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Returning home in the evening, I find the “Den” in great excite-
ment. The assembled comrades look worried, talk in whispers, and
seem to avoid my glance. I miss several familiar faces.

“Where are the others?” I ask.

The comrades exchange troubled looks, and are silent.

“Has anything happened? Where are they?” I insist.

“I may as well tell you,” Philo replies, “but be calm, Sasha. The
police have broken up our meeting. They have clubbed the audience,
and arrested a dozen comrades.”

“Is it serious, Philo?” “I am afraid it is. They are going to make a
test case. Under the new ‘Criminal Anarchy Law’ our comrades may
get long terms in prison. They have taken our most active friends.”

The news electrifies me. I feel myself transported into the past,
the days of struggle and persecution. Philo was right! The enemy is
challenging, the struggle is going on! I see the graves of Waldheim
open, and hear the voices from the tomb.

A deep peace pervades me, and I feel a great joy in my heart.
“Sasha, what is it?” Philo cries in alarm. “My resurrection, dear
friend. I have found work to do”
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spring around which clustered a few thirsty travelers in the dreari-
ness of the capitalist desert. It has since broadened and spread as a
strong current that covers a wide area and forces its way even into
the very ocean of life. You see, dear Aleck, the philosophy of Anar-
chism is beginning to pervade every phase of human endeavor. In
science, in art, in literature, everywhere the influence of Anarchist
thought is creating new values, its spirit is vitalizing social move-
ments, and finding interpretation in life. Indeed, Aleck, we have not
worked in vain. Throughout the world there is a great awakening.
Even in this socially most backward country, the seeds sown are
beginning to bear fruit. Times have changed, indeed but encourag-
ingly so, Aleck. The leaven of discontent, ever more conscious and
intelligent, is molding new social thought and new action. Today
our industrial conditions, for instance, present a different aspect
from those of twenty years ago. It was then possible for the masters
of life to sacrifice to their interests the best friends of the people. But
to-day the spontaneous solidarity and awakened consciousness of
large strata of labor is a guarantee against the repetition of such
judicial murders. It is a most significant sign, Aleck, and a great
inspiration to renewed effort”

The Girl enters. “Are you crooning Sasha to sleep, Philo?” she
laughs.

“Oh, no!” I protest, “I'm wide awake and much interested in
Philo’s conversation.”

“It is getting late,” he rejoins. “I must be off to the meeting” “What
meeting?” I inquire.

“The Czolgosz anniversary commemoration.”

“I think — I’d like to come along.”

“Better not, Sasha,” my friend advises, “You need some light dis-
traction.”

“Perhaps you would like to go to the theater,” the Girl suggests.
“Stella has tickets. She’d be happy to have you come, Sasha”
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its expressions by mirrored in the collective, as the little vine mir-
rors itself in its many flowers, or as the acorn individualizes itself a
thousandfold in the many-leafed oak. But I am tiring you, Aleck”

“No, no, Philo. Continue I want to hear more.”

“Well, Aleck, as with nature, so with man. Life is never at a stand-
still; everywhere and ever it seeks new manifestations, more expan-
sion. In art, in literature, as in the affairs of men, the struggle is con-
tinual for higher and more intimate expression. That is progress —
the vine reaching for more sunshine and light. Translated into the
language of social life, it means the individualization of the mass,
the finding of a higher level, the climbing over the fences that shut
out life. Everywhere you see this reaching out. The process is indi-
vidual and social at the same time, for the species lives in the indi-
vidual as much as the individual persists in the species. The individ-
ual comes first; his clarified vision is multiplied in his immediate
environment, and gradually permeates through his generation and
time, deepening the social consciousness and widening the scope of
existence. But perhaps you have not found it so, Aleck, after your
many years of absence?”

“No, dear Philo. What you have said appeals to me very deeply.
But I have found things so different from what I had pictured them.
Our comrades, the movement — it is not what I thought it would
be”

“It is quite natural, Aleck. A change has taken place, but its mean-
ing is apt to he distorted through the dim vision of your long ab-
sence. I know well what you miss, dear friend: the old mode of exis-
tence, the living on the very threshold of the revolution, so to speak.
And everything looks strange to you, and out of joint. But as you
stay a little longer with us, you will see that it is merely a change
of form; the essence is the same. We are the same as before, Aleck,
only made deeper and broader by years and experience. Anarchism
has cast off the swaddling bands of the small, intimate circles of for-
mer days; it has grown to greater maturity, and become a factor in
the larger life of Society. You remember it only as a little mountain
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darkness — have I forgotten them? I have the opportunity; why am I, . 204

Iidle? D .o 208
The Girl calls cheerfully: “Sasha our friend Philo is here. IV 210
Would you like to see him?”

I welcome the comrade whose gentle manner and deep sympa- Chapter 19. Memory — Guests 213

thy have endeared him to me in the days since my return. There

is something unutterably tender about him. The circle had chris- Chapter 20. A Day in the Cell-House 220
tened him “the philosopher,” and his breadth of understanding and Lo .
non-invasive personality have been great comfort to me. Lo 220
His voice is low and caressing, like the soft crooning of a mother O 223
rocking her child to sleep. “Life is a problem,” he is saying, “a prob- IV 226
lem whose solution consists in trying to solve it. Schopenhauer may Vo 228
have been right,” he smiles, with an amorous twinkle in his eyes, VI 235
“but his love of life was so strong his need for expression so com- VI, e 237
pellin‘g, he hafi to \fvrite' a big book to prove how us‘eles‘s is a}l effort. Chapter 21. The Deeds of the Good to the Evil 941
But his very sincerity disproves him. Life is its own justification. The
disharmony of life is more seeming than reality and what is real of Chapter 22. The Grist of the Prison-Mill 246
it, is the folly and blindness of man. To struggle against that folly, I 246
is to create greater harmony, wider possibilities. Artificial barriers O 248
circumscribe and dwarf life, and stifle its manifestations. To break 1 253
those barriers down, is to find a vent, to expand, to express oneself. IV 257
And that is life, Aleck: a continuous struggle for expression. It mir-
rors itself in nature, as in all the phases of man’s existence. Look Chapter 23. The Scales of Justice 260
at the little vine struggling against: fury of the storm, and clinging | S 260
with all its might to preserve Its hold. Then see it stretch toward | 261
the sunshine, to absorb, light and the warmth, and then freely give 01 S 264
back of itself multiple form and wealth of color. We call it beautiful IV 265
then for it has found expression. That is life, Aleck, and thus it man-
ifests itself through all the gradations we call evolution. The higher Chapter 24. Thoughts That Stole Out of Prison 269
the scale, the more varied and complex the manifestations, and, in
turn, the greater the need for expression. To supress or thwart it, Chapter 25. How Shall the Depths Cry? 272
means decay, death. And in this, Aleck, is be found the main source Lo 272
of suffering and misery. The hunger of life storms at the gates that Mo 274
exclude it from the joy of being and the individual soul multiplies OF .o 275
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Her appearance startles me. The fear of death is in her face, mute
horror in her eyes.

“Sasha!” Her hand grips my arm, and she steadies my faltering
step.

XII

I open my eyes. The room is light and airy a soothing quiet per-
vades the place. The portieres part noiselessly, and the Girl looks
in.

“Awake, Sasha?” She brightens with a happy smile.

“Yes. When did I come here?”

“Several days ago. You’ve been very sick, but you feel better now,
don’t you, dear?”

Several days? I try to recollect my trip to Buffalo, the room on
the Bowery. Was it all a dream?

“Where was I before I came here?” I ask. “You — you were —
absent,” she stammers, and in her face is visioned the experience of
my disappearance.

With tender care the Girl ministers to me. I feel like one recov-
ering from a long illness: very weak, but with a touch of joy in life.
No one is permitted to see me, save one or two of the Girl’s nearest
friends, who slip in quietly, pat my hand in mute sympathy, and
discreetly retire. I sense their understanding, and am grateful that
they make no allusion to the events of the past days.

The care of the Girl is unwavering. By degrees I gain strength.
The room is bright and cheerful; the silence of the house soothes
me. The warm sunshine is streaming through the open window; I
can see the blue sky, and the silvery cloudlets. A little bird hops
upon the sill, looks steadily at me, and chirps a greeting. It brings
back the memory of Dick, my feathered pet, and of my friends in
prison. I have done nothing for the agonized men in the dungeon
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I dress mechanically, and step into the street. The brilliant sun-
shine, the people passing me by, the children playing about, strike
on my consciousness with pleasing familiarity. The desire grips me
to be one of them, to participate in their life. And yet it seems
strange to think of myself as part of this moving, breathing human-
ity. Am I not dead?

I roam about all day. At dusk I am surprised to find myself near
the Girl’s home. The fear seizes me that I might be seen and recog-
nized. A sense of guilt steals over me, and I shrink away, only to
return again and again to the familiar spot.

I pass the night in the park. An old man, a sailor out of work,
huddles close to me, seeking the warmth of my body. But I am cold
and cheerless, and all next day I haunt again the neighborhood of
the Girl. An irresistible force attracts me to the house. Repeatedly
I return to my room and snatch up the weapon, and then rush out
again. I am fearful of being seen near the “Den, If and I make long
detours to the Battery and the Bronx, but again and again I find my-
self watching the entrance and speculating on the people passing
in and out of the house. My mind pictures the Girl, with her friends
about her. What are they discussing, I wonder. “Why, myself!” it
flits through my mind. The thought appalls me. They must be dis-
traught with anxiety over my disappearance. Perhaps they think
me dead!

I hasten to a telegraph office, and quickly pen a message to the
Girl: “Come. I am waiting here””

In a flurry of Suspense I wait for the return of the messenger. A
little girl steps in, and I recognize Tess, and inwardly resent that the
Girl did not come herself.

“Aleck,” she falters, “Sonya wasn’t home when your message
came. I'll run to find her”

The old dread of people is upon me, and I rush out of the place,
hoping to avoid meeting the Girl. I stumble through the streets, re-
trace my steps to the telegraph office, and suddenly come face to
tace with her.
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Loud knocking wakes me.

“Say, Mister,” a voice calls behind the door”

“Are you all right”

“Yes”

“Will you have a bite, or something?”

“No”

“Well, as you please. But you haven’t left your room going on
two days now.”

Two days, and still alive? The road to death is so short, why suf-
fer? An instant, and I shall be no more, and only the memory of
me will abide for a little while in this world. This world? Is there
another? If there is anything in Spiritualism, Carl will learn of it.
In the prison we had been interested in the subject, and we had
made a compact that he who is the first to die, should appear in
spirit to the other. Pretty fancy of foolish man, born of immortal
vanity! Hereafter, life after death — children of earth’s misery. The
disharmony of life bears dreams of peace and bliss, but there is no
harmony save in death. Who knows but that even then the atoms
of my lifeless clay will find no rest, tossed about in space to form
new shapes and new thoughts for aeons of human anguish.

And so Carl will not see me after death. Our compact will not
be kept, for nothing will remain of my “soul” when I am dead, as
nothing remains of the sum when its units are gone. Dear Carl, he
will be distraught at my failure to come to Detroit. He had arranged
a lecture there, following Cleveland. It is peculiar that I should not
have thought of wiring him that I was unable to attend. He might
have suspended preparations. But it did not occur to me, and now
it is too late.

The Girl, too, will be in despair over my disappearance. I cannot
notify her now — I am virtually dead. Yet I crave to see her once
more before I depart, even at a distance. But that also is too late. I
am almost dead.
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Alone with me in the stateroom, “Frenchy” grows tender and
playful. She notices my sadness, and tries to amuse me. But I am
thinking of the lecture that is to take place in Cleveland this very
hour: the anxiety of my comrades, the disappointment of the audi-
ence, my absence, all prey on my mind. But who am [, to presume
to teach? I have lost my bearings; there is no place for me in life.
My bridges are burned.

The girl is in high spirits, but her jollity angers me. I crave to
speak to her, to share my misery and my grief. I hint at the impos-
sibility of life, and my superfluity in the world, but she looks bored,
not grasping the significance of my words.

“Don’t talk so foolish, boy,” she scoffs. “What do you care about
work or a place? You’ve got money; what more do you want? You
better go down now and fetch something to drink.”

