, and Socialist in one person, and a master 
in all, --- notwithstanding his white hair, had the animation 
and freshness of youth. Auban had never forgotten one of 
his countless lectures, which he was now delivering before 
hundreds, in one of the many small club-rooms of the 
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Socialist League branches in London, now before 
thousands in public meetings in Edinburgh or Glasgow, --- 
"The Coming Society." And never had the picture of the 
free society risen more enticingly and delusively before 
Auban's eyes than under the spell of these words which the 
poet had attempted to gift with magic and beauty, the artist 
with plasticity and volume, the thinker with argumentative 
power and conviction. "How beautiful it would be if it 
could be so --- how everything would be dissolved in 
harmony and peace," had been his thoughts then. 

An old bard and patriarch, and yet on the other hand the 
most natural, the most healthful old Englishman --- the self-
made man --- in blue, collarless shirt and most comfortable 
dress, he was standing there and talking rather than 
speaking, of the days of Chicago. 

The applause with which his coming and going had been 
greeted gave proof of the popularity of this man whose 
interest and energy for the cause of the social movement 
seemed to know no fatigue. 

It was long past ten o'clock when the chairman rose to read 
the resolution in his clear, loud voice. The hands flew in the 
air --- there was not one in opposition; the resolution was 
unanimously carried. A cablegram was sent to New York, 
where on the same occasion a demonstrative meeting was 
to take place the next day: it bore the good wishes of the 
assembled across the ocean. 

Then the hall began slowly to be vacated. The eagerly 
talking, excited crowd pushed gradually through the doors 
into the open air; the reporters gathered their sheets, 
comparing points here and there; the platform was being 
deserted. Only the woman who had spoken first was still 
standing beside the chairman, the Atheist and Communist 
beside the minister of the Church and Christian Socialist 
Democrat. 
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She had probably asked for some names and notes for her 
little four-paged monthly paper. As Auban observed the 
two, it occurred to him how in their innermost nature their 
views touched, each other, and how it was after all only 
sham walls that they saw standing between them. And 
further, in what irreconcilable and sharp opposition he 
stood to what bound them together! 

After he had warmly taken leave of the old gentleman, 
whom the young American was still holding back, he 
walked away slowly and alone. 

The comrades with their publications were still standing at 
the doors, each calling out the name of his paper. 

Auban recognized one of them who belonged to the 
"Autonomie," a young man with a blonde beard and 
friendly features. He inquired of him concerning Trupp, and 
received the assurance that he had not been present. As he 
was about to pass out he felt a slap on his shoulder. He 
turned round. Before him stood a strange old man whose 
face certainly no one ever forgot after having once seen it. 
It was an old, sunken, wrinkled, sharply cast face; the 
mouth lay back, so that the unshaved chin stood out 
prominently; the upper lip was covered by a closely 
cropped, bristly moustache; the eyes were hid behind a pair 
of large steel spectacles, but flashing in moments of 
excitement and still giving an expression of boldness to this 
old face which trouble and care had changed, only to bring 
out more sharply its characteristic features without being 
able to erase them. But otherwise the form of this old man 
seemed bent by the heavy burden of an immense, over-
stocked leathern bag which hung down at his side. Around 
his neck he wore a bright-colored woollen cloth tied into 
many knots, which covered his shirt, and which even in the 
hottest days of summer he no more thought of putting aside 
than his threadbare brown cloak. 
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"Hello, old friend!" exclaimed Auban, and shook his hand; 
"are you here, too? Come, let's have a drink." 

The old man nodded. 

"But no ale, comrade, no brandy; only a glass of 
lemonade." 

"Have you become a temperance man?" asked Auban, 
smiling. But the old man was already going ahead. 

They stepped into the large public house on the next street-
corner. The spacious private apartment at its further end 
was nearly empty, while the others were overcrowded. 
Auban recognized a group of English Socialists, who had 
also just attended the meeting. They shook hands. Then he 
took the bag from the old man, gave his order, and they sat 
down on one of the benches. No meeting of Socialists was 
held in London at which this old man was not to be seen. 
How many years was it already? No one knew. But 
everyone knew him. Hearing one of his original speeches or 
addresses, the question may have been raised by one or 
another, who was the old, gray-headed man with the sharp 
features, who was hurling his wild accusations against the 
existing order with such youthful passion and defending his 
ideal of fraternity and equality with such youthful warmth; 
then he might have received the answer that he was an old 
colporteur who made his living by peddling Socialistic 
pamphlets and papers. 

