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“At f�rst, th�s Earth, a stage so gloomed w�th woe
    You almost s�cken at the sh�ft�ng of the scenes.
And yet be pat�ent. Our Playwr�ght may show
    In some f�fth act what th�s W�ld Drama means.”



THE IRON HEEL



FOREWORD

It cannot be sa�d that the Everhard Manuscr�pt �s an �mportant
h�stor�cal document. To the h�stor�an �t br�stles w�th errors—not errors
of fact, but errors of �nterpretat�on. Look�ng back across the seven
centur�es that have lapsed s�nce Av�s Everhard completed her
manuscr�pt, events, and the bear�ngs of events, that were confused
and ve�led to her, are clear to us. She lacked perspect�ve. She was
too close to the events she wr�tes about. Nay, she was merged �n the
events she has descr�bed.

Nevertheless, as a personal document, the Everhard Manuscr�pt �s
of �nest�mable value. But here aga�n enter error of perspect�ve, and
v�t�at�on due to the b�as of love. Yet we sm�le, �ndeed, and forg�ve
Av�s Everhard for the hero�c l�nes upon wh�ch she modelled her
husband. We know to-day that he was not so colossal, and that he
loomed among the events of h�s t�mes less largely than the
Manuscr�pt would lead us to bel�eve.

We know that Ernest Everhard was an except�onally strong man,
but not so except�onal as h�s w�fe thought h�m to be. He was, after
all, but one of a large number of heroes who, throughout the world,
devoted the�r l�ves to the Revolut�on; though �t must be conceded
that he d�d unusual work, espec�ally �n h�s elaborat�on and
�nterpretat�on of work�ng-class ph�losophy. “Proletar�an sc�ence” and
“proletar�an ph�losophy” were h�s phrases for �t, and there�n he
shows the prov�nc�al�sm of h�s m�nd—a defect, however, that was
due to the t�mes and that none �n that day could escape.

But to return to the Manuscr�pt. Espec�ally valuable �s �t �n
commun�cat�ng to us the feel of those terr�ble t�mes. Nowhere do we
f�nd more v�v�dly portrayed the psychology of the persons that l�ved
�n that turbulent per�od embraced between the years 1912 and 1932



—the�r m�stakes and �gnorance, the�r doubts and fears and
m�sapprehens�ons, the�r eth�cal delus�ons, the�r v�olent pass�ons,
the�r �nconce�vable sord�dness and self�shness. These are the th�ngs
that are so hard for us of th�s enl�ghtened age to understand. H�story
tells us that these th�ngs were, and b�ology and psychology tell us
why they were; but h�story and b�ology and psychology do not make
these th�ngs al�ve. We accept them as facts, but we are left w�thout
sympathet�c comprehens�on of them.

Th�s sympathy comes to us, however, as we peruse the Everhard
Manuscr�pt. We enter �nto the m�nds of the actors �n that long-ago
world-drama, and for the t�me be�ng the�r mental processes are our
mental processes. Not alone do we understand Av�s Everhard’s love
for her hero-husband, but we feel, as he felt, �n those f�rst days, the
vague and terr�ble loom of the Ol�garchy. The Iron Heel (well named)
we feel descend�ng upon and crush�ng mank�nd.

And �n pass�ng we note that that h�stor�c phrase, the Iron Heel,
or�g�nated �n Ernest Everhard’s m�nd. Th�s, we may say, �s the one
moot quest�on that th�s new-found document clears up. Prev�ous to
th�s, the earl�est-known use of the phrase occurred �n the pamphlet,
“Ye Slaves,” wr�tten by George M�lford and publ�shed �n December,
1912. Th�s George M�lford was an obscure ag�tator about whom
noth�ng �s known, save the one add�t�onal b�t of �nformat�on ga�ned
from the Manuscr�pt, wh�ch ment�ons that he was shot �n the Ch�cago
Commune. Ev�dently he had heard Ernest Everhard make use of the
phrase �n some publ�c speech, most probably when he was runn�ng
for Congress �n the fall of 1912. From the Manuscr�pt we learn that
Everhard used the phrase at a pr�vate d�nner �n the spr�ng of 1912.
Th�s �s, w�thout d�scuss�on, the earl�est-known occas�on on wh�ch the
Ol�garchy was so des�gnated.

The r�se of the Ol�garchy w�ll always rema�n a cause of secret
wonder to the h�stor�an and the ph�losopher. Other great h�stor�cal
events have the�r place �n soc�al evolut�on. They were �nev�table.
The�r com�ng could have been pred�cted w�th the same cert�tude that
astronomers to-day pred�ct the outcome of the movements of stars.
W�thout these other great h�stor�cal events, soc�al evolut�on could not
have proceeded. Pr�m�t�ve commun�sm, chattel slavery, serf slavery,



and wage slavery were necessary stepp�ng-stones �n the evolut�on of
soc�ety. But �t were r�d�culous to assert that the Iron Heel was a
necessary stepp�ng-stone. Rather, to-day, �s �t adjudged a step
as�de, or a step backward, to the soc�al tyrann�es that made the early
world a hell, but that were as necessary as the Iron Heel was
unnecessary.

Black as Feudal�sm was, yet the com�ng of �t was �nev�table. What
else than Feudal�sm could have followed upon the breakdown of that
great central�zed governmental mach�ne known as the Roman
Emp�re? Not so, however, w�th the Iron Heel. In the orderly
procedure of soc�al evolut�on there was no place for �t. It was not
necessary, and �t was not �nev�table. It must always rema�n the great
cur�os�ty of h�story—a wh�m, a fantasy, an appar�t�on, a th�ng
unexpected and undreamed; and �t should serve as a warn�ng to
those rash pol�t�cal theor�sts of to-day who speak w�th cert�tude of
soc�al processes.

Cap�tal�sm was adjudged by the soc�olog�sts of the t�me to be the
culm�nat�on of bourgeo�s rule, the r�pened fru�t of the bourgeo�s
revolut�on. And we of to-day can but applaud that judgment.
Follow�ng upon Cap�tal�sm, �t was held, even by such �ntellectual and
antagon�st�c g�ants as Herbert Spencer, that Soc�al�sm would come.
Out of the decay of self-seek�ng cap�tal�sm, �t was held, would ar�se
that flower of the ages, the Brotherhood of Man. Instead of wh�ch,
appall�ng al�ke to us who look back and to those that l�ved at the
t�me, cap�tal�sm, rotten-r�pe, sent forth that monstrous offshoot, the
Ol�garchy.

Too late d�d the soc�al�st movement of the early twent�eth century
d�v�ne the com�ng of the Ol�garchy. Even as �t was d�v�ned, the
Ol�garchy was there—a fact establ�shed �n blood, a stupendous and
awful real�ty. Nor even then, as the Everhard Manuscr�pt well shows,
was any permanence attr�buted to the Iron Heel. Its overthrow was a
matter of a few short years, was the judgment of the revolut�on�sts. It
�s true, they real�zed that the Peasant Revolt was unplanned, and
that the F�rst Revolt was premature; but they l�ttle real�zed that the
Second Revolt, planned and mature, was doomed to equal fut�l�ty
and more terr�ble pun�shment.



It �s apparent that Av�s Everhard completed the Manuscr�pt dur�ng
the last days of preparat�on for the Second Revolt; hence the fact
that there �s no ment�on of the d�sastrous outcome of the Second
Revolt. It �s qu�te clear that she �ntended the Manuscr�pt for
�mmed�ate publ�cat�on, as soon as the Iron Heel was overthrown, so
that her husband, so recently dead, should rece�ve full cred�t for all
that he had ventured and accompl�shed. Then came the fr�ghtful
crush�ng of the Second Revolt, and �t �s probable that �n the moment
of danger, ere she fled or was captured by the Mercenar�es, she h�d
the Manuscr�pt �n the hollow oak at Wake Rob�n Lodge.

Of Av�s Everhard there �s no further record. Undoubtedly she was
executed by the Mercenar�es; and, as �s well known, no record of
such execut�ons was kept by the Iron Heel. But l�ttle d�d she real�ze,
even then, as she h�d the Manuscr�pt and prepared to flee, how
terr�ble had been the breakdown of the Second Revolt. L�ttle d�d she
real�ze that the tortuous and d�storted evolut�on of the next three
centur�es would compel a Th�rd Revolt and a Fourth Revolt, and
many Revolts, all drowned �n seas of blood, ere the world-movement
of labor should come �nto �ts own. And l�ttle d�d she dream that for
seven long centur�es the tr�bute of her love to Ernest Everhard would
repose und�sturbed �n the heart of the anc�ent oak of Wake Rob�n
Lodge.

ANTHONY MEREDITH

ARDIS,
November 27, 419 B.O.M.
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CHAPTER I.
MY EAGLE

The soft summer w�nd st�rs the redwoods, and W�ld-Water r�pples
sweet cadences over �ts mossy stones. There are butterfl�es �n the
sunsh�ne, and from everywhere ar�ses the drowsy hum of bees. It �s
so qu�et and peaceful, and I s�t here, and ponder, and am restless. It
�s the qu�et that makes me restless. It seems unreal. All the world �s
qu�et, but �t �s the qu�et before the storm. I stra�n my ears, and all my
senses, for some betrayal of that �mpend�ng storm. Oh, that �t may
not be premature! That �t may not be premature![1]

[1] The Second Revolt was largely the work of Ernest Everhard,
though he coöperated, of course, w�th the European leaders. The
capture and secret execut�on of Everhard was the great event of
the spr�ng of 1932 A.D. Yet so thoroughly had he prepared for the
revolt, that h�s fellow-consp�rators were able, w�th l�ttle confus�on
or delay, to carry out h�s plans. It was after Everhard’s execut�on
that h�s w�fe went to Wake Rob�n Lodge, a small bungalow �n the
Sonoma H�lls of Cal�forn�a.

Small wonder that I am restless. I th�nk, and th�nk, and I cannot
cease from th�nk�ng. I have been �n the th�ck of l�fe so long that I am
oppressed by the peace and qu�et, and I cannot forbear from
dwell�ng upon that mad maelstrom of death and destruct�on so soon
to burst forth. In my ears are the cr�es of the str�cken; and I can see,
as I have seen �n the past,[2] all the marr�ng and mangl�ng of the
sweet, beaut�ful flesh, and the souls torn w�th v�olence from proud
bod�es and hurled to God. Thus do we poor humans atta�n our ends,
str�v�ng through carnage and destruct�on to br�ng last�ng peace and
happ�ness upon the earth.



[2] W�thout doubt she here refers to the Ch�cago Commune.

And then I am lonely. When I do not th�nk of what �s to come, I
th�nk of what has been and �s no more—my Eagle, beat�ng w�th
t�reless w�ngs the vo�d, soar�ng toward what was ever h�s sun, the
flam�ng �deal of human freedom. I cannot s�t �dly by and wa�t the
great event that �s h�s mak�ng, though he �s not here to see. He
devoted all the years of h�s manhood to �t, and for �t he gave h�s l�fe.
It �s h�s hand�work. He made �t.[3]

[3] W�th all respect to Av�s Everhard, �t must be po�nted out that
Everhard was but one of many able leaders who planned the
Second Revolt. And we to-day, look�ng back across the centur�es,
can safely say that even had he l�ved, the Second Revolt would
not have been less calam�tous �n �ts outcome than �t was.

And so �t �s, �n th�s anx�ous t�me of wa�t�ng, that I shall wr�te of my
husband. There �s much l�ght that I alone of all persons l�v�ng can
throw upon h�s character, and so noble a character cannot be
blazoned forth too br�ghtly. H�s was a great soul, and, when my love
grows unself�sh, my ch�efest regret �s that he �s not here to w�tness
to-morrow’s dawn. We cannot fa�l. He has bu�lt too stoutly and too
surely for that. Woe to the Iron Heel! Soon shall �t be thrust back
from off prostrate human�ty. When the word goes forth, the labor
hosts of all the world shall r�se. There has been noth�ng l�ke �t �n the
h�story of the world. The sol�dar�ty of labor �s assured, and for the
f�rst t�me w�ll there be an �nternat�onal revolut�on w�de as the world �s
w�de.[4]

[4] The Second Revolt was truly �nternat�onal. It was a colossal
plan—too colossal to be wrought by the gen�us of one man alone.
Labor, �n all the ol�garch�es of the world, was prepared to r�se at
the s�gnal. Germany, Italy, France, and all Australas�a were labor
countr�es—soc�al�st states. They were ready to lend a�d to the
revolut�on. Gallantly they d�d; and �t was for th�s reason, when the
Second Revolt was crushed, that they, too, were crushed by the
un�ted ol�garch�es of the world, the�r soc�al�st governments be�ng
replaced by ol�garch�cal governments.



You see, I am full of what �s �mpend�ng. I have l�ved �t day and
n�ght utterly and for so long that �t �s ever present �n my m�nd. For
that matter, I cannot th�nk of my husband w�thout th�nk�ng of �t. He
was the soul of �t, and how can I poss�bly separate the two �n
thought?

As I have sa�d, there �s much l�ght that I alone can throw upon h�s
character. It �s well known that he to�led hard for l�berty and suffered
sore. How hard he to�led and how greatly he suffered, I well know;
for I have been w�th h�m dur�ng these twenty anx�ous years and I
know h�s pat�ence, h�s unt�r�ng effort, h�s �nf�n�te devot�on to the
Cause for wh�ch, only two months gone, he la�d down h�s l�fe.

I shall try to wr�te s�mply and to tell here how Ernest Everhard
entered my l�fe—how I f�rst met h�m, how he grew unt�l I became a
part of h�m, and the tremendous changes he wrought �n my l�fe. In
th�s way may you look at h�m through my eyes and learn h�m as I
learned h�m—�n all save the th�ngs too secret and sweet for me to
tell.

It was �n February, 1912, that I f�rst met h�m, when, as a guest of
my father’s[5] at d�nner, he came to our house �n Berkeley. I cannot
say that my very f�rst �mpress�on of h�m was favorable. He was one
of many at d�nner, and �n the draw�ng-room where we gathered and
wa�ted for all to arr�ve, he made a rather �ncongruous appearance. It
was “preacher’s n�ght,” as my father pr�vately called �t, and Ernest
was certa�nly out of place �n the m�dst of the churchmen.

[5] John Cunn�ngham, Av�s Everhard’s father, was a professor at
the State Un�vers�ty at Berkeley, Cal�forn�a. H�s chosen f�eld was
phys�cs, and �n add�t�on he d�d much or�g�nal research and was
greatly d�st�ngu�shed as a sc�ent�st. H�s ch�ef contr�but�on to
sc�ence was h�s stud�es of the electron and h�s monumental work
on the “Ident�f�cat�on of Matter and Energy,” where�n he
establ�shed, beyond cav�l and for all t�me, that the ult�mate un�t of
matter and the ult�mate un�t of force were �dent�cal. Th�s �dea had
been earl�er advanced, but not demonstrated, by S�r Ol�ver Lodge
and other students �n the new f�eld of rad�o-act�v�ty.

In the f�rst place, h�s clothes d�d not f�t h�m. He wore a ready-made
su�t of dark cloth that was �ll adjusted to h�s body. In fact, no ready-



made su�t of clothes ever could f�t h�s body. And on th�s n�ght, as
always, the cloth bulged w�th h�s muscles, wh�le the coat between
the shoulders, what of the heavy shoulder-development, was a maze
of wr�nkles. H�s neck was the neck of a pr�ze-f�ghter,[6] th�ck and
strong. So th�s was the soc�al ph�losopher and ex-horseshoer my
father had d�scovered, was my thought. And he certa�nly looked �t
w�th those bulg�ng muscles and that bull-throat. Immed�ately I
class�f�ed h�m—a sort of prod�gy, I thought, a Bl�nd Tom[7] of the
work�ng class.

[6] In that day �t was the custom of men to compete for purses of
money. They fought w�th the�r hands. When one was beaten �nto
�nsens�b�l�ty or k�lled, the surv�vor took the money.

[7] Th�s obscure reference appl�es to a bl�nd negro mus�c�an who
took the world by storm �n the latter half of the n�neteenth century
of the Chr�st�an Era.

And then, when he shook hands w�th me! H�s handshake was f�rm
and strong, but he looked at me boldly w�th h�s black eyes—too
boldly, I thought. You see, I was a creature of env�ronment, and at
that t�me had strong class �nst�ncts. Such boldness on the part of a
man of my own class would have been almost unforg�vable. I know
that I could not avo�d dropp�ng my eyes, and I was qu�te rel�eved
when I passed h�m on and turned to greet B�shop Morehouse—a
favor�te of m�ne, a sweet and ser�ous man of m�ddle age, Chr�st-l�ke
�n appearance and goodness, and a scholar as well.

But th�s boldness that I took to be presumpt�on was a v�tal clew to
the nature of Ernest Everhard. He was s�mple, d�rect, afra�d of
noth�ng, and he refused to waste t�me on convent�onal manner�sms.
“You pleased me,” he expla�ned long afterward; “and why should I
not f�ll my eyes w�th that wh�ch pleases me?” I have sa�d that he was
afra�d of noth�ng. He was a natural ar�stocrat—and th�s �n sp�te of the
fact that he was �n the camp of the non-ar�stocrats. He was a
superman, a blond beast such as N�etzsche[8] has descr�bed, and �n
add�t�on he was aflame w�th democracy.

[8] Fr�eder�ch N�etzsche, the mad ph�losopher of the n�neteenth
century of the Chr�st�an Era, who caught w�ld gl�mpses of truth,



but who, before he was done, reasoned h�mself around the great
c�rcle of human thought and off �nto madness.

In the �nterest of meet�ng the other guests, and what of my
unfavorable �mpress�on, I forgot all about the work�ng-class
ph�losopher, though once or tw�ce at table I not�ced h�m—espec�ally
the tw�nkle �n h�s eye as he l�stened to the talk f�rst of one m�n�ster
and then of another. He has humor, I thought, and I almost forgave
h�m h�s clothes. But the t�me went by, and the d�nner went by, and he
never opened h�s mouth to speak, wh�le the m�n�sters talked
�nterm�nably about the work�ng class and �ts relat�on to the church,
and what the church had done and was do�ng for �t. I not�ced that my
father was annoyed because Ernest d�d not talk. Once father took
advantage of a lull and asked h�m to say someth�ng; but Ernest
shrugged h�s shoulders and w�th an “I have noth�ng to say” went on
eat�ng salted almonds.

But father was not to be den�ed. After a wh�le he sa�d:
“We have w�th us a member of the work�ng class. I am sure that

he can present th�ngs from a new po�nt of v�ew that w�ll be �nterest�ng
and refresh�ng. I refer to Mr. Everhard.”

The others betrayed a well-mannered �nterest, and urged Ernest
for a statement of h�s v�ews. The�r att�tude toward h�m was so
broadly tolerant and k�ndly that �t was really patron�z�ng. And I saw
that Ernest noted �t and was amused. He looked slowly about h�m,
and I saw the gl�nt of laughter �n h�s eyes.

“I am not versed �n the courtes�es of eccles�ast�cal controversy,” he
began, and then hes�tated w�th modesty and �ndec�s�on.

“Go on,” they urged, and Dr. Hammerf�eld sa�d: “We do not m�nd
the truth that �s �n any man. If �t �s s�ncere,” he amended.

“Then you separate s�ncer�ty from truth?” Ernest laughed qu�ckly.
Dr. Hammerf�eld gasped, and managed to answer, “The best of us

may be m�staken, young man, the best of us.”
Ernest’s manner changed on the �nstant. He became another man.
“All r�ght, then,” he answered; “and let me beg�n by say�ng that you

are all m�staken. You know noth�ng, and worse than noth�ng, about



the work�ng class. Your soc�ology �s as v�c�ous and worthless as �s
your method of th�nk�ng.”

It was not so much what he sa�d as how he sa�d �t. I roused at the
f�rst sound of h�s vo�ce. It was as bold as h�s eyes. It was a clar�on-
call that thr�lled me. And the whole table was aroused, shaken al�ve
from monotony and drows�ness.

“What �s so dreadfully v�c�ous and worthless �n our method of
th�nk�ng, young man?” Dr. Hammerf�eld demanded, and already
there was someth�ng unpleasant �n h�s vo�ce and manner of
utterance.

“You are metaphys�c�ans. You can prove anyth�ng by metaphys�cs;
and hav�ng done so, every metaphys�c�an can prove every other
metaphys�c�an wrong—to h�s own sat�sfact�on. You are anarch�sts �n
the realm of thought. And you are mad cosmos-makers. Each of you
dwells �n a cosmos of h�s own mak�ng, created out of h�s own fanc�es
and des�res. You do not know the real world �n wh�ch you l�ve, and
your th�nk�ng has no place �n the real world except �n so far as �t �s
phenomena of mental aberrat�on.

“Do you know what I was rem�nded of as I sat at table and l�stened
to you talk and talk? You rem�nded me for all the world of the
scholast�cs of the M�ddle Ages who gravely and learnedly debated
the absorb�ng quest�on of how many angels could dance on the po�nt
of a needle. Why, my dear s�rs, you are as remote from the
�ntellectual l�fe of the twent�eth century as an Ind�an med�c�ne-man
mak�ng �ncantat�on �n the pr�meval forest ten thousand years ago.”

As Ernest talked he seemed �n a f�ne pass�on; h�s face glowed, h�s
eyes snapped and flashed, and h�s ch�n and jaw were eloquent w�th
aggress�veness. But �t was only a way he had. It always aroused
people. H�s smash�ng, sledge-hammer manner of attack �nvar�ably
made them forget themselves. And they were forgett�ng themselves
now. B�shop Morehouse was lean�ng forward and l�sten�ng �ntently.
Exasperat�on and anger were flush�ng the face of Dr. Hammerf�eld.
And others were exasperated, too, and some were sm�l�ng �n an
amused and super�or way. As for myself, I found �t most enjoyable. I
glanced at father, and I was afra�d he was go�ng to g�ggle at the



effect of th�s human bombshell he had been gu�lty of launch�ng
amongst us.

“Your terms are rather vague,” Dr. Hammerf�eld �nterrupted. “Just
prec�sely what do you mean when you call us metaphys�c�ans?”

“I call you metaphys�c�ans because you reason metaphys�cally,”
Ernest went on. “Your method of reason�ng �s the oppos�te to that of
sc�ence. There �s no val�d�ty to your conclus�ons. You can prove
everyth�ng and noth�ng, and no two of you can agree upon anyth�ng.
Each of you goes �nto h�s own consc�ousness to expla�n h�mself and
the un�verse. As well may you l�ft yourselves by your own bootstraps
as to expla�n consc�ousness by consc�ousness.”

“I do not understand,” B�shop Morehouse sa�d. “It seems to me
that all th�ngs of the m�nd are metaphys�cal. That most exact and
conv�nc�ng of all sc�ences, mathemat�cs, �s sheerly metaphys�cal.
Each and every thought-process of the sc�ent�f�c reasoner �s
metaphys�cal. Surely you w�ll agree w�th me?”

“As you say, you do not understand,” Ernest repl�ed. “The
metaphys�c�an reasons deduct�vely out of h�s own subject�v�ty. The
sc�ent�st reasons �nduct�vely from the facts of exper�ence. The
metaphys�c�an reasons from theory to facts, the sc�ent�st reasons
from facts to theory. The metaphys�c�an expla�ns the un�verse by
h�mself, the sc�ent�st expla�ns h�mself by the un�verse.”

“Thank God we are not sc�ent�sts,” Dr. Hammerf�eld murmured
complacently.

“What are you then?” Ernest demanded.
“Ph�losophers.”
“There you go,” Ernest laughed. “You have left the real and sol�d

earth and are up �n the a�r w�th a word for a fly�ng mach�ne. Pray
come down to earth and tell me prec�sely what you do mean by
ph�losophy.”

“Ph�losophy �s—” (Dr. Hammerf�eld paused and cleared h�s throat)
—“someth�ng that cannot be def�ned comprehens�vely except to
such m�nds and temperaments as are ph�losoph�cal. The narrow
sc�ent�st w�th h�s nose �n a test-tube cannot understand ph�losophy.”



Ernest �gnored the thrust. It was always h�s way to turn the po�nt
back upon an opponent, and he d�d �t now, w�th a beam�ng
brotherl�ness of face and utterance.

“Then you w�ll undoubtedly understand the def�n�t�on I shall now
make of ph�losophy. But before I make �t, I shall challenge you to
po�nt out error �n �t or to rema�n a s�lent metaphys�c�an. Ph�losophy �s
merely the w�dest sc�ence of all. Its reason�ng method �s the same as
that of any part�cular sc�ence and of all part�cular sc�ences. And by
that same method of reason�ng, the �nduct�ve method, ph�losophy
fuses all part�cular sc�ences �nto one great sc�ence. As Spencer
says, the data of any part�cular sc�ence are part�ally un�f�ed
knowledge. Ph�losophy un�f�es the knowledge that �s contr�buted by
all the sc�ences. Ph�losophy �s the sc�ence of sc�ence, the master
sc�ence, �f you please. How do you l�ke my def�n�t�on?”

“Very cred�table, very cred�table,” Dr. Hammerf�eld muttered
lamely.

But Ernest was merc�less.
“Remember,” he warned, “my def�n�t�on �s fatal to metaphys�cs. If

you do not now po�nt out a flaw �n my def�n�t�on, you are d�squal�f�ed
later on from advanc�ng metaphys�cal arguments. You must go
through l�fe seek�ng that flaw and rema�n�ng metaphys�cally s�lent
unt�l you have found �t.”

Ernest wa�ted. The s�lence was pa�nful. Dr. Hammerf�eld was
pa�ned. He was also puzzled. Ernest’s sledge-hammer attack
d�sconcerted h�m. He was not used to the s�mple and d�rect method
of controversy. He looked appeal�ngly around the table, but no one
answered for h�m. I caught father gr�nn�ng �nto h�s napk�n.