Returning to the stateroom, I find “Frenchy” missing. In a shel-
tered nook on the deck I recognize her in the lap of a stranger. Heart-
sore and utterly disgusted, I retire to my berth. In the morning I slip
quietly off the boat.

The streets are deserted; the city is asleep. In the fog and rain,
the gray buildings resemble the prison walls, the tall factory chim-
neys standing guard like monster sentinels. I hasten away from the
hated sight, and wander along the docks. The mist weaves phan-
tom shapes, and I see a multitude of people and in their midst a
boy, pale, with large, lustrous eyes. The crowd curses and yells in
frenzied passion, and arms are raised, and blows rain down on the
lad’s head. The rain beats heavier, and every drop is a blow. The boy
totters and falls to the ground. The wistful face, the dreamy eyes —
why, it is Czolgosz!

Accursed spot! I cannot die here. I must go to New York, to be
near my friends in death!
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Chapter 1. The Call of the
Homestead

Clearly every detail of that day is engraved on my mind. It is the
sixth of July, 1892. We are quietly sitting in the back of our little flat
— Fedya and I — when suddenly the Girl enters. Her naturally quick,
energetic step sounds more than usually resolute. As I turn to her,
I am struck by the peculiar gleam in her eyes and the heightened
color.

“Have you read it?” she cries, waving the half-open newspaper.

“What is it?”

“Homestead. Strikers shot. Pinkertons have killed women and
children”

She speaks in a quick, jerky manner. Her words ring like the cry
of a wounded animal, the melodious voice tinged with the harsh-
ness of bitterness — the bitterness of helpless agony.

I take the paper from her hands. In growing excitement I read the
vivid account of the tremendous struggle, the Homestead strike, or,
more correctly, the lockout. The report details the conspiracy on
the part of the Carnegie Company to crush the Amalgamated Asso-
ciation of Iron and Steel Workers; the selection, for the purpose, of
Henry Clay Frick, whose attitude toward labor is implacably hostile;
his secret military preparations while designedly prolonging the
peace negotiations with the Amalgamated; the fortification of the
Homestead steelworks; the erection of a high board fence, capped

10

I motion to her. “Will you have a drink with me?”

“With pleasure,” she smiles. “Poor thing,” she nods toward the
sleeper, “her fellow beats her and takes all she makes.”

“You have a kind heart, Frenchy”

“We girls must be good to each other; no one else will. Some men
are so mean, just too mean to live or let others live. But some are
nice. Of course, some girls are bad, but we ain’t all like that and —”
she hesitates.

“And what?”

“Well, some have seen better days. I wasn’t always like this,” she
adds, gulping down her drink.

Her face is pensive; her large black eyes look dreamy. She asks
abruptly;

“You like poetry?”

“Ye-es. Why?”

“I write. Oh, you don’t believe me, do you? Here’s something
of mine,” and with a preliminary cough, she begins to recite with
exaggerated feeling:

Mother dear, the days were young

When posies in our garden hung.

Upon your lap my golden head I laid,

With pure and happy heart I prayed.

“I remember those days,” she adds wistfully. We sit in the dusk,
without speaking. The lights are turned on, and my eye falls on a pa-
per lying on the table. The large black print announces an excursion
to Buffalo.

“Will you come with me?” I ask the girl, pointing to the adver-
tisement.

“To Buffalo?”

“Yes”

“You're kidding”

“No. Will you come?”

“Sure”
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The rain has ceased. The sun peeps through the clouds, and glints
its rays upon a shop window. My eye falls on the gleaming barrel
of a revolver. I enter the place, and purchase the weapon.

I walk aimlessly, in a daze. It is beginning to rain again; my body
is chilled to the bone, and I seek the shelter of a saloon on an obscure
street.

In the corner of the dingy back room I notice a girl. She is very
young, with an air of gentility about her, that is somewhat marred
by her quick, restless look.

We sit in silence, watching the heavy downpour outdoors. The
girl is toying with a glass of whiskey:.

Angry voices reach us from the street. There is a heavy shuffling
of feet, and a suppressed cry. A woman lurches through the swing-
ing door, and falls against a table.

The girl rushes to the side of the woman, and assists her into a
chair. “Are you hurt, Madge?” she asks sympathetically.

The woman looks up at her with bleary eyes. She raises her hand,
passes it slowly across her mouth, and spits violently.

“He hit me, the dirty brute,” she whimpers, “he hit me. But I
sha’n’t give him no money; I just won’t, Frenchy.” The girl is ten-
derly wiping her friend’s bleeding face. “Shsh, Madge, sh-sh!” she
warns her, with a glance at the approaching waiter. “Drunk again,
you old bitch” the man growls. “You’d better vamoose now.” “Oh,
let her be, Charley, won’t you?” the girl coaxes. “And, say, bring
me a bitters.”

“The dirty loafer! It’s money, always gimme money,” the woman
mumbles; “and I've had such bad luck, Frenchy. You know it’s true.
Don’t you, Frenchy?”

“Yes, yes, dear,” the girl soothes her. “Don’t talk now. Lean your
head on my shoulder, so! You'll be all right in a minute” The girl
sways to and fro, gently patting the woman on the head, and all is
still in the room. The woman’s breathing grows regular and louder.
She snores, and the young girl slowly unwinds her arms and re-
sumes her seat.
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by barbed wire and provided with loopholes for sharpshooters; the
hiring of an army of Pinkerton thugs; the attempt to smuggle them,
in the dead of night, into Homestead; and, finally, the terrible car-
nage.

I pass the paper to Fedya. The Girl glances at me. We sit in silence,
each busy with his own thoughts. Only now and then we exchange
a word, a searching, significant look.

I

It is hot and stufty in the train. The air is oppressive with tobacco
smoke; the boisterous talk of the men playing cards near by annoys
me. [ turn to the window. The gust of perfumed air, laden with the
rich aroma of fresh-mown hay, is soothingly invigorating. Green
woods and yellow fields circle in the distance, whirl nearer, close,
then rush by, giving place to other circling fields and woods. The
country looks young and alluring in the early morning sunshine.
But my thoughts are busy with Homestead.

The great battle has been fought. Never before, in all its history,
has American labor won such a signal victory. By force of arms
the workers of Homestead have compelled three hundred Pinker-
ton invaders to surrender, to surrender most humbly, ignomin-
iously. What humiliating defeat for the powers that be! Does not the
Pinkerton janizary represent organized authority, forever crushing
the toiler in the interest of the ex ploiters? Well may the enemies of
the People be terrified at the unexpected awakening. But the Peo-
ple, the workers of America, have joyously acclaimed the rebellious
manhood of Homestead. The steel-workers were not the aggressors.
Resignedly they had toiled and suffered. out of their flesh and bone
grew the great steel industry; on their blood fattened the powerful
Carnegie Company. Yet patiently they had waited for the promised
greater share of the wealth they were creating. Like a bolt from
a clear sky came the blow: wages were to be reduced! Perempto-
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rily the steel magnates refused to continue the sliding scale previ-
ously agreed upon as a guarantee of peace. The Carnegie firm chal-
lenged the Amalgamated Association by the submission of condi-
tions which it knew the workers could not accept. Foreseeing re-
fusal, it flaunted warlike preparations to crush the union under the
iron heel. Perfidious Carnegie shrank from the task, having recently
proclaimed the gospel of good will and harmony. “T would lay it
down as a maxim,” he had declared, “that there is no excuse for a
strike or a lockout until arbitration of differences has been offered
by one party and refused by the other. The right of the workingmen
to combine and to form trades-unions is no less sacred than the
right of the manufacturer to enter into association and conference
with his fellows, and it must sooner or later be conceded. Manufac-
turers should meet their men more than half-way”

With smooth words the great philanthropist had persuaded the
workers to endorse the high tariff. Every product of his mills pro-
tected, Andrew Carnegie secured a reduction in the duty on steel bil-
lets, in return for his generous contribution to the Republican cam-
paign fund. In complete control of the billet market, the Carnegie
firm engineered a depression of prices, as a seeming consequence
of alower duty. But the market price of billets was the sole standard
of wages in the Homestead mills. The wages of the workers must
be reduced! The offer of the Amalgamated Association to arbitrate
the new scale met with contemptuous refusal: there was nothing to
arbitrate; the men must submit unconditionally; the union was to
be exterminated. And Carnegie selected Henry C. Frick, the bloody
Frick of the coke regions, to carry the program into execution.

Must the oppressed forever submit? The manhood of Homestead
rebelled: the millmen scorned the despotic ultimatum. Then Frick’s
hand fell. The war was on! Indignation swept the country. Through-
out the land the tyrannical attitude of the Carnegie Company was
bitterly denounced, the ruthless brutality of Frick universally exe-
crated.

12

Finally we arrive. The place is large, but squalid. The low ceilings
press down on my head, the rooms look cheerless and uninhabited.
Exhausted by the day’s exertion, I fall into heavy sleep.

Awakening in the morning, I am startled to find a stranger in my
bed. His coat and hat are on the floor, and he is snoring at my side,
with overshirt and trousers on. He must have fallen into bed very
tired, without even detaching the large cuffs, torn and soiled, that
rattle on his hands.

The sight fills me with inexpressible disgust. All through the
years of my prison life, my nights had been passed in absolute soli-
tude. The presence of another in my bed is unutterably horrifying.
I dress hurriedly, and rush out of the house.

A heavy drizzle is falling; the air is close and damp. The country
looks cheerless and dreary. But one thought possesses me: to get
away from the stranger snoring in my bed, away from the suffo-
cating atmosphere of the house with its low ceilings, out into the
open, away from the presence of man. The sight of a human be-
ing repels me; the sound of a voice is torture to me. I want to be
alone, always alone, to have peace and quiet, to lead a simple life
in close communion with nature. Ah, nature! That, too, I have tried,
and found more impossible even than the turmoil of the city. The
silence of the woods threatened to drive me mad, as did the solitude
of the dungeon. A curse upon the thing that has incapacitated me
for life, made solitude as hateful as the face of man, made life itself
impossible to me! And is it for this I have yearned and suffered, for
this specter that haunts my steps, and turns day into a nightmare —
this distortion, Life? Oh, where is the joy of expectation, the tremu-
lous rapture, as I stood at the door of my cell, hailing the blush of
the dawn, the day of resurrection! Where the happy moments that
lit up the night of misery with the ecstasy of freedom, which was
to give me back to work and joy! Where, where is it all? Is liberty
sweet only in the anticipation, and life a hitter awakening?
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For hoursItry to locate the comrade who has charge of arranging
the meetings. At his home I am told that he is absent. His parents, pi-
ous Jews, look at me askance, and refuse to inform me of their son’s
whereabouts. The unfriendly attitude of the old folks drives me into
the street again, and I seek out another comrade. His family gathers
about me. Their curious gaze is embarrassing; their questions idle.
My pulse is feverish, my head heavy. I should like to rest up before
the lecture, but a constant stream of comrades flows in on me, and
the house rings with their joy of meeting me. The talking wearies
me; their ardent interest searches my soul with rude hands. These
men and women — they, too, are different from the comrades of my
day; their very language echoes the spirit that has so depressed me
in the new Ghetto. The abyss in our feeling and thought appalls me.

With failing heart I ascend the platform in the evening. It is chilly
outdoors, and the large hall, sparsely filled and badly lit, breathes
the cold of the grave upon mc. The audience is unresponsive. The
lecture on Crime and Prisons that so thrilled my Pittsburgh meeting,
wakes no vital chord. I feel dispirited. My voice is weak and expres-
sionless; at times it drops to a hoarse whisper. I seem to stand at
the mouth of a deep cavern, and everything is dark within. I speak
into the blackness; my words strike metallically against the walls,
and are thrown back at me with mocking emphasis. A sense of
weariness and hopelessness possesses me, and I conclude the lec-
ture abruptly.

The comrades surround me, grasp my hand, and ply me with
questions about my prison life, the joy of liberty and of work.
They are undisguisedly disappointed at my anxiety to retire, but
presently it is decided that I should accept the proffered hospitality
of a comrade who owns a large house in the suburbs.

