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Winter Fragments 
The relentless snow falls upon the 

abashed city; 
4 miltion, million insults hurled from 

the surly oky upon the bump- tious pile. 
Cover the mess with your white eym- 

‘pathy; 
That we die not of disgust. 

Crates Asmusicn. 

The Christian Ideal 
HRISTIANITY has _preached 

tatal abstention from love of 
any kind, except a_spirituat 

sublimation that is all moonshine, being 
merely a pale eflction or emanation of 
sensaal love. This moonshine it tells 
us s the anly divine and holy kind. See- 
ing that o a healthy fullblooded per- 
son, such a theory of virtae, unless ho 
be & homicidal maniac, does ot appear 
very strongly, to_ fortity their thegry 
and make a practical religion of it, the 
Christians by a logical necessity next 
proceded to preach a roligion of ascet- 
feism and illhealth s the only kind or 
conduct that pleased their gaseous di- 
vinity, god the father, generally imag- 
fned by them as an old man about. ten 
Sect high and compound of a subtl va- 
pour. The remlt was to divide west- 
o humanity into two. categories, 
troops of academic_monka and nuns, 
constituting the spiritual, and hordes of 
brutal, murderous. swashbucklers ane 
blackmaflers, _constituting  the i 
power. Not being_allowed to gratity 
their natural erotic_ emations of one 
and and another, excopt, very imper- 

ety and more of less o the 1, these 
rufflans satisied them in the only other 
way  possible, iz, by butchery_ and 
cruclties of all sorts. Such thought as 
the age was allowed fo possess was con- 
centratad, part of it on dovising all 
Sorts of infornal tortures, jungtrau's, 
Tacks, fackboots, Jailers’ daughters, 
ot fo satisty tho blood-lust of these 
upper class roffans, and the other part 
in inventing poltic and. relgious of- 
fences as 4 pretext for applying them. 
In this way the tedium between one 
brigand war and another was tided 

But if the rufianly supporters of law 
and order preserved an ostensible and 
Superfical zespect for the relgion or 
“moral purity,” it was very different 
with the anwmic preachers of it. Their 
austerities had the unexpected efect of 
lashing their erotions to fover heat, by 
weakening the power of the il to To. 
st its seductions; and the secrecy of 
their convents and _nunneries, gave 
them ample opportunitie of practising 
them, Hundreds, aye thousands of chiT- 
dren of both sexes were defiowered, 
murdered, and disposed of down ou. 
Blcttes; hundreds, aye thousands of 
ingin® muns were walled up alive for 
the unpardanable _offence of being 
Jound out, To this day the common 
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aristolochia or birthwort s only found 
in England round the ruins of ancient 
nunneries, and to this day the monastic 
institutions of Southern Italy and 
South America informs us what on a 
far vaster and more unlimited scato 
was practised in the religious brothels 
of the middle ages. If the Franciscans 
may have carried off the palm for dis- 
cased lubricity, the reformed Jesuit 
order carricd off & still higher pattern 
by combining both forms of erotism; 
but they claim a position of special 
sanctity and chastity, beeause they sub- 
ordinated their more natural erotism to 
their lust of blood and power. 
JAt last even the savages and bar- 
barians of early modern Europe began 
to sicken at this disgusting spectacle 
of civil and religious purity. They 
perched at the so-called reformation, a 
religion of bodily and moral purity 
based on sexual love and nothing else. 
“Song, wine, and women” was the u: 
versal panaces. We were-all to leas 
lives like the estimable nightingales, to 
have one wie, sing songs in honor of 
her, love nobody else, and if of a thirsty 
temperament, only got tipsy, preferably 
on small beer, in her purifying society. 
Whether the idea was a beautiful one 
o1 not T cannot say. 

Not without reason, did the Christ- 
ians of the middle ages do their best to 
undermine the health of humanity by 
asceticlsm and _insanitary arrange- 
ments. They had lived near enough to 
Roman Imperial times, to be aware that 
the inevitable fruits of health and 
plenty were beauty and free love or 
what they contemptuously styled lns- 
civiousness. Not without reason do 
their modem successors attempt to 
achieve the same rosult, by excessive 
artificiality, by insisting in a conform- 
ity of dross expressly designed for the 
deformation of the males and the de- 
gradation of the women. 

  

  

  

   

During pregnancy an elementary and 
obvious law of sexual hygiene in the 
interest of the offspring forbids copula- 
ton., The reducio ad absurdium of 
protestant Christian morality was 
reached a fow years back, when an un- 
fortunate American was sent to prison 
with hard labor, for urging the carry- 
ing out, of this natural and sanitary ar- 
rangement. It must be admitted that 
the Anglo-Saxons of the Western 
World, who only a fow years ago 
hanged or burnt married couples for 
Kissing one another on a Sunday, o far 
deserve the gratitude of humanity, in 
that they carry out their insane ro 
fous ideas and their logical conclusions 
and so render them and themselves both 
equally ridiculous. 