“There �s another way of d�squal�fy�ng the metaphys�c�ans,” Ernest
sa�d, when he had rendered Dr. Hammerf�eld’s d�scomf�ture
complete. “Judge them by the�r works. What have they done for
mank�nd beyond the sp�nn�ng of a�ry fanc�es and the m�stak�ng of
the�r own shadows for gods? They have added to the gayety of
mank�nd, I grant; but what tang�ble good have they wrought for
mank�nd? They ph�losoph�zed, �f you w�ll pardon my m�suse of the
word, about the heart as the seat of the emot�ons, wh�le the
sc�ent�sts were formulat�ng the c�rculat�on of the blood. They



decla�med about fam�ne and pest�lence as be�ng scourges of God,
wh�le the sc�ent�sts were bu�ld�ng granar�es and dra�n�ng c�t�es. They
bu�lded gods �n the�r own shapes and out of the�r own des�res, wh�le
the sc�ent�sts were bu�ld�ng roads and br�dges. They were descr�b�ng
the earth as the centre of the un�verse, wh�le the sc�ent�sts were
d�scover�ng Amer�ca and prob�ng space for the stars and the laws of
the stars. In short, the metaphys�c�ans have done noth�ng, absolutely
noth�ng, for mank�nd. Step by step, before the advance of sc�ence,
they have been dr�ven back. As fast as the ascerta�ned facts of
sc�ence have overthrown the�r subject�ve explanat�ons of th�ngs, they
have made new subject�ve explanat�ons of th�ngs, �nclud�ng
explanat�ons of the latest ascerta�ned facts. And th�s, I doubt not,
they w�ll go on do�ng to the end of t�me. Gentlemen, a metaphys�c�an
�s a med�c�ne man. The d�fference between you and the Esk�mo who
makes a fur-clad blubber-eat�ng god �s merely a d�fference of several
thousand years of ascerta�ned facts. That �s all.”

“Yet the thought of Ar�stotle ruled Europe for twelve centur�es,” Dr.
Ball�ngford announced pompously. “And Ar�stotle was a
metaphys�c�an.”

Dr. Ball�ngford glanced around the table and was rewarded by
nods and sm�les of approval.

“Your �llustrat�on �s most unfortunate,” Ernest repl�ed. “You refer to
a very dark per�od �n human h�story. In fact, we call that per�od the
Dark Ages. A per�od where�n sc�ence was raped by the
metaphys�c�ans, where�n phys�cs became a search for the
Ph�losopher’s Stone, where�n chem�stry became alchemy, and
astronomy became astrology. Sorry the dom�nat�on of Ar�stotle’s
thought!”

Dr. Ball�ngford looked pa�ned, then he br�ghtened up and sa�d:
“Granted th�s horr�ble p�cture you have drawn, yet you must

confess that metaphys�cs was �nherently potent �n so far as �t drew
human�ty out of th�s dark per�od and on �nto the �llum�nat�on of the
succeed�ng centur�es.”

“Metaphys�cs had noth�ng to do w�th �t,” Ernest retorted.
“What?” Dr. Hammerf�eld cr�ed. “It was not the th�nk�ng and the

speculat�on that led to the voyages of d�scovery?”



“Ah, my dear s�r,” Ernest sm�led, “I thought you were d�squal�f�ed.
You have not yet p�cked out the flaw �n my def�n�t�on of ph�losophy.
You are now on an unsubstant�al bas�s. But �t �s the way of the
metaphys�c�ans, and I forg�ve you. No, I repeat, metaphys�cs had
noth�ng to do w�th �t. Bread and butter, s�lks and jewels, dollars and
cents, and, �nc�dentally, the clos�ng up of the overland trade-routes to
Ind�a, were the th�ngs that caused the voyages of d�scovery. W�th the
fall of Constant�nople, �n 1453, the Turks blocked the way of the
caravans to Ind�a. The traders of Europe had to f�nd another route.
Here was the or�g�nal cause for the voyages of d�scovery. Columbus
sa�led to f�nd a new route to the Ind�es. It �s so stated �n all the h�story
books. Inc�dentally, new facts were learned about the nature, s�ze,
and form of the earth, and the Ptolema�c system went gl�mmer�ng.”

Dr. Hammerf�eld snorted.
“You do not agree w�th me?” Ernest quer�ed. “Then where�n am I

wrong?”
“I can only reaff�rm my pos�t�on,” Dr. Hammerf�eld retorted tartly. “It

�s too long a story to enter �nto now.”
“No story �s too long for the sc�ent�st,” Ernest sa�d sweetly. “That �s

why the sc�ent�st gets to places. That �s why he got to Amer�ca.”
I shall not descr�be the whole even�ng, though �t �s a joy to me to

recall every moment, every deta�l, of those f�rst hours of my com�ng
to know Ernest Everhard.

Battle royal raged, and the m�n�sters grew red-faced and exc�ted,
espec�ally at the moments when Ernest called them romant�c
ph�losophers, shadow-projectors, and s�m�lar th�ngs. And always he
checked them back to facts. “The fact, man, the �rrefragable fact!” he
would procla�m tr�umphantly, when he had brought one of them a
cropper. He br�stled w�th facts. He tr�pped them up w�th facts,
ambuscaded them w�th facts, bombarded them w�th broads�des of
facts.

“You seem to worsh�p at the shr�ne of fact,” Dr. Hammerf�eld
taunted h�m.

“There �s no God but Fact, and Mr. Everhard �s �ts prophet,” Dr.
Ball�ngford paraphrased.



Ernest sm�l�ngly acqu�esced.
“I’m l�ke the man from Texas,” he sa�d. And, on be�ng sol�c�ted, he

expla�ned. “You see, the man from M�ssour� always says, ‘You’ve got
to show me.’ But the man from Texas says, ‘You’ve got to put �t �n my
hand.’ From wh�ch �t �s apparent that he �s no metaphys�c�an.”

Another t�me, when Ernest had just sa�d that the metaphys�cal
ph�losophers could never stand the test of truth, Dr. Hammerf�eld
suddenly demanded:

“What �s the test of truth, young man? W�ll you k�ndly expla�n what
has so long puzzled w�ser heads than yours?”

“Certa�nly,” Ernest answered. H�s cocksureness �rr�tated them.
“The w�se heads have puzzled so sorely over truth because they
went up �nto the a�r after �t. Had they rema�ned on the sol�d earth,
they would have found �t eas�ly enough—ay, they would have found
that they themselves were prec�sely test�ng truth w�th every pract�cal
act and thought of the�r l�ves.”

“The test, the test,” Dr. Hammerf�eld repeated �mpat�ently. “Never
m�nd the preamble. G�ve us that wh�ch we have sought so long—the
test of truth. G�ve �t us, and we w�ll be as gods.”

There was an �mpol�te and sneer�ng scept�c�sm �n h�s words and
manner that secretly pleased most of them at the table, though �t
seemed to bother B�shop Morehouse.

“Dr. Jordan[9] has stated �t very clearly,” Ernest sa�d. “H�s test of
truth �s: ‘W�ll �t work? W�ll you trust your l�fe to �t?’”

[9] A noted educator of the late n�neteenth and early twent�eth
centur�es of the Chr�st�an Era. He was pres�dent of the Stanford
Un�vers�ty, a pr�vate benefact�on of the t�mes.

“P�sh!” Dr. Hammerf�eld sneered. “You have not taken B�shop
Berkeley[10] �nto account. He has never been answered.”

[10] An �deal�st�c mon�st who long puzzled the ph�losophers of that
t�me w�th h�s den�al of the ex�stence of matter, but whose clever
argument was f�nally demol�shed when the new emp�r�c facts of
sc�ence were ph�losoph�cally general�zed.



“The noblest metaphys�c�an of them all,” Ernest laughed. “But your
example �s unfortunate. As Berkeley h�mself attested, h�s
metaphys�cs d�dn’t work.”

Dr. Hammerf�eld was angry, r�ghteously angry. It was as though he
had caught Ernest �n a theft or a l�e.

“Young man,” he trumpeted, “that statement �s on a par w�th all you
have uttered to-n�ght. It �s a base and unwarranted assumpt�on.”

“I am qu�te crushed,” Ernest murmured meekly. “Only I don’t know
what h�t me. You’ll have to put �t �n my hand, Doctor.”

“I w�ll, I w�ll,” Dr. Hammerf�eld spluttered. “How do you know? You
do not know that B�shop Berkeley attested that h�s metaphys�cs d�d
not work. You have no proof. Young man, they have always worked.”

“I take �t as proof that Berkeley’s metaphys�cs d�d not work,
because—” Ernest paused calmly for a moment. “Because Berkeley
made an �nvar�able pract�ce of go�ng through doors �nstead of walls.
Because he trusted h�s l�fe to sol�d bread and butter and roast beef.
Because he shaved h�mself w�th a razor that worked when �t
removed the ha�r from h�s face.”

“But those are actual th�ngs!” Dr. Hammerf�eld cr�ed. “Metaphys�cs
�s of the m�nd.”

“And they work—�n the m�nd?” Ernest quer�ed softly.
The other nodded.
“And even a mult�tude of angels can dance on the po�nt of a

needle—�n the m�nd,” Ernest went on reflect�vely. “And a blubber-
eat�ng, fur-clad god can ex�st and work—�n the m�nd; and there are
no proofs to the contrary—�n the m�nd. I suppose, Doctor, you l�ve �n
the m�nd?”

“My m�nd to me a k�ngdom �s,” was the answer.
“That’s another way of say�ng that you l�ve up �n the a�r. But you

come back to earth at meal-t�me, I am sure, or when an earthquake
happens along. Or, tell me, Doctor, do you have no apprehens�on �n
an earthquake that that �ncorporeal body of yours w�ll be h�t by an
�mmater�al br�ck?”



Instantly, and qu�te unconsc�ously, Dr. Hammerf�eld’s hand shot up
to h�s head, where a scar d�sappeared under the ha�r. It happened
that Ernest had blundered on an appos�te �llustrat�on. Dr.
Hammerf�eld had been nearly k�lled �n the Great Earthquake[11] by a
fall�ng ch�mney. Everybody broke out �nto roars of laughter.

[11] The Great Earthquake of 1906 A.D. that destroyed San
Franc�sco.

“Well?” Ernest asked, when the merr�ment had subs�ded. “Proofs
to the contrary?”

And �n the s�lence he asked aga�n, “Well?” Then he added, “St�ll
well, but not so well, that argument of yours.”

But Dr. Hammerf�eld was temporar�ly crushed, and the battle
raged on �n new d�rect�ons. On po�nt after po�nt, Ernest challenged
the m�n�sters. When they aff�rmed that they knew the work�ng class,
he told them fundamental truths about the work�ng class that they d�d
not know, and challenged them for d�sproofs. He gave them facts,
always facts, checked the�r excurs�ons �nto the a�r, and brought them
back to the sol�d earth and �ts facts.

How the scene comes back to me! I can hear h�m now, w�th that
war-note �n h�s vo�ce, flay�ng them w�th h�s facts, each fact a lash
that stung and stung aga�n. And he was merc�less. He took no
quarter,[12] and gave none. I can never forget the flay�ng he gave
them at the end:

[12] Th�s f�gure ar�ses from the customs of the t�mes. When,
among men f�ght�ng to the death �n the�r w�ld-an�mal way, a
beaten man threw down h�s weapons, �t was at the opt�on of the
v�ctor to slay h�m or spare h�m.

“You have repeatedly confessed to-n�ght, by d�rect avowal or
�gnorant statement, that you do not know the work�ng class. But you
are not to be blamed for th�s. How can you know anyth�ng about the
work�ng class? You do not l�ve �n the same local�ty w�th the work�ng
class. You herd w�th the cap�tal�st class �n another local�ty. And why
not? It �s the cap�tal�st class that pays you, that feeds you, that puts
the very clothes on your backs that you are wear�ng to-n�ght. And �n



return you preach to your employers the brands of metaphys�cs that
are espec�ally acceptable to them; and the espec�ally acceptable
brands are acceptable because they do not menace the establ�shed
order of soc�ety.”

Here there was a st�r of d�ssent around the table.
“Oh, I am not challeng�ng your s�ncer�ty,” Ernest cont�nued. “You

are s�ncere. You preach what you bel�eve. There l�es your strength
and your value—to the cap�tal�st class. But should you change your
bel�ef to someth�ng that menaces the establ�shed order, your
preach�ng would be unacceptable to your employers, and you would
be d�scharged. Every l�ttle wh�le some one or another of you �s so
d�scharged.[13] Am I not r�ght?”

[13] Dur�ng th�s per�od there were many m�n�sters cast out of the
church for preach�ng unacceptable doctr�ne. Espec�ally were they
cast out when the�r preach�ng became ta�nted w�th soc�al�sm.

Th�s t�me there was no d�ssent. They sat dumbly acqu�escent, w�th
the except�on of Dr. Hammerf�eld, who sa�d:

“It �s when the�r th�nk�ng �s wrong that they are asked to res�gn.”
“Wh�ch �s another way of say�ng when the�r th�nk�ng �s

unacceptable,” Ernest answered, and then went on. “So I say to you,
go ahead and preach and earn your pay, but for goodness’ sake
leave the work�ng class alone. You belong �n the enemy’s camp. You
have noth�ng �n common w�th the work�ng class. Your hands are soft
w�th the work others have performed for you. Your stomachs are
round w�th the plen�tude of eat�ng.” (Here Dr. Ball�ngford w�nced, and
every eye glanced at h�s prod�g�ous g�rth. It was sa�d he had not
seen h�s own feet �n years.) “And your m�nds are f�lled w�th doctr�nes
that are buttresses of the establ�shed order. You are as much
mercenar�es (s�ncere mercenar�es, I grant) as were the men of the
Sw�ss Guard.[14] Be true to your salt and your h�re; guard, w�th your
preach�ng, the �nterests of your employers; but do not come down to
the work�ng class and serve as false leaders. You cannot honestly
be �n the two camps at once. The work�ng class has done w�thout
you. Bel�eve me, the work�ng class w�ll cont�nue to do w�thout you.



And, furthermore, the work�ng class can do better w�thout you than
w�th you.”

[14] The h�red fore�gn palace guards of Lou�s XVI, a k�ng of
France that was beheaded by h�s people.



CHAPTER II.
CHALLENGES

After the guests had gone, father threw h�mself �nto a cha�r and
gave vent to roars of Gargantuan laughter. Not s�nce the death of my
mother had I known h�m to laugh so heart�ly.

“I’ll wager Dr. Hammerf�eld was never up aga�nst anyth�ng l�ke �t �n
h�s l�fe,” he laughed. “‘The courtes�es of eccles�ast�cal controversy!’
D�d you not�ce how he began l�ke a lamb—Everhard, I mean, and
how qu�ckly he became a roar�ng l�on? He has a splend�dly
d�sc�pl�ned m�nd. He would have made a good sc�ent�st �f h�s
energ�es had been d�rected that way.”

I need scarcely say that I was deeply �nterested �n Ernest
Everhard. It was not alone what he had sa�d and how he had sa�d �t,
but �t was the man h�mself. I had never met a man l�ke h�m. I
suppose that was why, �n sp�te of my twenty-four years, I had not
marr�ed. I l�ked h�m; I had to confess �t to myself. And my l�ke for h�m
was founded on th�ngs beyond �ntellect and argument. Regardless of
h�s bulg�ng muscles and pr�ze-f�ghter’s throat, he �mpressed me as
an �ngenuous boy. I felt that under the gu�se of an �ntellectual
swashbuckler was a del�cate and sens�t�ve sp�r�t. I sensed th�s, �n
ways I knew not, save that they were my woman’s �ntu�t�ons.

There was someth�ng �n that clar�on-call of h�s that went to my
heart. It st�ll rang �n my ears, and I felt that I should l�ke to hear �t
aga�n—and to see aga�n that gl�nt of laughter �n h�s eyes that bel�ed
the �mpass�oned ser�ousness of h�s face. And there were further
reaches of vague and �ndeterm�nate feel�ngs that st�rred �n me. I
almost loved h�m then, though I am conf�dent, had I never seen h�m



aga�n, that the vague feel�ngs would have passed away and that I
should eas�ly have forgotten h�m.

But I was not dest�ned never to see h�m aga�n. My father’s new-
born �nterest �n soc�ology and the d�nner part�es he gave would not
perm�t. Father was not a soc�olog�st. H�s marr�age w�th my mother
had been very happy, and �n the researches of h�s own sc�ence,
phys�cs, he had been very happy. But when mother d�ed, h�s own
work could not f�ll the empt�ness. At f�rst, �n a m�ld way, he had
dabbled �n ph�losophy; then, becom�ng �nterested, he had dr�fted on
�nto econom�cs and soc�ology. He had a strong sense of just�ce, and
he soon became f�red w�th a pass�on to redress wrong. It was w�th
grat�tude that I ha�led these s�gns of a new �nterest �n l�fe, though I
l�ttle dreamed what the outcome would be. W�th the enthus�asm of a
boy he plunged exc�tedly �nto these new pursu�ts, regardless of
wh�ther they led h�m.

He had been used always to the laboratory, and so �t was that he
turned the d�n�ng room �nto a soc�olog�cal laboratory. Here came to
d�nner all sorts and cond�t�ons of men,—sc�ent�sts, pol�t�c�ans,
bankers, merchants, professors, labor leaders, soc�al�sts, and
anarch�sts. He st�rred them to d�scuss�on, and analyzed the�r
thoughts of l�fe and soc�ety.

He had met Ernest shortly pr�or to the “preacher’s n�ght.” And after
the guests were gone, I learned how he had met h�m, pass�ng down
a street at n�ght and stopp�ng to l�sten to a man on a soap-box who
was address�ng a crowd of work�ngmen. The man on the box was
Ernest. Not that he was a mere soap-box orator. He stood h�gh �n the
counc�ls of the soc�al�st party, was one of the leaders, and was the
acknowledged leader �n the ph�losophy of soc�al�sm. But he had a
certa�n clear way of stat�ng the abstruse �n s�mple language, was a
born expos�tor and teacher, and was not above the soap-box as a
means of �nterpret�ng econom�cs to the work�ngmen.

My father stopped to l�sten, became �nterested, effected a
meet�ng, and, after qu�te an acqua�ntance, �nv�ted h�m to the
m�n�sters’ d�nner. It was after the d�nner that father told me what l�ttle
he knew about h�m. He had been born �n the work�ng class, though
he was a descendant of the old l�ne of Everhards that for over two



hundred years had l�ved �n Amer�ca.[1] At ten years of age he had
gone to work �n the m�lls, and later he served h�s apprent�cesh�p and
became a horseshoer. He was self-educated, had taught h�mself
German and French, and at that t�me was earn�ng a meagre l�v�ng by
translat�ng sc�ent�f�c and ph�losoph�cal works for a struggl�ng soc�al�st
publ�sh�ng house �n Ch�cago. Also, h�s earn�ngs were added to by
the royalt�es from the small sales of h�s own econom�c and
ph�losoph�c works.

[1] The d�st�nct�on between be�ng nat�ve born and fore�gn born
was sharp and �nv�d�ous �n those days.

Th�s much I learned of h�m before I went to bed, and I lay long
awake, l�sten�ng �n memory to the sound of h�s vo�ce. I grew
fr�ghtened at my thoughts. He was so unl�ke the men of my own
class, so al�en and so strong. H�s masterfulness del�ghted me and
terr�f�ed me, for my fanc�es wantonly roved unt�l I found myself
cons�der�ng h�m as a lover, as a husband. I had always heard that
the strength of men was an �rres�st�ble attract�on to women; but he
was too strong. “No! no!” I cr�ed out. “It �s �mposs�ble, absurd!” And
on the morrow I awoke to f�nd �n myself a long�ng to see h�m aga�n. I
wanted to see h�m master�ng men �n d�scuss�on, the war-note �n h�s
vo�ce; to see h�m, �n all h�s cert�tude and strength, shatter�ng the�r
complacency, shak�ng them out of the�r ruts of th�nk�ng. What �f he
d�d swashbuckle? To use h�s own phrase, “�t worked,” �t produced
effects. And, bes�des, h�s swashbuckl�ng was a f�ne th�ng to see. It
st�rred one l�ke the onset of battle.

Several days passed dur�ng wh�ch I read Ernest’s books,
borrowed from my father. H�s wr�tten word was as h�s spoken word,
clear and conv�nc�ng. It was �ts absolute s�mpl�c�ty that conv�nced
even wh�le one cont�nued to doubt. He had the g�ft of luc�d�ty. He was
the perfect expos�tor. Yet, �n sp�te of h�s style, there was much that I
d�d not l�ke. He la�d too great stress on what he called the class
struggle, the antagon�sm between labor and cap�tal, the confl�ct of
�nterest.

Father reported w�th glee Dr. Hammerf�eld’s judgment of Ernest,
wh�ch was to the effect that he was “an �nsolent young puppy, made



bumpt�ous by a l�ttle and very �nadequate learn�ng.” Also, Dr.
Hammerf�eld decl�ned to meet Ernest aga�n.

But B�shop Morehouse turned out to have become �nterested �n
Ernest, and was anx�ous for another meet�ng. “A strong young man,”
he sa�d; “and very much al�ve, very much al�ve. But he �s too sure,
too sure.”

Ernest came one afternoon w�th father. The B�shop had already
arr�ved, and we were hav�ng tea on the veranda. Ernest’s cont�nued
presence �n Berkeley, by the way, was accounted for by the fact that
he was tak�ng spec�al courses �n b�ology at the un�vers�ty, and also
that he was hard at work on a new book ent�tled “Ph�losophy and
Revolut�on.”[2]

[2] Th�s book cont�nued to be secretly pr�nted throughout the three
centur�es of the Iron Heel. There are several cop�es of var�ous
ed�t�ons �n the Nat�onal L�brary of Ard�s.

The veranda seemed suddenly to have become small when
Ernest arr�ved. Not that he was so very large—he stood only f�ve feet
n�ne �nches; but that he seemed to rad�ate an atmosphere of
largeness. As he stopped to meet me, he betrayed a certa�n sl�ght
awkwardness that was strangely at var�ance w�th h�s bold-look�ng
eyes and h�s f�rm, sure hand that clasped for a moment �n greet�ng.
And �n that moment h�s eyes were just as steady and sure. There
seemed a quest�on �n them th�s t�me, and as before he looked at me
over long.

“I have been read�ng your ‘Work�ng-class Ph�losophy,’” I sa�d, and
h�s eyes l�ghted �n a pleased way.

“Of course,” he answered, “you took �nto cons�derat�on the
aud�ence to wh�ch �t was addressed.”

“I d�d, and �t �s because I d�d that I have a quarrel w�th you,” I
challenged.

“I, too, have a quarrel w�th you, Mr. Everhard,” B�shop Morehouse
sa�d.

Ernest shrugged h�s shoulders wh�ms�cally and accepted a cup of
tea.



The B�shop bowed and gave me precedence.
“You foment class hatred,” I sa�d. “I cons�der �t wrong and cr�m�nal

to appeal to all that �s narrow and brutal �n the work�ng class. Class
hatred �s ant�-soc�al, and, �t seems to me, ant�-soc�al�st�c.”

“Not gu�lty,” he answered. “Class hatred �s ne�ther �n the text nor �n
the sp�r�t of anyth�ng I have ever wr�tten.”

“Oh!” I cr�ed reproachfully, and reached for h�s book and opened �t.
He s�pped h�s tea and sm�led at me wh�le I ran over the pages.
“Page one hundred and th�rty-two,” I read aloud: “‘The class

struggle, therefore, presents �tself �n the present stage of soc�al
development between the wage-pay�ng and the wage-pa�d classes.’”

I looked at h�m tr�umphantly.
“No ment�on there of class hatred,” he sm�led back.
“But,” I answered, “you say ‘class struggle.’”
“A d�fferent th�ng from class hatred,” he repl�ed. “And, bel�eve me,

we foment no hatred. We say that the class struggle �s a law of
soc�al development. We are not respons�ble for �t. We do not make
the class struggle. We merely expla�n �t, as Newton expla�ned
grav�tat�on. We expla�n the nature of the confl�ct of �nterest that
produces the class struggle.”

“But there should be no confl�ct of �nterest!” I cr�ed.
“I agree w�th you heart�ly,” he answered. “That �s what we

soc�al�sts are try�ng to br�ng about,—the abol�t�on of the confl�ct of
�nterest. Pardon me. Let me read an extract.” He took h�s book and
turned back several pages. “Page one hundred and twenty-s�x: ‘The
cycle of class struggles wh�ch began w�th the d�ssolut�on of rude,
tr�bal commun�sm and the r�se of pr�vate property w�ll end w�th the
pass�ng of pr�vate property �n the means of soc�al ex�stence.’”

“But I d�sagree w�th you,” the B�shop �nterposed, h�s pale, ascet�c
face betray�ng by a fa�nt glow the �ntens�ty of h�s feel�ngs. “Your
prem�se �s wrong. There �s no such th�ng as a confl�ct of �nterest
between labor and cap�tal—or, rather, there ought not to be.”

“Thank you,” Ernest sa�d gravely. “By that last statement you have
g�ven me back my prem�se.”



“But why should there be a confl�ct?” the B�shop demanded
warmly.

Ernest shrugged h�s shoulders. “Because we are so made, I
guess.”

“But we are not so made!” cr�ed the other.
“Are you d�scuss�ng the �deal man?” Ernest asked, “—unself�sh

and godl�ke, and so few �n numbers as to be pract�cally non-ex�stent,
or are you d�scuss�ng the common and ord�nary average man?”

“The common and ord�nary man,” was the answer.
“Who �s weak and fall�ble, prone to error?”
B�shop Morehouse nodded.
“And petty and self�sh?”
Aga�n he nodded.
“Watch out!” Ernest warned. “I sa�d ‘self�sh.’”
“The average man IS self�sh,” the B�shop aff�rmed val�antly.
“Wants all he can get?”
“Wants all he can get—true but deplorable.”
“Then I’ve got you.” Ernest’s jaw snapped l�ke a trap. “Let me

show you. Here �s a man who works on the street ra�lways.”
“He couldn’t work �f �t weren’t for cap�tal,” the B�shop �nterrupted.
“True, and you w�ll grant that cap�tal would per�sh �f there were no

labor to earn the d�v�dends.”
The B�shop was s�lent.
“Won’t you?” Ernest �ns�sted.
The B�shop nodded.
“Then our statements cancel each other,” Ernest sa�d �n a matter-

of-fact tone, “and we are where we were. Now to beg�n aga�n. The
work�ngmen on the street ra�lway furn�sh the labor. The stockholders
furn�sh the cap�tal. By the jo�nt effort of the work�ngmen and the
cap�tal, money �s earned.[3] They d�v�de between them th�s money
that �s earned. Cap�tal’s share �s called ‘d�v�dends.’ Labor’s share �s
called ‘wages.’”



[3] In those days, groups of predatory �nd�v�duals controlled all the
means of transportat�on, and for the use of same lev�ed toll upon
the publ�c.