The ride is interminable, the comrade apparently living several
miles out in the country. On the way he talks incessantly, assuring
me repeatedly that he considers it a great privilege to entertain me.
I nod sleepily.
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I could no longer remain indifferent. The moment was urgent.
The toilers of Homestead had defied the oppressor. They were awak-
ening. But as yet the steel-workers were only blindly rebellious. The
vision of Anarchism alone could imbue discontent with conscious
revolutionary purpose; it alone could lend wings to the aspirations
of labor. The dissemination of our ideas among the proletariat of
Homestead would illumine the great struggle, help to clarify the
issues, and point the way to complete ultimate emancipation.

My days were feverish with anxiety. The stirring call, “Labor,
Awaken!” would fire the hearts of the disinherited, and inspire them
to noble deeds. It would carry to the oppressed the message of the
New Day, and prepare them for the approaching Social Revolution.
Homestead might prove the first blush of the glorious Dawn. How
I chafed at the obstacles my project encountered! Unexpected diffi-
culties impeded every step. The efforts to get the leaflet translated
into popular English proved unavailing. It would endanger me to
distribute such a fiery appeal, my friend remonstrated. Impatiently
I waived aside his objections. As if personal considerations could for
an instant be weighed in the scale of the great Cause! But in vain I
argued and pleaded. And all the while precious moments were be-
ing wasted, and new obstacles barred the way. I rushed frantically
from printer to compositor, begging, imploring. None dared print
the appeal. And time was fleeting. Suddenly flashed the news of the
Pinkerton carnage. The world stood aghast.

The time for speech was past. Throughout the land the toilers
echoed the defiance of the men of Homestead. The steelworkers
had rallied bravely to the defense; the murderous Pinkertons were
driven from the city. But loudly called the blood of Mammon’s vic-
tims on the banks of the Monongahela. Loudly it calls. It is the Peo-
ple calling. Ah, the People! The grand, mysterious, yet so near and
real, People...

In my mind I see myself back in the little Russian college town,
amid the circle of Petersburg students, home for their vacation, sur-
rounded by the halo of that vague and wonderful something we
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called “Nihilist” The rushing train, Homestead, the five years passed
in America, all turn into a mist, hazy with the distance of unreal-
ity, of centuries; and again I sit among superior beings, reverently
listening to the impassioned discussion of dimly understood high
themes, with the oft-recurring refrain of “Bazarov, Hegel, Liberty,
Chernishevsky, v narod” To the People! To the beautiful, simple
People, so noble in spite of centuries of brutalizing suffering! Like
a clarion call the note rings in my ears, amidst the din of contending
views and obscure phraseology. The People! My Greek mythology
moods have often pictured HIM to me as the mighty Atlas, support-
ing on his shoulders the weight of the world, his back bent, his face
the mirror of unutterable misery, in his eye the look of hopeless an-
guish, the dumb, pitiful appeal for help. Ah, to help this helplessly
suffering giant, to lighten his burden! The way is obscure, the means
uncertain, but in the heated student debate the note rings clear: To
the People, become one of them, share their joys and sorrows, and
thus you will teach them. Yes, that is the solution! But what is that
red-headed Misha from Odessa saying? “It is all good and well about
going to the People, but the energetic men of the deed, the Rakhme-
tovs, blaze the path of popular revolution by individual acts of revolt
against”

“Ticket, please!” A heavy hand is on my shoulder. With an effort I
realize the situation. The card-players are exchanging angry words.
With a deft movement the conductor unhooks the board, and calmly
walks away with it under his arm. A roar of laughter greets the
players. Twitted by the other passengers, they soon subside, and
presently the car grows quiet.

I have difficulty in keeping myself from falling back into reverie.
I must form a definite plan of action. My purpose is quite clear to
me. A tremendous struggle is taking place at Homestead: the Peo-
ple are manifesting the right spirit in resisting tyranny and invasion.
My heart exults. This is, at last, what I have always hoped for from
the American workingman: once aroused, he will brook no inter-
ference; he will fight all obstacles, and conquer even more than his
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me to cancel my lecture there, alarmed at the police preparations to
arrest me. Something might happen, they warn me; legally I am still
a prisoner out on parole. I am liable to be returned to the peniten-
tiary, without trial, for the period of my commutation time-eight
years and two months if convicted of a felony before the expiration
of my full sentence of twenty-two years.

But the menace of the enemy stirs me from apathy, and all my
old revolutionary defiance is roused within me. For the first time
during the tour, I feel a vital interest in life, and am eager to ascend
the platform.

An unfortunate delay on the road brings me into Pittsburgh two
hours late for the lecture. Comrade M. is impatiently waiting for me,
and we hasten to the meeting. On the way he informs me that the
hall is filled with police and prison guards; the audience is in a state
of great suspense; the rumor has gone about that the authorities are
determined to prevent my appearance.

I sense an air of suppressed excitement, as I enter the hall, and
elbow my way through the crowded aisle. Some one grips my arm,
and I recognize “Southside” Johnny, the friendly prison runner.
“Aleck, take care,” he warns me, “the bulls are layin’ for you.”

X

The meeting is over, the danger past. I feel worn and tired with
the effort of the evening.

My next lecture is to take place in Cleveland, Ohio. The all night
ride in the stuffy smoker aggravates my fatigue, and sets my nerves
on edge. I arrive in the city feeling feverish and sick. To engage a
room in a hotel would require an extra expense from the proceeds of
the tour, which are intended for the movement; moreover, it would
be sybaritism, contrary to the traditional practice of Anarchist lec-
tures. I decide to accept the hospitality of some friend during my
stay in the city.
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me. Once or twice the wild idea of terminating the tour has crossed
my mind. The thought is preposterous, impossible. Meetings have
already been arranged in various cities, and my appearance widely
announced. It would disgrace me, and injure the movement, were
I to prove myself so irresponsible. I owe it to the Cause, and to my
comrades, to keep my appointments. I must fight off this morbid
notion.

My engagement in Pittsburgh aids my determination. Little did
I dream in the penitentiary that I should live to see that city again,
even to appear in public there! Looking back over the long years of
imprisonment, of persecution and torture, I marvel that I have sur-
vived. Surely it was not alone physical capacity to suffer — how of-
ten had I touched the threshold of death, and trembled on the brink
of insanity and self-destruction! Whatever strength and persever-
ance I possessed, they alone could not have saved my reason in the
night of the dungeon, or preserved me in the despair of the solitary.
Poor Wingie, Ed Sloane, and “Fighting” Tom; Harry, Russell, Crazy
Smithy how many of my friends have perished there! It was the vi-
sion of an ideal, the consciousness that I suffered for a great Cause
that Sustained me. The very exaggeration of my self estimation was
a source of strength: I looked upon myself as a representative of a
world movement; it was my duty to exemplify the spirit and dig-
nity of the ideas it embodied. I was not a prisoner, merely; I was
an Anarchist in the hands of the enemy; as such, it devolved upon
me to maintain the manhood and self-respect my ideals signified.
The example of the political prisoners in Russia inspired me, and
my stay in the penitentiary was a continuous struggle that was the
breath of life.

Was it the extreme self-consciousness of the idealist, the power
of revolutionary traditions, or simply the persistent will to be? Most
likely, it was the fusing of all three, that shaped my attitude in
prison and kept me alive. And now, on my way to Pittsburgh, I feel
the same spirit within me, at the threat of the local authorities to
prevent my appearance in the city. Some friends seek to persuade
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original demands. It is the spirit of the heroic past reincarnated in
the steel-workers of Homestead, Pennsylvania. What supreme joy
to aid in this work! That is my natural mission. I feel the strength
of a great undertaking. No shadow of doubt crosses my mind. The
People — the toilers of the world, the producers — comprise, to me,
the universe. They alone count. The rest are parasites, who have no
right to exist. But to the People belongs the earth — by right, if not
in fact. To make it so in fact, all means are justifiable; nay, advisable,
even to the point of taking life. The question of moral right in such
matters often agitated the revolutionary circles I used to frequent. I
had always taken the extreme view. The more radical the treatment,
I held, the quicker the cure. Society is a patient; sick constitution-
ally and functionally. Surgical treatment is often imperative. The
removal of a tyrant is not merely justifiable; it is the highest duty of
every true revolutionist. Human life is, indeed, sacred and inviolate.
But the killing of a tyrant, of an enemy of the People, is in no way
to be considered as the taking of a life. A revolutionist would rather
perish a thousand times than be guilty of what is ordinarily called
murder. In truth, murder and Attentat’ are to me opposite terms. To
remove a tyrant is an act of liberation, the giving of life and oppor-
tunity to an oppressed people. True, the Cause often calls upon the
revolutionist to commit an unpleasant act; but it is the test of a true
revolutionist — nay, more, his pride — to sacrifice all merely human
feeling at the call of the People’s Cause. if the latter demand his life,
so much the better.

Could anything be nobler than to die for a grand, a sublime
Cause? Why, the very life of a true revolutionist has no other pur-
pose, no significance whatever, save to sacrifice it on the altar of
the beloved People And what could be higher in life than to be a
true revolutionist? It is to be a man, a complete MAN. A being who
has neither personal interests nor desires above the necessities of
the Cause; one who has emancipated himself from being merely
human, and has risen above that, even to the height of conviction
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which excludes all doubt, all regret; in short, one who in the very in-
most of his soul feels himself revolutionist first, human afterwards.

Such a revolutionist I feel myself to be. Indeed, far more so than
even the extreme radicals of my own circle. My mind reverts to a
characteristic incident in connection with the poet Edelstadt. It was
in New York, about the year 1890. Edelstadt, one of the tenderest
of souls, was beloved by every one in our circle, the Pioneers of
Liberty, the first Jewish Anarchist organization on American soil.
One evening the closer personal friends of Edelstadt met to consider
plans for aiding the sick poet. It was decided to send our comrade to
Denver, some one suggesting that money be drawn for the purpose
from the revolutionary treasury. I objected. Though a dear, personal
friend of Edelstadt, and his former roommate, I could not allow —
I argued — that funds belonging to the movement be devoted to
private purposes, however good and even necessary those might be.
The strong disapproval of my sentiments I met with this challenge:
“Do you mean to help Edelstadt, the poet and man, or Edelstadt
the revolutionist? Do you consider him a true, active revolutionist?
His poetry is beautiful, indeed, and may indirectly even prove of
some propagandistic value. Aid our friend with your private funds,
if you will; but no money from the movement can be given, except
for direct revolutionary activity.”

“Do you mean that the poet is less to you than the revolutionist?”
I was asked by Tikhon, a young medical student, whom we playfully
dubbed “Lingg,” because of his rather successful affectation of the
celebrated revolutionist’s physical appearance.

“T am revolutionist first, man afterwards,” I replied, with convic-
tion.

“You are either a knave or a hero,” he retorted.

“Lingg” was quite right. He could not know me. To his bourgeois
mind, for all his imitation of the Chicago martyr, my words must
have sounded knavish. Well, some day he may know which I am,
knave or revolutionist. I do not think in the term “hero,” for though
the type of revolutionist I feel myself to be might popularly be so
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me like the guards on the prison. Their monster shapes follow me
in the valley.

At night I wake in cold terror. The agonized cry of Smithy is in
my ears, and again I hear the sickening thud of the riot clubs on
the prisoner’s head. The solitude is harrowing with the memory of
the prison; it haunts me with the horrors of the basket cell. Away, I
must away, to seek relief the people!

Back in the city, I face the problem of support. The sense of depen-
dence gnaws me. The hospitality of my friends is less, but I cannot
continue as the beneficiary of their generosity. I had declined the
money gift presented to me on my release by the comrades: I felt
I could not accept even their well-meant offering. The question of
earning my living is growing acute. I cannot remain idle. But what
shall I turn to? I am too weak for factory work. I had hoped to se-
cure employment as a compositor, but the linotype has made me
superfluous. I might be engaged as a proof-reader. My former mem-
bership in the Typographical Union will enable me to join the ranks
of labor.

My physical condition, however, precludes the in realization of
my plans. Meanwhile some comrades suggest the advisability of a
short lecture tour: it will bring closer contact with the world, and
serve to awaken new interest in life. The idea appeals to me. I shall
be doing work, useful work. I shall voice the cry of the depths, and
perhaps the people will listen, and some may understand!