Fow is it that this insane notion that 
purity in love consists in mon-bodily 
contact and union, has imposed itself so 
genorally ppon humanity, when the 
practical resalts of it are just the op- 
posite of purity, viz, bad-smelling 
breath, stomach out of order, carious 
toeth and bones, or where its dupes 
solace themselves for forbidden love by 

        

   

drink and gluttony, mountains of pu- % 
trid flosh, rank body smells, diabetes 
and a host of other priestly and monk 
ish graces anl divinity? Because, it 
seems to me, the murder maniacs from 
the very nature of the case have fm- 
posed themselves on easy-going lower 
nature by their crimes and viees, and 
then at the samo time have inoculated 
their discipline, i. e, their murderous 
forms of erotism, & great deal by fear, 
but also because such a discipline will, 
be it remembered, always have ap- 
pealed to a deep-seated barbarism even 
in those partly emancipated by free 
Tove and erotism from its influences. 
For all of us have inherited more or 
loss the instincts of our cannibal an- 
costry—hence the hold the ridiculous 
slum cannibaliem of the mass still ro- 
tains upon the lower status of savagery 
and the murderous bond of unity be- 
tween Church and State, generas 
amongst. all theso hordes of semi-bar- 
barians. While on the one hand 
chastity and continence do not tend in 
the least to produce a spiritual person- 
ality of any value whatever, free love 
of all sorts does not produce a sensual 
type. To avoid the porsonal element T 
will cite the care of dogs, whose erotic 
performances, according to_the theory 
of Christian morality will not bear 
Tooking into. But if you want to find 
an expression of divine spirituality, 
peaceful love and self-abnogation it 18 
ot amongst ascetic popish or married 
Protestant Christians that you must 
Took for it, but amongst setters, new- 
foundlands, spanicls and the like. 

    

  

  

Lastly, the illusion of the visible cre- 
ation enormously increased the appar- 
ent justice of the cannibal despot’s 
theory of a theocratic arrangement of 
the universe of which the social order 
on earth, with himself at the head of 
it, ever the likeness, counterfoit, and 
rovelation. Nor did the heliocentric 
theory finally demonstrated by Newton 
by any means tend to shatter the be- 
lief in absolute monarchy and the d1- 
vine right of kings, which was merely a 
‘modification of the wholesale sacrifice 
of children to the Phanician Baal, Sun 
God, Mighty Lord or King. It fs only 
the quite Tecent demonstration. of the 
universality of evolution and the eternal 
fiux.of things, that has finally, utterly. 
and for ever destroyed every shred of 
philosophical authority for the idea ot 
a central government, shining upon the 
Deople from above, and sending down 
its gracious benefits from a throne of 
old ke that of the heavenly Sun-god. 
When the orreny fllusion gave place to 
the truer pieture of the drift of all the 
cclestial bodies tracing apparently end- 
less ripples through infinite space, 
wave upon wave, and riple upon iple, 
owing to their mutual attractions, sup- 
erposed one above the ofher like those 
of the storm.driven sea, without be- 
winning and without end—ven this 
picture itself being subfect to the res- 
ervation that wo cannot even be certain 
that space is infinite, and that the 
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temple of apparent motions drifting we 
know ot whither, nor why nor whence, 
is indeed thus and not otherwise—to 
remirror the order of the universe a 
society held together by the force of 
ite own mutual attractions and mot 
dragooned to merely mechanical order, 
even by a tyrant self-imposed above 
and outside itself, became the only pos- 
sible and philosophical one. The grow- 
ing diffusion of these elementary facts 
of modern science, often perhaps in an 
exaggerated form, among all ranks of 
society; further, the growing convic- 
tion that personality, thought, and feel- 
ing, as well as the material form are 
disintegrate for ever by death—just as 
when the lamp is shattered the light 
in the dust dies dead, and the whole 
personality of the lamp is anniilated 
Zr ever, 5o that the pleasures of exist- 
ence, once lost or missed, can nover be 
replaced or compensated for, in some 
purely imaginery “sweet by and by,” 
—are rendering nations justifiably re- 
bellious against laws which meddle 
with the individual’s private freedom 
and prevent his enjoyment, according 
to' the femperament, mind, and emo- 
tions  he inherited and came into the 
world together with—an injustice in 
reality as monstrous as one which 
should dictate exactly what people 
might and might not cat, and which ig- 
nores personal idiosynerasies, likes, and 
dislikes, and thus, so far as it is not & 
dead ltter, causes grievous injury to 
‘moral, physical, and intellectual health, 
on the totally unproved sssumption 
that such laws are necessary to keep 
society together. The utmost that may 
be plausibly urged is that that they 
may be ndeessary to keep society to- 
gether in the form the dragooning re- 
actionary wishes to have it kept to- 
gether, 5o that here again the intoler- 
ance of fres love and nature, which 
ought to be popular amongst. membors 
of a sane comunity and appeal to every 
natural and healthy instinct as well as 
sense of justice, turns out after all to 
be only another form of the primitive 
cannibalism, and a partial reversi 
twit. 

It is the duty of everybody, of all of 
us, to fight against this odious and do- 
basing ogre of kill-joy suthority by all 
and every means, for all and every 
‘means are lawiul if not always expe- 
dient against 5o vile a monster. 

Those of us who have courage and 
self-renunciation enough may defy its 
kill-joy laws, snap their fingers af 
them, and 5o provoke it to discharge all 
its acrid and venemous raven against 
themselves, Those, less ready for the 
erown of martyrdom, may bestow to 
ite odious despotism and so lot their 
healthy_erotism transform  itself to 
latent homicidal maniac like that of 
the disgusting reptile itself, but their’s 
not under its bloodstained banner, but 
against its filthy tyranny, hoist it with 
its own petard and cause it to dig the 
grave of its intolorance by its own 
intolerance. 1 do not here suggest the 
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opportunitics of employing material 
Veapons against the aragon of autaor- 
ity, but even undirested and uncon- 
sciously appued, the siient, purely spir- 
iwal execration of authority and its 
tools by all that is best in numan hie 
i3 AR ever-present, ever-growing danger 
to Bumbledom’s base seign of bioodshed, 
dirt, and bestiality. Hatred nursed, 
cultivated, and repressed 50 45 to bo 
4 force that can be mentally manipu- 
lated, 50 to say, till every ore throbs 
and palpitates under the dictates of our 
will in execration of authority and its 
minions, becomes & real Weapon against 
these reptiles in every rignt-thinking 
individual because it transpires through 
the eye, the volce, every bodily move- 
mont, aye it trausforms the very effla- 
via. of the body, and thus through ail 
the channels of the senses excites the 
hellbounds of authority to outdo them- 
sclves, in tyrannous spite and infimy, 
and 50 build up more rapidly the ava- 
lanche destined to overwhelm them. In 
i productive operations of daily life 
such universal consclously directed ex- 
‘eration will cause its hand to shake, its 
mind to vacillate, and 5o bring about 
some public catastrophe which it will 
have to bear the blame of, or cause its 
truculent despotism to blunder and ex- 
ceed in its forocious acts of biuid and 
asbitrary injustice and so discredit it. 
The action, re-action, and inter-action 
of human minds even at a distance, if 
not by telepathy, then by some inter- 
posed sequence of cause and effect, is 
now a well ascertained scientific fact 
Who can tell, if all the unseen subjec- 
tive links of cause and effect could be 
traced out, whether the just execration 
of millions against the turpitudes or 
capitalism and authority did not sug- 
gostion the infamous Smith's snd Is- 
may’s hands to determine the catas- 
trophe of the Titanic? 