“Very good,” the B�shop �nterposed. “And there �s no reason that
the d�v�s�on should not be am�cable.”

“You have already forgotten what we had agreed upon,” Ernest
repl�ed. “We agreed that the average man �s self�sh. He �s the man
that �s. You have gone up �n the a�r and are arrang�ng a d�v�s�on
between the k�nd of men that ought to be but are not. But to return to
the earth, the work�ngman, be�ng self�sh, wants all he can get �n the
d�v�s�on. The cap�tal�st, be�ng self�sh, wants all he can get �n the
d�v�s�on. When there �s only so much of the same th�ng, and when
two men want all they can get of the same th�ng, there �s a confl�ct of
�nterest between labor and cap�tal. And �t �s an �rreconc�lable confl�ct.
As long as work�ngmen and cap�tal�sts ex�st, they w�ll cont�nue to
quarrel over the d�v�s�on. If you were �n San Franc�sco th�s afternoon,
you’d have to walk. There �sn’t a street car runn�ng.”

“Another str�ke?”[4] the B�shop quer�ed w�th alarm.

[4] These quarrels were very common �n those �rrat�onal and
anarch�c t�mes. Somet�mes the laborers refused to work.
Somet�mes the cap�tal�sts refused to let the laborers work. In the
v�olence and turbulence of such d�sagreements much property
was destroyed and many l�ves lost. All th�s �s �nconce�vable to us
—as �nconce�vable as another custom of that t�me, namely, the
hab�t the men of the lower classes had of break�ng the furn�ture
when they quarrelled w�th the�r w�ves.

“Yes, they’re quarrell�ng over the d�v�s�on of the earn�ngs of the
street ra�lways.”

B�shop Morehouse became exc�ted.
“It �s wrong!” he cr�ed. “It �s so short-s�ghted on the part of the

work�ngmen. How can they hope to keep our sympathy—”
“When we are compelled to walk,” Ernest sa�d slyly.
But B�shop Morehouse �gnored h�m and went on:
“The�r outlook �s too narrow. Men should be men, not brutes.

There w�ll be v�olence and murder now, and sorrow�ng w�dows and



orphans. Cap�tal and labor should be fr�ends. They should work hand
�n hand and to the�r mutual benef�t.”

“Ah, now you are up �n the a�r aga�n,” Ernest remarked dryly.
“Come back to earth. Remember, we agreed that the average man �s
self�sh.”

“But he ought not to be!” the B�shop cr�ed.
“And there I agree w�th you,” was Ernest’s rejo�nder. “He ought not

to be self�sh, but he w�ll cont�nue to be self�sh as long as he l�ves �n a
soc�al system that �s based on p�g-eth�cs.”

The B�shop was aghast, and my father chuckled.
“Yes, p�g-eth�cs,” Ernest went on remorselessly. “That �s the

mean�ng of the cap�tal�st system. And that �s what your church �s
stand�ng for, what you are preach�ng for every t�me you get up �n the
pulp�t. P�g-eth�cs! There �s no other name for �t.”

B�shop Morehouse turned appeal�ngly to my father, but he laughed
and nodded h�s head.

“I’m afra�d Mr. Everhard �s r�ght,” he sa�d. “La�ssez-fa�re, the let-
alone pol�cy of each for h�mself and dev�l take the h�ndmost. As Mr.
Everhard sa�d the other n�ght, the funct�on you churchmen perform �s
to ma�nta�n the establ�shed order of soc�ety, and soc�ety �s
establ�shed on that foundat�on.”

“But that �s not the teach�ng of Chr�st!” cr�ed the B�shop.
“The Church �s not teach�ng Chr�st these days,” Ernest put �n

qu�ckly. “That �s why the work�ngmen w�ll have noth�ng to do w�th the
Church. The Church condones the fr�ghtful brutal�ty and savagery
w�th wh�ch the cap�tal�st class treats the work�ng class.”

“The Church does not condone �t,” the B�shop objected.
“The Church does not protest aga�nst �t,” Ernest repl�ed. “And �n so

far as the Church does not protest, �t condones, for remember the
Church �s supported by the cap�tal�st class.”

“I had not looked at �t �n that l�ght,” the B�shop sa�d na�vely. “You
must be wrong. I know that there �s much that �s sad and w�cked �n
th�s world. I know that the Church has lost the—what you call the
proletar�at.”[5]



[5] Proletar�at: Der�ved or�g�nally from the Lat�n proletar��, the
name g�ven �n the census of Serv�us Tull�us to those who were of
value to the state only as the rearers of offspr�ng (proles); �n other
words, they were of no �mportance e�ther for wealth, or pos�t�on, or
except�onal ab�l�ty.

“You never had the proletar�at,” Ernest cr�ed. “The proletar�at has
grown up outs�de the Church and w�thout the Church.”

“I do not follow you,” the B�shop sa�d fa�ntly.
“Then let me expla�n. W�th the �ntroduct�on of mach�nery and the

factory system �n the latter part of the e�ghteenth century, the great
mass of the work�ng people was separated from the land. The old
system of labor was broken down. The work�ng people were dr�ven
from the�r v�llages and herded �n factory towns. The mothers and
ch�ldren were put to work at the new mach�nes. Fam�ly l�fe ceased.
The cond�t�ons were fr�ghtful. It �s a tale of blood.”

“I know, I know,” B�shop Morehouse �nterrupted w�th an agon�zed
express�on on h�s face. “It was terr�ble. But �t occurred a century and
a half ago.”

“And there, a century and a half ago, or�g�nated the modern
proletar�at,” Ernest cont�nued. “And the Church �gnored �t. Wh�le a
slaughter-house was made of the nat�on by the cap�tal�st, the Church
was dumb. It d�d not protest, as to-day �t does not protest. As Aust�n
Lew�s[6] says, speak�ng of that t�me, those to whom the command
‘Feed my lambs’ had been g�ven, saw those lambs sold �nto slavery
and worked to death w�thout a protest.[7] The Church was dumb,
then, and before I go on I want you e�ther flatly to agree w�th me or
flatly to d�sagree w�th me. Was the Church dumb then?”

[6] Cand�date for Governor of Cal�forn�a on the Soc�al�st t�cket �n
the fall elect�on of 1906 Chr�st�an Era. An Engl�shman by b�rth, a
wr�ter of many books on pol�t�cal economy and ph�losophy, and
one of the Soc�al�st leaders of the t�mes.

[7] There �s no more horr�ble page �n h�story than the treatment of
the ch�ld and women slaves �n the Engl�sh factor�es �n the latter
half of the e�ghteenth century of the Chr�st�an Era. In such
�ndustr�al hells arose some of the proudest fortunes of that day.



B�shop Morehouse hes�tated. L�ke Dr. Hammerf�eld, he was
unused to th�s f�erce “�nf�ght�ng,” as Ernest called �t.

“The h�story of the e�ghteenth century �s wr�tten,” Ernest prompted.
“If the Church was not dumb, �t w�ll be found not dumb �n the books.”

“I am afra�d the Church was dumb,” the B�shop confessed.
“And the Church �s dumb to-day.”
“There I d�sagree,” sa�d the B�shop.
Ernest paused, looked at h�m search�ngly, and accepted the

challenge.
“All r�ght,” he sa�d. “Let us see. In Ch�cago there are women who

to�l all the week for n�nety cents. Has the Church protested?”
“Th�s �s news to me,” was the answer. “N�nety cents per week! It �s

horr�ble!”
“Has the Church protested?” Ernest �ns�sted.
“The Church does not know.” The B�shop was struggl�ng hard.
“Yet the command to the Church was, ‘Feed my lambs,’” Ernest

sneered. And then, the next moment, “Pardon my sneer, B�shop. But
can you wonder that we lose pat�ence w�th you? When have you
protested to your cap�tal�st�c congregat�ons at the work�ng of ch�ldren
�n the Southern cotton m�lls?[8] Ch�ldren, s�x and seven years of age,
work�ng every n�ght at twelve-hour sh�fts? They never see the
blessed sunsh�ne. They d�e l�ke fl�es. The d�v�dends are pa�d out of
the�r blood. And out of the d�v�dends magn�f�cent churches are
bu�lded �n New England, where�n your k�nd preaches pleasant
plat�tudes to the sleek, full-bell�ed rec�p�ents of those d�v�dends.”

[8] Everhard m�ght have drawn a better �llustrat�on from the
Southern Church’s outspoken defence of chattel slavery pr�or to
what �s known as the “War of the Rebell�on.” Several such
�llustrat�ons, culled from the documents of the t�mes, are here
appended. In 1835 A.D., the General Assembly of the
Presbyter�an Church resolved that: “slavery �s recogn�zed �n both
the Old and the New Testaments, and �s not condemned by the
author�ty of God.” The Charleston Bapt�st Assoc�at�on �ssued the
follow�ng, �n an address, �n 1835 A.D.: “The r�ght of masters to
d�spose of the t�me of the�r slaves has been d�st�nctly recogn�zed
by the Creator of all th�ngs, who �s surely at l�berty to vest the r�ght



of property over any object whomsoever He pleases.” The Rev. E.
D. S�mon, Doctor of D�v�n�ty and professor �n the Randolph-Macon
Method�st College of V�rg�n�a, wrote: “Extracts from Holy Wr�t
unequ�vocally assert the r�ght of property �n slaves, together w�th
the usual �nc�dents to that r�ght. The r�ght to buy and sell �s clearly
stated. Upon the whole, then, whether we consult the Jew�sh
pol�cy �nst�tuted by God h�mself, or the un�form op�n�on and
pract�ce of mank�nd �n all ages, or the �njunct�ons of the New
Testament and the moral law, we are brought to the conclus�on
that slavery �s not �mmoral. Hav�ng establ�shed the po�nt that the
f�rst Afr�can slaves were legally brought �nto bondage, the r�ght to
deta�n the�r ch�ldren �n bondage follows as an �nd�spensable
consequence. Thus we see that the slavery that ex�sts �n Amer�ca
was founded �n r�ght.”
    It �s not at all remarkable that th�s same note should have been
struck by the Church a generat�on or so later �n relat�on to the
defence of cap�tal�st�c property. In the great museum at Asgard
there �s a book ent�tled “Essays �n Appl�cat�on,” wr�tten by Henry
van Dyke. The book was publ�shed �n 1905 of the Chr�st�an Era.
From what we can make out, Van Dyke must have been a
churchman. The book �s a good example of what Everhard would
have called bourgeo�s th�nk�ng. Note the s�m�lar�ty between the
utterance of the Charleston Bapt�st Assoc�at�on quoted above,
and the follow�ng utterance of Van Dyke seventy years later: “The
B�ble teaches that God owns the world. He d�str�butes to every
man accord�ng to H�s own good pleasure, conformably to general
laws.”

“I d�d not know,” the B�shop murmured fa�ntly. H�s face was pale,
and he seemed suffer�ng from nausea.

“Then you have not protested?”
The B�shop shook h�s head.
“Then the Church �s dumb to-day, as �t was �n the e�ghteenth

century?”
The B�shop was s�lent, and for once Ernest forbore to press the

po�nt.
“And do not forget, whenever a churchman does protest, that he �s

d�scharged.”
“I hardly th�nk that �s fa�r,” was the object�on.



“W�ll you protest?” Ernest demanded.
“Show me ev�ls, such as you ment�on, �n our own commun�ty, and I

w�ll protest.”
“I’ll show you,” Ernest sa�d qu�etly. “I am at your d�sposal. I w�ll

take you on a journey through hell.”
“And I shall protest.” The B�shop stra�ghtened h�mself �n h�s cha�r,

and over h�s gentle face spread the harshness of the warr�or. “The
Church shall not be dumb!”

“You w�ll be d�scharged,” was the warn�ng.
“I shall prove the contrary,” was the retort. “I shall prove, �f what

you say �s so, that the Church has erred through �gnorance. And,
furthermore, I hold that whatever �s horr�ble �n �ndustr�al soc�ety �s
due to the �gnorance of the cap�tal�st class. It w�ll mend all that �s
wrong as soon as �t rece�ves the message. And th�s message �t shall
be the duty of the Church to del�ver.”

Ernest laughed. He laughed brutally, and I was dr�ven to the
B�shop’s defence.

“Remember,” I sa�d, “you see but one s�de of the sh�eld. There �s
much good �n us, though you g�ve us cred�t for no good at all. B�shop
Morehouse �s r�ght. The �ndustr�al wrong, terr�ble as you say �t �s, �s
due to �gnorance. The d�v�s�ons of soc�ety have become too w�dely
separated.”

“The w�ld Ind�an �s not so brutal and savage as the cap�tal�st
class,” he answered; and �n that moment I hated h�m.

“You do not know us,” I answered. “We are not brutal and savage.”
“Prove �t,” he challenged.
“How can I prove �t . . . to you?” I was grow�ng angry.
He shook h�s head. “I do not ask you to prove �t to me. I ask you to

prove �t to yourself.”
“I know,” I sa�d.
“You know noth�ng,” was h�s rude reply.
“There, there, ch�ldren,” father sa�d sooth�ngly.
“I don’t care—” I began �nd�gnantly, but Ernest �nterrupted.



“I understand you have money, or your father has, wh�ch �s the
same th�ng—money �nvested �n the S�erra M�lls.”

“What has that to do w�th �t?” I cr�ed.
“Noth�ng much,” he began slowly, “except that the gown you wear

�s sta�ned w�th blood. The food you eat �s a bloody stew. The blood of
l�ttle ch�ldren and of strong men �s dr�pp�ng from your very roof-
beams. I can close my eyes, now, and hear �t dr�p, drop, dr�p, drop,
all about me.”

And su�t�ng the act�on to the words, he closed h�s eyes and leaned
back �n h�s cha�r. I burst �nto tears of mort�f�cat�on and hurt van�ty. I
had never been so brutally treated �n my l�fe. Both the B�shop and
my father were embarrassed and perturbed. They tr�ed to lead the
conversat�on away �nto eas�er channels; but Ernest opened h�s eyes,
looked at me, and waved them as�de. H�s mouth was stern, and h�s
eyes too; and �n the latter there was no gl�nt of laughter. What he
was about to say, what terr�ble cast�gat�on he was go�ng to g�ve me, I
never knew; for at that moment a man, pass�ng along the s�dewalk,
stopped and glanced �n at us. He was a large man, poorly dressed,
and on h�s back was a great load of rattan and bamboo stands,
cha�rs, and screens. He looked at the house as �f debat�ng whether
or not he should come �n and try to sell some of h�s wares.

“That man’s name �s Jackson,” Ernest sa�d.
“W�th that strong body of h�s he should be at work, and not

peddl�ng,”[9] I answered curtly.

[9] In that day there were many thousands of these poor
merchants called pedlers. They carr�ed the�r whole stock �n trade
from door to door. It was a most wasteful expend�ture of energy.
D�str�but�on was as confused and �rrat�onal as the whole general
system of soc�ety.

“Not�ce the sleeve of h�s left arm,” Ernest sa�d gently.
I looked, and saw that the sleeve was empty.
“It was some of the blood from that arm that I heard dr�pp�ng from

your roof-beams,” Ernest sa�d w�th cont�nued gentleness. “He lost h�s
arm �n the S�erra M�lls, and l�ke a broken-down horse you turned h�m
out on the h�ghway to d�e. When I say ‘you,’ I mean the



super�ntendent and the off�c�als that you and the other stockholders
pay to manage the m�lls for you. It was an acc�dent. It was caused by
h�s try�ng to save the company a few dollars. The toothed drum of
the p�cker caught h�s arm. He m�ght have let the small fl�nt that he
saw �n the teeth go through. It would have smashed out a double row
of sp�kes. But he reached for the fl�nt, and h�s arm was p�cked and
clawed to shreds from the f�nger t�ps to the shoulder. It was at n�ght.
The m�lls were work�ng overt�me. They pa�d a fat d�v�dend that
quarter. Jackson had been work�ng many hours, and h�s muscles
had lost the�r res�l�ency and snap. They made h�s movements a b�t
slow. That was why the mach�ne caught h�m. He had a w�fe and
three ch�ldren.”

“And what d�d the company do for h�m?” I asked.
“Noth�ng. Oh, yes, they d�d do someth�ng. They successfully

fought the damage su�t he brought when he came out of hosp�tal.
The company employs very eff�c�ent lawyers, you know.”

“You have not told the whole story,” I sa�d w�th conv�ct�on. “Or else
you do not know the whole story. Maybe the man was �nsolent.”

“Insolent! Ha! ha!” H�s laughter was Meph�stophel�an. “Great God!
Insolent! And w�th h�s arm chewed off! Nevertheless he was a meek
and lowly servant, and there �s no record of h�s hav�ng been
�nsolent.”

“But the courts,” I urged. “The case would not have been dec�ded
aga�nst h�m had there been no more to the affa�r than you have
ment�oned.”

“Colonel Ingram �s lead�ng counsel for the company. He �s a
shrewd lawyer.” Ernest looked at me �ntently for a moment, then
went on. “I’ll tell you what you do, M�ss Cunn�ngham. You �nvest�gate
Jackson’s case.”

“I had already determ�ned to,” I sa�d coldly.
“All r�ght,” he beamed good-naturedly, “and I’ll tell you where to

f�nd h�m. But I tremble for you when I th�nk of all you are to prove by
Jackson’s arm.”

And so �t came about that both the B�shop and I accepted Ernest’s
challenges. They went away together, leav�ng me smart�ng w�th a



sense of �njust�ce that had been done me and my class. The man
was a beast. I hated h�m, then, and consoled myself w�th the thought
that h�s behav�or was what was to be expected from a man of the
work�ng class.



CHAPTER III.
JACKSON’S ARM

L�ttle d�d I dream the fateful part Jackson’s arm was to play �n my
l�fe. Jackson h�mself d�d not �mpress me when I hunted h�m out. I
found h�m �n a crazy, ramshackle[1] house down near the bay on the
edge of the marsh. Pools of stagnant water stood around the house,
the�r surfaces covered w�th a green and putr�d-look�ng scum, wh�le
the stench that arose from them was �ntolerable.

[1] An adject�ve descr�pt�ve of ru�ned and d�lap�dated houses �n
wh�ch great numbers of the work�ng people found shelter �n those
days. They �nvar�ably pa�d rent, and, cons�der�ng the value of such
houses, enormous rent, to the landlords.

I found Jackson the meek and lowly man he had been descr�bed.
He was mak�ng some sort of rattan-work, and he to�led on stol�dly
wh�le I talked w�th h�m. But �n sp�te of h�s meekness and lowl�ness, I
fanc�ed I caught the f�rst note of a nascent b�tterness �n h�m when he
sa�d:

“They m�ght a-g�ven me a job as watchman,[2] anyway.”

[2] In those days th�every was �ncred�bly prevalent. Everybody
stole property from everybody else. The lords of soc�ety stole
legally or else legal�zed the�r steal�ng, wh�le the poorer classes
stole �llegally. Noth�ng was safe unless guarded. Enormous
numbers of men were employed as watchmen to protect property.
The houses of the well-to-do were a comb�nat�on of safe depos�t
vault and fortress. The appropr�at�on of the personal belong�ngs of
others by our own ch�ldren of to-day �s looked upon as a
rud�mentary surv�val of the theft-character�st�c that �n those early
t�mes was un�versal.



I got l�ttle out of h�m. He struck me as stup�d, and yet the deftness
w�th wh�ch he worked w�th h�s one hand seemed to bel�e h�s
stup�d�ty. Th�s suggested an �dea to me.

“How d�d you happen to get your arm caught �n the mach�ne?” I
asked.

He looked at me �n a slow and ponder�ng way, and shook h�s
head. “I don’t know. It just happened.”

“Carelessness?” I prompted.
“No,” he answered, “I a�n’t for call�n’ �t that. I was work�n’ overt�me,

an’ I guess I was t�red out some. I worked seventeen years �n them
m�lls, an’ I’ve took not�ce that most of the acc�dents happens just
before wh�stle-blow.[3] I’m w�ll�n’ to bet that more acc�dents happens
�n the hour before wh�stle-blow than �n all the rest of the day. A man
a�n’t so qu�ck after work�n’ steady for hours. I’ve seen too many of
’em cut up an’ gouged an’ chawed not to know.”

[3] The laborers were called to work and d�sm�ssed by savage,
scream�ng, nerve-rack�ng steam-wh�stles.

“Many of them?” I quer�ed.
“Hundreds an’ hundreds, an’ ch�ldren, too.”
W�th the except�on of the terr�ble deta�ls, Jackson’s story of h�s

acc�dent was the same as that I had already heard. When I asked
h�m �f he had broken some rule of work�ng the mach�nery, he shook
h�s head.

“I chucked off the belt w�th my r�ght hand,” he sa�d, “an’ made a
reach for the fl�nt w�th my left. I d�dn’t stop to see �f the belt was off. I
thought my r�ght hand had done �t—only �t d�dn’t. I reached qu�ck,
and the belt wasn’t all the way off. And then my arm was chewed
off.”

“It must have been pa�nful,” I sa�d sympathet�cally.
“The crunch�n’ of the bones wasn’t n�ce,” was h�s answer.
H�s m�nd was rather hazy concern�ng the damage su�t. Only one

th�ng was clear to h�m, and that was that he had not got any
damages. He had a feel�ng that the test�mony of the foremen and the
super�ntendent had brought about the adverse dec�s�on of the court.



The�r test�mony, as he put �t, “wasn’t what �t ought to have ben.” And
to them I resolved to go.

One th�ng was pla�n, Jackson’s s�tuat�on was wretched. H�s w�fe
was �n �ll health, and he was unable to earn, by h�s rattan-work and
peddl�ng, suff�c�ent food for the fam�ly. He was back �n h�s rent, and
the oldest boy, a lad of eleven, had started to work �n the m�lls.

“They m�ght a-g�ven me that watchman’s job,” were h�s last words
as I went away.

By the t�me I had seen the lawyer who had handled Jackson’s
case, and the two foremen and the super�ntendent at the m�lls who
had test�f�ed, I began to feel that there was someth�ng after all �n
Ernest’s content�on.

He was a weak and �neff�c�ent-look�ng man, the lawyer, and at
s�ght of h�m I d�d not wonder that Jackson’s case had been lost. My
f�rst thought was that �t had served Jackson r�ght for gett�ng such a
lawyer. But the next moment two of Ernest’s statements came
flash�ng �nto my consc�ousness: “The company employs very
eff�c�ent lawyers” and “Colonel Ingram �s a shrewd lawyer.” I d�d
some rap�d th�nk�ng. It dawned upon me that of course the company
could afford f�ner legal talent than could a work�ngman l�ke Jackson.
But th�s was merely a m�nor deta�l. There was some very good
reason, I was sure, why Jackson’s case had gone aga�nst h�m.

“Why d�d you lose the case?” I asked.
The lawyer was perplexed and worr�ed for a moment, and I found

�t �n my heart to p�ty the wretched l�ttle creature. Then he began to
wh�ne. I do bel�eve h�s wh�ne was congen�tal. He was a man beaten
at b�rth. He wh�ned about the test�mony. The w�tnesses had g�ven
only the ev�dence that helped the other s�de. Not one word could he
get out of them that would have helped Jackson. They knew wh�ch
s�de the�r bread was buttered on. Jackson was a fool. He had been
brow-beaten and confused by Colonel Ingram. Colonel Ingram was
br�ll�ant at cross-exam�nat�on. He had made Jackson answer
damag�ng quest�ons.

“How could h�s answers be damag�ng �f he had the r�ght on h�s
s�de?” I demanded.



“What’s r�ght got to do w�th �t?” he demanded back. “You see all
those books.” He moved h�s hand over the array of volumes on the
walls of h�s t�ny off�ce. “All my read�ng and study�ng of them has
taught me that law �s one th�ng and r�ght �s another th�ng. Ask any
lawyer. You go to Sunday-school to learn what �s r�ght. But you go to
those books to learn . . . law.”

“Do you mean to tell me that Jackson had the r�ght on h�s s�de and
yet was beaten?” I quer�ed tentat�vely. “Do you mean to tell me that
there �s no just�ce �n Judge Caldwell’s court?”

The l�ttle lawyer glared at me a moment, and then the bell�gerence
faded out of h�s face.

“I hadn’t a fa�r chance,” he began wh�n�ng aga�n. “They made a
fool out of Jackson and out of me, too. What chance had I? Colonel
Ingram �s a great lawyer. If he wasn’t great, would he have charge of
the law bus�ness of the S�erra M�lls, of the Erston Land Synd�cate, of
the Berkeley Consol�dated, of the Oakland, San Leandro, and
Pleasanton Electr�c? He’s a corporat�on lawyer, and corporat�on
lawyers are not pa�d for be�ng fools.[4] What do you th�nk the S�erra
M�lls alone g�ve h�m twenty thousand dollars a year for? Because
he’s worth twenty thousand dollars a year to them, that’s what for.
I’m not worth that much. If I was, I wouldn’t be on the outs�de,
starv�ng and tak�ng cases l�ke Jackson’s. What do you th�nk I’d have
got �f I’d won Jackson’s case?”

[4] The funct�on of the corporat�on lawyer was to serve, by corrupt
methods, the money-grabb�ng propens�t�es of the corporat�ons. It
�s on record that Theodore Roosevelt, at that t�me Pres�dent of the
Un�ted States, sa�d �n 1905 A.D., �n h�s address at Harvard
Commencement: “We all know that, as th�ngs actually are, many
of the most �nfluent�al and most h�ghly remunerated members of
the Bar �n every centre of wealth, make �t the�r spec�al task to
work out bold and �ngen�ous schemes by wh�ch the�r wealthy
cl�ents, �nd�v�dual or corporate, can evade the laws wh�ch were
made to regulate, �n the �nterests of the publ�c, the uses of great
wealth.”

“You’d have robbed h�m, most probably,” I answered.
“Of course I would,” he cr�ed angr�ly. “I’ve got to l�ve, haven’t I?”[5]



[5] A typ�cal �llustrat�on of the �nternec�ne str�fe that permeated all
soc�ety. Men preyed upon one another l�ke raven�ng wolves. The
b�g wolves ate the l�ttle wolves, and �n the soc�al pack Jackson
was one of the least of the l�ttle wolves.

“He has a w�fe and ch�ldren,” I ch�ded.
“So have I a w�fe and ch�ldren,” he retorted. “And there’s not a soul

�n th�s world except myself that cares whether they starve or not.”
H�s face suddenly softened, and he opened h�s watch and showed

me a small photograph of a woman and two l�ttle g�rls pasted �ns�de
the case.