IX

With a great effort I persevere on the tour. The strain is exhaust-
ing my strength, and I feel weary and discontented. My innate dread
of public speaking is aggravated by the necessity of constant associ-
ation with people. The comrades are sympathetic and attentive, but
their very care is a source of annoyance. I long for solitude and quiet.
In the midst of people, the old prison instinct of escape possesses
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body weakened, his spirit broken; he is less capable than ever to sur-
vive in the struggle. What is he to do but commit another crime and
be returned to prison? Even I, with so many advantages that Dan is
lacking, with kind comrades and helpful friends, I can find no place
in this world of the outside. I have been torn out, and I seem unable
to take root again. Everything looks so different, changed. And yet
I feel a great hunger for life. I could enjoy the sunshine, the open,
and freedom of action. I could make my life and my prison experi-
ence useful to the world. But I am incapacitated for the struggle. I
do not fit in any more, not even in the circle of my comrades. And
this seething life, the turmoil and the noises of the city, agonize me.
Perhaps it would be best for me to retire to the country, and there
lead a simple life, close to nature.

VIII

The summer is fragrant with a thousand perfumes, and a great
peace is in the woods. The Hudson River shimmers in the distance,
a solitary sail on its broad bosom. The Palisades on the opposite
side look immutable, eternal, their undulating tops melting in the
grayish-blue horizon.

Puffs of smoke rise from the valley. Here, too, has penetrated the
restless spirit. The muffled thunder of blasting breaks in upon the si-
lence. The greedy hand of man is desecrating the Palisades, as it has
desecrated the race. But the big river flows quietly, and the sailboat
glides serenely on the waters. It skips over the foaming waves, near
the spot I stand on, the great, busy city. Now it is floating past the
high towers their forbidding aspect. It is Sing Sing prison. Men go
suffer there, and are tortured in the dungeon. And I — I am a useless
cog, an idler, while others toil; and I keep mute others suffer.

My mind dwells in the prison. The silence rings with of pain; the
woods echo the agony of the dungeon. I start at the murmur of the
leaves; the trees with their outstretched arms bar my way, menacing
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called, the word has no significance for me. It merely means a rev-
olutionist who does his duty. There is no heroism in that: it is nei-
ther more nor less than a revolutionist should do. Rakhmetov did
more, too much. In spite of my great admiration for Chernishevsky,
who had so strongly influenced the Russian youth of my time, I can
not suppress the touch of resentment I feel because the author of
“What’s To Be Done?” represented his arch-revolutionist Rakhme-
tov as going through a system of unspeakable, selfinflicted torture
to prepare himself for future exigencies. It was a sign of weakness.
Does a real revolutionist need to prepare himself, to steel his nerves
and harden his body? I feel it almost a personal insult, this sugges-
tion of the revolutionist’s mere human clay.

No, the thorough revolutionist needs no such self-doubting
preparations. For I know I do not need them. The feeling is quite
impersonal, strange as it may seem. My own individuality is en-
tirely in the background; aye, I am not conscious of any personality
in matters pertaining to the Cause. I am simply a revolutionist, a
terrorist by conviction, an instrument for furthering the cause of
humanity; in short, a Rakhmetov. Indeed, I shall assume that name
upon my arrival in Pittsburgh.

The piercing shrieks of the locomotive awake me with a start.
My first thought is of my wallet, containing important addresses
of Allegheny comrades, which I was trying to memorize when I
must have fallen asleep. The wallet is gone! For a moment [ am over-
whelmed with terror. What if it is lost? Suddenly my foot touches
something soft. I pick it up, feeling tremendously relieved to find all
the contents safe: the precious addresses, a small newspaper litho-
graph of Frick, and a dollar bill. My joy at recovering the wallet is
not a whit dampened by the meagerness of my funds. The dollar
will do to get a room in a hotel for the first night, and in the morn-
ing I'll look up Nold or Bauer. They will find a place for me to stay
a day or two. “I won’t remain there long,” 1 think, with an inward
smile.
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We are nearing Washington, D.C. The train is to make a sixhour
stop there. I curse the stupidity of the delay: something may be
happening in Pittsburgh or Homestead. Besides, no time is to be
lost in striking a telling blow, while public sentiment is aroused at
the atrocities of the Carnegie Company, the brutality of Frick.

Yet my irritation is strangely dispelled by the beautiful picture
that greets my eye as I step from the train. The sun has risen, a
large ball of deep red, pouring a flood of gold upon the Capitol. The
cupola rears its proud head majestically above the pile of stone and
marble. Like a living thing the light palpitates, trembling with pas-
sion to kiss the uppermost peak, striking it with blinding brilliancy,
and then spreading in a broadening embrace down the shoulders
of the towering giant. The amber waves entwine its flanks with
soft caresses, and then rush on, to right and left, wider and lower,
flashing upon the stately trees, dallying amid leaves and branches,
finally unfolding themselves over the broad avenue, and ever grow-
ing more golden and generous as they scatter. And cupola-headed
giant, stately trees, and broad avenue quiver with new-born ecstasy,
all nature heaves the contented sigh of bliss, and nestles closer to
the golden giver of life.

At this moment I realize, as perhaps never before, the great joy,
the surpassing gladness, of being. But in a trice the picture changes.
Before my eyes rises the Monongahela river, carrying barges filled
with armed men. And I hear a shot. A boy falls to the gangplank.
The blood gushes from the center of his forehead. The hole plowed
by the bullet yawns black on the crimson face. Cries and wailing
ring in my ears. I see men running toward the river, and women
kneeling by the side of the dead.

The horrible vision revives in my mind a similar incident, lived
through in imagination before. It was the sight of an executed Ni-
hilist. The Nihilists! How much of their precious blood has been
shed, how many thousands of them line the road of Russia’s suffer-
ing! Inexpressibly near and soul-kin I feel to those men and women,
the adored, mysterious ones of my youth, who had left wealthy
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false tolerance and everlasting pessimism. I resent the situation, the
more I become conscious of the chasm between the Girl and myself.
It seems unbridgeable; we cannot recover the intimate note of our
former comradeship. With pain I witness her evident misery. She
is untiring in her care and affection; the whole circle lavishes on
me sympathy and tenderness. But through it all I feel the commis-
erating tolerance toward a sick child. I shun the atmosphere of the
house, and flee to seek the solitude of the crowded streets and the
companionship of the plain, untutored underworld.

In a Bowery resort I come across Dan, my assistant on the range
during my last year in the penitentiary.

“Hello, Aleck,” he says, taking me aside, “awful glad to see you
out of hell. Doing all right?”

“So, so, Dan. And you!”

“Rotten, Aleck, rotten. You know it was my first bit, and I swore
I'd never do a crooked job again. Well, they turned me out with
a five-spot, after four years’ steady work, mind you, and three of
them working my head off on a 100m. Then they handed me a pair
of Kentucky jeans, that any fly-cop could spot a mile off. My friends
went back on me — that five-spot was all I had in the world, and it
didn’t go a long way. Liberty ain’t what it looks to a fellow through
the bars, Aleck, but it’s hell to go back. I don’t know what to do”

“How do you happen here, Dan? Could you get no work at home,
in Oil City?”

“Home, hell! I wish I had a home and friends, like you, Aleck.
Christ, d’you think I'd ever turn another trick? butt I got no home
and no friends. Mother died before I came out, and I found no home.
I got a job In Oil City, but the bulls tipped me off for an ex-con, and I
beat my way here. I tried to do the square thing, Aleck, but where’s
a fellow to turn? [ haven’t a cent and not a friend in the world”

Poor Dan! I feel powerless to help him, even with advice. With-
out friends or money, his “liberty” is a hollow mockery, even worse
than mine. Five years ago he was a strong, healthy young man. He
committed a burglary, and was sent to prison. Now he is out, his
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out in strong relief upon the flat background of his time. His life
was the tragedy of the ever unpopular pioneer. A social Lear, his
whitening years brought only increasing isolation and greater lack
of understanding, even within his own circle. He had struggled and
suffered much; be gave his whole life to advance the Cause, only
to find at the last that he who crosses the threshold must leave all
behind, even friendship, even comradeship.

My old friend, Justus Schwab, is also gone, and Brady, the big Aus-
trian. Few of the comrades of my day have survived. The younger
generation seems different, unsatisfactory. The Ghetto I had known
has also disappeared. Primitive Orchard Street, the scene of our pi-
oneer meetings, has conformed to business respectability; the his-
toric lecture hall, that rang with the breaking chains of the awak-
ening people, has been turned into a dancing-school; the little cafe
“around the corner,” the intellectual arena of former years, is now
a counting-house. The fervid enthusiasm of the past, the Sponta-
neous comradeship in the common cause, the intoxication of world-
liberating zeal all are gone with the days of my youth. I sense the
spirit of cold deliberation in the new set, and a tone of disillusioned
wisdom that chills and estranges me.

The Girl has also changed. The little Sailor, my companion of the
days that thrilled with the approach of the Social Revolution, has be-
come a woman of the world. Her mind has matured, but her wider
interests antagonize my old revolutionary traditions that inspired
every day and colored our every act with the direct perception of
the momentarily expected great upheaval I feel an instinctive dis-
approval of many things, though particular instances are intangible
and elude my analysis. I sense a foreign element in the circle she
has gathered about her, and feel myself a stranger among them. Her
friends and admirers crowd her home, and turn it into a sort of sa-
lon; they talk art and literature; discuss science and philosophize
over the disharmony of life. But the groans of the dungeon find no
gripping echo there. The Girl is the most revolutionary of them all;
but even she has been infected by the air of intellectual aloofness,
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homes and high station to “go to the People,” to become one with
them, though despised by all whom they held dear, persecuted and
ridiculed even by the benighted objects of their great sacrifice.

Clearly there flashes out upon my memory my first impression of
Nihilist Russia. I had just passed my second year’s gymnasium ex-
aminations. Overflowing with blissful excitement, I rushed into the
house to tell mother the joyful news. How happy it will make her!
Next week will be my twelfth birthday, but mother need give me
no present. I have one for her, instead. “Mamma, mammal” I called,
when suddenly I caught her voice, raised in anger. Something has
happened, I thought; mother never speaks so loudly. Something
very peculiar, I felt, noticing the door leading from the broad hall-
way to the diningroom closed, contrary to custom. In perturbation I
hesitated at the door. “Shame on you, Nathan,” I heard my mother’s
voice, “to condemn your own brother because he is a Nihilist. You
are no better than” — her voice fell to a whisper, but my straining
ear distinctly caught the dread word, uttered with hatred and fear
— “a palatch”

I was struck with terror. Mother’s tone, my rich uncle Nathan’s
unwonted presence at our house, the fearful word palatch — some-
thing awful must have happened. I tiptoed out of the hallway, and
ran to my room. Trembling with fear, I threw myself on the bed.
What has the palatch done? I moaned. “Your brother,” she had
said to uncle. Her own youngest brother, my favorite uncle Maxim.
Oh, what has happened to him? My excited imagination conjured
up horrible visions. There stood the powerful figure of the giant
palatch, all in black, his right arm bare to the shoulder, in his hand
the uplifted ax. I could see the glimmer of the sharp steel as it
began to descend, slowly, so torturingly slowly, while my heart
ceased beating and my feverish eyes followed, bewitched, the glow-
ing black coals in the palatch’s head. Suddenly the two fiery eyes
fused into a large ball of flaming red; the figure of the fearful one-
eyed cyclop grew taller and stretched higher and higher, and ev-
erywhere was the giant — on all sides of me was he — then a sud-
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den flash of steel, and in his monster hand I saw raised a head, cut
close to the neck, its eyes incessantly blinking, the dark-red blood
gushing from mouth and ears and throat. Something looked ghastly
familiar about that head with the broad white forehead and expres-
sive mouth, so sweet and sad. “Oh, Maxim, Maxim!” I cried, ter-
rorstricken: the next moment a flood of passionate hatred of the
palatch seized me, and I rushed, head bent, toward the oneeyed
monster. Nearer and nearer I came, — another quick rush, and then
the violent impact of my body struck him in the very center, and he
fell, forward and heavy, right upon me, and I felt his fearful weight
crushing my arms, my chest, my head...