What then will not even individual 
mindg be able to accomplish, by nurs- 
ing their just ire, analysing their emo- 
tions and consclously _directingwell- 
disciplined execration against the so- 
called heads and leaders of government 
and society, in short against the uni- 
versal enemies of the human race? We 
can all of us train ourselves o be spir- 
itual apaches, and all the more for- 
‘midable because our weapons are spir- 
itual and intangible. 

    

‘The hatred of the eye, when we meet 
the orgies of capitalism and misgovern- 
ment, deliberately directed against 
them, does not leave these reptilea the 
same after as before we met them in 
the strect; the hatred of the voice 
lcaves & trace in their auditory brain 
centres; a body smell distilled in the 
alumbries of hatred affects their or- 
factory brain centres, even if our 
hearts but palpitate and our lips 
scarcely mutter their execrations, the 
vibrations affect their auditory nerves 
and their general bodily conformations 
even if it be but unconsciously.  We can 
all of us, T repeat, be spiritual apaches 
It has been said that he that hateth 

8 

his brother is a murdered, andthe 
truth it not him, 

Assuredly then those who hate these 
infrabestialised erocodiles of authority 
and brutal repression are the true 
prophets of God—if there be & God. 
Let us but discipline our exeeration 
against the sucrificial orgies of social 
and oficial so-called modern civiliza- 
tion or cannibalism and we shall bo- 
come the winnowing jacks that shall 
thoroughly purge the floor of its death 
dealing, death _evolving, poisoned 
‘wheats, engots, dirt, mould, smut, ana 
scurf. 'Let us bring all the batteries ox 
spiritual warfare against this putri- 
dity and who knows but that sooner 
than we expect it: 
- We shall find the bands that bound 
ws Brittle perchance as strawl 

W. W. STRIKLAND. 

  

  
  

1 am. of opinion that the institution 
of ‘marriage, which might have been 
very useful as & muszlo for the passion 
of monsters, has caused more distress 
and misery among ordinary mankind 
than the Church itselfo—Church, mon- 
archy, property, marriage, are the 
four old, time-honored institutions 
wivich humanity must roform root and 
branch in order to be able to breathe 
freely. And alone of these marriage 
lils individuality, paralyzes freedom, 
aid is o paradoz incarnate. Authors 
of the so-called emancipated and ad- 
vanced type still continue to speak of 
‘marriage with a mien of hearty devo- 
tion that enrages me.—George Brandes. 

As long as our civilization s csson- tually one of property, of fences, of oz clusiveness, it will Ys mocked by do- lusion, Our riches will leave us sick; there will bo bittorness in our laughter: and our wine wil burn our mouth. Only that good profits which we can taste with all doors open, and. which serves 
all men.—Emerson. 

Sociaty can_overlook murder, adul- tery or swindling; it never forgives tne soveading of a new gospel —Prederick 

The men of future generations will yet win many a liberty of which we do ot even feel tho want—Maz Stirner. 
The doctrine of hate must be preached as the counteraction of the doctrine of love when that pules ane whines.—Emerson. 
  

  

Anarchist Forum 
FOR CURRENT TOPICS 

Meets every Sunday at 8 p. m. at the 
Ferrer Center, 63 East 107th Street, 
New York. 
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The Few 
There are few who dare to climb 

The mountain tops 
Where the great, blue sky begins, 

And all space stops,— 

Where the winds of being blow 
And wings lift free 

Aguinst audacious stars 
That kiss infinity. 

Harry Kemp. 

To the Man in the Street 

U have often heard.of Anarchists and Anar- 
l chism. You have heard both the preachers 

and the gospel denounced as being something. 
t00 terrible and fearful for consideration by any re- 
spectable person. But do you know what Anarchism 
means? We venture to suggest that you do not. 

If you were searching for the truth concerning 
the planets, would you consult soap advertisements? 
Yet, in another form, this is the line of reasoning 
taken up by the average man, who derives his knowl- 
edge of things in general and Anarchists in particu- 
lar from the capitalist press. We desire to spread 
the truth concerning Anarchism, which is nothing 
more nor less than a social theory which regards the 
absence of direct government of man by man as the 
political ideal. This is the dictionary definition, and 
vou will see that there is nothing startling in it. 

Authority necessarily means tyranny. Rulers and 
governors imply governed and ruled, the humble 
slaves of those who rule. Ah! but you say that we 
are living in an age of democracy, when we have 
government of the people by the people. The same 
old phrase, yet what does it mean? Nothing. If 
the people govern themselves, we have no govern- 
ment! Your idea of democracy is majority rule, 
which only means coercion of the minority ; but what 
if that minority is strong and vigorous? Your the-    
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ory goes down and you have to seek another argu- 
ment. 