“There they are. Look at them. We’ve had a hard t�me, a hard
t�me. I had hoped to send them away to the country �f I’d won
Jackson’s case. They’re not healthy here, but I can’t afford to send
them away.”

When I started to leave, he dropped back �nto h�s wh�ne.
“I hadn’t the ghost of a chance. Colonel Ingram and Judge

Caldwell are pretty fr�endly. I’m not say�ng that �f I’d got the r�ght k�nd
of test�mony out of the�r w�tnesses on cross-exam�nat�on, that
fr�endsh�p would have dec�ded the case. And yet I must say that
Judge Caldwell d�d a whole lot to prevent my gett�ng that very
test�mony. Why, Judge Caldwell and Colonel Ingram belong to the
same lodge and the same club. They l�ve �n the same ne�ghborhood
—one I can’t afford. And the�r w�ves are always �n and out of each
other’s houses. They’re always hav�ng wh�st part�es and such th�ngs
back and forth.”

“And yet you th�nk Jackson had the r�ght of �t?” I asked, paus�ng
for the moment on the threshold.

“I don’t th�nk; I know �t,” was h�s answer. “And at f�rst I thought he
had some show, too. But I d�dn’t tell my w�fe. I d�dn’t want to
d�sappo�nt her. She had her heart set on a tr�p to the country hard
enough as �t was.”

“Why d�d you not call attent�on to the fact that Jackson was try�ng
to save the mach�nery from be�ng �njured?” I asked Peter Donnelly,
one of the foremen who had test�f�ed at the tr�al.



He pondered a long t�me before reply�ng. Then he cast an anx�ous
look about h�m and sa�d:

“Because I’ve a good w�fe an’ three of the sweetest ch�ldren ye
ever la�d eyes on, that’s why.”

“I do not understand,” I sa�d.
“In other words, because �t wouldn’t a-ben healthy,” he answered.
“You mean—” I began.
But he �nterrupted pass�onately.
“I mean what I sa�d. It’s long years I’ve worked �n the m�lls. I began

as a l�ttle lad on the sp�ndles. I worked up ever s�nce. It’s by hard
work I got to my present exalted pos�t�on. I’m a foreman, �f you
please. An’ I doubt me �f there’s a man �n the m�lls that’d put out a
hand to drag me from drown�n’. I used to belong to the un�on. But
I’ve stayed by the company through two str�kes. They called me
‘scab.’ There’s not a man among ’em to-day to take a dr�nk w�th me �f
I asked h�m. D’ye see the scars on me head where I was struck w�th
fly�ng br�cks? There a�n’t a ch�ld at the sp�ndles but what would curse
me name. Me only fr�end �s the company. It’s not me duty, but me
bread an’ butter an’ the l�fe of me ch�ldren to stand by the m�lls.
That’s why.”

“Was Jackson to blame?” I asked.
“He should a-got the damages. He was a good worker an’ never

made trouble.”
“Then you were not at l�berty to tell the whole truth, as you had

sworn to do?”
He shook h�s head.
“The truth, the whole truth, and noth�ng but the truth?” I sa�d

solemnly.
Aga�n h�s face became �mpass�oned, and he l�fted �t, not to me, but

to heaven.
“I’d let me soul an’ body burn �n everlast�n’ hell for them ch�ldren of

m�ne,” was h�s answer.
Henry Dallas, the super�ntendent, was a vulp�ne-faced creature

who regarded me �nsolently and refused to talk. Not a word could I



get from h�m concern�ng the tr�al and h�s test�mony. But w�th the
other foreman I had better luck. James Sm�th was a hard-faced man,
and my heart sank as I encountered h�m. He, too, gave me the
�mpress�on that he was not a free agent, and as we talked I began to
see that he was mentally super�or to the average of h�s k�nd. He
agreed w�th Peter Donnelly that Jackson should have got damages,
and he went farther and called the act�on heartless and cold-blooded
that had turned the worker adr�ft after he had been made helpless by
the acc�dent. Also, he expla�ned that there were many acc�dents �n
the m�lls, and that the company’s pol�cy was to f�ght to the b�tter end
all consequent damage su�ts.

“It means hundreds of thousands a year to the stockholders,” he
sa�d; and as he spoke I remembered the last d�v�dend that had been
pa�d my father, and the pretty gown for me and the books for h�m
that had been bought out of that d�v�dend. I remembered Ernest’s
charge that my gown was sta�ned w�th blood, and my flesh began to
crawl underneath my garments.

“When you test�f�ed at the tr�al, you d�dn’t po�nt out that Jackson
rece�ved h�s acc�dent through try�ng to save the mach�nery from
damage?” I sa�d.

“No, I d�d not,” was the answer, and h�s mouth set b�tterly. “I
test�f�ed to the effect that Jackson �njured h�mself by neglect and
carelessness, and that the company was not �n any way to blame or
l�able.”

“Was �t carelessness?” I asked.
“Call �t that, or anyth�ng you want to call �t. The fact �s, a man gets

t�red after he’s been work�ng for hours.”
I was becom�ng �nterested �n the man. He certa�nly was of a

super�or k�nd.
“You are better educated than most work�ngmen,” I sa�d.
“I went through h�gh school,” he repl�ed. “I worked my way through

do�ng jan�tor-work. I wanted to go through the un�vers�ty. But my
father d�ed, and I came to work �n the m�lls.

“I wanted to become a natural�st,” he expla�ned shyly, as though
confess�ng a weakness. “I love an�mals. But I came to work �n the



m�lls. When I was promoted to foreman I got marr�ed, then the fam�ly
came, and . . . well, I wasn’t my own boss any more.”

“What do you mean by that?” I asked.
“I was expla�n�ng why I test�f�ed at the tr�al the way I d�d—why I

followed �nstruct�ons.”
“Whose �nstruct�ons?”
“Colonel Ingram. He outl�ned the ev�dence I was to g�ve.”
“And �t lost Jackson’s case for h�m.”
He nodded, and the blood began to r�se darkly �n h�s face.
“And Jackson had a w�fe and two ch�ldren dependent on h�m.”
“I know,” he sa�d qu�etly, though h�s face was grow�ng darker.
“Tell me,” I went on, “was �t easy to make yourself over from what

you were, say �n h�gh school, to the man you must have become to
do such a th�ng at the tr�al?”

The suddenness of h�s outburst startled and fr�ghtened me. He
r�pped[6] out a savage oath, and clenched h�s f�st as though about to
str�ke me.

[6] It �s �nterest�ng to note the v�r�l�t�es of language that were
common speech �n that day, as �nd�cat�ve of the l�fe, ‘red of claw
and fang,’ that was then l�ved. Reference �s here made, of course,
not to the oath of Sm�th, but to the verb r�pped used by Av�s
Everhard.

“I beg your pardon,” he sa�d the next moment. “No, �t was not
easy. And now I guess you can go away. You’ve got all you wanted
out of me. But let me tell you th�s before you go. It won’t do you any
good to repeat anyth�ng I’ve sa�d. I’ll deny �t, and there are no
w�tnesses. I’ll deny every word of �t; and �f I have to, I’ll do �t under
oath on the w�tness stand.”

After my �nterv�ew w�th Sm�th I went to my father’s off�ce �n the
Chem�stry Bu�ld�ng and there encountered Ernest. It was qu�te
unexpected, but he met me w�th h�s bold eyes and f�rm hand-clasp,
and w�th that cur�ous blend of h�s awkwardness and ease. It was as
though our last stormy meet�ng was forgotten; but I was not �n the
mood to have �t forgotten.



“I have been look�ng up Jackson’s case,” I sa�d abruptly.
He was all �nterested attent�on, and wa�ted for me to go on, though

I could see �n h�s eyes the cert�tude that my conv�ct�ons had been
shaken.

“He seems to have been badly treated,” I confessed. “I—I—th�nk
some of h�s blood �s dr�pp�ng from our roof-beams.”

“Of course,” he answered. “If Jackson and all h�s fellows were
treated merc�fully, the d�v�dends would not be so large.”

“I shall never be able to take pleasure �n pretty gowns aga�n,” I
added.

I felt humble and contr�te, and was aware of a sweet feel�ng that
Ernest was a sort of father confessor. Then, as ever after, h�s
strength appealed to me. It seemed to rad�ate a prom�se of peace
and protect�on.

“Nor w�ll you be able to take pleasure �n sackcloth,” he sa�d
gravely. “There are the jute m�lls, you know, and the same th�ng goes
on there. It goes on everywhere. Our boasted c�v�l�zat�on �s based
upon blood, soaked �n blood, and ne�ther you nor I nor any of us can
escape the scarlet sta�n. The men you talked w�th—who were they?”

I told h�m all that had taken place.
“And not one of them was a free agent,” he sa�d. “They were all

t�ed to the merc�less �ndustr�al mach�ne. And the pathos of �t and the
tragedy �s that they are t�ed by the�r heartstr�ngs. The�r ch�ldren—
always the young l�fe that �t �s the�r �nst�nct to protect. Th�s �nst�nct �s
stronger than any eth�c they possess. My father! He l�ed, he stole, he
d�d all sorts of d�shonorable th�ngs to put bread �nto my mouth and
�nto the mouths of my brothers and s�sters. He was a slave to the
�ndustr�al mach�ne, and �t stamped h�s l�fe out, worked h�m to death.”

“But you,” I �nterjected. “You are surely a free agent.”
“Not wholly,” he repl�ed. “I am not t�ed by my heartstr�ngs. I am

often thankful that I have no ch�ldren, and I dearly love ch�ldren. Yet
�f I marr�ed I should not dare to have any.”

“That surely �s bad doctr�ne,” I cr�ed.



“I know �t �s,” he sa�d sadly. “But �t �s exped�ent doctr�ne. I am a
revolut�on�st, and �t �s a per�lous vocat�on.”

I laughed �ncredulously.
“If I tr�ed to enter your father’s house at n�ght to steal h�s d�v�dends

from the S�erra M�lls, what would he do?”
“He sleeps w�th a revolver on the stand by the bed,” I answered.

“He would most probably shoot you.”
“And �f I and a few others should lead a m�ll�on and a half of men[7]

�nto the houses of all the well-to-do, there would be a great deal of
shoot�ng, wouldn’t there?”

[7] Th�s reference �s to the soc�al�st vote cast �n the Un�ted States
�n 1910. The r�se of th�s vote clearly �nd�cates the sw�ft growth of
the party of revolut�on. Its vot�ng strength �n the Un�ted States �n
1888 was 2068; �n 1902, 127,713; �n 1904, 435,040; �n 1908,
1,108,427; and �n 1910, 1,688,211.

“Yes, but you are not do�ng that,” I objected.
“It �s prec�sely what I am do�ng. And we �ntend to take, not the

mere wealth �n the houses, but all the sources of that wealth, all the
m�nes, and ra�lroads, and factor�es, and banks, and stores. That �s
the revolut�on. It �s truly per�lous. There w�ll be more shoot�ng, I am
afra�d, than even I dream of. But as I was say�ng, no one to-day �s a
free agent. We are all caught up �n the wheels and cogs of the
�ndustr�al mach�ne. You found that you were, and that the men you
talked w�th were. Talk w�th more of them. Go and see Colonel
Ingram. Look up the reporters that kept Jackson’s case out of the
papers, and the ed�tors that run the papers. You w�ll f�nd them all
slaves of the mach�ne.”

A l�ttle later �n our conversat�on I asked h�m a s�mple l�ttle quest�on
about the l�ab�l�ty of work�ngmen to acc�dents, and rece�ved a
stat�st�cal lecture �n return.

“It �s all �n the books,” he sa�d. “The f�gures have been gathered,
and �t has been proved conclus�vely that acc�dents rarely occur �n the
f�rst hours of the morn�ng work, but that they �ncrease rap�dly �n the
succeed�ng hours as the workers grow t�red and slower �n both the�r
muscular and mental processes.



“Why, do you know that your father has three t�mes as many
chances for safety of l�fe and l�mb than has a work�ng-man? He has.
The �nsurance[8] compan�es know. They w�ll charge h�m four dollars
and twenty cents a year on a thousand-dollar acc�dent pol�cy, and for
the same pol�cy they w�ll charge a laborer f�fteen dollars.”

[8] In the terr�ble wolf-struggle of those centur�es, no man was
permanently safe, no matter how much wealth he amassed. Out
of fear for the welfare of the�r fam�l�es, men dev�sed the scheme of
�nsurance. To us, �n th�s �ntell�gent age, such a dev�ce �s laughably
absurd and pr�m�t�ve. But �n that age �nsurance was a very ser�ous
matter. The amus�ng part of �t �s that the funds of the �nsurance
compan�es were frequently plundered and wasted by the very
off�c�als who were �ntrusted w�th the management of them.

“And you?” I asked; and �n the moment of ask�ng I was aware of a
sol�c�tude that was someth�ng more than sl�ght.

“Oh, as a revolut�on�st, I have about e�ght chances to the
work�ngman’s one of be�ng �njured or k�lled,” he answered carelessly.
“The �nsurance compan�es charge the h�ghly tra�ned chem�sts that
handle explos�ves e�ght t�mes what they charge the work�ngmen. I
don’t th�nk they’d �nsure me at all. Why d�d you ask?”

My eyes fluttered, and I could feel the blood warm �n my face. It
was not that he had caught me �n my sol�c�tude, but that I had caught
myself, and �n h�s presence.

Just then my father came �n and began mak�ng preparat�ons to
depart w�th me. Ernest returned some books he had borrowed, and
went away f�rst. But just as he was go�ng, he turned and sa�d:

“Oh, by the way, wh�le you are ru�n�ng your own peace of m�nd and
I am ru�n�ng the B�shop’s, you’d better look up Mrs. W�ckson and
Mrs. Pertonwa�the. The�r husbands, you know, are the two pr�nc�pal
stockholders �n the M�lls. L�ke all the rest of human�ty, those two
women are t�ed to the mach�ne, but they are so t�ed that they s�t on
top of �t.”



CHAPTER IV.
SLAVES OF THE MACHINE

The more I thought of Jackson’s arm, the more shaken I was. I
was confronted by the concrete. For the f�rst t�me I was see�ng l�fe.
My un�vers�ty l�fe, and study and culture, had not been real. I had
learned noth�ng but theor�es of l�fe and soc�ety that looked all very
well on the pr�nted page, but now I had seen l�fe �tself. Jackson’s arm
was a fact of l�fe. “The fact, man, the �rrefragable fact!” of Ernest’s
was r�ng�ng �n my consc�ousness.

It seemed monstrous, �mposs�ble, that our whole soc�ety was
based upon blood. And yet there was Jackson. I could not get away
from h�m. Constantly my thought swung back to h�m as the compass
to the Pole. He had been monstrously treated. H�s blood had not
been pa�d for �n order that a larger d�v�dend m�ght be pa�d. And I
knew a score of happy complacent fam�l�es that had rece�ved those
d�v�dends and by that much had prof�ted by Jackson’s blood. If one
man could be so monstrously treated and soc�ety move on �ts way
unheed�ng, m�ght not many men be so monstrously treated? I
remembered Ernest’s women of Ch�cago who to�led for n�nety cents
a week, and the ch�ld slaves of the Southern cotton m�lls he had
descr�bed. And I could see the�r wan wh�te hands, from wh�ch the
blood had been pressed, at work upon the cloth out of wh�ch had
been made my gown. And then I thought of the S�erra M�lls and the
d�v�dends that had been pa�d, and I saw the blood of Jackson upon
my gown as well. Jackson I could not escape. Always my
med�tat�ons led me back to h�m.

Down �n the depths of me I had a feel�ng that I stood on the edge
of a prec�p�ce. It was as though I were about to see a new and awful



revelat�on of l�fe. And not I alone. My whole world was turn�ng over.
There was my father. I could see the effect Ernest was beg�nn�ng to
have on h�m. And then there was the B�shop. When I had last seen
h�m he had looked a s�ck man. He was at h�gh nervous tens�on, and
�n h�s eyes there was unspeakable horror. From the l�ttle I learned I
knew that Ernest had been keep�ng h�s prom�se of tak�ng h�m
through hell. But what scenes of hell the B�shop’s eyes had seen, I
knew not, for he seemed too stunned to speak about them.

Once, the feel�ng strong upon me that my l�ttle world and all the
world was turn�ng over, I thought of Ernest as the cause of �t; and
also I thought, “We were so happy and peaceful before he came!”
And the next moment I was aware that the thought was a treason
aga�nst truth, and Ernest rose before me transf�gured, the apostle of
truth, w�th sh�n�ng brows and the fearlessness of one of God’s own
angels, battl�ng for the truth and the r�ght, and battl�ng for the succor
of the poor and lonely and oppressed. And then there arose before
me another f�gure, the Chr�st! He, too, had taken the part of the lowly
and oppressed, and aga�nst all the establ�shed power of pr�est and
phar�see. And I remembered h�s end upon the cross, and my heart
contracted w�th a pang as I thought of Ernest. Was he, too, dest�ned
for a cross?—he, w�th h�s clar�on call and war-noted vo�ce, and all
the f�ne man’s v�gor of h�m!

And �n that moment I knew that I loved h�m, and that I was melt�ng
w�th des�re to comfort h�m. I thought of h�s l�fe. A sord�d, harsh, and
meagre l�fe �t must have been. And I thought of h�s father, who had
l�ed and stolen for h�m and been worked to death. And he h�mself
had gone �nto the m�lls when he was ten! All my heart seemed
burst�ng w�th des�re to fold my arms around h�m, and to rest h�s head
on my breast—h�s head that must be weary w�th so many thoughts;
and to g�ve h�m rest—just rest—and easement and forgetfulness for
a tender space.

I met Colonel Ingram at a church recept�on. H�m I knew well and
had known well for many years. I trapped h�m beh�nd large palms
and rubber plants, though he d�d not know he was trapped. He met
me w�th the convent�onal gayety and gallantry. He was ever a
graceful man, d�plomat�c, tactful, and cons�derate. And as for



appearance, he was the most d�st�ngu�shed-look�ng man �n our
soc�ety. Bes�de h�m even the venerable head of the un�vers�ty looked
tawdry and small.

And yet I found Colonel Ingram s�tuated the same as the
unlettered mechan�cs. He was not a free agent. He, too, was bound
upon the wheel. I shall never forget the change �n h�m when I
ment�oned Jackson’s case. H�s sm�l�ng good nature van�shed l�ke a
ghost. A sudden, fr�ghtful express�on d�storted h�s well-bred face. I
felt the same alarm that I had felt when James Sm�th broke out. But
Colonel Ingram d�d not curse. That was the sl�ght d�fference that was
left between the work�ngman and h�m. He was famed as a w�t, but he
had no w�t now. And, unconsc�ously, th�s way and that he glanced for
avenues of escape. But he was trapped am�d the palms and rubber
trees.

Oh, he was s�ck of the sound of Jackson’s name. Why had I
brought the matter up? He d�d not rel�sh my joke. It was poor taste
on my part, and very �ncons�derate. D�d I not know that �n h�s
profess�on personal feel�ngs d�d not count? He left h�s personal
feel�ngs at home when he went down to the off�ce. At the off�ce he
had only profess�onal feel�ngs.

“Should Jackson have rece�ved damages?” I asked.
“Certa�nly,” he answered. “That �s, personally, I have a feel�ng that

he should. But that has noth�ng to do w�th the legal aspects of the
case.”

He was gett�ng h�s scattered w�ts sl�ghtly �n hand.
“Tell me, has r�ght anyth�ng to do w�th the law?” I asked.
“You have used the wrong �n�t�al consonant,” he sm�led �n answer.
“M�ght?” I quer�ed; and he nodded h�s head. “And yet we are

supposed to get just�ce by means of the law?”
“That �s the paradox of �t,” he countered. “We do get just�ce.”
“You are speak�ng profess�onally now, are you not?” I asked.
Colonel Ingram blushed, actually blushed, and aga�n he looked

anx�ously about h�m for a way of escape. But I blocked h�s path and
d�d not offer to move.



“Tell me,” I sa�d, “when one surrenders h�s personal feel�ngs to h�s
profess�onal feel�ngs, may not the act�on be def�ned as a sort of
sp�r�tual mayhem?”

I d�d not get an answer. Colonel Ingram had �nglor�ously bolted,
overturn�ng a palm �n h�s fl�ght.

Next I tr�ed the newspapers. I wrote a qu�et, restra�ned,
d�spass�onate account of Jackson’s case. I made no charges aga�nst
the men w�th whom I had talked, nor, for that matter, d�d I even
ment�on them. I gave the actual facts of the case, the long years
Jackson had worked �n the m�lls, h�s effort to save the mach�nery
from damage and the consequent acc�dent, and h�s own present
wretched and starv�ng cond�t�on. The three local newspapers
rejected my commun�cat�on, l�kew�se d�d the two weekl�es.

I got hold of Percy Layton. He was a graduate of the un�vers�ty,
had gone �n for journal�sm, and was then serv�ng h�s apprent�cesh�p
as reporter on the most �nfluent�al of the three newspapers. He
sm�led when I asked h�m the reason the newspapers suppressed all
ment�on of Jackson or h�s case.

“Ed�tor�al pol�cy,” he sa�d. “We have noth�ng to do w�th that. It’s up
to the ed�tors.”

“But why �s �t pol�cy?” I asked.
“We’re all sol�d w�th the corporat�ons,” he answered. “If you pa�d

advert�s�ng rates, you couldn’t get any such matter �nto the papers. A
man who tr�ed to smuggle �t �n would lose h�s job. You couldn’t get �t
�n �f you pa�d ten t�mes the regular advert�s�ng rates.”

“How about your own pol�cy?” I quest�oned. “It would seem your
funct�on �s to tw�st truth at the command of your employers, who, �n
turn, obey the behests of the corporat�ons.”

“I haven’t anyth�ng to do w�th that.” He looked uncomfortable for
the moment, then br�ghtened as he saw h�s way out. “I, myself, do
not wr�te untruthful th�ngs. I keep square all r�ght w�th my own
consc�ence. Of course, there’s lots that’s repugnant �n the course of
the day’s work. But then, you see, that’s all part of the day’s work,”
he wound up boy�shly.



“Yet you expect to s�t at an ed�tor’s desk some day and conduct a
pol�cy.”

“I’ll be case-hardened by that t�me,” was h�s reply.
“S�nce you are not yet case-hardened, tell me what you th�nk r�ght

now about the general ed�tor�al pol�cy.”
“I don’t th�nk,” he answered qu�ckly. “One can’t k�ck over the ropes

�f he’s go�ng to succeed �n journal�sm. I’ve learned that much, at any
rate.”

And he nodded h�s young head sagely.
“But the r�ght?” I pers�sted.
“You don’t understand the game. Of course �t’s all r�ght, because �t

comes out all r�ght, don’t you see?”
“Del�ghtfully vague,” I murmured; but my heart was ach�ng for the

youth of h�m, and I felt that I must e�ther scream or burst �nto tears.
I was beg�nn�ng to see through the appearances of the soc�ety �n

wh�ch I had always l�ved, and to f�nd the fr�ghtful real�t�es that were
beneath. There seemed a tac�t consp�racy aga�nst Jackson, and I
was aware of a thr�ll of sympathy for the wh�n�ng lawyer who had
�nglor�ously fought h�s case. But th�s tac�t consp�racy grew large. Not
alone was �t a�med aga�nst Jackson. It was a�med aga�nst every
work�ngman who was ma�med �n the m�lls. And �f aga�nst every man
�n the m�lls, why not aga�nst every man �n all the other m�lls and
factor�es? In fact, was �t not true of all the �ndustr�es?

And �f th�s was so, then soc�ety was a l�e. I shrank back from my
own conclus�ons. It was too terr�ble and awful to be true. But there
was Jackson, and Jackson’s arm, and the blood that sta�ned my
gown and dr�pped from my own roof-beams. And there were many
Jacksons—hundreds of them �n the m�lls alone, as Jackson h�mself
had sa�d. Jackson I could not escape.

I saw Mr. W�ckson and Mr. Pertonwa�the, the two men who held
most of the stock �n the S�erra M�lls. But I could not shake them as I
had shaken the mechan�cs �n the�r employ. I d�scovered that they
had an eth�c super�or to that of the rest of soc�ety. It was what I may
call the ar�stocrat�c eth�c or the master eth�c.[1] They talked �n large
ways of pol�cy, and they �dent�f�ed pol�cy and r�ght. And to me they



talked �n fatherly ways, patron�z�ng my youth and �nexper�ence. They
were the most hopeless of all I had encountered �n my quest. They
bel�eved absolutely that the�r conduct was r�ght. There was no
quest�on about �t, no d�scuss�on. They were conv�nced that they were
the sav�ours of soc�ety, and that �t was they who made happ�ness for
the many. And they drew pathet�c p�ctures of what would be the
suffer�ngs of the work�ng class were �t not for the employment that
they, and they alone, by the�r w�sdom, prov�ded for �t.

[1] Before Av�s Everhard was born, John Stuart M�ll, �n h�s essay,
On L�berty, wrote: “Wherever there �s an ascendant class, a large
port�on of the moral�ty emanates from �ts class �nterests and �ts
class feel�ngs of super�or�ty.”

Fresh from these two masters, I met Ernest and related my
exper�ence. He looked at me w�th a pleased express�on, and sa�d:

“Really, th�s �s f�ne. You are beg�nn�ng to d�g truth for yourself. It �s
your own emp�r�cal general�zat�on, and �t �s correct. No man �n the
�ndustr�al mach�ne �s a free-w�ll agent, except the large cap�tal�st, and
he �sn’t, �f you’ll pardon the Ir�sh�sm.[2] You see, the masters are qu�te
sure that they are r�ght �n what they are do�ng. That �s the crown�ng
absurd�ty of the whole s�tuat�on. They are so t�ed by the�r human
nature that they can’t do a th�ng unless they th�nk �t �s r�ght. They
must have a sanct�on for the�r acts.

[2] Verbal contrad�ct�ons, called bulls, were long an am�able
weakness of the anc�ent Ir�sh.