“Sasha! Sashenka! What is the matter, golubchik?” I recognize
the sweet, tender voice of my mother, sounding far away and
strange, then coming closer and growing more soothing. I open my
eyes. Mother is kneeling by the bed, her beautiful black eyes bathed
in tears. Passionately she showers kisses upon my face and hands,
entreating: “Golubchik, what is it?”

“Mamma, what happened to Uncle Maxim?” I ask, breathlessly
watching her face.

Her sudden change of expression chills my heart with fear. She
turns ghostly white, large drops of perspiration stand on her fore-
head, and her eyes grow large and round with terror. “Mamma!” I
cry, throwing my arms around her. Her lips move, and I feel her
warm breath on my cheek; but, without uttering a word, she bursts
into vehement weeping.

“Who-told-you? You-know?” she whispers between sobs.

The pall of death seems to have descended upon our home. The
house is oppressively silent. Everybody walks about in slippers, and
the piano is kept locked. Only monosyllables, in undertone, are ex-
changed at the dinner-table. Mother’s seat remains vacant. She is
very ill, the nurse informs us; no one is to see her.

The situation bewilders me. I keep wondering what has happened
to Maxim. Was my vision of the palatch a presentiment, or the echo
of an accomplished tragedy? Vaguely I feel guilty of mother’s ill-
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life and the joy of it. Her bosom heaves with panting, her face strug-
gles with a solemn look. “I ran all the way,” her voice is soft and low;
“I was afraid I might miss you.”

The Girl smiles. “Let us go in somewhere to rest up, Alice.” Turn-
ing to me, she adds, “She ran to see — you.”

How peculiar the Girl should conceive such an idea! It is absurd.
Why should Alice be anxious to see me? I look old and worn; my
step is languid, unsteady... Bitter thoughts fill my mind, as we ride
back on the train to Chicago.

“You are sad,” the Girl remarks. “Alice is very much taken with
you. Aren’t you glad?”

“You are mistaken,” I reply.

“I'm sure of it,” the Girl persists.

“Shall I ask her?” She turns to Alice.

“Oh, I like you so much, Sasha,” Alice whispers. I look up timidly
at her. She is leaning toward me in the abandon of artless tender-
ness, and a great joy steals over me, as I read in her eyes frank
affection.

VII

New York looks unexpectedly familiar, though I miss many old
landmarks. It is torture to be indoors, and I roam the streets, expe-
riencing a thrill of kinship when I locate one of my old haunts.

I feel little interest in the large meeting arranged to greet me
back into the world. Yet I am conscious of some curiosity about the
comrades I may meet there. Few of the old guard have remained.
Some dropped from the ranks; others died. John Most will not be
there. I cherished the hope of meeting him again, but he died a few
months before my release. He had been unjust to me; but who is free
from moments of weakness? The passage of time has mellowed the
bitterness of my resentment, and I think of him, my first teacher of
Anarchy, with old-time admiration. His unique personality stands
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The crowd looks dim and hazy; I feel hot and cold, and a great long-
ing to flee. The perspiration is running down my back; my knees
tremble violently, the floor is slipping from under my feet — there
is a tumult of hand clapping, loud cheers and bravos.

We return to Carl’s house, and men and women grasp my hand
and look at me with eyes of curious awe. I fancy a touch of pity in
their tones, and am impatient of their sympathy. A sense of suffo-
cation possesses me within doors, and I dread the presence of peo-
ple. It is torture to talk; the sound of voices agonizes me. I watch
for an opportunity to steal out of the house. It soothes me to lose
myself among the crowds, and a sense of quiet pervades me at the
thought that I am a stranger to every one about me. I roam the city
at night, and seek the outlying country, conscious only of a desire
to be alone.

VI

I am in the Waldheim, the Girl at my side. All is quiet in the
cemetery, and I feel a great peace. No emotion stirs me at the sight
of the monument, save a feeling of quiet sadness. It represents a
woman, with one hand placing a wreath on the fallen, with the other
grasping a sword. The marble features mirror unutterable grief and
proud defiance.

I glance at the Girl. Her face is averted, but the droop of her head
speaks of suffering. I hold out my hand to her, and we stand in mute
sorrow at the graves of our martyred comrades... I have a vision of
Stenka Razin, as I had seen him pictured in my youth, and at his
side hang the bodies of the men buried beneath my feet. Why are
they dead? I wonder. Why should I live? And a great desire to lie
down with them is upon me. I clutch the iron post, to keep from
falling.

Steps sound behind me, and I turn to see a girl hastening toward
us. She is radiant with young womanhood; her presence breathes
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ness. The shock of my question may be responsible for her con-
dition, Yet there must be more to it, I try to persuade my troubled
spirit. One afternoon, finding my eldest brother Maxim, named after
mother’s favorite brother, in a very cheerful mood, I call him aside
and ask, in a boldly assumed confidential manner: “Maximushka,
tell me, what is a Nihilist?”

“Go to the devil, molokossoss you!” he cries, angrily. With a show
of violence, quite inexplicable to me, Maxim throws his paper on the
floor, jumps from his seat, upsetting the chair, and leaves the room.

The fate of Uncle Maxim remains a mystery, the question of Ni-
hilism unsolved. I am absorbed in my studies. Yet a deep interest,
curiosity about the mysterious and forbidden, slumbers in my con-
sciousness, when quite unexpectedly it is roused into keen activity
by a school incident. I am fifteen now, in the fourth grade of the
classic gymnasium at Kovno. By direction of the Ministry of Edu-
cation, compulsory religious instruction is being introduced in the
State schools. Special classes have been opened at the gymnasium
for the religious instruction of Jewish pupils. The parents of the
latter resent the innovation; almost every Jewish child receives re-
ligious training at home or in cheidar. But the school authorities
have ordered the gymnasiasts of Jewish faith to attend classes in
religion.

The roll-call at the first session finds me missing. Summoned be-
fore the Director for an explanation, I state that I failed to attend
because I have a private Jewish tutor at home, and, anyway, I do not
believe in religion. The prim Director looks inexpressibly shocked.

“Young man,” he addresses me in the artificial guttural voice he
affects on solemn occasions. “Young man, when, permit me to ask,
did you reach so profound a conclusion?”

His manner disconcerts me; but the sarcasm of his words and
the offensive tone rouse my resentment. Impulsively, defiantly, I
discover my cherished secret. “Since I wrote the essay, There Is No
God;” 1 reply, with secret exultation. But the next instant I realize
the recklessness of my confession. I have a fleeting sense of coming
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trouble, at school and at home. Yet somehow I feel I have acted like
a man. Uncle Maxim, the Nihilist, would act so in my position. I
know his reputation for uncompromising candor, and love him for
his bold, frank ways.

“Oh, that is interesting,” I hear, as in a dream, the unpleasant
guttural voice of the Director. “When did you write it?”

“Three years ago.”

“How old were you then?”

“Twelve.

“Have you the essay?”

“Yes”

“Where?”

“At home.”

“Bring it to me to-morrow. Without fail, remember.”

His voice grows stern. The words fall upon my cars with the
harsh metallic sound of my sister’s piano that memorable evening
of our musicale when, in a spirit of mischief, I hid a piece of gas
pipe in the instrument tuned for the occasion.

“To-morrow, then. You are dismissed.”

The Educational Board, in conclave assembled, reads the essay.
My disquisition is unanimously condemned. Exemplary punish-
ment is to be visited upon me for “precocious godlessness, dan-
gerous tendencies, and insubordination.), am publicly reprimanded,
and reduced to the third class. The peculiar sentence robs me of a
year, and forces me to associate with the “children” my senior class
looks down upon with undisguised contempt. I feel disgraced, hu-
miliated.

Thus vision chases vision, memory succeeds memory, while the
interminable hours creep towards the afternoon, and the station
clock drones like an endless old woman.
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IV

The train speeds me to Detroit, and I wonder vaguely how I
reached the station. My brain is numb; I cannot think. Field and
forest flit by in the gathering dusk, but the surroundings wake no
interest in me. “T am rid of the detectives” — the thought persists in
my mind, and I feel something relax within me, and leave me cold,
without emotion or desire.

With an effort I descend to the platform, and sway from side to
side, as I cross the station at Detroit. A man and a girl hasten toward
me, and grasp me by the hand. I recognize Carl. The dear boy, he was
a most faithful and cheering correspondent all these years since he
left the penitentiary. But who is the girl with him, I wonder, when
my gaze falls on a woman leaning against a pillar. She looks intently
at me. The wave of her hair, the familiar eyes — why, it’s the Girl!
How little she has changed! I take a few steps forward, somewhat
surprised that she did not rush up to me like the others. I feel pleased
at her self-possession: the excited voices, the quick motions, disturb
me. I walk slowly toward her, but she does not move. She seems
rooted to the spot, her hand grasping the pillar, a look of awe and
terror in her face. Suddenly she throws her arms around me. Her
lips move, but no sound reaches my ear.

We walk in silence. The Girl presses a bouquet into my hand. My
heart is full, but I cannot talk. I hold the flowers to my face, and
mechanically bite the petals.

\'

Detroit, Chicago, and Milwaukee pass before me like a troubled
dream. I have a faint recollection of a sea of faces, restless and tur-
bulent, and I in its midst. Confused voices beat like hammers on my
head, and then all is very still. I stand in full view of the audience.
Eyes are turned on me from every side, and I grow embarrassed.
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dark derby on my head. I walk quickly, for a long, long time, board
several cars, and then walk again, till I find myself on a deserted
street. No one is following me now; the detectives must have lost
track of me. I feel worn and tired. Where could I rest up, I wonder,
when I suddenly recollect that I was to go directly from the prison
to the drugstore of Comrade M. My friends must be worried, and
M. is waiting to wire to the Girl about my release.

It is long past noon when I enter the drugstore. M. seems highly
wrought up over something; he shakes my hand violently, and plies
me with questions, as he leads me into his apartments in the rear of
the store. It seems strange to be in a regular room: there is paper on
the walls, and it feels so peculiar to the touch, so different from the
whitewashed cell. I pass my hand over it caressingly, with a keen
sense of pleasure. The chairs, too, look strange, and those quaint
things on the table. The bric-a-brac absorbs my attention the people
in the room look hazy, their voices sound distant and confused.

“Why don’t you sit down, Aleck?” the tones are musical and ten-
der; a woman’s, no doubt.

“Yes,” I reply, walking around the table, and picking up a bright
toy. It represents Undine, rising from the water, the spray glistening
in the sun...

“Are you tired, Aleck?”

“N-no”

“You have just come out?” “Yes.”

It requires an effort to talk. The last year, in the workhouse, I have
barely spoken a dozen words; there was always absolute silence.
The voices disturb me. The presence of so many people — there are
three or four about me — is oppressive. The room reminds me of the
cell, and the desire seizes me to rush out into the open, to breathe
the air and see the sky.

“I'm going,” I say, snatching up my hat.
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II1

Over at last. “All aboard!”

On and on rushes the engine, every moment bringing me nearer
to my destination. The conductor drawling out the stations, the
noisy going and coming produce almost no conscious impression
on my senses. Seeing and hearing every detail of my surroundings,
I am nevertheless oblivious to them. Faster than the train rushes my
fancy, as if reviewing a panorama of vivid scenes, apparently with-
out organic connection with each other, yet somehow intimately
associated in my thoughts of the past. But how different is the
present! I am speeding toward Pittsburgh, the very heart of the in-
dustrial struggle of America. America! I dwell wonderingly on the
unuttered sound. Why in America? And again unfold pictures of
old scenes.

I am walking in the garden of our well-appointed country place,
in a fashionable suburb of St. Petersburg, where the family generally
spends the summer months. As I pass the veranda, Dr. Semeonov,
the celebrated physician of the resort, steps out of the house and
beckons to me.

“Alexander Ossipovitch,” he addresses me in his courtly manner,
“your mother is very ill. Are you alone with her?”

“We have servants, and two nurses are in attendance,” I reply.

“To be sure, to be sure,” the shadow of a smile hovers about the
corners of his delicately chiseled lips. I mean of the family”

“Oh, yes! I am alone here with my mother”

“Your mother is rather restless to-day, Alexander Ossipovitch.
Could you sit up with her to-night?”