Well, leave off studying soap advertisements and 
read the literature which will help you to understand 
what we stand for: the throwing off of the conven- 
tional lies and hypocrisy which cloak all phases. of 
modern society. 

Lincoln 
0-DAY the plutocrats are celebrating the 

birthday of & railsplitter. To-morrow we 
shall read in the moneyed press how the 

“leaders of the nation” eulogized the: virtues, the 
humility and the simplicity of old Abbie Lincoln. 
How would Lincoln judge the present conditions of 
the Republic? We are inclined to believe that he 
would take the same position he took before and 
during the Civil war: that of a careful, petty country 
lawyer, ever afraid to go ahead, ever ready to com- 
promise. 

Lincoln was not the hero our bourgeois historians 
are trying to make out of him. He was a calculating 
politician, very fond of smutty stories and silly coun- 
try jokes. A real yokel in the dirty game.of politics. 
In the last issue of the REVOLT we quoted his opinion 
about politicians: yet he himself could play the 
game very well. 

He never stole anything; he never had a chance. 
In comparison with Lovejoy, Garrison and Phillips, 
Lincoln is & pigmy. Compare a speech of Phillips 
with the word-duels of Lincoln and Douglas or an 
oration of Garrison with one of Lincoln’s platitudin- 
arian utterances. 

The real hero of the great days was John Brown, 
the rebel, the direct actionist: he among all men of 
the pro-slavery days represented the courageous 
manhood of this continent. The social rebels of our 
days must follow in his footsteps if they want. to 
gain their freedom. 

Mother Jones 
EARLY every second day we received letters 

N from members of the United Mine Workers 
of America bringing complaints against the 

leadership of the organization. The very moment 
the coal-barons are making preparations for a new 
strike the smart, officials of the organization use the 
dirtiest tricks to stiffle the spirit of revolt among the 
‘members of the mine workers. 

The convention at Indianapolis was a disgusting 
show: the officials put on a bold front but they can- 
not bluff the rebels in rank and file. It was pitiful 
to see the stand taken by the “opposition”: Mac- 
donald and Germer flopped down the very moment 
the “heroine of the miners” was led on the platform: 
Mother Jones, the old standby of labor officials. 
Isn't it about time to tell the truth about Mother 
Jones, the old mischief-maker and defender of every 
boodler in the labor movement! 

Every scissor Bill in the labor press smears honey 
ious position as a beloved mother of 
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the miners. She is beloved, indeed, she is, but by 
whom? By the Mitchells, Whites and their ilk. Let 
any trouble for the officials appear on the horizon: 
the very moment you will find find Mother Jones on 
the spot to smooth over the difficulties of her pro- 
tectors. 

Two years ago she declared to bourgeois reporters 
in New York: I believe no more in thug-statesman- 
ship than in thug-economies; either one wil] breed 
the other; they are brothers. I am neither Socialist 
nor Anarchist; T decry them both, and, naturally, in 
decrying them, I must decry their causes. 

Yet she believes in corrupt, crafty labor leaders! 

    

Carnegie 
VERY newspaper man in this country knows 

E that Andrew Carnegie is an imbecile, that he 
was kept under surveilance since last year on 

Long Island. Not insane, mind you, only clever 
people get insane, but an idiot. Yet we get every 
morning clever epigrams by Carnegie—dished out 
by the eapitalist press. Why? Don’t you know. 
If the myth about Carnegie, Frick, Schwab or any 
other captain of industry would break down, where 
would one society end? 

1 ask Colonel Watterson, William Marion Reedy, 
Mr. Ochs of the Times, or any clever journalist on 
our press: why don’t you print the truth? 

Girls, to You, Who Are on 
Strike Now 

SAW you marching on Fifth Avenue, full of 
I joy and full of human spirit. Why shouldn’t 

you be glad? You are out of the monoton- 
ous sweat shop, out on streets. 0, joy. Big cities 
are dreadful things. But how nice in comparison 
with the stuffy, awful sweat shops! Even if they 
alow you private water closets. 

Girls, I saw. your lithe, nice bodies: keep it up. 
Don't listen to the clever, careful, diplomats in the 
labor movement. Be human! 

Let Schlesinger and Co. make agreements with 
your exploiters; let the Honorable Judge Mack of 
Chicago, the Honorable Brandeis, the Honorable 
What's-His-Name make their scheme with your ex- 
ploiters; let them go ahead; but we know your soul; 
e know your spirit; we know your enthusiasm; go 
ahead, girls! 

Every rebel is with you. 
Hallelujah. 

  

Pierrot--Parabrahma 

I AM nihilist, anarch, Nazarene-Harlequin, in-   

  

ventor of masks, a vender of poses, a fantastic 

who walzes on the brinks of cataclysmic mu- 

tations. 
My havens are horizons, a shooting star is my an- 

chor; life is my death and the tomb s a dressing- 
room for my next transsubstantiation. 

  

  

Like the eagle’s eye, I have warred against the 
sun, and I have walked the Zodiaque with feet that’ 
spurned their candle-gleam. ¥ 

T am the anonymous tyranny of the Unknown, the 
Will-to-Sham, a giant of the unbegotten Light cruci- 
fied here on the calvaries of apprehension. 

BENJAMIN DE CASSERES. 

Lilith 

Through miles of sea, asunder;. 
Through leagues of land, apart; 

Who loves you now, I wonder, 
And bears and breaks his heart? 

What panting boy, uncertain, 
Says all I use o say? 

Whose hand now draws your curtain 
Against reviving day? 

0, face that is a flower 
Turned ever toward the sun! 

0, frail hands quick with power, 
Winning and never won! 