But who he really was only few knew. 

He was fond of talking, and so he had once told Auban that 
he had taken part in the Chartist movement; and Auban 
knew also that his pamphlets and elaborations were to be 
found among the millions of books of the British Museum, 
--- this one really social institute of the world, --- bound, 
numbered, and catalogued just as carefully as the rarest 
manuscript of past centuries. 
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"Well, what new thing have you?" he asked when they had 
seated themselves. 

The old man drew up his leathern bag and unpacked it. At 
ease with himself and indifferent to the people standing 
about, he spread out his pamphlets and papers on the table 
before him, while he selected for Auban what the latter did 
not yet possess, and in a loud voice made his original 
remarks concerning the worth and the worthlessness of the 
different things. 

"What is this?" asked Auban, taking up a small pamphlet 
that aroused his attention. "'Impeachment of the Queen, 
Cabinet, Parliament, and People. Fifty years of brutal and 
bloody monarchy.'" Auban looked surprised at the getup of 
this strange work; it was set throughout in uniformly large, 
coarse letters, only a few of which showed out clearly, 
while the rest were recognizable in consequence of their 
disproportionately large size; as the paper was nearly cut 
through by the irregular print, only one side was printed, 
and each two leaves pasted together; the whole pamphlet --- 
eight such leaves --- was laboriously and unevenly trimmed 
with the scissors, and Auban examined it with some 
surprise. He read a few lines which, by a strange display 
and use of punctuation marks, formed a violent 
impeachment of the Queen in the lapidary style. "Revolt, 
workers, revolt! Heads off!!" he read in letters a centimetre 
high on one of the following pages. 

"What is this?" he asked. 

A smile crept over the face of the old man. "That is my 
jubilee present to the Queen," he exclaimed. 

"But why in this primitive form?" 

The old man shook his gray head. 
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"Look!" said he, taking off his spectacles. "My old eyes no 
longer see anything. So I must have recourse to an 
expedient and use large letters which I can feel, with my 
finger tips, one after the other. There is no printer's mistake, 
only the punctuation." 

"And you printed this yourself?" 

"Set it with my fingers, without eyes --- and without 
manuscript, out of my head, --- printed without a press, 
always one side at a time, stitched and published." 

"But that was a tremendous piece of work." 

"No matter. But it is good. The workingmen must read 
that!" 

Auban looked astonished at the unsightly print, and thought 
with a sort of admiration of the immense toil which the 
getting up of these few pages must have cost the old man. 
He wondered whether in the age of the Marinoni press there 
was another such print, so grotesque in its exterior, 
recalling the beginnings of the printer's art of Gutenberg. 
Auban read: "Fifty years of increasing luxurious 
debauchery and crime, committed by the royal aristocratic 
and damnable classes." Thus it began, and went on with a 
confused enumeration of the costs of the wars, a haphazard 
list of names gathered from personal recollections, to close 
with a violent imprecation: "Oh, may the curses of a 
thousand murdered, starved people come over you, Victoria 
Guelph, upon your brutal and bloody monarchy"; and with 
growing astonishment Auban read also the last page, from 
which in formless and confused words shot forth a hot 
revolt. 

The Englishmen, too, who knew the old man, approached 
him, filled with curiosity. Laughingly they bought what 
copies he had with him. 
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Then the old man put his things into the bag again, threw it 
over his shoulder with a powerful jerk, pulled his hats --- he 
always wore two felt hats, one drawn over the other; this 
was one of his obstinate peculiarities --- over his gray head, 
and left the place, accompanied by Auban, with a loud, 
harsh laugh. They went together to Moorgate Station. The 
old man talked continually, half to himself, and so 
indistinctly that Auban could understand the other half only 
with difficulty; but he knew him and quietly let him have 
his way, for it was in this manner that the old man always 
relieved himself of his anger. 