“When they want to do a th�ng, �n bus�ness of course, they must
wa�t t�ll there ar�ses �n the�r bra�ns, somehow, a rel�g�ous, or eth�cal,
or sc�ent�f�c, or ph�losoph�c, concept that the th�ng �s r�ght. And then
they go ahead and do �t, unw�tt�ng that one of the weaknesses of the
human m�nd �s that the w�sh �s parent to the thought. No matter what
they want to do, the sanct�on always comes. They are superf�c�al
casu�sts. They are Jesu�t�cal. They even see the�r way to do�ng
wrong that r�ght may come of �t. One of the pleasant and ax�omat�c
f�ct�ons they have created �s that they are super�or to the rest of
mank�nd �n w�sdom and eff�c�ency. Therefrom comes the�r sanct�on to
manage the bread and butter of the rest of mank�nd. They have even



resurrected the theory of the d�v�ne r�ght of k�ngs—commerc�al k�ngs
�n the�r case.[3]

[3] The newspapers, �n 1902 of that era, cred�ted the pres�dent of
the Anthrac�te Coal Trust, George F. Baer, w�th the enunc�at�on of
the follow�ng pr�nc�ple: “The r�ghts and �nterests of the labor�ng
man w�ll be protected by the Chr�st�an men to whom God �n H�s
�nf�n�te w�sdom has g�ven the property �nterests of the country.”

“The weakness �n the�r pos�t�on l�es �n that they are merely
bus�ness men. They are not ph�losophers. They are not b�olog�sts
nor soc�olog�sts. If they were, of course all would be well. A bus�ness
man who was also a b�olog�st and a soc�olog�st would know,
approx�mately, the r�ght th�ng to do for human�ty. But, outs�de the
realm of bus�ness, these men are stup�d. They know only bus�ness.
They do not know mank�nd nor soc�ety, and yet they set themselves
up as arb�ters of the fates of the hungry m�ll�ons and all the other
m�ll�ons thrown �n. H�story, some day, w�ll have an excruc�at�ng laugh
at the�r expense.”

I was not surpr�sed when I had my talk out w�th Mrs. W�ckson and
Mrs. Pertonwa�the. They were soc�ety women.[4] The�r homes were
palaces. They had many homes scattered over the country, �n the
mounta�ns, on lakes, and by the sea. They were tended by arm�es of
servants, and the�r soc�al act�v�t�es were bew�lder�ng. They
patron�zed the un�vers�ty and the churches, and the pastors
espec�ally bowed at the�r knees �n meek subserv�ence.[5] They were
powers, these two women, what of the money that was the�rs. The
power of subs�d�zat�on of thought was the�rs to a remarkable degree,
as I was soon to learn under Ernest’s tu�t�on.

[4] Soc�ety �s here used �n a restr�cted sense, a common usage of
the t�mes to denote the g�lded drones that d�d no labor, but only
glutted themselves at the honey-vats of the workers. Ne�ther the
bus�ness men nor the laborers had t�me or opportun�ty for soc�ety.
Soc�ety was the creat�on of the �dle r�ch who to�led not and who �n
th�s way played.

[5] “Br�ng on your ta�nted money,” was the expressed sent�ment of
the Church dur�ng th�s per�od.



They aped the�r husbands, and talked �n the same large ways
about pol�cy, and the dut�es and respons�b�l�t�es of the r�ch. They
were swayed by the same eth�c that dom�nated the�r husbands—the
eth�c of the�r class; and they uttered gl�b phrases that the�r own ears
d�d not understand.

Also, they grew �rr�tated when I told them of the deplorable
cond�t�on of Jackson’s fam�ly, and when I wondered that they had
made no voluntary prov�s�on for the man. I was told that they
thanked no one for �nstruct�ng them �n the�r soc�al dut�es. When I
asked them flatly to ass�st Jackson, they as flatly refused. The
astound�ng th�ng about �t was that they refused �n almost �dent�cally
the same language, and th�s �n face of the fact that I �nterv�ewed
them separately and that one d�d not know that I had seen or was
go�ng to see the other. The�r common reply was that they were glad
of the opportun�ty to make �t perfectly pla�n that no prem�um would
ever be put on carelessness by them; nor would they, by pay�ng for
acc�dent, tempt the poor to hurt themselves �n the mach�nery.[6]

[6] In the f�les of the Outlook, a cr�t�cal weekly of the per�od, �n the
number dated August 18, 1906, �s related the c�rcumstance of a
work�ngman los�ng h�s arm, the deta�ls of wh�ch are qu�te s�m�lar
to those of Jackson’s case as related by Av�s Everhard.

And they were s�ncere, these two women. They were drunk w�th
conv�ct�on of the super�or�ty of the�r class and of themselves. They
had a sanct�on, �n the�r own class-eth�c, for every act they performed.
As I drove away from Mrs. Pertonwa�the’s great house, I looked back
at �t, and I remembered Ernest’s express�on that they were bound to
the mach�ne, but that they were so bound that they sat on top of �t.



CHAPTER V.
THE PHILOMATHS

Ernest was often at the house. Nor was �t my father, merely, nor
the controvers�al d�nners, that drew h�m there. Even at that t�me I
flattered myself that I played some part �n caus�ng h�s v�s�ts, and �t
was not long before I learned the correctness of my surm�se. For
never was there such a lover as Ernest Everhard. H�s gaze and h�s
hand-clasp grew f�rmer and stead�er, �f that were poss�ble; and the
quest�on that had grown from the f�rst �n h�s eyes, grew only the
more �mperat�ve.

My �mpress�on of h�m, the f�rst t�me I saw h�m, had been
unfavorable. Then I had found myself attracted toward h�m. Next
came my repuls�on, when he so savagely attacked my class and me.
After that, as I saw that he had not mal�gned my class, and that the
harsh and b�tter th�ngs he sa�d about �t were just�f�ed, I had drawn
closer to h�m aga�n. He became my oracle. For me he tore the sham
from the face of soc�ety and gave me gl�mpses of real�ty that were as
unpleasant as they were unden�ably true.

As I have sa�d, there was never such a lover as he. No g�rl could
l�ve �n a un�vers�ty town t�ll she was twenty-four and not have love
exper�ences. I had been made love to by beardless sophomores and
gray professors, and by the athletes and the football g�ants. But not
one of them made love to me as Ernest d�d. H�s arms were around
me before I knew. H�s l�ps were on m�ne before I could protest or
res�st. Before h�s earnestness convent�onal ma�den d�gn�ty was
r�d�culous. He swept me off my feet by the splend�d �nv�nc�ble rush of
h�m. He d�d not propose. He put h�s arms around me and k�ssed me
and took �t for granted that we should be marr�ed. There was no



d�scuss�on about �t. The only d�scuss�on—and that arose afterward—
was when we should be marr�ed.

It was unprecedented. It was unreal. Yet, �n accordance w�th
Ernest’s test of truth, �t worked. I trusted my l�fe to �t. And fortunate
was the trust. Yet dur�ng those f�rst days of our love, fear of the future
came often to me when I thought of the v�olence and �mpetuos�ty of
h�s love-mak�ng. Yet such fears were groundless. No woman was
ever blessed w�th a gentler, tenderer husband. Th�s gentleness and
v�olence on h�s part was a cur�ous blend s�m�lar to the one �n h�s
carr�age of awkwardness and ease. That sl�ght awkwardness! He
never got over �t, and �t was del�c�ous. H�s behav�or �n our draw�ng-
room rem�nded me of a careful bull �n a ch�na shop.[1]

[1] In those days �t was st�ll the custom to f�ll the l�v�ng rooms w�th
br�c-a-brac. They had not d�scovered s�mpl�c�ty of l�v�ng. Such
rooms were museums, enta�l�ng endless labor to keep clean. The
dust-demon was the lord of the household. There were a myr�ad
dev�ces for catch�ng dust, and only a few dev�ces for gett�ng r�d of
�t.

It was at th�s t�me that van�shed my last doubt of the completeness
of my love for h�m (a subconsc�ous doubt, at most). It was at the
Ph�lomath Club—a wonderful n�ght of battle, where�n Ernest bearded
the masters �n the�r la�r. Now the Ph�lomath Club was the most select
on the Pac�f�c Coast. It was the creat�on of M�ss Brentwood, an
enormously wealthy old ma�d; and �t was her husband, and fam�ly,
and toy. Its members were the wealth�est �n the commun�ty, and the
strongest-m�nded of the wealthy, w�th, of course, a spr�nkl�ng of
scholars to g�ve �t �ntellectual tone.

The Ph�lomath had no club house. It was not that k�nd of a club.
Once a month �ts members gathered at some one of the�r pr�vate
houses to l�sten to a lecture. The lecturers were usually, though not
always, h�red. If a chem�st �n New York made a new d�scovery �n say
rad�um, all h�s expenses across the cont�nent were pa�d, and as well
he rece�ved a pr�ncely fee for h�s t�me. The same w�th a return�ng
explorer from the polar reg�ons, or the latest l�terary or art�st�c
success. No v�s�tors were allowed, wh�le �t was the Ph�lomath’s
pol�cy to perm�t none of �ts d�scuss�ons to get �nto the papers. Thus



great statesmen—and there had been such occas�ons—were able
fully to speak the�r m�nds.

I spread before me a wr�nkled letter, wr�tten to me by Ernest
twenty years ago, and from �t I copy the follow�ng:

“Your father �s a member of the Ph�lomath, so you are able to
come. Therefore come next Tuesday n�ght. I prom�se you that you
w�ll have the t�me of your l�fe. In your recent encounters, you fa�led to
shake the masters. If you come, I’ll shake them for you. I’ll make
them snarl l�ke wolves. You merely quest�oned the�r moral�ty. When
the�r moral�ty �s quest�oned, they grow only the more complacent and
super�or. But I shall menace the�r money-bags. That w�ll shake them
to the roots of the�r pr�m�t�ve natures. If you can come, you w�ll see
the cave-man, �n even�ng dress, snarl�ng and snapp�ng over a bone.
I prom�se you a great caterwaul�ng and an �llum�nat�ng �ns�ght �nto
the nature of the beast.

“They’ve �nv�ted me �n order to tear me to p�eces. Th�s �s the �dea
of M�ss Brentwood. She clums�ly h�nted as much when she �nv�ted
me. She’s g�ven them that k�nd of fun before. They del�ght �n gett�ng
trustful-souled gentle reformers before them. M�ss Brentwood th�nks
I am as m�ld as a k�tten and as good-natured and stol�d as the fam�ly
cow. I’ll not deny that I helped to g�ve her that �mpress�on. She was
very tentat�ve at f�rst, unt�l she d�v�ned my harmlessness. I am to
rece�ve a handsome fee—two hundred and f�fty dollars—as bef�ts
the man who, though a rad�cal, once ran for governor. Also, I am to
wear even�ng dress. Th�s �s compulsory. I never was so apparelled �n
my l�fe. I suppose I’ll have to h�re one somewhere. But I’d do more
than that to get a chance at the Ph�lomaths.”

Of all places, the Club gathered that n�ght at the Pertonwa�the
house. Extra cha�rs had been brought �nto the great draw�ng-room,
and �n all there must have been two hundred Ph�lomaths that sat
down to hear Ernest. They were truly lords of soc�ety. I amused
myself w�th runn�ng over �n my m�nd the sum of the fortunes
represented, and �t ran well �nto the hundreds of m�ll�ons. And the
possessors were not of the �dle r�ch. They were men of affa�rs who
took most act�ve parts �n �ndustr�al and pol�t�cal l�fe.



We were all seated when M�ss Brentwood brought Ernest �n. They
moved at once to the head of the room, from where he was to speak.
He was �n even�ng dress, and, what of h�s broad shoulders and
k�ngly head, he looked magn�f�cent. And then there was that fa�nt
and unm�stakable touch of awkwardness �n h�s movements. I almost
th�nk I could have loved h�m for that alone. And as I looked at h�m I
was aware of a great joy. I felt aga�n the pulse of h�s palm on m�ne,
the touch of h�s l�ps; and such pr�de was m�ne that I felt I must r�se
up and cry out to the assembled company: “He �s m�ne! He has held
me �n h�s arms, and I, mere I, have f�lled that m�nd of h�s to the
exclus�on of all h�s mult�tud�nous and k�ngly thoughts!”

At the head of the room, M�ss Brentwood �ntroduced h�m to
Colonel Van G�lbert, and I knew that the latter was to pres�de.
Colonel Van G�lbert was a great corporat�on lawyer. In add�t�on, he
was �mmensely wealthy. The smallest fee he would de�gn to not�ce
was a hundred thousand dollars. He was a master of law. The law
was a puppet w�th wh�ch he played. He moulded �t l�ke clay, tw�sted
and d�storted �t l�ke a Ch�nese puzzle �nto any des�gn he chose. In
appearance and rhetor�c he was old-fash�oned, but �n �mag�nat�on
and knowledge and resource he was as young as the latest statute.
H�s f�rst prom�nence had come when he broke the Shardwell w�ll.[2]

H�s fee for th�s one act was f�ve hundred thousand dollars. From then
on he had r�sen l�ke a rocket. He was often called the greatest lawyer
�n the country—corporat�on lawyer, of course; and no class�f�cat�on of
the three greatest lawyers �n the Un�ted States could have excluded
h�m.

[2] Th�s break�ng of w�lls was a pecul�ar feature of the per�od. W�th
the accumulat�on of vast fortunes, the problem of d�spos�ng of
these fortunes after death was a vex�ng one to the accumulators.
W�ll-mak�ng and w�ll-break�ng became complementary trades, l�ke
armor-mak�ng and gun-mak�ng. The shrewdest w�ll-mak�ng
lawyers were called �n to make w�lls that could not be broken. But
these w�lls were always broken, and very often by the very
lawyers that had drawn them up. Nevertheless the delus�on
pers�sted �n the wealthy class that an absolutely unbreakable w�ll
could be cast; and so, through the generat�ons, cl�ents and
lawyers pursued the �llus�on. It was a pursu�t l�ke unto that of the
Un�versal Solvent of the med�æval alchem�sts.



He arose and began, �n a few well-chosen phrases that carr�ed an
undertone of fa�nt �rony, to �ntroduce Ernest. Colonel Van G�lbert was
subtly facet�ous �n h�s �ntroduct�on of the soc�al reformer and member
of the work�ng class, and the aud�ence sm�led. It made me angry,
and I glanced at Ernest. The s�ght of h�m made me doubly angry. He
d�d not seem to resent the del�cate slurs. Worse than that, he d�d not
seem to be aware of them. There he sat, gentle, and stol�d, and
somnolent. He really looked stup�d. And for a moment the thought
rose �n my m�nd, What �f he were overawed by th�s �mpos�ng array of
power and bra�ns? Then I sm�led. He couldn’t fool me. But he fooled
the others, just as he had fooled M�ss Brentwood. She occup�ed a
cha�r r�ght up to the front, and several t�mes she turned her head
toward one or another of her confrères and sm�led her apprec�at�on
of the remarks.

Colonel Van G�lbert done, Ernest arose and began to speak. He
began �n a low vo�ce, halt�ngly and modestly, and w�th an a�r of
ev�dent embarrassment. He spoke of h�s b�rth �n the work�ng class,
and of the sord�dness and wretchedness of h�s env�ronment, where
flesh and sp�r�t were al�ke starved and tormented. He descr�bed h�s
amb�t�ons and �deals, and h�s concept�on of the parad�se where�n
l�ved the people of the upper classes. As he sa�d:

“Up above me, I knew, were unself�shnesses of the sp�r�t, clean
and noble th�nk�ng, keen �ntellectual l�v�ng. I knew all th�s because I
read ‘Seas�de L�brary’[3] novels, �n wh�ch, w�th the except�on of the
v�lla�ns and adventuresses, all men and women thought beaut�ful
thoughts, spoke a beaut�ful tongue, and performed glor�ous deeds. In
short, as I accepted the r�s�ng of the sun, I accepted that up above
me was all that was f�ne and noble and grac�ous, all that gave
decency and d�gn�ty to l�fe, all that made l�fe worth l�v�ng and that
remunerated one for h�s trava�l and m�sery.”

[3] A cur�ous and amaz�ng l�terature that served to make the
work�ng class utterly m�sapprehend the nature of the le�sure class.

He went on and traced h�s l�fe �n the m�lls, the learn�ng of the
horseshoe�ng trade, and h�s meet�ng w�th the soc�al�sts. Among
them, he sa�d, he had found keen �ntellects and br�ll�ant w�ts,



m�n�sters of the Gospel who had been broken because the�r
Chr�st�an�ty was too w�de for any congregat�on of mammon-
worsh�ppers, and professors who had been broken on the wheel of
un�vers�ty subserv�ence to the rul�ng class. The soc�al�sts were
revolut�on�sts, he sa�d, struggl�ng to overthrow the �rrat�onal soc�ety
of the present and out of the mater�al to bu�ld the rat�onal soc�ety of
the future. Much more he sa�d that would take too long to wr�te, but I
shall never forget how he descr�bed the l�fe among the revolut�on�sts.
All halt�ng utterance van�shed. H�s vo�ce grew strong and conf�dent,
and �t glowed as he glowed, and as the thoughts glowed that poured
out from h�m. He sa�d:

“Amongst the revolut�on�sts I found, also, warm fa�th �n the human,
ardent �deal�sm, sweetnesses of unself�shness, renunc�at�on, and
martyrdom—all the splend�d, st�ng�ng th�ngs of the sp�r�t. Here l�fe
was clean, noble, and al�ve. I was �n touch w�th great souls who
exalted flesh and sp�r�t over dollars and cents, and to whom the th�n
wa�l of the starved slum ch�ld meant more than all the pomp and
c�rcumstance of commerc�al expans�on and world emp�re. All about
me were nobleness of purpose and hero�sm of effort, and my days
and n�ghts were sunsh�ne and starsh�ne, all f�re and dew, w�th before
my eyes, ever burn�ng and blaz�ng, the Holy Gra�l, Chr�st’s own Gra�l,
the warm human, long-suffer�ng and maltreated but to be rescued
and saved at the last.”

As before I had seen h�m transf�gured, so now he stood
transf�gured before me. H�s brows were br�ght w�th the d�v�ne that
was �n h�m, and br�ghter yet shone h�s eyes from the m�dst of the
rad�ance that seemed to envelop h�m as a mantle. But the others d�d
not see th�s rad�ance, and I assumed that �t was due to the tears of
joy and love that d�mmed my v�s�on. At any rate, Mr. W�ckson, who
sat beh�nd me, was unaffected, for I heard h�m sneer aloud,
“Utop�an.”[4]

[4] The people of that age were phrase slaves. The abjectness of
the�r serv�tude �s �ncomprehens�ble to us. There was a mag�c �n
words greater than the conjurer’s art. So befuddled and chaot�c
were the�r m�nds that the utterance of a s�ngle word could
negat�ve the general�zat�ons of a l�fet�me of ser�ous research and
thought. Such a word was the adject�ve Utop�an. The mere



utterance of �t could damn any scheme, no matter how sanely
conce�ved, of econom�c amel�orat�on or regenerat�on. Vast
populat�ons grew frenz�ed over such phrases as “an honest dollar”
and “a full d�nner pa�l.” The co�nage of such phrases was
cons�dered strokes of gen�us.

Ernest went on to h�s r�se �n soc�ety, t�ll at last he came �n touch
w�th members of the upper classes, and rubbed shoulders w�th the
men who sat �n the h�gh places. Then came h�s d�s�llus�onment, and
th�s d�s�llus�onment he descr�bed �n terms that d�d not flatter h�s
aud�ence. He was surpr�sed at the commonness of the clay. L�fe
proved not to be f�ne and grac�ous. He was appalled by the
self�shness he encountered, and what had surpr�sed h�m even more
than that was the absence of �ntellectual l�fe. Fresh from h�s
revolut�on�sts, he was shocked by the �ntellectual stup�d�ty of the
master class. And then, �n sp�te of the�r magn�f�cent churches and
well-pa�d preachers, he had found the masters, men and women,
grossly mater�al. It was true that they prattled sweet l�ttle �deals and
dear l�ttle moral�t�es, but �n sp�te of the�r prattle the dom�nant key of
the l�fe they l�ved was mater�al�st�c. And they were w�thout real
moral�ty—for �nstance, that wh�ch Chr�st had preached but wh�ch
was no longer preached.

“I met men,” he sa�d, “who �nvoked the name of the Pr�nce of
Peace �n the�r d�atr�bes aga�nst war, and who put r�fles �n the hands
of P�nkertons[5] w�th wh�ch to shoot down str�kers �n the�r own
factor�es. I met men �ncoherent w�th �nd�gnat�on at the brutal�ty of
pr�ze-f�ght�ng, and who, at the same t�me, were part�es to the
adulterat�on of food that k�lled each year more babes than even red-
handed Herod had k�lled.

[5] Or�g�nally, they were pr�vate detect�ves; but they qu�ckly
became h�red f�ght�ng men of the cap�tal�sts, and ult�mately
developed �nto the Mercenar�es of the Ol�garchy.

“Th�s del�cate, ar�stocrat�c-featured gentleman was a dummy
d�rector and a tool of corporat�ons that secretly robbed w�dows and
orphans. Th�s gentleman, who collected f�ne ed�t�ons and was a
patron of l�terature, pa�d blackma�l to a heavy-jowled, black-browed
boss of a mun�c�pal mach�ne. Th�s ed�tor, who publ�shed patent



med�c�ne advert�sements, called me a scoundrelly demagogue
because I dared h�m to pr�nt �n h�s paper the truth about patent
med�c�nes.[6] Th�s man, talk�ng soberly and earnestly about the
beaut�es of �deal�sm and the goodness of God, had just betrayed h�s
comrades �n a bus�ness deal. Th�s man, a p�llar of the church and
heavy contr�butor to fore�gn m�ss�ons, worked h�s shop g�rls ten
hours a day on a starvat�on wage and thereby d�rectly encouraged
prost�tut�on. Th�s man, who endowed cha�rs �n un�vers�t�es and
erected magn�f�cent chapels, perjured h�mself �n courts of law over
dollars and cents. Th�s ra�lroad magnate broke h�s word as a c�t�zen,
as a gentleman, and as a Chr�st�an, when he granted a secret
rebate, and he granted many secret rebates. Th�s senator was the
tool and the slave, the l�ttle puppet, of a brutal uneducated mach�ne
boss;[7] so was th�s governor and th�s supreme court judge; and all
three rode on ra�lroad passes; and, also, th�s sleek cap�tal�st owned
the mach�ne, the mach�ne boss, and the ra�lroads that �ssued the
passes.

[6] Patent med�c�nes were patent l�es, but, l�ke the charms and
�ndulgences of the M�ddle Ages, they dece�ved the people. The
only d�fference lay �n that the patent med�c�nes were more harmful
and more costly.

[7] Even as late as 1912, A.D., the great mass of the people st�ll
pers�sted �n the bel�ef that they ruled the country by v�rtue of the�r
ballots. In real�ty, the country was ruled by what were called
pol�t�cal mach�nes. At f�rst the mach�ne bosses charged the
master cap�tal�sts extort�onate tolls for leg�slat�on; but �n a short
t�me the master cap�tal�sts found �t cheaper to own the pol�t�cal
mach�nes themselves and to h�re the mach�ne bosses.

“And so �t was, �nstead of �n parad�se, that I found myself �n the
ar�d desert of commerc�al�sm. I found noth�ng but stup�d�ty, except for
bus�ness. I found none clean, noble, and al�ve, though I found many
who were al�ve—w�th rottenness. What I d�d f�nd was monstrous
self�shness and heartlessness, and a gross, gluttonous, pract�sed,
and pract�cal mater�al�sm.”

Much more Ernest told them of themselves and of h�s
d�s�llus�onment. Intellectually they had bored h�m; morally and



sp�r�tually they had s�ckened h�m; so that he was glad to go back to
h�s revolut�on�sts, who were clean, noble, and al�ve, and all that the
cap�tal�sts were not.

“And now,” he sa�d, “let me tell you about that revolut�on.”
But f�rst I must say that h�s terr�ble d�atr�be had not touched them. I

looked about me at the�r faces and saw that they rema�ned
complacently super�or to what he had charged. And I remembered
what he had told me: that no �nd�ctment of the�r moral�ty could shake
them. However, I could see that the boldness of h�s language had
affected M�ss Brentwood. She was look�ng worr�ed and
apprehens�ve.

Ernest began by descr�b�ng the army of revolut�on, and as he gave
the f�gures of �ts strength (the votes cast �n the var�ous countr�es),
the assemblage began to grow restless. Concern showed �n the�r
faces, and I not�ced a t�ghten�ng of l�ps. At last the gage of battle had
been thrown down. He descr�bed the �nternat�onal organ�zat�on of the
soc�al�sts that un�ted the m�ll�on and a half �n the Un�ted States w�th
the twenty-three m�ll�ons and a half �n the rest of the world.

“Such an army of revolut�on,” he sa�d, “twenty-f�ve m�ll�ons strong,
�s a th�ng to make rulers and rul�ng classes pause and cons�der. The
cry of th�s army �s: ‘No quarter! We want all that you possess. We w�ll
be content w�th noth�ng less than all that you possess. We want �n
our hands the re�ns of power and the dest�ny of mank�nd. Here are
our hands. They are strong hands. We are go�ng to take your
governments, your palaces, and all your purpled ease away from
you, and �n that day you shall work for your bread even as the
peasant �n the f�eld or the starved and runty clerk �n your
metropol�ses. Here are our hands. They are strong hands!’”

And as he spoke he extended from h�s splend�d shoulders h�s two
great arms, and the horseshoer’s hands were clutch�ng the a�r l�ke
eagle’s talons. He was the sp�r�t of regnant labor as he stood there,
h�s hands outreach�ng to rend and crush h�s aud�ence. I was aware
of a fa�ntly percept�ble shr�nk�ng on the part of the l�steners before
th�s f�gure of revolut�on, concrete, potent�al, and menac�ng. That �s,
the women shrank, and fear was �n the�r faces. Not so w�th the men.
They were of the act�ve r�ch, and not the �dle, and they were f�ghters.



A low, throaty rumble arose, l�ngered on the a�r a moment, and
ceased. It was the forerunner of the snarl, and I was to hear �t many
t�mes that n�ght—the token of the brute �n man, the earnest of h�s
pr�m�t�ve pass�ons. And they were unconsc�ous that they had made
th�s sound. It was the growl of the pack, mouthed by the pack, and
mouthed �n all unconsc�ousness. And �n that moment, as I saw the
harshness form �n the�r faces and saw the f�ght-l�ght flash�ng �n the�r
eyes, I real�zed that not eas�ly would they let the�r lordsh�p of the
world be wrested from them.