0, white limbs lithe and agile! 
Where else may man learn of 

A heart 5o strong and fragile 
In service of Lord Love? 

The little men, contented, 
Labour and.eat and sleep 

In houses they have rented, 
With wives they buy and keep; 

But we, who once have tasted 
Your lips, your lips pursue; 

Forever wander wasted; 
Forever thirst for you. 

Like Cyprian Summer, hither - 

You dart, when life is sweet: 
You pass, and all things wither 

Beneath your flying feet— 
Pass by beyond returning 

Upon your primrose way, 
And leave a memory burning 

No other loves allay. 
‘ Reginald Wright Kauffman. 
  e 
Reproach of immortality which has 

ever been launched at the courageous 
author, is the last that remans to be 
‘made, when nothing else can be urged 
againat a poet. If you are true in your 
portrayal, if, by dint of working night 
end day, you succeed in writing the 
most difficult language in the world, the 
eivthet immoral s cast in your face. 
Soorates was immoral. Jesus Christ 
was immoral. Both were persecuted in 
lic name of sovieties they overthrew or 
reformed. When the world wishes to 
destroy anyone, it tazes him with im- 
mortality.—Honore De Balsac.  



   

  

Tllussions and 
Dillusions: A Study 
of Two New Books 

  

“Violette of Pire Lachaise,” by Anna 
Strunsky Walling, makes its appeal as 
a lovaly interpretation of artistic and 
revolutionary youth. It tells the story 
ot a girl who lives with her grand- 
father in a florist shop facing the com- 
etery of Pére Lachaise in Paris. Her 
childhood is associated, in a peculiarly 
intimate way, with the great burying- 
ground, and her thoughts are shaped by 
her daily observations of its “three 
altars”—the monument dedicated to all 
the dead, the tomb of Abelard and He- 
loise, and the tomb of Rachel, the ‘ac- 
tress. The wall of the Communards, 
decorated from year to year by revolu- 
tionary sympathizers, abides in her 
mind. She cherishes mot only the 
dreams and aspirations that are com- 
mon to all girlhood, but, in & special 
sense, the vision of fres individuality 
and of free society. Flames of love and 
of rebellion kindle her. She longs “to 
be an individual, never to become & ep- 
lica of old and preceding forms, but to 
Le a life not before beheld in nature— 
a romantic, new, free type, a spirit at 
once like every other that has ever 
\ved, and different from every, other, 
an original human being.” Somewhere, 
she knows,  free world exist—*if only 
in the minds of a fow” Better than 
she loved her art she loved a certain 
ideal of hers concerning the world at 
large, a dream that had come to her 
when twining the wire for wreaths— 
that every one in the world should have 
2 chance for happiness and growt 
This thought 1aid a spell on her which 
“never lifted.” The first man who decp- 
Iy influences her comes to her shop to 
buy a wreath to hang on the vall of 
the Communards. He reads her the 
works of libertarian thinkers. He 
takes her to rovolutionary meetings. 
The second man who comes into her life 
is o disappointed idealist whose sweet- 
heart has been killed by the militia in 
violent popular uprising. Both of her 
loveaffars are incomplete. She is left 
with nothing but her dreams. An un- 
dertone of sadness runs through the 
entire narrative. Death, equally with 
life, contributes to the undertone. But 
beauty and illusions are never absent. 

“The Shadow Eater,” by Benjamin 
De Gasseres, opens up entirely dift 
et horizons, This amazing collection 
of poems, blazing with intensity, yet 
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inspired throughout by an utterly ni- 
hilistic attitude toward life, leaves one 
aiternately depressed by its pessimism 
and worshipful of its audacity. All the 
torturing analyses of oneself and of the 
universe so characteristic of modern 
thought, all the sickness of sophistics 
tions, have gone into the making of 

bis pootzy. De Casseres stands aside 
from the world-pageant. 

    

   

“Passions, hope, pains, griet, leave 
me unchanged (I shed unverses 
‘and moult eycles) ” 

And he tells us: 

“The world is the Temple of Pains 
grounded and mortised in lies— 

“And that which they havé told 
vou is good I say is maggoty 
with lies. 

“Hope s @ whore and love is a lio 
and a plea has more for his labor 
than a man, the wisest of whom 
is still carth's awkward buf- 
foon. 

“From the center to circumference, 
from nadir to zenith, 

“, the cel that slips through the 
Great Bungler's hands, survey 
and judge and cannot be lured 
by these old temporal cozzeners. 

“Yea, forover T vanish, T change, 
vet. forever stand firm, 

“Flying the flag of Rebell 

  

There is a poem in which Do Cas- 
sores hears in the night the voice of & 
babe, as et unconceived, weoping ana 
wailing against the hour of ita birth, 
Fe calls life “the circle that looks like 
a line,” and he indicts the universo as 
“an abattoir hid in a garden of roses.” 
But if he is disillusioned, he takes joy 
in his disillusions. He fecls pride in 
kis power to challenge and to tear the 
veil of pretense from the face of lfe. 

“T am a shadow that is more real 
than & substance, 

“Am_ skewered and pinioned to 
offal—yet my soul is a Kremlin 
of unapprehended magnificence, 

“The Vision Malefic and the Vision 
Beatific, too.” 

And he says: 

“T have ascended to the topmost, 
spaces and dragged the cars of 
the devil-dare goods from their 

“They saw me mot, but felt me as 
a Presence that hurled them 
from the track 

“I have in & wondrous thought un- 
dermined the Milky Way and 
have sown the orbits of the suns 
with dragon’s teoth uprooted 
from my rebelliois soul 

“Those eyes of gleaming fire saw. 
me not, but felt me as & moment 
in the Abyss. 