“Certainly, certainly,” I quickly assent, wondering at the pecu-
liar request. Mother has been improving, the nurses have assured
me. My presence at her bedside may prove irksome to her. Our re-
lations have been strained since the day when, in a fit of anger,
she slapped Rose, our new chambermaid, whereupon I resented
mother’s right to inflict physical punishment on the servants., can
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see her now, erect and haughty, facing me across the dinner-table,
her eyes ablaze with indignation.

“You forget you are speaking to your mother, Al-ex-an-der”; she
pronounces the name in four distinct syllables, as is her habit when
angry with me.

“You have no right to strike the girl,” I retort, defiantly.

“You forget yourself. My treatment of the menial is no concern
of yours”

I cannot suppress the sharp reply that springs to my lips: “The
low servant girl is as good as you.”

I see mother’s long, slender fingers grasp the heavy ladle, and the
next instant a sharp pain pierces my left hand. Our eyes meet. Her
arm remains motionless, her gaze directed to the spreading blood
stain on the white table-cloth. The ladle falls from her hand. She
closes her eyes, and her body sinks limply to the chair.

Anger and humiliation extinguish my momentary impulse to
rush to her assistance. Without uttering a word, I pick up the heavy
saltcellar, and fling it violently against the French mirror. At the
crash of the glass my mother opens her eyes in amazement. I rise
and leave the house.

My heart beats fast as I enter mother’s sick-room. I fear she may
resent my intrusion: the shadow of the past stands between us. But
she is lying quietly on the bed, and has apparently not noticed my
entrance. I sit down at the bedside. A long time passes in silence.
Mother seems to be asleep. It is growing dark in the room, and I
settle down to pass the night in the chair. Suddenly I hear “Sasha!”
called in a weak, faint voice. I bend over her. “Drink of water” As I
hold the glass to her lips, she slightly turns away her head, saying
very low, “Ice water, please.” I start to leave the room. “Sasha!” T hear
behind me, and, quickly tiptoeing to the bed, I bring my face closely,
very closely to hers, to catch the faint words: “Help me turn to the
wall” Tenderly I wrap my arms around the weak, emaciated body,
and an overpowering longing seizes me to touch her hand with my
lips and on my knees beg her forgiveness. I feel so near to her, my

24

resent the surveillance. I must get rid of the spies, somehow; I don’t
want their hateful eyes to desecrate my meeting with the Girl.

I feel dazed. The short ride to Pittsburgh is over before I can col-
lect my thoughts. The din and noise rend my ears; the rushing cars,
the clanging bells, bewilder me. I am afraid to cross the street; the
flying monsters pursue me on every side. The crowds jostle me on
the sidewalk, and I am constantly running into the passers-by. The
turmoil, the ceaseless movement, disconcerts me. A horseless car-
riage whizzes close by me; I turn to look at the first automobile I
have ever seen, but the living current sweeps me helplessly along.
A woman passes me, with a child in her arms. The baby looks
strangely diminutive, a rosy dimple in the laughing face. I smile
back at the little cherub, and my eyes meet the gaze of the detec-
tives. A wild thought to escape; to get away from them, possesses
me, and [ turn quickly into a side street, and walk blindly, faster and
faster. A sudden impulse seizes me at the sight of a passing car, and
I dash after it.

“Fare, please!” the conductor sings out, and I almost laugh out
aloud at the fleeting sense of the material reality of freedom. Con-
scious of the strangeness of my action, I produce a dollar bill, and
a sense of exhilarating independence comes over me, as the man
counts out the silver coins. I watch him closely for a sign of recog-
nition. Does he realize that I am just out of prison? He turns away,
and I feel thankful to the dear Chum for having so thoughtfully pro-
vided me with a new suit of clothes. It is peculiar, however, that the
conductor has failed to notice my closely cropped hair. But the man
in the seat opposite seems to be watching me. Perhaps he has recog-
nized me by my picture in the newspapers; or may be it is my straw
hat that has attracted his attention. I glance about me. No one wears
summer headgear yet; it must be too early in the season. I ought to
change it; the detectives could not follow me so easily then. Why,
there they are on the back platform!

At the next stop I jump off the car. A hat sign arrests my eye, and
I walk into the store, and then slip quietly through a side entrance, a

445



prisoner’s civilian garb, shouting boisterously: “Hey, you! Take off
them clothes, and put your rags on.”

I dress hurriedly. A guard accompanies me to the office, where
my belongings are returned to me: some money friends had sent,
my watch, and the piece of ivory the penitentiary turnkey had
stolen from me, and which I had insisted on getting back before
I left Riverside. The officer in charge hands me a railroad ticket to
Pittsburgh (the fare costing about thirty cents), and I am conducted
to the prison gate.

III

The sun shines brightly in the yard, the sky is clear, the air fresh
and bracing. Now the last gate will be thrown open, and I shall be
out of sight of the guard, beyond the bars, — alone! How I have hun-
gered for this hour, how often in the past years have I dreamed of
this rapturous moment — to be alone, out in the open, away from
the insolent eyes of my keepers! I'll rush away from these walls and
kneel on the warm sod, and kiss the soil and embrace the trees, and
with a song of joy give thanks to Nature for the blessings of sun-
shine and air. The outer door opens before me, and I am confronted
by reporters with cameras. Several tall men approach me. One of
them touches me on the shoulder, turns back the lapel of his coat,
revealing a police officer’s star, and says:

“Berkman, you are to leave the city before night, by order of the
Chief”

The detectives and reporters trailing me to the nearby railway
station attract a curious crowd. I hasten into a car to escape their
insistent gaze, feeling glad that I have prevailed upon my friends
not to meet me at the prison.

My mind is busy with plans to outwit the detectives, who have
entered the same compartment. I have arranged to join the Girl in
Detroit. I have no particular reason to mask my movements, but I
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heart is overflowing with compassion and love. But I dare not kiss
her — we have become estranged. Affectionately I hold her in my
arms for just the shadow of a second, dreading lest she suspect the
storm of emotion raging within me. Caressingly I turn her to the
wall, and, as I slowly withdraw, I feel as if some mysterious, yet
definite, something has at the very instant left her body.

In a few minutes I return with a glass of ice water. I hold it to
her lips, but she seems oblivious of my presence. “She cannot have
gone to sleep so quickly,” I wonder. “Mother!” I call, softly. No re-
ply. “Little mother! Mamotchka!” She does not appear to hear me.
“Dearest, golubchick!” I cry, in a paroxysm of sudden fear, pressing
my hot lips upon her face. Then I become conscious of an arm upon
my shoulder, and hear the measured voice of the doctor: “My boy,
you must bear up. She is at rest”

IV

“Wake up, young feller! Whatcher sighin’ for?” Bewildered I turn
around to meet the coarse, yet not unkindly, face of a swarthy la-
borer in the seat back of me.

“Oh, nothing; just dreaming,” I reply. Not wishing to encourage
conversation, I pretend to become absorbed in my book.

How strange is the sudden sound of English! Almost as suddenly
had I been transplanted to American soil. Six months passed af-
ter my mother’s death. Threatened by the educational authorities
with a “wolf’s passport” on account of my “dangerous tendencies”
— which would close every professional avenue to me, in spite of my
otherwise very satisfactory standing — the situation aggravated by
a violent quarrel with my guardian, Uncle Nathan, I decided to go
to America. There, beyond the ocean, was the land of noble achieve-
ment, a glorious free country, where men walked erect in the full
stature of manhood, — the very realization of my youthful dreams.
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And now I am in America, the blessed land. The disillusionment,
the disappointments, the vain struggles! ... The kaleidoscope of my
brain unfolds them all before my view. Now I see myself on a bench
in Union Square Park, huddled close to Fedya and Mikhail, my
roommates. The night wind sweeps across the cheerless park, chill-
ing us to the bone. I feel hungry and tired, fagged out by the day’s
fruitless search for work. My heart sinks within me as I glance at
my friends. “Nothing,” each had morosely reported at our nightly
meeting, after the day’s weary tramp. Fedya groans in uneasy sleep,
his hand groping about his knees. I pick up the newspaper that had
fallen under the seat, spread it over his legs, and tuck the ends un-
derneath. But a sudden blast tears the paper away, and whirls it
off into the darkness. As I press Fedya’s hat down on his head, I
am struck by his ghastly look. How these few weeks have changed
the plump, rosy-cheeked youth! Poor fellow, no one wants his la-
bor. How his mother would suffer if she knew that her carefully
reared boy passes the nights in the ... What is that pain I feel? Some
one is bending over me, looming unnaturally large in the darkness.
Half-dazed I see an arm swing to and fro, with short, semicircular
backward strokes, and with every movement I feel a sharp sting,
as of a lash. Oh, it’s in my soles! Bewildered I spring to my feet. A
rough hand grabs me by the throat, and I face a policeman.

“Are you thieves?” he bellows.

Mikhail replies, sleepily: “We Russians. Want work.”

“Git out 0’ here! Off with you!”

Quickly, silently, we walk away, Fedya and I in front, Mikhail
limping behind us. The dimly lighted streets are deserted, save for
a hurrying figure here and there, closely wrapped, flitting mysteri-
ously around the corner. Columns of dust rise from the gray pave-
ments, are caught up by the wind, rushed to some distance, then car-
ried in a spiral upwards, to be followed by another wave of choking
dust. From somewhere a tantalizing odor reaches my nostrils. “The
bakery on Second Street,” Fedya remarks. Unconsciously our steps
quicken. Shoulders raised, heads bent, and shivering, we keep on
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How slowly the minutes creep! I listen intently, and catch the
sound of bars being unlocked on the bottom range: it is the Night
Captain turning the kitchen men out to prepare breakfast — 5 A.M.!
Two and a half hours yet before I shall be called; two endless hours,
and then another thirty long minutes. Will they ever pass? And
again I pace the cell.

II

The gong rings the rising hour. In great agitation I gather up my
blankets, tincup and spoon, which must be delivered at the office
before I am discharged. My heart beats turbulently, as I stand at
the door, waiting to be called. But the guard unlocks the range and
orders me to “fall in for breakfast.”

The striped line winds down the stairs, past the lynx eyed Deputy
standing in the middle of the hallway, and slowly circles through
the center, where each man receives his portion of bread for the day
and returns to his tier. The turnkey, on his rounds of the range, casts
a glance into my cell “Not workin’ he says mechanically, shutting
the door in my face.

“I'm going out,” I protest.

“Not till you're called,” he retorts, locking me in.

I stand at the door, tense with suspense. I strain my ear for the
approach of a guard to call me to the office, but all remains quiet. A
vague fear steals over me: perhaps they will not release me to-day;
I may be losing time. .. A feeling of nausea overcomes me, but by a
strong effort I throw off the dreadful fancy, and quicken my step. I
must not think — not think...

At last! The lever is pulled, my cell unlocked, and with a dozen
other men I am marched to the clothes-room, in single file and lock-
step. I await my turn impatiently, as several men are undressed
and their naked bodies scrutinized for contraband or hidden mes-
sages. The overseer flings a small bag at each man, containing the
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Chapter 1. The Resurrection

All night I toss sleeplessly on the cot, and pace the cell in ner-
vous agitation, waiting for the dawn. With restless joy I watch the
darkness melt, as the first rays herald the coming of the day. It is
the 18" of May — my last day, my very last! A few more hours,
and I shall walk through the gates, and drink in the warm sunshine
and the balmy air, and be free to go and come as I please, after the
nightmare of thirteen years and ten months in jail, penitentiary, and
workhouse.

My step quickens with the excitement of the outside, and I try to
while away the heavy hours thinking of freedom and of friends. But
my brain is in a turmoil; I cannot concentrate my thoughts. Visions
of the near future, images of the past, flash before me, and crowd
each other in bewildering confusion.

Again and again my mind reverts to the unnecessary cruelty that
has kept me in prison three months over and above my time. It was
sheer sophistry to consider me a “new” prisoner, entitled only to
two months’ commutation. As a matter of fact, I was serving the
last year of a twenty-two-year sentence, and therefore I should have
received five months time off. The Superintendent had repeatedly
promised to inform me of the decision of the Board of Directors,
and every day, for weeks and months, I anxiously waited for word
from them. None ever came, and I had to serve the full ten months.