Ernest proceeded w�th h�s attack. He accounted for the ex�stence
of the m�ll�on and a half of revolut�on�sts �n the Un�ted States by
charg�ng the cap�tal�st class w�th hav�ng m�smanaged soc�ety. He
sketched the econom�c cond�t�on of the cave-man and of the savage
peoples of to-day, po�nt�ng out that they possessed ne�ther tools nor
mach�nes, and possessed only a natural eff�c�ency of one �n
produc�ng power. Then he traced the development of mach�nery and
soc�al organ�zat�on so that to-day the produc�ng power of c�v�l�zed
man was a thousand t�mes greater than that of the savage.

“F�ve men,” he sa�d, “can produce bread for a thousand. One man
can produce cotton cloth for two hundred and f�fty people, woollens
for three hundred, and boots and shoes for a thousand. One would
conclude from th�s that under a capable management of soc�ety
modern c�v�l�zed man would be a great deal better off than the cave-
man. But �s he? Let us see. In the Un�ted States to-day there are
f�fteen m�ll�on[8] people l�v�ng �n poverty; and by poverty �s meant that
cond�t�on �n l�fe �n wh�ch, through lack of food and adequate shelter,
the mere standard of work�ng eff�c�ency cannot be ma�nta�ned. In the
Un�ted States to-day, �n sp�te of all your so-called labor leg�slat�on,
there are three m�ll�ons of ch�ld laborers.[9] In twelve years the�r
numbers have been doubled. And �n pass�ng I w�ll ask you managers
of soc�ety why you d�d not make publ�c the census f�gures of 1910?
And I w�ll answer for you, that you were afra�d. The f�gures of m�sery
would have prec�p�tated the revolut�on that even now �s gather�ng.

[8] Robert Hunter, �n 1906, �n a book ent�tled “Poverty,” po�nted
out that at that t�me there were ten m�ll�ons �n the Un�ted States
l�v�ng �n poverty.



[9] In the Un�ted States Census of 1900 (the last census the
f�gures of wh�ch were made publ�c), the number of ch�ld laborers
was placed at 1,752,187.

“But to return to my �nd�ctment. If modern man’s produc�ng power
�s a thousand t�mes greater than that of the cave-man, why then, �n
the Un�ted States to-day, are there f�fteen m�ll�on people who are not
properly sheltered and properly fed? Why then, �n the Un�ted States
to-day, are there three m�ll�on ch�ld laborers? It �s a true �nd�ctment.
The cap�tal�st class has m�smanaged. In face of the facts that
modern man l�ves more wretchedly than the cave-man, and that h�s
produc�ng power �s a thousand t�mes greater than that of the cave-
man, no other conclus�on �s poss�ble than that the cap�tal�st class
has m�smanaged, that you have m�smanaged, my masters, that you
have cr�m�nally and self�shly m�smanaged. And on th�s count you
cannot answer me here to-n�ght, face to face, any more than can
your whole class answer the m�ll�on and a half of revolut�on�sts �n the
Un�ted States. You cannot answer. I challenge you to answer. And
furthermore, I dare to say to you now that when I have f�n�shed you
w�ll not answer. On that po�nt you w�ll be tongue-t�ed, though you w�ll
talk word�ly enough about other th�ngs.

“You have fa�led �n your management. You have made a shambles
of c�v�l�zat�on. You have been bl�nd and greedy. You have r�sen up
(as you to-day r�se up), shamelessly, �n our leg�slat�ve halls, and
declared that prof�ts were �mposs�ble w�thout the to�l of ch�ldren and
babes. Don’t take my word for �t. It �s all �n the records aga�nst you.
You have lulled your consc�ence to sleep w�th prattle of sweet �deals
and dear moral�t�es. You are fat w�th power and possess�on, drunken
w�th success; and you have no more hope aga�nst us than have the
drones, clustered about the honey-vats, when the worker-bees
spr�ng upon them to end the�r rotund ex�stence. You have fa�led �n
your management of soc�ety, and your management �s to be taken
away from you. A m�ll�on and a half of the men of the work�ng class
say that they are go�ng to get the rest of the work�ng class to jo�n
w�th them and take the management away from you. Th�s �s the
revolut�on, my masters. Stop �t �f you can.”



For an apprec�able lapse of t�me Ernest’s vo�ce cont�nued to r�ng
through the great room. Then arose the throaty rumble I had heard
before, and a dozen men were on the�r feet clamor�ng for recogn�t�on
from Colonel Van G�lbert. I not�ced M�ss Brentwood’s shoulders
mov�ng convuls�vely, and for the moment I was angry, for I thought
that she was laugh�ng at Ernest. And then I d�scovered that �t was
not laughter, but hyster�a. She was appalled by what she had done �n
br�ng�ng th�s f�rebrand before her blessed Ph�lomath Club.

Colonel Van G�lbert d�d not not�ce the dozen men, w�th pass�on-
wrought faces, who strove to get perm�ss�on from h�m to speak. H�s
own face was pass�on-wrought. He sprang to h�s feet, wav�ng h�s
arms, and for a moment could utter only �ncoherent sounds. Then
speech poured from h�m. But �t was not the speech of a one-
hundred-thousand-dollar lawyer, nor was the rhetor�c old-fash�oned.

“Fallacy upon fallacy!” he cr�ed. “Never �n all my l�fe have I heard
so many fallac�es uttered �n one short hour. And bes�des, young
man, I must tell you that you have sa�d noth�ng new. I learned all that
at college before you were born. Jean Jacques Rousseau
enunc�ated your soc�al�st�c theory nearly two centur�es ago. A return
to the so�l, forsooth! Revers�on! Our b�ology teaches the absurd�ty of
�t. It has been truly sa�d that a l�ttle learn�ng �s a dangerous th�ng, and
you have exempl�f�ed �t to-n�ght w�th your madcap theor�es. Fallacy
upon fallacy! I was never so nauseated �n my l�fe w�th overplus of
fallacy. That for your �mmature general�zat�ons and ch�ld�sh
reason�ngs!”

He snapped h�s f�ngers contemptuously and proceeded to s�t
down. There were l�p-exclamat�ons of approval on the part of the
women, and hoarser notes of conf�rmat�on came from the men. As
for the dozen men who were clamor�ng for the floor, half of them
began speak�ng at once. The confus�on and babel was
�ndescr�bable. Never had Mrs. Pertonwa�the’s spac�ous walls beheld
such a spectacle. These, then, were the cool capta�ns of �ndustry
and lords of soc�ety, these snarl�ng, growl�ng savages �n even�ng
clothes. Truly Ernest had shaken them when he stretched out h�s
hands for the�r moneybags, h�s hands that had appeared �n the�r
eyes as the hands of the f�fteen hundred thousand revolut�on�sts.



But Ernest never lost h�s head �n a s�tuat�on. Before Colonel Van
G�lbert had succeeded �n s�tt�ng down, Ernest was on h�s feet and
had sprung forward.

“One at a t�me!” he roared at them.
The sound arose from h�s great lungs and dom�nated the human

tempest. By sheer compuls�on of personal�ty he commanded s�lence.
“One at a t�me,” he repeated softly. “Let me answer Colonel Van

G�lbert. After that the rest of you can come at me—but one at a t�me,
remember. No mass-plays here. Th�s �s not a football f�eld.

“As for you,” he went on, turn�ng toward Colonel Van G�lbert, “you
have repl�ed to noth�ng I have sa�d. You have merely made a few
exc�ted and dogmat�c assert�ons about my mental cal�ber. That may
serve you �n your bus�ness, but you can’t talk to me l�ke that. I am
not a work�ngman, cap �n hand, ask�ng you to �ncrease my wages or
to protect me from the mach�ne at wh�ch I work. You cannot be
dogmat�c w�th truth when you deal w�th me. Save that for deal�ng
w�th your wage-slaves. They w�ll not dare reply to you because you
hold the�r bread and butter, the�r l�ves, �n your hands.

“As for th�s return to nature that you say you learned at college
before I was born, perm�t me to po�nt out that on the face of �t you
cannot have learned anyth�ng s�nce. Soc�al�sm has no more to do
w�th the state of nature than has d�fferent�al calculus w�th a B�ble
class. I have called your class stup�d when outs�de the realm of
bus�ness. You, s�r, have br�ll�antly exempl�f�ed my statement.”

Th�s terr�ble cast�gat�on of her hundred-thousand-dollar lawyer was
too much for M�ss Brentwood’s nerves. Her hyster�a became v�olent,
and she was helped, weep�ng and laugh�ng, out of the room. It was
just as well, for there was worse to follow.

“Don’t take my word for �t,” Ernest cont�nued, when the �nterrupt�on
had been led away. “Your own author�t�es w�th one unan�mous vo�ce
w�ll prove you stup�d. Your own h�red purveyors of knowledge w�ll tell
you that you are wrong. Go to your meekest l�ttle ass�stant �nstructor
of soc�ology and ask h�m what �s the d�fference between Rousseau’s
theory of the return to nature and the theory of soc�al�sm; ask your
greatest orthodox bourgeo�s pol�t�cal econom�sts and soc�olog�sts;
quest�on through the pages of every text-book wr�tten on the subject



and stored on the shelves of your subs�d�zed l�brar�es; and from one
and all the answer w�ll be that there �s noth�ng congruous between
the return to nature and soc�al�sm. On the other hand, the
unan�mous aff�rmat�ve answer w�ll be that the return to nature and
soc�al�sm are d�ametr�cally opposed to each other. As I say, don’t
take my word for �t. The record of your stup�d�ty �s there �n the books,
your own books that you never read. And so far as your stup�d�ty �s
concerned, you are but the exemplar of your class.

“You know law and bus�ness, Colonel Van G�lbert. You know how
to serve corporat�ons and �ncrease d�v�dends by tw�st�ng the law.
Very good. St�ck to �t. You are qu�te a f�gure. You are a very good
lawyer, but you are a poor h�stor�an, you know noth�ng of soc�ology,
and your b�ology �s contemporaneous w�th Pl�ny.”

Here Colonel Van G�lbert wr�thed �n h�s cha�r. There was perfect
qu�et �n the room. Everybody sat fasc�nated—paralyzed, I may say.
Such fearful treatment of the great Colonel Van G�lbert was unheard
of, undreamed of, �mposs�ble to bel�eve—the great Colonel Van
G�lbert before whom judges trembled when he arose �n court. But
Ernest never gave quarter to an enemy.

“Th�s �s, of course, no reflect�on on you,” Ernest sa�d. “Every man
to h�s trade. Only you st�ck to your trade, and I’ll st�ck to m�ne. You
have spec�al�zed. When �t comes to a knowledge of the law, of how
best to evade the law or make new law for the benef�t of th�ev�ng
corporat�ons, I am down �n the d�rt at your feet. But when �t comes to
soc�ology—my trade—you are down �n the d�rt at my feet.
Remember that. Remember, also, that your law �s the stuff of a day,
and that you are not versat�le �n the stuff of more than a day.
Therefore your dogmat�c assert�ons and rash general�zat�ons on
th�ngs h�stor�cal and soc�olog�cal are not worth the breath you waste
on them.”

Ernest paused for a moment and regarded h�m thoughtfully, not�ng
h�s face dark and tw�sted w�th anger, h�s pant�ng chest, h�s wr�th�ng
body, and h�s sl�m wh�te hands nervously clench�ng and unclench�ng.

“But �t seems you have breath to use, and I’ll g�ve you a chance to
use �t. I �nd�cted your class. Show me that my �nd�ctment �s wrong. I
po�nted out to you the wretchedness of modern man—three m�ll�on



ch�ld slaves �n the Un�ted States, w�thout whose labor prof�ts would
not be poss�ble, and f�fteen m�ll�on under-fed, �ll-clothed, and worse-
housed people. I po�nted out that modern man’s produc�ng power
through soc�al organ�zat�on and the use of mach�nery was a
thousand t�mes greater than that of the cave-man. And I stated that
from these two facts no other conclus�on was poss�ble than that the
cap�tal�st class had m�smanaged. Th�s was my �nd�ctment, and I
spec�f�cally and at length challenged you to answer �t. Nay, I d�d
more. I prophes�ed that you would not answer. It rema�ns for your
breath to smash my prophecy. You called my speech fallacy. Show
the fallacy, Colonel Van G�lbert. Answer the �nd�ctment that I and my
f�fteen hundred thousand comrades have brought aga�nst your class
and you.”

Colonel Van G�lbert qu�te forgot that he was pres�d�ng, and that �n
courtesy he should perm�t the other clamorers to speak. He was on
h�s feet, fl�ng�ng h�s arms, h�s rhetor�c, and h�s control to the w�nds,
alternately abus�ng Ernest for h�s youth and demagoguery, and
savagely attack�ng the work�ng class, elaborat�ng �ts �neff�c�ency and
worthlessness.

“For a lawyer, you are the hardest man to keep to a po�nt I ever
saw,” Ernest began h�s answer to the t�rade. “My youth has noth�ng
to do w�th what I have enunc�ated. Nor has the worthlessness of the
work�ng class. I charged the cap�tal�st class w�th hav�ng m�smanaged
soc�ety. You have not answered. You have made no attempt to
answer. Why? Is �t because you have no answer? You are the
champ�on of th�s whole aud�ence. Every one here, except me, �s
hang�ng on your l�ps for that answer. They are hang�ng on your l�ps
for that answer because they have no answer themselves. As for
me, as I sa�d before, I know that you not only cannot answer, but that
you w�ll not attempt an answer.”

“Th�s �s �ntolerable!” Colonel Van G�lbert cr�ed out. “Th�s �s �nsult!”
“That you should not answer �s �ntolerable,” Ernest repl�ed gravely.

“No man can be �ntellectually �nsulted. Insult, �n �ts very nature, �s
emot�onal. Recover yourself. G�ve me an �ntellectual answer to my
�ntellectual charge that the cap�tal�st class has m�smanaged soc�ety.”



Colonel Van G�lbert rema�ned s�lent, a sullen, super�or express�on
on h�s face, such as w�ll appear on the face of a man who w�ll not
bandy words w�th a ruff�an.

“Do not be downcast,” Ernest sa�d. “Take consolat�on �n the fact
that no member of your class has ever yet answered that charge.”
He turned to the other men who were anx�ous to speak. “And now
�t’s your chance. F�re away, and do not forget that I here challenge
you to g�ve the answer that Colonel Van G�lbert has fa�led to g�ve.”

It would be �mposs�ble for me to wr�te all that was sa�d �n the
d�scuss�on. I never real�zed before how many words could be spoken
�n three short hours. At any rate, �t was glor�ous. The more h�s
opponents grew exc�ted, the more Ernest del�berately exc�ted them.
He had an encyclopaed�c command of the f�eld of knowledge, and by
a word or a phrase, by del�cate rap�er thrusts, he punctured them. He
named the po�nts of the�r �llog�c. Th�s was a false syllog�sm, that
conclus�on had no connect�on w�th the prem�se, wh�le that next
prem�se was an �mpostor because �t had cunn�ngly h�dden �n �t the
conclus�on that was be�ng attempted to be proved. Th�s was an error,
that was an assumpt�on, and the next was an assert�on contrary to
ascerta�ned truth as pr�nted �n all the text-books.

And so �t went. Somet�mes he exchanged the rap�er for the club
and went smash�ng amongst the�r thoughts r�ght and left. And always
he demanded facts and refused to d�scuss theor�es. And h�s facts
made for them a Waterloo. When they attacked the work�ng class, he
always retorted, “The pot call�ng the kettle black; that �s no answer to
the charge that your own face �s d�rty.” And to one and all he sa�d:
“Why have you not answered the charge that your class has
m�smanaged? You have talked about other th�ngs and th�ngs
concern�ng other th�ngs, but you have not answered. Is �t because
you have no answer?”

It was at the end of the d�scuss�on that Mr. W�ckson spoke. He
was the only one that was cool, and Ernest treated h�m w�th a
respect he had not accorded the others.

“No answer �s necessary,” Mr. W�ckson sa�d w�th slow del�berat�on.
“I have followed the whole d�scuss�on w�th amazement and d�sgust. I
am d�sgusted w�th you gentlemen, members of my class. You have



behaved l�ke fool�sh l�ttle schoolboys, what w�th �ntrud�ng eth�cs and
the thunder of the common pol�t�c�an �nto such a d�scuss�on. You
have been outgeneralled and outclassed. You have been very wordy,
and all you have done �s buzz. You have buzzed l�ke gnats about a
bear. Gentlemen, there stands the bear” (he po�nted at Ernest), “and
your buzz�ng has only t�ckled h�s ears.

“Bel�eve me, the s�tuat�on �s ser�ous. That bear reached out h�s
paws ton�ght to crush us. He has sa�d there are a m�ll�on and a half
of revolut�on�sts �n the Un�ted States. That �s a fact. He has sa�d that
�t �s the�r �ntent�on to take away from us our governments, our
palaces, and all our purpled ease. That, also, �s a fact. A change, a
great change, �s com�ng �n soc�ety; but, haply, �t may not be the
change the bear ant�c�pates. The bear has sa�d that he w�ll crush us.
What �f we crush the bear?”

The throat-rumble arose �n the great room, and man nodded to
man w�th �ndorsement and cert�tude. The�r faces were set hard. They
were f�ghters, that was certa�n.

“But not by buzz�ng w�ll we crush the bear,” Mr. W�ckson went on
coldly and d�spass�onately. “We w�ll hunt the bear. We w�ll not reply
to the bear �n words. Our reply shall be couched �n terms of lead. We
are �n power. Nobody w�ll deny �t. By v�rtue of that power we shall
rema�n �n power.”

He turned suddenly upon Ernest. The moment was dramat�c.
“Th�s, then, �s our answer. We have no words to waste on you.

When you reach out your vaunted strong hands for our palaces and
purpled ease, we w�ll show you what strength �s. In roar of shell and
shrapnel and �n wh�ne of mach�ne-guns w�ll our answer be couched.
[10] We w�ll gr�nd you revolut�on�sts down under our heel, and we shall
walk upon your faces. The world �s ours, we are �ts lords, and ours �t
shall rema�n. As for the host of labor, �t has been �n the d�rt s�nce
h�story began, and I read h�story ar�ght. And �n the d�rt �t shall rema�n
so long as I and m�ne and those that come after us have the power.
There �s the word. It �s the k�ng of words—Power. Not God, not
Mammon, but Power. Pour �t over your tongue t�ll �t t�ngles w�th �t.
Power.”



[10] To show the tenor of thought, the follow�ng def�n�t�on �s quoted
from “The Cyn�c’s Word Book” (1906 A.D.), wr�tten by one
Ambrose B�erce, an avowed and conf�rmed m�santhrope of the
per�od: “Grapeshot, n. An argument wh�ch the future �s prepar�ng
�n answer to the demands of Amer�can Soc�al�sm.”

“I am answered,” Ernest sa�d qu�etly. “It �s the only answer that
could be g�ven. Power. It �s what we of the work�ng class preach. We
know, and well we know by b�tter exper�ence, that no appeal for the
r�ght, for just�ce, for human�ty, can ever touch you. Your hearts are
hard as your heels w�th wh�ch you tread upon the faces of the poor.
So we have preached power. By the power of our ballots on elect�on
day w�ll we take your government away from you—”

“What �f you do get a major�ty, a sweep�ng major�ty, on elect�on
day?” Mr. W�ckson broke �n to demand. “Suppose we refuse to turn
the government over to you after you have captured �t at the ballot-
box?”

“That, also, have we cons�dered,” Ernest repl�ed. “And we shall
g�ve you an answer �n terms of lead. Power you have procla�med the
k�ng of words. Very good. Power �t shall be. And �n the day that we
sweep to v�ctory at the ballot-box, and you refuse to turn over to us
the government we have const�tut�onally and peacefully captured,
and you demand what we are go�ng to do about �t—�n that day, I say,
we shall answer you; and �n roar of shell and shrapnel and �n wh�ne
of mach�ne-guns shall our answer be couched.

“You cannot escape us. It �s true that you have read h�story ar�ght.
It �s true that labor has from the beg�nn�ng of h�story been �n the d�rt.
And �t �s equally true that so long as you and yours and those that
come after you have power, that labor shall rema�n �n the d�rt. I agree
w�th you. I agree w�th all that you have sa�d. Power w�ll be the arb�ter,
as �t always has been the arb�ter. It �s a struggle of classes. Just as
your class dragged down the old feudal nob�l�ty, so shall �t be
dragged down by my class, the work�ng class. If you w�ll read your
b�ology and your soc�ology as clearly as you do your h�story, you w�ll
see that th�s end I have descr�bed �s �nev�table. It does not matter
whether �t �s �n one year, ten, or a thousand—your class shall be
dragged down. And �t shall be done by power. We of the labor hosts



have conned that word over t�ll our m�nds are all a-t�ngle w�th �t.
Power. It �s a k�ngly word.”

And so ended the n�ght w�th the Ph�lomaths.



CHAPTER VI.
ADUMBRATIONS

It was about th�s t�me that the warn�ngs of com�ng events began to
fall about us th�ck and fast. Ernest had already quest�oned father’s
pol�cy of hav�ng soc�al�sts and labor leaders at h�s house, and of
openly attend�ng soc�al�st meet�ngs; and father had only laughed at
h�m for h�s pa�ns. As for myself, I was learn�ng much from th�s
contact w�th the work�ng-class leaders and th�nkers. I was see�ng the
other s�de of the sh�eld. I was del�ghted w�th the unself�shness and
h�gh �deal�sm I encountered, though I was appalled by the vast
ph�losoph�c and sc�ent�f�c l�terature of soc�al�sm that was opened up
to me. I was learn�ng fast, but I learned not fast enough to real�ze
then the per�l of our pos�t�on.

There were warn�ngs, but I d�d not heed them. For �nstance, Mrs.
Pertonwa�the and Mrs. W�ckson exerc�sed tremendous soc�al power
�n the un�vers�ty town, and from them emanated the sent�ment that I
was a too-forward and self-assert�ve young woman w�th a
m�sch�evous penchant for off�c�ousness and �nterference �n other
persons’ affa�rs. Th�s I thought no more than natural, cons�der�ng the
part I had played �n �nvest�gat�ng the case of Jackson’s arm. But the
effect of such a sent�ment, enunc�ated by two such powerful soc�al
arb�ters, I underest�mated.

True, I not�ced a certa�n aloofness on the part of my general
fr�ends, but th�s I ascr�bed to the d�sapproval that was prevalent �n
my c�rcles of my �ntended marr�age w�th Ernest. It was not t�ll some
t�me afterward that Ernest po�nted out to me clearly that th�s general
att�tude of my class was someth�ng more than spontaneous, that
beh�nd �t were the h�dden spr�ngs of an organ�zed conduct. “You



have g�ven shelter to an enemy of your class,” he sa�d. “And not
alone shelter, for you have g�ven your love, yourself. Th�s �s treason
to your class. Th�nk not that you w�ll escape be�ng penal�zed.”

But �t was before th�s that father returned one afternoon. Ernest
was w�th me, and we could see that father was angry—
ph�losoph�cally angry. He was rarely really angry; but a certa�n
measure of controlled anger he allowed h�mself. He called �t a ton�c.
And we could see that he was ton�c-angry when he entered the
room.

“What do you th�nk?” he demanded. “I had luncheon w�th W�lcox.”
W�lcox was the superannuated pres�dent of the un�vers�ty, whose

w�thered m�nd was stored w�th general�zat�ons that were young �n
1870, and wh�ch he had s�nce fa�led to rev�se.

“I was �nv�ted,” father announced. “I was sent for.”
He paused, and we wa�ted.
“Oh, �t was done very n�cely, I’ll allow; but I was repr�manded. I!

And by that old foss�l!”
“I’ll wager I know what you were repr�manded for,” Ernest sa�d.
“Not �n three guesses,” father laughed.
“One guess w�ll do,” Ernest retorted. “And �t won’t be a guess. It

w�ll be a deduct�on. You were repr�manded for your pr�vate l�fe.”
“The very th�ng!” father cr�ed. “How d�d you guess?”
“I knew �t was com�ng. I warned you before about �t.”
“Yes, you d�d,” father med�tated. “But I couldn’t bel�eve �t. At any

rate, �t �s only so much more cl�nch�ng ev�dence for my book.”
“It �s noth�ng to what w�ll come,” Ernest went on, “�f you pers�st �n

your pol�cy of hav�ng these soc�al�sts and rad�cals of all sorts at your
house, myself �ncluded.”

“Just what old W�lcox sa�d. And of all unwarranted th�ngs! He sa�d
�t was �n poor taste, utterly prof�tless, anyway, and not �n harmony
w�th un�vers�ty trad�t�ons and pol�cy. He sa�d much more of the same
vague sort, and I couldn’t p�n h�m down to anyth�ng spec�f�c. I made �t
pretty awkward for h�m, and he could only go on repeat�ng h�mself
and tell�ng me how much he honored me, and all the world honored



me, as a sc�ent�st. It wasn’t an agreeable task for h�m. I could see he
d�dn’t l�ke �t.”

“He was not a free agent,” Ernest sa�d. “The leg-bar[1] �s not
always worn grac�ously.”

[1] Leg-bar—the Afr�can slaves were so manacled; also cr�m�nals.
It was not unt�l the com�ng of the Brotherhood of Man that the leg-
bar passed out of use.

“Yes. I got that much out of h�m. He sa�d the un�vers�ty needed
ever so much more money th�s year than the state was w�ll�ng to
furn�sh; and that �t must come from wealthy personages who could
not but be offended by the swerv�ng of the un�vers�ty from �ts h�gh
�deal of the pass�onless pursu�t of pass�onless �ntell�gence. When I
tr�ed to p�n h�m down to what my home l�fe had to do w�th swerv�ng
the un�vers�ty from �ts h�gh �deal, he offered me a two years’
vacat�on, on full pay, �n Europe, for recreat�on and research. Of
course I couldn’t accept �t under the c�rcumstances.”

“It would have been far better �f you had,” Ernest sa�d gravely.
“It was a br�be,” father protested; and Ernest nodded.
“Also, the beggar sa�d that there was talk, tea-table goss�p and so

forth, about my daughter be�ng seen �n publ�c w�th so notor�ous a
character as you, and that �t was not �n keep�ng w�th un�vers�ty tone
and d�gn�ty. Not that he personally objected—oh, no; but that there
was talk and that I would understand.”