“I have numbed the arm of ‘the 
blind old Artisan, and he shall 
die at my last Epiphany: 

“He heard me not, but felt me a8 
the great Destructive Presence.” 

“Violette of Pére Lachaise” and “The 
Shadow-Eater”—the novel and the 
poems—are cach significant of the 
idealist spirit of today. They hoist the 
bunner of revolt. They bear tho evi- 
denco of unflinching _self-exprossion. 
Welcome. illasions!  Welcome disilla- 

sions! LoNARD D. ABSOTT. 

The Claims of 
‘Women 
Rt oo 

  

claims to equality with men, the 
question at issue will have o be 

divested of certain age-old superstitions 
with which it is now encumbered. At 
the present stage of discussion, woman 
is not asking for equal freedom— sho 
i€ still holding herself as a thing apart 
from man; she is still asking for fa- 
vours on account of her sex; and this 
is the real reason why men are so 
tardy in formally acknowledging her 
equality. The greatast obstacle—which 
is so nearly intangible that she could 
walk straight through it if she would 
—is the so-called “sacredness of sex.” 
No orie ever stops to ask himself. why 
sex is or should be sacred. It is one of 
those ancient, shibboletns whose origin 
nc one remembers and whose authority 
no one has thought to dispute. Sa- 
credness of sex, moreover, sems al- 
ways to imply fomale sex, This al- 
leged sacredness, T maintain, must be 
abolished, both ‘as it applies to. the 
female in particular and to the sex in 
general. 

  

Let. us examine the proposition more 
closely. Why is the function of sex 
singled out from among all the other 
functions of the human body to be con- 
secrated? It may bo asserted that it 
is the most important, since it s by 
means of it that the race is reproduced. 
But even that is open o argument, as 
it may pertinently be contended that 
the digestive fanction is of more im- 
portance, since upon the ability to 
assimilate food dopends the lfe of the 
individual. 1 the digestive function 
be so impaired that the individual 
never reaches the reproductive age, the 
function of sox becomes a matter of 
secondary importance. The same ar- 
gument may be applied to. the fanc- 
tions of other organs of the body. Thus 
it s seen that it would be equally sen- 
sible to sanctify the functions of eat- 
ing, breathing, circulating the blood, 
climinating waste matter and so forth, 
a7 to set apart the sex function tor 
special reverence. So the acid test o 
Togic. reduces the sacredness of sex to 
2 pure absurdity, and along with it the 
much-esteemed double standard of mar- 
ality. 

   

  

       

      
   

      

      
     

  

   

    

    

    

   

      

     

    

   

       

  

      
    

    
     

  

     

     

    
   
    
   

     
      

    
   
   
   
    

    
   
        
      
   
    
     
   

  

  

  



  

Now, with the abolition of the doublo 
standard, is it not worth while to ques- 
tion the validity of all our convention- 
al standards of morality? Why not get 
down to foundation principles, and base 
our standard solely on expediency: 4s 
2 matter of fact, what other forndation 
is there for morality? 

The whole problem is bound up in 
that terse formula of equal freedom, 
“Every person has an cqual right to 

whatsoever he wills” The word 
al” in this sentence s ita key. It 

postulstes expediency. Withont that 
wword the sentence stands as the di 
tum of the strongest—“Might is right. 

There is no action to which the fore- 
going formula may not be applied. It 
ia obvious, then, that a woman has a 
right to do whatsoever she wills with 
her own body. The manner in which 
she deems it expedient to use her body 
fe of o concern to anyone else, 20 
Tong as ehe uses it non-invasively. And 
#hat freedom must necessarily apply to 
every part and every fuction of her 
body. Lt ua mot mince matters: the 
#ree woman is earning her own living. 
And it s not. for us to question the 
‘manner in which she does it. Perhaps 
she doos it by singine—her voeal or- 
Rans are not sacred. Possibly she per- 
forms some manual Tabour—her hands 
are ot sacred; or some mental Tabour 
her brain ia not sacred; or, again. 
she may have a_beautifal body and 
pose for artists—her beauty is not s 
cred.Finally, she may deem it most 
exvedient, as & means of obtaining 
Tivelihood, o sell sox favours: can we 
stand the crucial test and sav that her 
sexual organs are not sacred? Obviou: 
Iy we must. Thero i no escaping it. 
and, having established that proposi- 
Ho, we must accopt the corollaries. 
Hence the impropricty of condemning 
or criticising or blaming her for sup- 
porting herself by the means last 
named, 18 apnarent. Sho fs onty exer- 
cieing her right, and fs doing it fn a 
noninvasive wav. We must defend her. 
right: it should be inviolable. Ane. 
when fhe Taw of equal freedom does not 
compel us to assoclate with hor, it is 
certainly an evidence of Turking super- 
stition #, for o other season, we with- 
dracw from her soclety. 

Soclety, as at present constitated, re- 
fers to her course of conduct as pros- 
Htution. We have only to consider the 
etymology of this word to see fhat its 
use has been porverted to that of a 
reprehensive epithet, and in this sense 
it should become cbsolets. When we 
Tave banished the ghosts that have 
Tanded down to s thelr antiquated 
standards of morality, then, without 
the use of a torm, the mero application 
of which is a condemnation. we shall 
e able to speak calmly and naturally 
of a woman who carns her daily bread 
by means of her sexual organs. 

The use to which the sex-working- 
woman puta her body differs only 
dogreo—and_ sometimes not in that— 
from that to which most married 
sromen subject theirs. The woman who 
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doliberately marries, without love, for 
‘money, position, a home or children, 
needs only to be mentioned to be placed 
in the same category. And even when 
sexual favours are granted for love, 
there is no denying the quid pro quo. 
As long as anything—love, carossos, 
‘money, support, & name, or what-not— 
is exacted or accepted in payment 
therefore, what differentiates one vol- 
untary sex-association from another? 