After he had already taken leave of him, Auban still saw 
him walking on, gesticulating and muttering, before him. 
Then he disappeared in the flowing stream, and Auban 
stepped to the ticket-office of Moorgate Station. 

On the middle platform of the immense underground space, 
he again met a number of acquaintances who were waiting 
there and talking together. 

Among them were some of the speakers of the evening. 
Auban sat down wearily on one of the benches. 

Trains came rushing in and out; up and down the wooden 
steps the crowds jostled and thronged. The station was 
filled by the white-gray smoke and steam of the engines. It 
floated over the platforms and the people standing there, 
curled round the countless blackened pillars, rafters, and 
posts, laid itself caressingly like a veil against the ceiling 
far above, and finally sought its way through the ventilators 
into the open street; into the life, the bustle, and roar of 
London. 

Auban followed it with his eyes. "Well, comrade," suddenly 
asked a man sitting beside him, an English writer of social 
essays and works, "what do you think of Chicago?" 
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He was not sympathetic to Auban, and it was not unknown 
to him that the latter never made a secret of his sympathies 
and antipathies. Nevertheless, he obtruded himself on him 
on all occasions. Auban knew very well that, like 
everything else, he would work up these terrible events 
about which he had inquired, with an indifferent heart. He 
looked at him coldly, and without answering him. 

This steady and indifferent look became intolerable to the 
other. 

"Well," he said again, "don't you think that in the defence 
of its contemptible privileges no infamy will be infamous 
enough to the bourgeoisie?" 

"Certainly, sir," said Auban; "would you, if you were at the 
helm, pursue a different policy?" and he looked at his 
questioner, with that sarcastic and contemptuous smile for 
which he was so hated by all whom he did not love. And 
without a further word he rose, nodded, and boarded, 
heavily and slowly, the puffing train, which, after a minute 
of noise, confusion, and slamming of doors, carried him in 
mad haste in the direction of King's Cross.   
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CHAPTER III. THE UNEMPLOYED.

   
THE metropolis on the Thames, the "greatest wart of the 
earth," was again having its annual show: the gloomy 
spectacle of those crowds whom only excess of misery the 
spectre of starvation --- could drive forth from their dens, 
into the heart of the city, to that spot of world-wide fame 
which is dedicated to the memory of past days of "glory 
and greatness," there to consider the question: "What must 
we do to live tomorrow? How pass this long winter without 
work and without bread?" . . . 

For these unfortunate creatures who had long ago learned 
that there are no rights for them on earth, either to a foot of 
its soil, or to the least of its goods, had now lost even their 
last "right"; the right of slaving for others, --- and were 
standing face to face with that terrible spectre which is the 
most faithful companion of poverty throughout their whole 
life, --- hunger. 

It was despair that drove these people, whose modesty and 
contentment were so great as to cease to he 
comprehensible, out into public view. 

The damp, cheerless October was approaching its end. The 
days were growing shorter and the wild hours of night-life 
longer. 

The broad, cold area of Trafalgar Square was beginning to 
fill with the forms of misery already in the early morning 
hours. 

From all parts of the city they came: happy he whom 
misery had not yet forced to give up his own home, the 
filthy hole in the cellar or in the fifth story, or the corner of 
a room; happy he, too, who by the aid of a lucky chance 
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had been able to scrape enough together on this day, to find 
shelter in one of the lodging-houses; but in most of these 
sickly, pale, and tired faces was but too plainly to be read 
that they had "rested" through the cold night on one of the 
benches along the Thames Embankment, or in a gateway, 
or passage-way of Covent Garden. 