Ernest cons�dered th�s announcement for a moment, and then
sa�d, and h�s face was very grave, w�thal there was a sombre wrath
�n �t:

“There �s more beh�nd th�s than a mere un�vers�ty �deal. Somebody
has put pressure on Pres�dent W�lcox.”

“Do you th�nk so?” father asked, and h�s face showed that he was
�nterested rather than fr�ghtened.

“I w�sh I could convey to you the concept�on that �s d�mly form�ng
�n my own m�nd,” Ernest sa�d. “Never �n the h�story of the world was
soc�ety �n so terr�f�c flux as �t �s r�ght now. The sw�ft changes �n our
�ndustr�al system are caus�ng equally sw�ft changes �n our rel�g�ous,



pol�t�cal, and soc�al structures. An unseen and fearful revolut�on �s
tak�ng place �n the f�bre and structure of soc�ety. One can only d�mly
feel these th�ngs. But they are �n the a�r, now, to-day. One can feel
the loom of them—th�ngs vast, vague, and terr�ble. My m�nd reco�ls
from contemplat�on of what they may crystall�ze �nto. You heard
W�ckson talk the other n�ght. Beh�nd what he sa�d were the same
nameless, formless th�ngs that I feel. He spoke out of a
superconsc�ous apprehens�on of them.”

“You mean . . . ?” father began, then paused.
“I mean that there �s a shadow of someth�ng colossal and

menac�ng that even now �s beg�nn�ng to fall across the land. Call �t
the shadow of an ol�garchy, �f you w�ll; �t �s the nearest I dare
approx�mate �t. What �ts nature may be I refuse to �mag�ne.[2] But
what I wanted to say was th�s: You are �n a per�lous pos�t�on—a per�l
that my own fear enhances because I am not able even to measure
�t. Take my adv�ce and accept the vacat�on.”

[2] Though, l�ke Everhard, they d�d not dream of the nature of �t,
there were men, even before h�s t�me, who caught gl�mpses of the
shadow. John C. Calhoun sa�d: “A power has r�sen up �n the
government greater than the people themselves, cons�st�ng of
many and var�ous and powerful �nterests, comb�ned �nto one
mass, and held together by the cohes�ve power of the vast
surplus �n the banks.” And that great human�st, Abraham L�ncoln,
sa�d, just before h�s assass�nat�on: “I see �n the near future a cr�s�s
approach�ng that unnerves me and causes me to tremble for the
safety of my country. . . . Corporat�ons have been enthroned, an
era of corrupt�on �n h�gh places w�ll follow, and the money-power
of the country w�ll endeavor to prolong �ts re�gn by work�ng upon
the prejud�ces of the people unt�l the wealth �s aggregated �n a few
hands and the Republ�c �s destroyed.”

“But �t would be cowardly,” was the protest.
“Not at all. You are an old man. You have done your work �n the

world, and a great work. Leave the present battle to youth and
strength. We young fellows have our work yet to do. Av�s w�ll stand
by my s�de �n what �s to come. She w�ll be your representat�ve �n the
battle-front.”



“But they can’t hurt me,” father objected. “Thank God I am
�ndependent. Oh, I assure you, I know the fr�ghtful persecut�on they
can wage on a professor who �s econom�cally dependent on h�s
un�vers�ty. But I am �ndependent. I have not been a professor for the
sake of my salary. I can get along very comfortably on my own
�ncome, and the salary �s all they can take away from me.”

“But you do not real�ze,” Ernest answered. “If all that I fear be so,
your pr�vate �ncome, your pr�nc�pal �tself, can be taken from you just
as eas�ly as your salary.”

Father was s�lent for a few m�nutes. He was th�nk�ng deeply, and I
could see the l�nes of dec�s�on form�ng �n h�s face. At last he spoke.

“I shall not take the vacat�on.” He paused aga�n. “I shall go on w�th
my book.[3] You may be wrong, but whether you are wrong or r�ght, I
shall stand by my guns.”

[3] Th�s book, “Econom�cs and Educat�on,” was publ�shed �n that
year. Three cop�es of �t are extant; two at Ard�s, and one at
Asgard. It dealt, �n elaborate deta�l, w�th one factor �n the
pers�stence of the establ�shed, namely, the cap�tal�st�c b�as of the
un�vers�t�es and common schools. It was a log�cal and crush�ng
�nd�ctment of the whole system of educat�on that developed �n the
m�nds of the students only such �deas as were favorable to the
cap�tal�st�c reg�me, to the exclus�on of all �deas that were �n�m�cal
and subvers�ve. The book created a furor, and was promptly
suppressed by the Ol�garchy.

“All r�ght,” Ernest sa�d. “You are travell�ng the same path that
B�shop Morehouse �s, and toward a s�m�lar smash-up. You’ll both be
proletar�ans before you’re done w�th �t.”

The conversat�on turned upon the B�shop, and we got Ernest to
expla�n what he had been do�ng w�th h�m.

“He �s soul-s�ck from the journey through hell I have g�ven h�m. I
took h�m through the homes of a few of our factory workers. I
showed h�m the human wrecks cast as�de by the �ndustr�al mach�ne,
and he l�stened to the�r l�fe stor�es. I took h�m through the slums of
San Franc�sco, and �n drunkenness, prost�tut�on, and cr�m�nal�ty he
learned a deeper cause than �nnate deprav�ty. He �s very s�ck, and,
worse than that, he has got out of hand. He �s too eth�cal. He has



been too severely touched. And, as usual, he �s unpract�cal. He �s up
�n the a�r w�th all k�nds of eth�cal delus�ons and plans for m�ss�on
work among the cultured. He feels �t �s h�s bounden duty to resurrect
the anc�ent sp�r�t of the Church and to del�ver �ts message to the
masters. He �s overwrought. Sooner or later he �s go�ng to break out,
and then there’s go�ng to be a smash-up. What form �t w�ll take I
can’t even guess. He �s a pure, exalted soul, but he �s so unpract�cal.
He’s beyond me. I can’t keep h�s feet on the earth. And through the
a�r he �s rush�ng on to h�s Gethsemane. And after th�s h�s cruc�f�x�on.
Such h�gh souls are made for cruc�f�x�on.”

“And you?” I asked; and beneath my sm�le was the ser�ousness of
the anx�ety of love.

“Not I,” he laughed back. “I may be executed, or assass�nated, but
I shall never be cruc�f�ed. I am planted too sol�dly and stol�dly upon
the earth.”

“But why should you br�ng about the cruc�f�x�on of the B�shop?” I
asked. “You w�ll not deny that you are the cause of �t.”

“Why should I leave one comfortable soul �n comfort when there
are m�ll�ons �n trava�l and m�sery?” he demanded back.

“Then why d�d you adv�se father to accept the vacat�on?”
“Because I am not a pure, exalted soul,” was the answer.

“Because I am sol�d and stol�d and self�sh. Because I love you and,
l�ke Ruth of old, thy people are my people. As for the B�shop, he has
no daughter. Bes�des, no matter how small the good, nevertheless
h�s l�ttle �nadequate wa�l w�ll be product�ve of some good �n the
revolut�on, and every l�ttle b�t counts.”

I could not agree w�th Ernest. I knew well the noble nature of
B�shop Morehouse, and I could not conce�ve that h�s vo�ce ra�sed for
r�ghteousness would be no more than a l�ttle �nadequate wa�l. But I
d�d not yet have the harsh facts of l�fe at my f�ngers’ ends as Ernest
had. He saw clearly the fut�l�ty of the B�shop’s great soul, as com�ng
events were soon to show as clearly to me.

It was shortly after th�s day that Ernest told me, as a good story,
the offer he had rece�ved from the government, namely, an
appo�ntment as Un�ted States Comm�ss�oner of Labor. I was



overjoyed. The salary was comparat�vely large, and would make
safe our marr�age. And then �t surely was congen�al work for Ernest,
and, furthermore, my jealous pr�de �n h�m made me ha�l the proffered
appo�ntment as a recogn�t�on of h�s ab�l�t�es.

Then I not�ced the tw�nkle �n h�s eyes. He was laugh�ng at me.
“You are not go�ng to . . . to decl�ne?” I quavered.
“It �s a br�be,” he sa�d. “Beh�nd �t �s the f�ne hand of W�ckson, and

beh�nd h�m the hands of greater men than he. It �s an old tr�ck, old as
the class struggle �s old—steal�ng the capta�ns from the army of
labor. Poor betrayed labor! If you but knew how many of �ts leaders
have been bought out �n s�m�lar ways �n the past. It �s cheaper, so
much cheaper, to buy a general than to f�ght h�m and h�s whole army.
There was—but I’ll not call any names. I’m b�tter enough over �t as �t
�s. Dear heart, I am a capta�n of labor. I could not sell out. If for no
other reason, the memory of my poor old father and the way he was
worked to death would prevent.”

The tears were �n h�s eyes, th�s great, strong hero of m�ne. He
never could forg�ve the way h�s father had been malformed—the
sord�d l�es and the petty thefts he had been compelled to, �n order to
put food �n h�s ch�ldren’s mouths.

“My father was a good man,” Ernest once sa�d to me. “The soul of
h�m was good, and yet �t was tw�sted, and ma�med, and blunted by
the savagery of h�s l�fe. He was made �nto a broken-down beast by
h�s masters, the arch-beasts. He should be al�ve to-day, l�ke your
father. He had a strong const�tut�on. But he was caught �n the
mach�ne and worked to death—for prof�t. Th�nk of �t. For prof�t—h�s
l�fe blood transmuted �nto a w�ne-supper, or a jewelled gewgaw, or
some s�m�lar sense-orgy of the paras�t�c and �dle r�ch, h�s masters,
the arch-beasts.”



CHAPTER VII.
THE BISHOP’S VISION

“The B�shop �s out of hand,” Ernest wrote me. “He �s clear up �n
the a�r. Ton�ght he �s go�ng to beg�n putt�ng to r�ghts th�s very
m�serable world of ours. He �s go�ng to del�ver h�s message. He has
told me so, and I cannot d�ssuade h�m. To-n�ght he �s cha�rman of the
I.P.H.,[1] and he w�ll embody h�s message �n h�s �ntroductory remarks.

[1] There �s no clew to the name of the organ�zat�on for wh�ch
these �n�t�als stand.

“May I br�ng you to hear h�m? Of course, he �s foredoomed to
fut�l�ty. It w�ll break your heart—�t w�ll break h�s; but for you �t w�ll be
an excellent object lesson. You know, dear heart, how proud I am
because you love me. And because of that I want you to know my
fullest value, I want to redeem, �n your eyes, some small measure of
my unworth�ness. And so �t �s that my pr�de des�res that you shall
know my th�nk�ng �s correct and r�ght. My v�ews are harsh; the fut�l�ty
of so noble a soul as the B�shop w�ll show you the compuls�on for
such harshness. So come to-n�ght. Sad though th�s n�ght’s
happen�ng w�ll be, I feel that �t w�ll but draw you more closely to me.”

The I.P.H. held �ts convent�on that n�ght �n San Franc�sco.[2] Th�s
convent�on had been called to cons�der publ�c �mmoral�ty and the
remedy for �t. B�shop Morehouse pres�ded. He was very nervous as
he sat on the platform, and I could see the h�gh tens�on he was
under. By h�s s�de were B�shop D�ck�nson; H. H. Jones, the head of
the eth�cal department �n the Un�vers�ty of Cal�forn�a; Mrs. W. W.
Hurd, the great char�ty organ�zer; Ph�l�p Ward, the equally great



ph�lanthrop�st; and several lesser lum�nar�es �n the f�eld of moral�ty
and char�ty. B�shop Morehouse arose and abruptly began:

[2] It took but a few m�nutes to cross by ferry from Berkeley to San
Franc�sco. These, and the other bay c�t�es, pract�cally composed
one commun�ty.

“I was �n my brougham, dr�v�ng through the streets. It was n�ght-
t�me. Now and then I looked through the carr�age w�ndows, and
suddenly my eyes seemed to be opened, and I saw th�ngs as they
really are. At f�rst I covered my eyes w�th my hands to shut out the
awful s�ght, and then, �n the darkness, the quest�on came to me:
What �s to be done? What �s to be done? A l�ttle later the quest�on
came to me �n another way: What would the Master do? And w�th the
quest�on a great l�ght seemed to f�ll the place, and I saw my duty
sun-clear, as Saul saw h�s on the way to Damascus.

“I stopped the carr�age, got out, and, after a few m�nutes’
conversat�on, persuaded two of the publ�c women to get �nto the
brougham w�th me. If Jesus was r�ght, then these two unfortunates
were my s�sters, and the only hope of the�r pur�f�cat�on was �n my
affect�on and tenderness.

“I l�ve �n one of the lovel�est local�t�es of San Franc�sco. The house
�n wh�ch I l�ve cost a hundred thousand dollars, and �ts furn�sh�ngs,
books, and works of art cost as much more. The house �s a mans�on.
No, �t �s a palace, where�n there are many servants. I never knew
what palaces were good for. I had thought they were to l�ve �n. But
now I know. I took the two women of the street to my palace, and
they are go�ng to stay w�th me. I hope to f�ll every room �n my palace
w�th such s�sters as they.”

The aud�ence had been grow�ng more and more restless and
unsettled, and the faces of those that sat on the platform had been
betray�ng greater and greater d�smay and consternat�on. And at th�s
po�nt B�shop D�ck�nson arose, and w�th an express�on of d�sgust on
h�s face, fled from the platform and the hall. But B�shop Morehouse,
obl�v�ous to all, h�s eyes f�lled w�th h�s v�s�on, cont�nued:

“Oh, s�sters and brothers, �n th�s act of m�ne I f�nd the solut�on of
all my d�ff�cult�es. I d�dn’t know what broughams were made for, but



now I know. They are made to carry the weak, the s�ck, and the
aged; they are made to show honor to those who have lost the
sense even of shame.

“I d�d not know what palaces were made for, but now I have found
a use for them. The palaces of the Church should be hosp�tals and
nurser�es for those who have fallen by the ways�de and are
per�sh�ng.”

He made a long pause, pla�nly overcome by the thought that was
�n h�m, and nervous how best to express �t.

“I am not f�t, dear brethren, to tell you anyth�ng about moral�ty. I
have l�ved �n shame and hypocr�s�es too long to be able to help
others; but my act�on w�th those women, s�sters of m�ne, shows me
that the better way �s easy to f�nd. To those who bel�eve �n Jesus and
h�s gospel there can be no other relat�on between man and man than
the relat�on of affect�on. Love alone �s stronger than s�n—stronger
than death. I therefore say to the r�ch among you that �t �s the�r duty
to do what I have done and am do�ng. Let each one of you who �s
prosperous take �nto h�s house some th�ef and treat h�m as h�s
brother, some unfortunate and treat her as h�s s�ster, and San
Franc�sco w�ll need no pol�ce force and no mag�strates; the pr�sons
w�ll be turned �nto hosp�tals, and the cr�m�nal w�ll d�sappear w�th h�s
cr�me.

“We must g�ve ourselves and not our money alone. We must do as
Chr�st d�d; that �s the message of the Church today. We have
wandered far from the Master’s teach�ng. We are consumed �n our
own flesh-pots. We have put mammon �n the place of Chr�st. I have
here a poem that tells the whole story. I should l�ke to read �t to you.
It was wr�tten by an err�ng soul who yet saw clearly.[3] It must not be
m�staken for an attack upon the Cathol�c Church. It �s an attack upon
all churches, upon the pomp and splendor of all churches that have
wandered from the Master’s path and hedged themselves �n from h�s
lambs. Here �t �s:

“The s�lver trumpets rang across the Dome;
    The people knelt upon the ground w�th awe;
    And borne upon the necks of men I saw,
L�ke some great God, the Holy Lord of Rome.



“Pr�est-l�ke, he wore a robe more wh�te than foam,
    And, k�ng-l�ke, swathed h�mself �n royal red,
    Three crowns of gold rose h�gh upon h�s head;
In splendor and �n l�ght the Pope passed home.

“My heart stole back across w�de wastes of years
    To One who wandered by a lonely sea;
And sought �n va�n for any place of rest:
‘Foxes have holes, and every b�rd �ts nest,
    I, only I, must wander wear�ly,
And bru�se my feet, and dr�nk w�ne salt w�th tears.’”

[3] Oscar W�lde, one of the lords of language of the n�neteenth
century of the Chr�st�an Era.

The aud�ence was ag�tated, but unrespons�ve. Yet B�shop
Morehouse was not aware of �t. He held stead�ly on h�s way.

“And so I say to the r�ch among you, and to all the r�ch, that b�tterly
you oppress the Master’s lambs. You have hardened your hearts.
You have closed your ears to the vo�ces that are cry�ng �n the land—
the vo�ces of pa�n and sorrow that you w�ll not hear but that some
day w�ll be heard. And so I say—”

But at th�s po�nt H. H. Jones and Ph�l�p Ward, who had already
r�sen from the�r cha�rs, led the B�shop off the platform, wh�le the
aud�ence sat breathless and shocked.

Ernest laughed harshly and savagely when he had ga�ned the
street. H�s laughter jarred upon me. My heart seemed ready to burst
w�th suppressed tears.

“He has del�vered h�s message,” Ernest cr�ed. “The manhood and
the deep-h�dden, tender nature of the�r B�shop burst out, and h�s
Chr�st�an aud�ence, that loved h�m, concluded that he was crazy! D�d
you see them lead�ng h�m so sol�c�tously from the platform? There
must have been laughter �n hell at the spectacle.”

“Nevertheless, �t w�ll make a great �mpress�on, what the B�shop d�d
and sa�d to-n�ght,” I sa�d.

“Th�nk so?” Ernest quer�ed mock�ngly.



“It w�ll make a sensat�on,” I asserted. “D�dn’t you see the reporters
scr�bbl�ng l�ke mad wh�le he was speak�ng?”

“Not a l�ne of wh�ch w�ll appear �n to-morrow’s papers.”
“I can’t bel�eve �t,” I cr�ed.
“Just wa�t and see,” was the answer. “Not a l�ne, not a thought that

he uttered. The da�ly press? The da�ly suppressage!”
“But the reporters,” I objected. “I saw them.”
“Not a word that he uttered w�ll see pr�nt. You have forgotten the

ed�tors. They draw the�r salar�es for the pol�cy they ma�nta�n. The�r
pol�cy �s to pr�nt noth�ng that �s a v�tal menace to the establ�shed. The
B�shop’s utterance was a v�olent assault upon the establ�shed
moral�ty. It was heresy. They led h�m from the platform to prevent h�m
from utter�ng more heresy. The newspapers w�ll purge h�s heresy �n
the obl�v�on of s�lence. The press of the Un�ted States? It �s a
paras�t�c growth that battens on the cap�tal�st class. Its funct�on �s to
serve the establ�shed by mould�ng publ�c op�n�on, and r�ght well �t
serves �t.

“Let me prophesy. To-morrow’s papers w�ll merely ment�on that the
B�shop �s �n poor health, that he has been work�ng too hard, and that
he broke down last n�ght. The next ment�on, some days hence, w�ll
be to the effect that he �s suffer�ng from nervous prostrat�on and has
been g�ven a vacat�on by h�s grateful flock. After that, one of two
th�ngs w�ll happen: e�ther the B�shop w�ll see the error of h�s way and
return from h�s vacat�on a well man �n whose eyes there are no more
v�s�ons, or else he w�ll pers�st �n h�s madness, and then you may
expect to see �n the papers, couched pathet�cally and tenderly, the
announcement of h�s �nsan�ty. After that he w�ll be left to g�bber h�s
v�s�ons to padded walls.”

“Now there you go too far!” I cr�ed out.
“In the eyes of soc�ety �t w�ll truly be �nsan�ty,” he repl�ed. “What

honest man, who �s not �nsane, would take lost women and th�eves
�nto h�s house to dwell w�th h�m s�sterly and brotherly? True, Chr�st
d�ed between two th�eves, but that �s another story. Insan�ty? The
mental processes of the man w�th whom one d�sagrees, are always
wrong. Therefore the m�nd of the man �s wrong. Where �s the l�ne



between wrong m�nd and �nsane m�nd? It �s �nconce�vable that any
sane man can rad�cally d�sagree w�th one’s most sane conclus�ons.

“There �s a good example of �t �n th�s even�ng’s paper. Mary
McKenna l�ves south of Market Street. She �s a poor but honest
woman. She �s also patr�ot�c. But she has erroneous �deas
concern�ng the Amer�can flag and the protect�on �t �s supposed to
symbol�ze. And here’s what happened to her. Her husband had an
acc�dent and was la�d up �n hosp�tal three months. In sp�te of tak�ng
�n wash�ng, she got beh�nd �n her rent. Yesterday they ev�cted her.
But f�rst, she ho�sted an Amer�can flag, and from under �ts folds she
announced that by v�rtue of �ts protect�on they could not turn her out
on to the cold street. What was done? She was arrested and
arra�gned for �nsan�ty. To-day she was exam�ned by the regular
�nsan�ty experts. She was found �nsane. She was cons�gned to the
Napa Asylum.”

“But that �s far-fetched,” I objected. “Suppose I should d�sagree
w�th everybody about the l�terary style of a book. They wouldn’t send
me to an asylum for that.”

“Very true,” he repl�ed. “But such d�vergence of op�n�on would
const�tute no menace to soc�ety. There�n l�es the d�fference. The
d�vergence of op�n�on on the parts of Mary McKenna and the B�shop
do menace soc�ety. What �f all the poor people should refuse to pay
rent and shelter themselves under the Amer�can flag? Landlord�sm
would go crumbl�ng. The B�shop’s v�ews are just as per�lous to
soc�ety. Ergo, to the asylum w�th h�m.”

But st�ll I refused to bel�eve.
“Wa�t and see,” Ernest sa�d, and I wa�ted.
Next morn�ng I sent out for all the papers. So far Ernest was r�ght.

Not a word that B�shop Morehouse had uttered was �n pr�nt. Ment�on
was made �n one or two of the papers that he had been overcome by
h�s feel�ngs. Yet the plat�tudes of the speakers that followed h�m
were reported at length.

Several days later the br�ef announcement was made that he had
gone away on a vacat�on to recover from the effects of overwork. So
far so good, but there had been no h�nt of �nsan�ty, nor even of
nervous collapse. L�ttle d�d I dream the terr�ble road the B�shop was



dest�ned to travel—the Gethsemane and cruc�f�x�on that Ernest had
pondered about.



CHAPTER VIII.
THE MACHINE BREAKERS

It was just before Ernest ran for Congress, on the soc�al�st t�cket,
that father gave what he pr�vately called h�s “Prof�t and Loss” d�nner.
Ernest called �t the d�nner of the Mach�ne Breakers. In po�nt of fact, �t
was merely a d�nner for bus�ness men—small bus�ness men, of
course. I doubt �f one of them was �nterested �n any bus�ness the
total cap�tal�zat�on of wh�ch exceeded a couple of hundred thousand
dollars. They were truly representat�ve m�ddle-class bus�ness men.

There was Owen, of S�lverberg, Owen & Company—a large
grocery f�rm w�th several branch stores. We bought our grocer�es
from them. There were both partners of the b�g drug f�rm of Kowalt &
Washburn, and Mr. Asmunsen, the owner of a large gran�te quarry �n
Contra Costa County. And there were many s�m�lar men, owners or
part-owners �n small factor�es, small bus�nesses and small �ndustr�es
—small cap�tal�sts, �n short.

They were shrewd-faced, �nterest�ng men, and they talked w�th
s�mpl�c�ty and clearness. The�r unan�mous compla�nt was aga�nst the
corporat�ons and trusts. The�r creed was, “Bust the Trusts.” All
oppress�on or�g�nated �n the trusts, and one and all told the same
tale of woe. They advocated government ownersh�p of such trusts as
the ra�lroads and telegraphs, and excess�ve �ncome taxes, graduated
w�th feroc�ty, to destroy large accumulat�ons. L�kew�se they
advocated, as a cure for local �lls, mun�c�pal ownersh�p of such publ�c
ut�l�t�es as water, gas, telephones, and street ra�lways.

Espec�ally �nterest�ng was Mr. Asmunsen’s narrat�ve of h�s
tr�bulat�ons as a quarry owner. He confessed that he never made any
prof�ts out of h�s quarry, and th�s, �n sp�te of the enormous volume of



bus�ness that had been caused by the destruct�on of San Franc�sco
by the b�g earthquake. For s�x years the rebu�ld�ng of San Franc�sco
had been go�ng on, and h�s bus�ness had quadrupled and octupled,
and yet he was no better off.

“The ra�lroad knows my bus�ness just a l�ttle b�t better than I do,”
he sa�d. “It knows my operat�ng expenses to a cent, and �t knows the
terms of my contracts. How �t knows these th�ngs I can only guess. It
must have sp�es �n my employ, and �t must have access to the
part�es to all my contracts. For look you, when I place a b�g contract,
the terms of wh�ch favor me a goodly prof�t, the fre�ght rate from my
quarry to market �s promptly ra�sed. No explanat�on �s made. The
ra�lroad gets my prof�t. Under such c�rcumstances I have never
succeeded �n gett�ng the ra�lroad to recons�der �ts ra�se. On the other
hand, when there have been acc�dents, �ncreased expenses of
operat�ng, or contracts w�th less prof�table terms, I have always
succeeded �n gett�ng the ra�lroad to lower �ts rate. What �s the result?
Large or small, the ra�lroad always gets my prof�ts.”

“What rema�ns to you over and above,” Ernest �nterrupted to ask,
“would roughly be the equ�valent of your salary as a manager d�d the
ra�lroad own the quarry.”

“The very th�ng,” Mr. Asmunsen repl�ed. “Only a short t�me ago I
had my books gone through for the past ten years. I d�scovered that
for those ten years my ga�n was just equ�valent to a manager’s
salary. The ra�lroad m�ght just as well have owned my quarry and
h�red me to run �t.”

“But w�th th�s d�fference,” Ernest laughed; “the ra�lroad would have
had to assume all the r�sk wh�ch you so obl�g�ngly assumed for �t.”

“Very true,” Mr. Asmunsen answered sadly.
Hav�ng let them have the�r say, Ernest began ask�ng quest�ons

r�ght and left. He began w�th Mr. Owen.
“You started a branch store here �n Berkeley about s�x months

ago?”
“Yes,” Mr. Owen answered.
“And s�nce then I’ve not�ced that three l�ttle corner grocer�es have

gone out of bus�ness. Was your branch store the cause of �t?”