The trouble with the usual treatment 
of the problem is that the biological 
factor is overlooked. There is a di 
ference between the male and female of 
all Christian peoples that is only slight- 
Iy apparent in the people of the rest of 
the world. The logieal deduction from 
this fact is that the asceticism which 
the Christian religion has imposed up- 
on women for ninoteen centuries has 
20 atrophied her organs and suspended 
their functions that in varying degrees 
the sextual desire has been extingnished, 
the matural result of such long-contin- 
ued suppression of normal _instincts 
The male, not having been subjected to 
#hat, rigorous disclpline, has retained 
Mis normal desires. The rosult is a 
demand on his part for sexual satie- 
faction greatly in excoss of the nat- 
ural supply, with the inevitable conse- 
quence of a rise o’ correspond in the 
value of the supply. Hence, a pre- 
mitm that can be, and s, exacted and 
vaid. The character of the considera- 
tion 18 of concern only to the contract- 
ing. parties. 

T¢ swomen will bo free, they must de- 
‘mand freedom for all thetr sex and for 
all of their moninvasive activitles. 
There must be mo discrimination 
apainst those women whose means of 
support differ from those of some 
ofhers. There must be no discrimina- 
tion o the noint of resectability—no 
class istinction. And, if the true spir- 
it of eaunl freedom is to bo observed. 
there should be mutual helofulness: 
forthermore, i any advantage fs to 
be pained through trade-unionism, sex- 
workinewomen thould be encouraged tn 
orcanize. to the end that a scals of 
Drices may be adopted and maintained. 
mutual insurance secured, disease pro. 
vented and health preserved. Under 
snch conditions, there 18 no reason why 
sex Iabour with full knowledwe of all 
modern preventives and provhylacties. 
should be more hazardous than any 
cther of the gainful occupations open 
to women. 

    

  

  

The forezoine is offered for serfous 
consideration, since what is known as 
nrostitntion cannot be abolished, even 
if that were desirable (which has by 
7o means been demonstrated). Tt is 
of such macnitude, so many women are 
enaged fn it, that it cannot be fgnored. 
No movement for women’s emancipa- 
tion. standing any reasonable chance 
of success, can afford to deny recogni- 
tion to this branch of feminine industry 
nd it must be envisaged in any plan 

of reform. 

  

  

Crarence Lee SwanT, 

Shall Dave Ingar 
Be Railroaded? 

HE stool interests of Easv 
I Youngstown have decreed thav 

David Ingar, a member of the 
L W. W, shall be railroaded. To this 
end thoir lickspittles in the district at- 
torney’s office are using all methods, 
both foul and fair. Following are the 
facts in the case: 

David Ingar, when the riots occurred 
in East Youngstown on Jan. 7, was 
employed by the Youngstown Sheet & 
Tube Co., and had been working on the 
night shift. On the day in question he 
arrived at the plant at about 4. P. M. 
with the intention of gomg to work, 
and learned about the walkout that 
same morning. 

‘The bosses tried to induce him to Te- 
main at work, but he refused, joining & 
large group of strikers who were con- 
grogated on the street beneath the 
‘company’s bridge, and who ware peace- 
ably discussing the strike. This bridge 
spans the railroad yoards and leads in- 
{0 the Sheet & Tube Co’s plant. 

Tt was only a short time later when 
Tngar, who was standing on the edge 
of the crowd, noticed a bunch of uni- 
formed and armed guards come run- 
ning from the plant side of the bridge. 
The guards stopped immedately above 
the erowd, and without provocation or 
any sort, fired directly into the erowd. 
The Youngstown Vindicator, in a spe- 
cial edition which was on the strosts at 
6:30 P. M., has these opening linos o 
a long descriptive article on the strike 
ond shooting: 

“Nearly a half score of men and two 
women_ were shot, 4 fatally, on Fri- 
day afternoon at East Youngstown, 
when a number of Sheet & Tube Mill 
guards on strike duty, fired into ® 
crowd ‘of strikers and sympathizers, 
who stood in Broad strect. A Mr. 
Woltz, an offiial of the company, in 
charge of the guards, fired the first 
shot; between 75 and 100 shots were 
fired into_ the crowd on Broad street.” 

In finishing the article, the Vindica- 
tor lists David Tngar at the city Hos- 
pital with a bullet wound in the leg. 
Trgar, when he. saw the guns aimed, 
started to run west, as did the rest of 
the men. Two bullets entered Tngar's 
body—one went through the right 
shoulder and out of the arm; the other 
entered the small of his back. A pass- ing policeman took him to the mayor's 
offce in East Youngstown, from where 
he was taken to the city hospital, arriy- 
ing there at about 5 P. M., fully three 
hours before the rioting began. 

Monday evening, on the 9th, some 
friends of Ingar’s, among them Geo. 
Edwards, attorney of Youngstown ana 
a close friend of his, called to ses him 
during visiting hours. When Edwards 
made known his request, they inquired 
of him whether he was a friend. Ed- 
wards replied, “Yes” They then said 
that only relatives were allowed to see 

               



patients, After much wrangling, dur- 
ing which Edwards was threatenec 
with being thrown out, they were a 
‘mitted, but not until the assistant pro- 
seeuting attorney, a Mr. Nicholson, 
with his assistants and stenographers, 
were through taking statements from 
the men they intended to prosecute, had 
left the ward. Edwards inquired of 
Nicholson the propriety of such pro- 
cedure. “Oh;” said Nicholson, “thers 
will be no charge against Ingar.” 