Ah, well, it is almost over now! I have passed my last night in the
cell, and the morning is here, the precious, blessed morning!
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to the lower Bowery. Mikhalil is steadily falling behind. “Dammit, I
feel bad,” he says, catching up with us, as we step into an open hall-
way. A thorough inspection of our pockets reveals the possession of
twelve cents, all around. Mikhail is to go to bed, we decide, handing
him a dime. The cigarettes purchased for the remaining two cents
are divided equally, each taking a few puffs of the “fourth” in the
box. Fedya and I sleep on the steps of the city hall.

“Pitt-s-burgh! Pitt-s-burgh!”

The harsh cry of the conductor startles me with the violence of
a shock. Impatient as I am of the long journey, the realization that
I have reached my destination comes unexpectedly, overwhelming
me with the dread of unpreparedness. In a flurry I gather up my
things, but, noticing that the other passengers keep their places, I
precipitately resume my seat, fearful lest my agitation be noticed.
To hide my confusion, I turn to the open window. Thick clouds of
smoke overcast the sky, shrouding the morning with somber gray.
The air is heavy with soot and cinders; the smell is nauseating. In
the distance, giant furnaces vomit pillars of fire, the lurid flashes
accentuating a line of frame structures, dilapidated and miserable.
They are the homes of the workers who have created the industrial
glory of Pittsburgh, reared its millionaires, its Carnegies and Fricks.

The sight fills me with hatred of the perverse social justice that
turns the needs of mankind into an Inferno of brutalizing toil. it
robs man of his soul, drives the sunshine from his life, degrades
him lower than the beasts, and between the millstones of divine
bliss and hellish torture grinds flesh and blood into iron and steel,
transmutes human lives into gold, gold, countless gold.

The great, noble People! But is it really great and noble to be
slaves and remain content? No, no! They are awakening, awaken-
ing!
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Chapter 2. The Seat of War

Contentedly peaceful the Monongahela stretches before me, its
waters lazily rippling in the sunlight, and softly crooning to the mur-
mur of the woods on the hazy shore. But the opposite bank presents
a picture of sharp contrast. Near the edge of the river rises a high
board fence, topped with barbed wire, the menacing aspect height-
ened by warlike watch-towers and ramparts. The sinister wall looks
down on me with a thousand hollow eyes, whose evident murder-
ous purpose fully justifies the name of “Fort Frick” Groups of ex
cited people crowd the open spaces between the river and the fort,
filling the air with the confusion of many voices. Men car rying
Winchesters are hurrying by, their faces grimy, eyes bold yet anx-
ious. From the mill-yard gape the black mouths of can non, disman-
tled breastworks bar the passages, and the ground is strewn with
burning cinders, empty shells, oil barrels, bro ken furnace stacks,
and piles of steel and iron. The place looks the aftermath of a san-
guinary conflict, — the symbol of our in dustrial life, of the ruthless
struggle in which the stronger, the sturdy man of labor, is always
the victim, because he acts weakly. But the charred hulks of the
Pinkerton barges at the landing-place, and the blood-bespattered
gangplank, bear mute witness that for once the battle went to the
really strong, to the victim who dared.

A group of workingmen approaches me. Big, stalwart men, the
power of conscious strength in their step and bearing. Each of them
carries a weapon: some Winchesters, others shotguns. In the hand
of one I notice the gleaming barrel of a navy revolver.

“Who are you?” the man with the revolver sternly asks me.

“A friend, a visitor”
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and strength into my being! Tremblingly rapturous is the thought
of freedom. Out in the woods, away from the stench of the cannibal
world I shall wander, nor lift my foot from soil or sod. Close to the
breath of Nature I will press my parched lips, on her bosom I will
pass my days, drinking sustenance and strength from the universal
mother. And there, in liberty and independence, in the vision of the
mountain peaks, I shall voice the cry of the social orphans, of the
buried and the disinherited, and visualize to the living the yearning,
menacing Face of Pain.
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“Can you show credentials or a union card?”

Presently, satisfied as to my trustworthiness, they allow me to
proceed.

In one of the mill-yards I come upon a dense crowd of men and
women of various types: the short, broad-faced Slav, elbowing his
tall American fellow-striker; the swarthy Italian, heavy-mustached,
gesticulating and talking rapidly to a cluster of excited countrymen.
The people are surging about a raised platform, on which stands a
large, heavy man.

I press forward. “Listen, gentlemen, listen!” I hear the speaker’s
voice. “Just a few words, gentlemen! You all know who I am, don’t
you?”

“Yes, yes, Sheriff!” several men cry. “Go on!”

“Yes,” continues the speaker, “you all know who I am. Your Sheriff,
the Sheriff of Allegheny County, of the great Commonwealth of
Pennsylvania”

“Go ahead!” some one yells, impatiently.

“If you don’t interrupt me, gentlemen, I'll go ahead.”

“S-s-sh! Order!”

The speaker advances to the edge of the platform. “Men of Home-
stead! It is my sworn duty, as Sheriff, to preserve the peace. Your
city is in a state of lawlessness. I have asked the Governor to send
the militia and I hope”

“No! No!” many voices protest. “To hell with you!” The tumult
drowns the words of the Sheriff. Shaking his clenched fist, his foot
stamping the platform, he shouts at the crowd, but his voice is lost
amid the general uproar.

“‘O’Donnell! O’Donnell!” comes from several sides, the cry
swelling into a tremendous chorus, “O’Donnell!”

I see the popular leader of the strike nimbly ascend the platform.
The assembly becomes hushed.

“Brothers,” O’Donnell begins in a flowing, ingratiating manner,
“we have won a great, noble victory over the Company. We have
driven the Pinkerton invaders out of our city”
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“Damn the murderers!”

“Silence! Order!”

“You have won a big victory,” O’'Donnell continues, “a great, sig-
nificant victory, such as was never before known in the history of
labor’s struggle for better conditions.”

Vociferous cheering interrupts the speaker. “But,” he continues,
“you must show the world that you desire to maintain peace and
order along with your rights. The Pinkertons were invaders. We
defended our homes and drove them out; rightly so. But you are law-
abiding citizens. You respect the law and the authority of the State.
Public opinion will uphold you in your struggle if you act right.
Now is the time, friends!” He raises his voice in waxing enthusiasm,
“Now is the time! Welcome the soldiers. They are not sent by that
man Frick. They are the people’s militia. They are our friends. Let
us welcome them as friends!”

Applause, mixed with cries of impatient disapproval, greets
the exhortation. Arms are raised in angry argument, and the
crowd sways back and forth, breaking into several excited groups.
Presently a tall, dark man appears on the platform. His stentorian
voice gradually draws the assembly closer to the front. Slowly the
tumult subsides.

“Don’t you believe it, men!” The speaker shakes his finger at the
audience, as if to emphasize his warning. “Don’t you believe that
the soldiers are coming as friends. Soft words these, Mr. O’'Donnell.
They’ll cost us dear. Remember what I say, brothers. The soldiers
are no friends of ours. I know what I am talking about. They are
coming here because that damned murderer Frick wants them.”

“Hear! Hear!”

“Yes!” the tall man continues, his voice quivering with emotion,
“I can tell you just how it is. The scoundrel of a Sheriff there asked
the Governor for troops, and that damned Frick paid the Sheriff to
do it, I say!”

“No! Yes! No!” the clamor is renewed, but I can hear the speaker’s
voice rising above the din: “Yes, bribed him. You all know this cow-
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that view, he often taunts me. Exasperation at his treatment, cou-
pled with my protest against the abuse of a fellow-prisoner, have
caused me to be ordered into the solitary. Dear Chum is insistent
on legal steps to secure my full commutation; notwithstanding my
unconditional refusal to resort to the courts, he has initiated a sub
rosa campaign to achieve his object. The time drags in torturing
uncertainty. With each day the solitary grows more stifling, mad-
dening, till my brain reels with terror of the graveyard silence. Like
glad music sounds the stern command, “Exercise!”

In step we circle the yard, the clanking of Charley’s chain mourn-
fully beating time. He had made an unsuccessful attempt to escape,
for which he is punished with the ball and chain. The iron cuts into
his ankle, and he trudges painfully under the heavy weight. Near
me staggers Billy, his left side completely paralyzed since he was re-
leased from the “White House” All about me are cripples. Iam in the
midst of the social refuse: the lame and the halt, the broken in body
and spirit, past work, past even crime. These were the blessed of the
Nazarene; these a Christian world breaks on the wheel. They, too,
are within the scope of my mission, they above all others — these
the living indictments of a leprous system, the excommunicated of
God and man.

The threshold of liberty is thickly sown with misery and tor-
ment. The days are unbearable with nervous restlessness, the nights
hideous with the hours of agonizing stillness, the endless, endless
hours. Feverishly I pace the cell. The day will pass, it must pass.
With reverent emotion I bless the shamed sun as he dips beyond the
western sky. One day nearer to the liberty that awaits me, with un-
restricted sunshine and air and life beyond the hated walls of gray,
out in the daylight, in the open. The open world! ... The scent of
fresh-mown hay is in my nostrils; green fields and forests stretch
before me; sweetly ripples the mountain spring. Up to the moun-
tain crest, to the breezes and the sunshine, where the storm breaks
in its wild fury upon my uncovered head. Welcome the rain and
the wind that sweep the foul prison dust off my heart, and blow life
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a grace from her charming correspondence. Often I have sought
consolation in the beautiful likeness of her soulful face. With mute
tenderness she had shared my grief at the loss of Harry, her lips
breathing sweet balm. Gray days had warmed at her smile, and I
lavished upon her all the affection with which I was surcharged.
It will be a violent stifling of her voice in my heart, but the call of
the muzhik rings clear, compelling. Yet who knows? The revolution
may be over before my resurrection. In republican Russia, with her
enlightened social protestantism, life would be fuller, richer than in
this pitifully bourgeois democracy. Freedom will present the unac-
customed problem of self-support, but it is premature to form def-
inite plans. Long imprisonment has probably incapacitated me for
hard work, but I shall find means to earn my simple needs when I
have cast off the fetters of my involuntary parasitism.

The thought of affection, the love of woman, thrills me with ec-
stasy, and colors my existence with emotions of strange bliss. But
the solitary hours are filled with recurring dread lest my life forever
remain bare of woman’s love. Often the fear possesses me with the
intensity of despair, as my mind increasingly dwells on the oppo-
site sex. Thoughts of woman eclipse the memory of the prison af-
fections, and the darkness of the present is threaded with the silver
needle of love-hopes.

IV

The monotony of the routine, the degradation and humiliation
weigh heavier in the shadow of liberty. My strength is failing with
the hard task in the shop, but the hope of receiving my full com-
mutation sustains me. The law allows five months’ “good time” on
every year beginning with the ninth year of a sentence. But the Su-
perintendent has intimated to me that I may be granted the benefit
of only two months, as a “new” prisoner, serving the first year of a
workhouse sentence. The Board of Directors will undoubtedly take
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ardly Sheriff. Don’t you let the soldiers come, I tell you. First they’ll
come; then the blacklegs. You want ’em?

“No! No!” roars the crowd.

“Well, if you don’t want the damned scabs, keep out the soldiers,
you understand? if you don’t, they’ll drive you out from the homes
you have paid for with your blood. You and your wives and children
they’ll drive out, and out you will go from these” — the speaker
points in the direction of the mills “that’s what they’ll do, if you
don’t look out. We have sweated and bled in these mills, our broth-
ers have been killed and maimed there, we have made the damned
Company rich, and now they send the soldiers here to shoot us
down like the Pinkerton thugs have tried to. And you want to wel-
come the murderers, do you? Keep them out, I tell you!”

Amid shouts and yells the speaker leaves the platform.

“McLuckie! ‘Honest” McLuckie!” a voice is heard on the fringe of
the crowd, and as one man the assembly takes up the cry, ““Honest’
McLuckie!”

I am eager to see the popular Burgess of Homestead, himself
a poorly paid employee of the Carnegie Company. A largeboned,
good-natured-looking workingman elbows his way to the front, the
men readily making way for him with nods and pleasant smiles.