The "unemployed!" Yes; they were again causing a great 
deal of talk in this year of grace! For thirty-five years 
already had they thus, year after year, at the beginning of 
winter, stepped into the presence of wealth. And every year 
their numbers increased, every year their assurance became 
more confident, every year their demands more definite! 
The February riots of 1886, which had not passed without 
attacks upon property, were still in everybody's memory. 
They had nothing in common with any party; they had no 
avowed leaders in Parliament House who "championed" 
their rights: hunger was their leader and driver; no 
organization bound them, but misery welded them together. 
Whence in the days of political and social convulsions 
come suddenly the unknown helpers, like rats from their 
holes? Ah! they are the recruits of the great army of silence 
who were never counted and who yet so often turned the 
scales. . . . They are the members of that great mass which 
is called the people: the disfranchised, the outlawed, the 
nameless ones, those who never were and suddenly are; a 
secret disclosed and a shadow turning into substance, the 
apparently dead coming to life, an ever-disregarded child 
unexpectedly grown to manhood, --- that is the people! 

It was never taken into calculation, as it had no rights; now 
it calculates on its own account, and its numbers are 
crushing. . . . 

You liars who became great in its name, who committed the 
crimes of your power behind its cloak, how you have 
suddenly been swept away! You deceived, betrayed, and 
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sold it; it was a word, a phantom, a nothing, which you 
manipulated at your own will and pleasure; and now it 
suddenly rises before you! Bodily before you! . . . 

As ever before, so in this year the bourgeoisie and its 
government met the unemployed with indifference, 
ignorance, and hard-heartedness. When the sight of them 
daily began to become uncomfortable, it called its police to 
drive them from the Square. They went to Hyde Park; they 
were permitted to return to the Square, to be again brutally 
dispersed. 

They drove them mad that they might arrest them; and 
when they appeared before the judge, he declared their 
processions as "theatrical," and no hand was lifted to strike 
this villain in the face; they addressed themselves to the 
State with the humble petition for work, and the State 
answered that it could not help them, --- but their sight was 
not keen enough to enable them to see that it was the State 
itself that ruined them; only more tired, more hungry, more 
embittered, they returned from their fruitless petitioning of 
the magistrates --- for work; and when the early morning 
dawned, crowds of them were standing hungry and terribly 
excited before the gratings of the docks, where daily a not 
inconsiderable number of strong arms were in demand for 
the loading and unloading of steamers. Whoever by long 
waiting and a more reckless use of his fists and elbows 
succeeded in forcing his way to the front and securing a 
job, was helped for one day. But comparatively --- how few 
were these! Most of them, despair in their hearts and a 
curse upon their lips for this wretched life, returned to their 
comrades in misery, to hear what they would propose; they 
had "nothing to do." . . . 

For weeks already they had been coming together, and for 
weeks the London daily papers, delighted at having new 
matter with which to fill their endless columns, were 
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publishing long editorials on the question of the 
"unemployed": much wise precept --- and not a trace of 
understanding of the real causes of this misery; many fine 
words --- and not a single way out for the unfortunate ones. 
Each had another remedy for the evil, and proposed it with 
the ridiculous air of infallibility; but all agreed that it was a 
disgrace for our "orderly commonwealth" that this degraded 
rabble should undertake to parade its misery in public. 
What of it that they were starving by day and freezing by 
night, silently in their remote corners and holes, where no 
one either saw or heard; but so to hurt the aesthetic, tender 
feelings of good society by the daily exhibition of all this 
misery and filth, what insolence! 

It was on a Sunday --- the one before the last of this 
cheerless and gloomy month --- that Trupp determined to 
devote his free afternoon to an attempt to get a more correct 
picture of the extent and the significance of these gatherings 
than he was able to form from the accounts of his comrades 
and fellow-workmen in the shop. At about noon he had 
been at Clerkenwell Green, the old-time meeting-place of 
so many parties and years, and had there listened with 
indignation to the latter portion of the speeches, and was 
now going with an exceptionally large procession of 
unemployed, headed by a red flag, down the Strand towards 
Trafalgar Square. He had not yet met an acquaintance, but 
entered into conversation with a man marching beside him, 
who, on seeing that he was smoking, asked him for a little 
tobacco, "not to feel the hunger so"; and the conversation, 
notwithstanding the fact that Trupp could not readily 
express himself in English, and hardly understood one-half 
of what was said to him, while he had to guess at the other, 
soon took a lively turn after he had bought a few 
sandwiches in the nearest of Lockhart's cocoa-shops, with 
his last pennies, for the sickly and sleepy-looking man. He 
still had work --- for how long, of course, he did not know. 