On the following day Ingar, in his 
still weakened condition, was taken to 
the county Jail and cHarged with riot- 
ing. It will be remembered that Ingar 
was at the city hospital fully three 
hours before the rioting began. The 
bond required up until the time  that 
Tugar was arraigned, was from $300 
&0 $500; but Ingar is being held for 
31500. Mr. Edwards inquired why 
the bond in this case should be so much 

ter and was informed that Ingar 
wwas to be indicted on a much “graver” 
charge. Thus the authorities have sur- 
Tounded Tngar with o heavy suspicion, 
as if he were guilty of an atrocious 
crime. Anyone trying to sce Ingar 
must make the rounds from the mayors 
office down to the jailors, before he is 
allowed to ¢ee a man charged with only 
a misdemeanor. 

The great and only jury, the workers, 
are going to be asked if they believe 
that David Ingar, who arrived at the 
Youngstown Sheet & Tube Co., ready 
10 g0 to work, but refused on account 
of the walkout that same morning, is 
guilty of any crime. They are going 
to be asked if a man with two bullet 
wounds in his body should rot in the 
Slthy county jail, awaiting the insidi- 
v’ persecution of a gang of exploiters 
who head the steel companies in the 
Mahoning valley, who nave been rob- 
bing the workers for years. 

To facilitate this work the Tngar 
Defense Committee has been formed, 
and is composed of delogates from all 
the radical organizations in Youngs- 
town. 

D. N. Feinn has been clected treas- 
urer of the Ingar Derense Committee. 
AIl who would like to see justice done 
this fellow worker, address all contri- 
butions to D. N. Feinn, 208 Emerale 
St Youngstown, Ohio. 

Citas. HamX. 

What We Prepare 
HE moon emerged from the torn 

I clouds and I could distinguish 
the dismal mass of the sumit 

‘and the silhotetts of men who were pre- 
cipitating themselves toward the valley 
in different directions. They were go- 
ing down in sllence and from time to 
time the complaints of the wounded 
were resounding. They were advancing 
slowly, leaning on their rifles and stop- 
ping often. 
—From What regiment?—did T hail 

to the nearest. 
—The gharpshooters! 

REVOLT 

—What company? 
The sharpshooter did ot answer at, 

once. With his hand he was holding” 
his jaw and was spitting very much. 
—The fith. . .—he pronounced with 

 confused voice between his teeth. 
—Is the lieuteriant Safonoff alive? 

I am from the first platoonl. . . 
Safonoff? 1 think I saw him. .. 1 
don’t know. . . When we charged with 
our bayonets everything became con- 
fused! T noficed him. . . the discharge 
gave me such & shock that T lost the 
offcer from sight; I do not remember 
any more. . .the commander of our 
company was left there. . .there. . we 

~ haven't brooght him back. . 
T was hurrying to go, questioning all 

the soldiers T met. 
We don't know!—We  are from the 

first battalions!—He must be wounded 
or killed!—were they saying. 

Many did not answer at all. In the 
rear of the retreating column T noticed 
an offcer with & white bandage around 
his head. When we crossed each other 
I recognized Krants. 

—Is Safonoft alive? 
him? 
‘Who is it? AR! It is you! L saw hi 

Yes! How is it! 
Krantz was speaking as though he 

was drunk—and the commandor of our 
company..killed! 
—Zalensky? 
—Yes, Zalensky... a certain man... 

and killed outright... I saw him myself... 
he only lifted his arms, he staggered. 
and as T was running to him, 1 was 
taken by two or three Japanese. . . 
Yes! The second company. . . Some 
shots of the machine guns and the 
whole coipany, was on the ground. . . 
the commander of the rogiment too. - . 
—And Safonoff! 
—Doubenko was wounded!. . . He 

was in a trench, he has probably been 
left there! It was all those machine 

Did you see 

guns and the hand grenades. . .t was 
50 unexpected. . . 
—My God!. . . 

is Killed! Yes? 
—Safonoff! T don't know!. . . Over 

there, on_top, there are many. .. 
Haven't you any water? 1 have & hell 
of a thirst. - . not a red cross nurse. My 
head cracks. . . T am going! 

At last T reached the summit of the 
“envil.” Having made about fifty steps, 
T noticed a great number of black forms 
seattered on the soil. Some seemed to 
be moving. Hore and thero the steel of 
the Bayonets was shining with a dall 
light 

At that moment a great cloud covered 
the ‘moon ‘and T found myself in the 
dark of night. A discordant choir of 
weak voices carno to me. 

Not far from there a soldier was rav- 
ing and writhing, and his pot could be 
heard resounding on the ground. - Near 
me, someone was in the throes of death. 
His blood made a sound like the boil- 
ing water; he was choking. 
—AR! b, ha, ha,! Ab, ha, ha, hal— 

dragged a mournful and monotanous 
Voice, while another one who was grad- 
ually expiring, answered him weakly: 
—Water! ... water! .. . 
My friends! Oh! my friends!— 

implored & wounded man under  pile 
of corpses. 

The voice became more hollow, T could 
only hear but a: “Ai! ail oh!” which 
changed into a dull and savage howl. 

And from all parts, in the obscurity, 
new indistinet sounds were joining: to 
these groans, sometimes ~becoming 
stronger and then weakening. 

They were emerging from the earth, 
floating slowly above and it seemed that 
these complaints ‘came from the soil 
flooded with blood, from the deep invad- 
ing darkness, or the cold night of au- 

tumn. G. ERasTOR?. 
Translated by J. R. ¢ 

And Safonoft! He 

Remember! 
Saturday, March 18, 1916 

at 8 p. m. 

Commune Festival and Ball 
arranged by the 

GROUP REVOLT 

At Clairmont Hall 
62 East 106th Strect 

Admission - (Including Hatoheek) = 25 Cents  