“T haven’t prepared any speech,” the Burgess begins haltingly,
“but I want to say, I don’t see how you are going to fight the sol-
diers. There is a good deal of truth in what the brother before me
said; but if you stop to think on it, he forgot to tell you just one
little thing. The how? How is he going to do it, to keep the soldiers
out? That’s what I’d like to know. I'm afraid it’s bad to let them in.
The blacklegs might be hiding in the rear. But then again, it’s bad
not to let the soldiers in. You can’t stand up against ’em: they are
not Pinkertons. And we can’t fight the Government of Pennsylva-
nia. Perhaps the Governor won'’t send the militia. But if he does, I
reckon the best way for us will be to make friends with them. Guess
it’s the only thing we can do. That’s all I have to say.”

The assembly breaks up, dejected, dispirited.
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Chapter 3. The Spirit of
Pittsburgh

Like a gigantic hive the twin cities jut out on the banks of the
Ohio, heavily breathing the spirit of feverish activity, and perme-
ating the atmosphere with the rage of life. Ceaselessly flow the
streams of human ants, meeting and diverging, their paths crossing
and recrossing, leaving in their trail a thousand winding passages,
mounds of structure, peaked and domed. Their huge shadows over-
cast the yellow thread of gleaming river that curves and twists its
painful way, now hugging the shore, now hiding in affright, and
again timidly stretching its arms toward the wrathful monsters that
belch fire and smoke into the midst of the giant hive. And over the
whole is spread the gloom of thick fog, oppressive and dispiriting
— the symbol of our existence, with all its darkness and cold.

This is Pittsburgh, the heart of American industrialism, whose
spirit molds the life of the great Nation. The spirit of Pittsburgh, the
Iron City! Cold as steel, hard as iron, its products. These are the
keynote of the great Republic, dominating all other chords, sacrific-
ing harmony to noise, beauty to bulk. Its torch of liberty is a furnace
fire, consuming, destroying, devastating: a country-wide furnace,
in which the bones and marrow of the producers, their limbs and
bodies, their health and blood, are cast into Bessemer steel, rolled
into armor plate, and converted into engines of murder to be con-
secrated to Mammon by his high priests, the Carnegies, the Fricks.
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but Johnny, the young Magyar, strikes a note of cheer: his sentence
is about to expire; he will devote himself to the support of the little
children he had so unwittingly robbed of a father. Meanwhile he
bids me courage and hope, enclosing two dollars from the proceeds
of his fancy work, “to help along.” He was much grieved, he writes,
at his inability to bid me a last farewell, because the Warden refused
the request, signed by two hundred prisoners, that I be allowed to
pass along the tiers to say good-bye. But soon, soon we shall see
each other in freedom.

Words of friendship glow brightly in the darkness of the present,
and charm my visions of the near future. Coming liberty casts
warming rays, and I dwell in the atmosphere of my comrades. The
Girl and the Chum are aglow with the fires of Young Russia. Busily
my mind shapes pictures of the great struggle that transplant me to
the days of my youth. In the little tenement flat in New York we had
sketched with bold stroke the fortunes of the world — the Girl, the
Twin, and L. In the dark, cage-like kitchen, amid the smoke of the
asthmatic stove, we had planned our conspirative work in Russia.
But the need of the hour had willed it otherwise. Homestead had
sounded the prelude of awakening, and my heart had echoed the
inspiring strains.

The banked fires of aspiration burst into life. What matter the im-
mediate outcome of the revolution in Russia? The yearning of my
youth wells up with spontaneous power. To live is to struggle! To
struggle against Caesar, side by side with the people; to suffer with
them, and to die, if need be. That is life. It will sadden me to pan
with Chum even before I had looked deeply into the devoted face.
But the Girl is aflame with the spirit of Russia: it will be joyous work
in common. The soil of Monongahela, laden with years of anguish,
has grown dear to me. Like the moan of a broken chord wails the
thought of departure. But no ties of affection will strain at my heart-
strings. Yet — the sweet face of a little girl breaks in on my reverie,
a look of reproaching sadness in the large, wistful eyes. It is little
Stella. The last years of my penitentiary life have snatched many
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in which are confined men convicted of felonies. The Allegheny
County Workhouse of the great Commonwealth of Pennsylvania
enjoys infamous distinction as the blackest of hells where men ex-
piate the sins of society.

At work in the broom shop, I find myself in peculiarly familiar
surroundings. The cupidity of the management has evolved meth-
ods even more inhuman than those obtaining in thc State prison.
The tasks imposed upon the men necessitate feverish exertion. In-
sufficient product or deficient work is not palliated by physical in-
ability or illness. In the conduct of the various industries, every ar-
tifice prevalent in the penitentiary is practiced to evade the law lim-
iting convict competition. The number of men employed in produc-
tive work by far exceeds the legally permitted percentage; the pro-
visions for the protection of free labor are skillfully circumvented,
the tags attached to the shop products are designed to be obliterated
as Soon as the wares have left the prison; the words “convict-made”
stamped on the broom-handles are pasted over with labels giving
no indication of the place of manufacture. The anticonvict-labor
law, symbolic of the political achievements of labor, is frustrated
at every point, its element of protection a “lame and impotent con-
clusion”

How significant the travesty of the law in its holy of holies! Here
legal justice immures its victims; here are buried the disinherited,
whose rags and tatters annoy respectability; here offenders are pun-
ished for breaking the law. And here the Law is daily and hourly
violated by its pious high priests.

III

The immediate is straining at the leash that holds memory in the
environment of the penitentiary, yet the veins of the terminated
existence still palpitate with the recollection of friends and common
suffering. The messages from Riverside are wet with tears of misery,
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The spirit of the Iron City characterizes the negotiations carried
on between the Carnegie Company and the Homestead men. Henry
Clay Frick, in absolute control of the firm, incarnates the spirit of
the furnace, is the living emblem of his trade. The olive branch held
out by the workers after their victory over the Pinkertons has been
refused, The ultimatum issued by Frick is the last word of Caesar:
the union of the steel-workers is to be crushed, completely and ab-
solutely, even at the cost of shedding the blood of the last man in
Homestead; the Company will deal only with individual workers,
who must accept the terms offered, without question or discussion;
he, Frick, will operate the mills with non-union labor, even if it
should require the combined military power of the State and the
Union to carry the plan into execution. Millmen disobeying the or-
der to return to work under the new schedule of reduced wages are
to be discharged forthwith, and evicted from the Company houses.

II

In an obscure alley, in the town of Homestead, there stands a
one-story frame house, looking old and forlorn. It is occupied by
the widow Johnson and her four small children. Six months ago,
the breaking of a crane buried her husband under two hundred
tons of metal. When the body was carried into the house, the dis-
tracted woman refused to recognize in the mangled remains her big,
strong “Jack.” For weeks the neighborhood resounded with her fren-
zied cry, “My husband! Where’s my husband?” But the loving care
of kind-hearted neighbors has now somewhat restored the poor
woman’s reason. Accompanied by her four little orphans, she re-
cently gained admittance to Mr. Frick. On her knees she implored
him not to drive her out of her home. Her poor husband was dead,
she pleaded; she could not pay off the mortgage; the children were
too young to work; she herself was hardly able to walk. Frick was
very kind, she thought; he had promised to see what could be done.
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She would not listen to the neighbors urging her to sue the Com-
pany for damages. “The crane was rotten,” her husband’s friends
informed her; “the government inspector had condemned it” But
Mr. Frick was kind, and surely he knew best about the crane. Did
he not say it was her poor husband’s own carelessness?

She feels very thankful to good Mr. Frick for extending the mort-
gage. She had lived in such mortal dread lest her own little home,
where dear John had been such a kind husband to her, be taken
away, and her children driven into the street. She must never for-
get to ask the Lord’s blessing upon the good Mr. Frick. Every day
she repeats to her neighbors the story of her visit to the great man;
how kindly he received her, how simply he talked with her. “Just
like us folks,” the widow says.

She is now telling the wonderful story to neighbor Mary, the
hunchback, who, with undiminished interest, hears the recital for
the twentieth time. It reflects such importance to know some one
that had come in intimate contact with the Iron King; why, into his
very presence! and even talked to the great magnate!

“Dear Mr. Frick,” says, the widow is narrating, “dear Mr. Frick”
says “look at my poor little angels —”

A knock on the door interrupts her. “Must be one-eyed Kate,”
the widow observes. “Come in! Come in!” she calls out, cheerfully.
“Poor Kate!” she remarks with a sigh. “Her man’s got the consump-
tion. Won't last long, I fear”

A tall, rough-looking man stands in the doorway. Behind him
appear two others. Frightened, the widow rises from the chair. One
of the children begins to cry, and runs to hide behind his mother.

“Beg pard’n, ma’am,” the tall man says. “Have no fear. We are
Deputy Sheriffs. Read this.” He produces an officiallooking paper.
“Ordered to dispossess you. Very sorry, ma’am, but get ready. Quick,
got a dozen more of”

There is a piercing scream. The Deputy Sheriff catches the limp
body of the widow in his arms.
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prison? Poor, faithful “Horsethief” will nevermore smile his greet-
ing: he did not survive six months in the terrible workhouse. But
my spirit is strong; I shall not be daunted. This garb is the visible,
tangible token of resurrection. The devotion of staunch friends will
solace and cheer me. The call of the great Cause will give strength
to live, to struggle, to conquer.

II

Humiliation overruns me as I don the loathed suit of striped black
and gray. The insolent look of the guard rouses my bitter resent-
ment, as he closely scrutinizes my naked body. But presently, the
examination over, a sense of gratification steals over me at the as-
sertiveness of my self-respect.

The ordeal of the day’s routine is full of inexpressible anguish.
Accustomed to prison conditions, I yet find existence in the work-
house a nightmare of cruelty, infinitely worse than the most inhu-
man aspects of the penitentiary. The guards are surly and brutal;
the food foul and inadequate; punishment for the slightest offense
instantaneous and ruthless. The cells are even smaller than in the
penitentiary, and contain neither chair nor table. They are unspeak-
ably ill-smelling with the privy buckets, for the purposes of which
no scrap of waste paper is allowed. The sole ablutions of the day
are performed in the morning, when the men form in the hall and
march past the spigot of running water, snatching a handful in the
constantly moving line. Absolute silence prevails in cell-house and
shop. The slightest motion of the lips is punished with the black-
jack or the dungeon, referred to with caustic satire as the “White
House.”

The perverse logic of the law that visits the utmost limit of barbar-
ity upon men admittedly guilty of minor transgressions! Through-
out the breadth of the land the workhouses are notoriously more
atrocious in every respect than the penitentiaries and State prisons,
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Chapter 1. The Workhouse

The Gates of the penitentiary open to leave me out, and I pause
involuntarily at the fascinating sight. It is a street: a line of houses
stretches before me; a woman, young and wonderfully sweet-faced,
is passing on the opposite side. My eyes follow her graceful lines,
as she turns the corner. Men stand about. They wear citizen clothes,
and scan me with curious, insistent gaze... The handcuff grows taut
on my wrist, and I follow the sheriff into the waiting carriage. A
little child runs by. I lean out of the window to look at the rosy-
cheeked, strangely youthful face. But the guard impatiently lowers
the blind, and we sit in gloomy silence.

The spell of the civilian garb is upon me. It gives an exhilarating
sense of manhood. Again and again I glance at my clothes, and ver-
ify the numerous pockets to reassure myself of the reality of the
situation. I am free, past the dismal gray walls! Free? Yet even now
captive of the law. The law!

The engine puffs and shrieks, and my mind speeds back to an-
other journey. It was thirteen years and one week ago this day. On
the wings of an all-absorbing love I hastened to join the struggle
of the oppressed people. I left home and friends, sacrificed liberty,
and risked life. But human justice is blind: it will not see the soul on
fire. Only the shot was heard, by the Law that is deaf to the agony
of Toil “Vengeance is mine,” it saith. To the uttermost drop it will
shed the blood to exact its full pound of flesh. Twelve years and ten
months! And still another year. What horrors await me at the new
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East End, the fashionable residence quarter of Pittsburgh, lies
basking in the afternoon sun. The broad avenue looks cool and invit-
ing: the stately trees touch their shadows across the carriage road,
gently nodding their heads in mutual approval. A steady procession
of equipages fills the avenue, the richly caparisoned horses and uni-
formed flunkies lending color and life to the scene. A cavalcade is
passing me. The laughter of the ladies sounds joyous and care-free.
Their happiness irritates me. I am thinking of Homestead. In mind I
see the somber fence the fortifications an