Mr. Owen aff�rmed w�th a complacent sm�le. “They had no chance
aga�nst us.”

“Why not?”
“We had greater cap�tal. W�th a large bus�ness there �s always less

waste and greater eff�c�ency.”
“And your branch store absorbed the prof�ts of the three small

ones. I see. But tell me, what became of the owners of the three
stores?”

“One �s dr�v�ng a del�very wagon for us. I don’t know what
happened to the other two.”

Ernest turned abruptly on Mr. Kowalt.
“You sell a great deal at cut-rates.[1] What have become of the

owners of the small drug stores that you forced to the wall?”

[1] A lower�ng of sell�ng pr�ce to cost, and even to less than cost.
Thus, a large company could sell at a loss for a longer per�od than
a small company, and so dr�ve the small company out of
bus�ness. A common dev�ce of compet�t�on.

“One of them, Mr. Haasfurther, has charge now of our prescr�pt�on
department,” was the answer.

“And you absorbed the prof�ts they had been mak�ng?”
“Surely. That �s what we are �n bus�ness for.”
“And you?” Ernest sa�d suddenly to Mr. Asmunsen. “You are

d�sgusted because the ra�lroad has absorbed your prof�ts?”
Mr. Asmunsen nodded.
“What you want �s to make prof�ts yourself?”
Aga�n Mr. Asmunsen nodded.
“Out of others?”
There was no answer.
“Out of others?” Ernest �ns�sted.
“That �s the way prof�ts are made,” Mr. Asmunsen repl�ed curtly.
“Then the bus�ness game �s to make prof�ts out of others, and to

prevent others from mak�ng prof�ts out of you. That’s �t, �sn’t �t?”



Ernest had to repeat h�s quest�on before Mr. Asmunsen gave an
answer, and then he sa�d:

“Yes, that’s �t, except that we do not object to the others mak�ng
prof�ts so long as they are not extort�onate.”

“By extort�onate you mean large; yet you do not object to mak�ng
large prof�ts yourself? . . . Surely not?”

And Mr. Asmunsen am�ably confessed to the weakness. There
was one other man who was qu�zzed by Ernest at th�s juncture, a Mr.
Calv�n, who had once been a great da�ry-owner.

“Some t�me ago you were f�ght�ng the M�lk Trust,” Ernest sa�d to
h�m; “and now you are �n Grange pol�t�cs.[2] How d�d �t happen?”

[2] Many efforts were made dur�ng th�s per�od to organ�ze the
per�sh�ng farmer class �nto a pol�t�cal party, the a�m of wh�ch was
to destroy the trusts and corporat�ons by drast�c leg�slat�on. All
such attempts ended �n fa�lure.

“Oh, I haven’t qu�t the f�ght,” Mr. Calv�n answered, and he looked
bell�gerent enough. “I’m f�ght�ng the Trust on the only f�eld where �t �s
poss�ble to f�ght—the pol�t�cal f�eld. Let me show you. A few years
ago we da�rymen had everyth�ng our own way.”

“But you competed among yourselves?” Ernest �nterrupted.
“Yes, that was what kept the prof�ts down. We d�d try to organ�ze,

but �ndependent da�rymen always broke through us. Then came the
M�lk Trust.”

“F�nanced by surplus cap�tal from Standard O�l,”[3] Ernest sa�d.

[3] The f�rst successful great trust—almost a generat�on �n
advance of the rest.

“Yes,” Mr. Calv�n acknowledged. “But we d�d not know �t at the
t�me. Its agents approached us w�th a club. “Come �n and be fat,”
was the�r propos�t�on, “or stay out and starve.” Most of us came �n.
Those that d�dn’t, starved. Oh, �t pa�d us . . . at f�rst. M�lk was ra�sed
a cent a quart. One-quarter of th�s cent came to us. Three-quarters
of �t went to the Trust. Then m�lk was ra�sed another cent, only we
d�dn’t get any of that cent. Our compla�nts were useless. The Trust



was �n control. We d�scovered that we were pawns. F�nally, the
add�t�onal quarter of a cent was den�ed us. Then the Trust began to
squeeze us out. What could we do? We were squeezed out. There
were no da�rymen, only a M�lk Trust.”

“But w�th m�lk two cents h�gher, I should th�nk you could have
competed,” Ernest suggested slyly.

“So we thought. We tr�ed �t.” Mr. Calv�n paused a moment. “It
broke us. The Trust could put m�lk upon the market more cheaply
than we. It could sell st�ll at a sl�ght prof�t when we were sell�ng at
actual loss. I dropped f�fty thousand dollars �n that venture. Most of
us went bankrupt.[4] The da�rymen were w�ped out of ex�stence.”

[4] Bankruptcy—a pecul�ar �nst�tut�on that enabled an �nd�v�dual,
who had fa�led �n compet�t�ve �ndustry, to forego pay�ng h�s debts.
The effect was to amel�orate the too savage cond�t�ons of the
fang-and-claw soc�al struggle.

“So the Trust took your prof�ts away from you,” Ernest sa�d, “and
you’ve gone �nto pol�t�cs �n order to leg�slate the Trust out of
ex�stence and get the prof�ts back?”

Mr. Calv�n’s face l�ghted up. “That �s prec�sely what I say �n my
speeches to the farmers. That’s our whole �dea �n a nutshell.”

“And yet the Trust produces m�lk more cheaply than could the
�ndependent da�rymen?” Ernest quer�ed.

“Why shouldn’t �t, w�th the splend�d organ�zat�on and new
mach�nery �ts large cap�tal makes poss�ble?”

“There �s no d�scuss�on,” Ernest answered. “It certa�nly should,
and, furthermore, �t does.”

Mr. Calv�n here launched out �nto a pol�t�cal speech �n expos�t�on of
h�s v�ews. He was warmly followed by a number of the others, and
the cry of all was to destroy the trusts.

“Poor s�mple folk,” Ernest sa�d to me �n an undertone. “They see
clearly as far as they see, but they see only to the ends of the�r
noses.”

A l�ttle later he got the floor aga�n, and �n h�s character�st�c way
controlled �t for the rest of the even�ng.



“I have l�stened carefully to all of you,” he began, “and I see pla�nly
that you play the bus�ness game �n the orthodox fash�on. L�fe sums
�tself up to you �n prof�ts. You have a f�rm and ab�d�ng bel�ef that you
were created for the sole purpose of mak�ng prof�ts. Only there �s a
h�tch. In the m�dst of your own prof�t-mak�ng along comes the trust
and takes your prof�ts away from you. Th�s �s a d�lemma that
�nterferes somehow w�th the a�m of creat�on, and the only way out,
as �t seems to you, �s to destroy that wh�ch takes from you your
prof�ts.

“I have l�stened carefully, and there �s only one name that w�ll
ep�tom�ze you. I shall call you that name. You are mach�ne-breakers.
Do you know what a mach�ne-breaker �s? Let me tell you. In the
e�ghteenth century, �n England, men and women wove cloth on
hand-looms �n the�r own cottages. It was a slow, clumsy, and costly
way of weav�ng cloth, th�s cottage system of manufacture. Along
came the steam-eng�ne and labor-sav�ng mach�nery. A thousand
looms assembled �n a large factory, and dr�ven by a central eng�ne
wove cloth vastly more cheaply than could the cottage weavers on
the�r hand-looms. Here �n the factory was comb�nat�on, and before �t
compet�t�on faded away. The men and women who had worked the
hand-looms for themselves now went �nto the factor�es and worked
the mach�ne-looms, not for themselves, but for the cap�tal�st owners.
Furthermore, l�ttle ch�ldren went to work on the mach�ne-looms, at
lower wages, and d�splaced the men. Th�s made hard t�mes for the
men. The�r standard of l�v�ng fell. They starved. And they sa�d �t was
all the fault of the mach�nes. Therefore, they proceeded to break the
mach�nes. They d�d not succeed, and they were very stup�d.

“Yet you have not learned the�r lesson. Here are you, a century
and a half later, try�ng to break mach�nes. By your own confess�on
the trust mach�nes do the work more eff�c�ently and more cheaply
than you can. That �s why you cannot compete w�th them. And yet
you would break those mach�nes. You are even more stup�d than the
stup�d workmen of England. And wh�le you maunder about restor�ng
compet�t�on, the trusts go on destroy�ng you.

“One and all you tell the same story,—the pass�ng away of
compet�t�on and the com�ng on of comb�nat�on. You, Mr. Owen,



destroyed compet�t�on here �n Berkeley when your branch store
drove the three small grocer�es out of bus�ness. Your comb�nat�on
was more effect�ve. Yet you feel the pressure of other comb�nat�ons
on you, the trust comb�nat�ons, and you cry out. It �s because you are
not a trust. If you were a grocery trust for the whole Un�ted States,
you would be s�ng�ng another song. And the song would be, ‘Blessed
are the trusts.’ And yet aga�n, not only �s your small comb�nat�on not
a trust, but you are aware yourself of �ts lack of strength. You are
beg�nn�ng to d�v�ne your own end. You feel yourself and your branch
stores a pawn �n the game. You see the powerful �nterests r�s�ng and
grow�ng more powerful day by day; you feel the�r ma�led hands
descend�ng upon your prof�ts and tak�ng a p�nch here and a p�nch
there—the ra�lroad trust, the o�l trust, the steel trust, the coal trust;
and you know that �n the end they w�ll destroy you, take away from
you the last per cent of your l�ttle prof�ts.

“You, s�r, are a poor gamester. When you squeezed out the three
small grocer�es here �n Berkeley by v�rtue of your super�or
comb�nat�on, you swelled out your chest, talked about eff�c�ency and
enterpr�se, and sent your w�fe to Europe on the prof�ts you had
ga�ned by eat�ng up the three small grocer�es. It �s dog eat dog, and
you ate them up. But, on the other hand, you are be�ng eaten up �n
turn by the b�gger dogs, wherefore you squeal. And what I say to you
�s true of all of you at th�s table. You are all squeal�ng. You are all
play�ng the los�ng game, and you are all squeal�ng about �t.

“But when you squeal you don’t state the s�tuat�on flatly, as I have
stated �t. You don’t say that you l�ke to squeeze prof�ts out of others,
and that you are mak�ng all the row because others are squeez�ng
your prof�ts out of you. No, you are too cunn�ng for that. You say
someth�ng else. You make small-cap�tal�st pol�t�cal speeches such as
Mr. Calv�n made. What d�d he say? Here are a few of h�s phrases I
caught: ‘Our or�g�nal pr�nc�ples are all r�ght,’ ‘What th�s country
requ�res �s a return to fundamental Amer�can methods—free
opportun�ty for all,’ ‘The sp�r�t of l�berty �n wh�ch th�s nat�on was born,’
‘Let us return to the pr�nc�ples of our forefathers.’

“When he says ‘free opportun�ty for all,’ he means free opportun�ty
to squeeze prof�ts, wh�ch freedom of opportun�ty �s now den�ed h�m



by the great trusts. And the absurd th�ng about �t �s that you have
repeated these phrases so often that you bel�eve them. You want
opportun�ty to plunder your fellow-men �n your own small way, but
you hypnot�ze yourselves �nto th�nk�ng you want freedom. You are
p�gg�sh and acqu�s�t�ve, but the mag�c of your phrases leads you to
bel�eve that you are patr�ot�c. Your des�re for prof�ts, wh�ch �s sheer
self�shness, you metamorphose �nto altru�st�c sol�c�tude for suffer�ng
human�ty. Come on now, r�ght here amongst ourselves, and be
honest for once. Look the matter �n the face and state �t �n d�rect
terms.”

There were flushed and angry faces at the table, and w�thal a
measure of awe. They were a l�ttle fr�ghtened at th�s smooth-faced
young fellow, and the sw�ng and smash of h�s words, and h�s
dreadful tra�t of call�ng a spade a spade. Mr. Calv�n promptly repl�ed.

“And why not?” he demanded. “Why can we not return to the ways
of our fathers when th�s republ�c was founded? You have spoken
much truth, Mr. Everhard, unpalatable though �t has been. But here
amongst ourselves let us speak out. Let us throw off all d�sgu�se and
accept the truth as Mr. Everhard has flatly stated �t. It �s true that we
smaller cap�tal�sts are after prof�ts, and that the trusts are tak�ng our
prof�ts away from us. It �s true that we want to destroy the trusts �n
order that our prof�ts may rema�n to us. And why can we not do �t?
Why not? I say, why not?”

“Ah, now we come to the g�st of the matter,” Ernest sa�d w�th a
pleased express�on. “I’ll try to tell you why not, though the tell�ng w�ll
be rather hard. You see, you fellows have stud�ed bus�ness, �n a
small way, but you have not stud�ed soc�al evolut�on at all. You are �n
the m�dst of a trans�t�on stage now �n econom�c evolut�on, but you do
not understand �t, and that’s what causes all the confus�on. Why
cannot you return? Because you can’t. You can no more make water
run up h�ll than can you cause the t�de of econom�c evolut�on to flow
back �n �ts channel along the way �t came. Joshua made the sun
stand st�ll upon G�beon, but you would outdo Joshua. You would
make the sun go backward �n the sky. You would have t�me retrace
�ts steps from noon to morn�ng.



“In the face of labor-sav�ng mach�nery, of organ�zed product�on, of
the �ncreased eff�c�ency of comb�nat�on, you would set the econom�c
sun back a whole generat�on or so to the t�me when there were no
great cap�tal�sts, no great mach�nery, no ra�lroads—a t�me when a
host of l�ttle cap�tal�sts warred w�th each other �n econom�c anarchy,
and when product�on was pr�m�t�ve, wasteful, unorgan�zed, and
costly. Bel�eve me, Joshua’s task was eas�er, and he had Jehovah to
help h�m. But God has forsaken you small cap�tal�sts. The sun of the
small cap�tal�sts �s sett�ng. It w�ll never r�se aga�n. Nor �s �t �n your
power even to make �t stand st�ll. You are per�sh�ng, and you are
doomed to per�sh utterly from the face of soc�ety.

“Th�s �s the f�at of evolut�on. It �s the word of God. Comb�nat�on �s
stronger than compet�t�on. Pr�m�t�ve man was a puny creature h�d�ng
�n the crev�ces of the rocks. He comb�ned and made war upon h�s
carn�vorous enem�es. They were compet�t�ve beasts. Pr�m�t�ve man
was a comb�nat�ve beast, and because of �t he rose to pr�macy over
all the an�mals. And man has been ach�ev�ng greater and greater
comb�nat�ons ever s�nce. It �s comb�nat�on versus compet�t�on, a
thousand centur�es long struggle, �n wh�ch compet�t�on has always
been worsted. Whoso enl�sts on the s�de of compet�t�on per�shes.”

“But the trusts themselves arose out of compet�t�on,” Mr. Calv�n
�nterrupted.

“Very true,” Ernest answered. “And the trusts themselves
destroyed compet�t�on. That, by your own word, �s why you are no
longer �n the da�ry bus�ness.”

The f�rst laughter of the even�ng went around the table, and even
Mr. Calv�n jo�ned �n the laugh aga�nst h�mself.

“And now, wh�le we are on the trusts,” Ernest went on, “let us
settle a few th�ngs. I shall make certa�n statements, and �f you
d�sagree w�th them, speak up. S�lence w�ll mean agreement. Is �t not
true that a mach�ne-loom w�ll weave more cloth and weave more
cheaply than a hand-loom?” He paused, but nobody spoke up. “Is �t
not then h�ghly �rrat�onal to break the mach�ne-loom and go back to
the clumsy and more costly hand-loom method of weav�ng?” Heads
nodded �n acqu�escence. “Is �t not true that that known as a trust
produces more eff�c�ently and cheaply than can a thousand



compet�ng small concerns?” St�ll no one objected. “Then �s �t not
�rrat�onal to destroy that cheap and eff�c�ent comb�nat�on?”

No one answered for a long t�me. Then Mr. Kowalt spoke.
“What are we to do, then?” he demanded. “To destroy the trusts �s

the only way we can see to escape the�r dom�nat�on.”
Ernest was all f�re and al�veness on the �nstant.
“I’ll show you another way!” he cr�ed. “Let us not destroy those

wonderful mach�nes that produce eff�c�ently and cheaply. Let us
control them. Let us prof�t by the�r eff�c�ency and cheapness. Let us
run them for ourselves. Let us oust the present owners of the
wonderful mach�nes, and let us own the wonderful mach�nes
ourselves. That, gentlemen, �s soc�al�sm, a greater comb�nat�on than
the trusts, a greater econom�c and soc�al comb�nat�on than any that
has as yet appeared on the planet. It �s �n l�ne w�th evolut�on. We
meet comb�nat�on w�th greater comb�nat�on. It �s the w�nn�ng s�de.
Come on over w�th us soc�al�sts and play on the w�nn�ng s�de.”

Here arose d�ssent. There was a shak�ng of heads, and mutter�ngs
arose.

“All r�ght, then, you prefer to be anachron�sms,” Ernest laughed.
“You prefer to play atav�st�c rôles. You are doomed to per�sh as all
atav�sms per�sh. Have you ever asked what w�ll happen to you when
greater comb�nat�ons than even the present trusts ar�se? Have you
ever cons�dered where you w�ll stand when the great trusts
themselves comb�ne �nto the comb�nat�on of comb�nat�ons—�nto the
soc�al, econom�c, and pol�t�cal trust?”

He turned abruptly and �rrelevantly upon Mr. Calv�n.
“Tell me,” Ernest sa�d, “�f th�s �s not true. You are compelled to form

a new pol�t�cal party because the old part�es are �n the hands of the
trusts. The ch�ef obstacle to your Grange propaganda �s the trusts.
Beh�nd every obstacle you encounter, every blow that sm�tes you,
every defeat that you rece�ve, �s the hand of the trusts. Is th�s not so?
Tell me.”

Mr. Calv�n sat �n uncomfortable s�lence.
“Go ahead,” Ernest encouraged.



“It �s true,” Mr. Calv�n confessed. “We captured the state
leg�slature of Oregon and put through splend�d protect�ve leg�slat�on,
and �t was vetoed by the governor, who was a creature of the trusts.
We elected a governor of Colorado, and the leg�slature refused to
perm�t h�m to take off�ce. Tw�ce we have passed a nat�onal �ncome
tax, and each t�me the supreme court smashed �t as unconst�tut�onal.
The courts are �n the hands of the trusts. We, the people, do not pay
our judges suff�c�ently. But there w�ll come a t�me—”

“When the comb�nat�on of the trusts w�ll control all leg�slat�on,
when the comb�nat�on of the trusts w�ll �tself be the government,”
Ernest �nterrupted.

“Never! never!” were the cr�es that arose. Everybody was exc�ted
and bell�gerent.

“Tell me,” Ernest demanded, “what w�ll you do when such a t�me
comes?”

“We w�ll r�se �n our strength!” Mr. Asmunsen cr�ed, and many
vo�ces backed h�s dec�s�on.

“That w�ll be c�v�l war,” Ernest warned them.
“So be �t, c�v�l war,” was Mr. Asmunsen’s answer, w�th the cr�es of

all the men at the table beh�nd h�m. “We have not forgotten the
deeds of our forefathers. For our l�bert�es we are ready to f�ght and
d�e.”

Ernest sm�led.
“Do not forget,” he sa�d, “that we had tac�tly agreed that l�berty �n

your case, gentlemen, means l�berty to squeeze prof�ts out of
others.”

The table was angry, now, f�ght�ng angry; but Ernest controlled the
tumult and made h�mself heard.

“One more quest�on. When you r�se �n your strength, remember,
the reason for your r�s�ng w�ll be that the government �s �n the hands
of the trusts. Therefore, aga�nst your strength the government w�ll
turn the regular army, the navy, the m�l�t�a, the pol�ce—�n short, the
whole organ�zed war mach�nery of the Un�ted States. Where w�ll your
strength be then?”



D�smay sat on the�r faces, and before they could recover, Ernest
struck aga�n.

“Do you remember, not so long ago, when our regular army was
only f�fty thousand? Year by year �t has been �ncreased unt�l to-day �t
�s three hundred thousand.”

Aga�n he struck.
“Nor �s that all. Wh�le you d�l�gently pursued that favor�te phantom

of yours, called prof�ts, and moral�zed about that favor�te fet�ch of
yours, called compet�t�on, even greater and more d�reful th�ngs have
been accompl�shed by comb�nat�on. There �s the m�l�t�a.”

“It �s our strength!” cr�ed Mr. Kowalt. “W�th �t we would repel the
�nvas�on of the regular army.”

“You would go �nto the m�l�t�a yourself,” was Ernest’s retort, “and
be sent to Ma�ne, or Flor�da, or the Ph�l�pp�nes, or anywhere else, to
drown �n blood your own comrades c�v�l-warr�ng for the�r l�bert�es.
Wh�le from Kansas, or W�scons�n, or any other state, your own
comrades would go �nto the m�l�t�a and come here to Cal�forn�a to
drown �n blood your own c�v�l-warr�ng.”

Now they were really shocked, and they sat wordless, unt�l Mr.
Owen murmured:

“We would not go �nto the m�l�t�a. That would settle �t. We would
not be so fool�sh.”

Ernest laughed outr�ght.
“You do not understand the comb�nat�on that has been effected.

You could not help yourself. You would be drafted �nto the m�l�t�a.”
“There �s such a th�ng as c�v�l law,” Mr. Owen �ns�sted.
“Not when the government suspends c�v�l law. In that day when

you speak of r�s�ng �n your strength, your strength would be turned
aga�nst yourself. Into the m�l�t�a you would go, w�lly-n�lly. Habeas
corpus, I heard some one mutter just now. Instead of habeas corpus
you would get post mortems. If you refused to go �nto the m�l�t�a, or
to obey after you were �n, you would be tr�ed by drumhead court
mart�al and shot down l�ke dogs. It �s the law.”



“It �s not the law!” Mr. Calv�n asserted pos�t�vely. “There �s no such
law. Young man, you have dreamed all th�s. Why, you spoke of
send�ng the m�l�t�a to the Ph�l�pp�nes. That �s unconst�tut�onal. The
Const�tut�on espec�ally states that the m�l�t�a cannot be sent out of
the country.”

“What’s the Const�tut�on got to do w�th �t?” Ernest demanded. “The
courts �nterpret the Const�tut�on, and the courts, as Mr. Asmunsen
agreed, are the creatures of the trusts. Bes�des, �t �s as I have sa�d,
the law. It has been the law for years, for n�ne years, gentlemen.”

“That we can be drafted �nto the m�l�t�a?” Mr. Calv�n asked
�ncredulously. “That they can shoot us by drumhead court mart�al �f
we refuse?”

“Yes,” Ernest answered, “prec�sely that.”
“How �s �t that we have never heard of th�s law?” my father asked,

and I could see that �t was l�kew�se new to h�m.
“For two reasons,” Ernest sa�d. “F�rst, there has been no need to

enforce �t. If there had, you’d have heard of �t soon enough. And
secondly, the law was rushed through Congress and the Senate
secretly, w�th pract�cally no d�scuss�on. Of course, the newspapers
made no ment�on of �t. But we soc�al�sts knew about �t. We publ�shed
�t �n our papers. But you never read our papers.”

“I st�ll �ns�st you are dream�ng,” Mr. Calv�n sa�d stubbornly. “The
country would never have perm�tted �t.”

“But the country d�d perm�t �t,” Ernest repl�ed. “And as for my
dream�ng—” he put h�s hand �n h�s pocket and drew out a small
pamphlet—“tell me �f th�s looks l�ke dream-stuff.”

He opened �t and began to read:
“‘Sect�on One, be �t enacted, and so forth and so forth, that the

m�l�t�a shall cons�st of every able-bod�ed male c�t�zen of the
respect�ve states, terr�tor�es, and D�str�ct of Columb�a, who �s more
than e�ghteen and less than forty-f�ve years of age.’

“‘Sect�on Seven, that any off�cer or enl�sted man’—remember
Sect�on One, gentlemen, you are all enl�sted men—‘that any enl�sted
man of the m�l�t�a who shall refuse or neglect to present h�mself to
such muster�ng off�cer upon be�ng called forth as here�n prescr�bed,



shall be subject to tr�al by court mart�al, and shall be pun�shed as
such court mart�al shall d�rect.’

“‘Sect�on E�ght, that courts mart�al, for the tr�al of off�cers or men of
the m�l�t�a, shall be composed of m�l�t�a off�cers only.’

“‘Sect�on N�ne, that the m�l�t�a, when called �nto the actual serv�ce
of the Un�ted States, shall be subject to the same rules and art�cles
of war as the regular troops of the Un�ted States.’

“There you are gentlemen, Amer�can c�t�zens, and fellow-
m�l�t�amen. N�ne years ago we soc�al�sts thought that law was a�med
aga�nst labor. But �t would seem that �t was a�med aga�nst you, too.
Congressman W�ley, �n the br�ef d�scuss�on that was perm�tted, sa�d
that the b�ll ‘prov�ded for a reserve force to take the mob by the
throat’—you’re the mob, gentlemen—‘and protect at all hazards l�fe,
l�berty, and property.’ And �n the t�me to come, when you r�se �n your
strength, remember that you w�ll be r�s�ng aga�nst the property of the
trusts, and the l�berty of the trusts, accord�ng to the law, to squeeze
you. Your teeth are pulled, gentlemen. Your claws are tr�mmed. In
the day you r�se �n your strength, toothless and clawless, you w�ll be
as harmless as any army of clams.”

“I don’t bel�eve �t!” Kowalt cr�ed. “There �s no such law. It �s a
canard got up by you soc�al�sts.”

“Th�s b�ll was �ntroduced �n the House of Representat�ves on July
30, 1902,” was the reply. “It was �ntroduced by Representat�ve D�ck
of Oh�o. It was rushed through. It was passed unan�mously by the
Senate on January 14, 1903. And just seven days afterward was
approved by the Pres�dent of the Un�ted States.”[5]

[5] Everhard was r�ght �n the essent�al part�culars, though h�s date
of the �ntroduct�on of the b�ll �s �n error. The b�ll was �ntroduced on
June 30, and not on July 30. The Congress�onal Record �s here �n
Ard�s, and a reference to �t shows ment�on of the b�ll on the
follow�ng dates: June 30, December 9, 15, 16, and 17, 1902, and
January 7 and 14, 1903. The �gnorance ev�denced by the
bus�ness men at the d�nner was noth�ng unusual. Very few people
knew of the ex�stence of th�s law. E. Untermann, a revolut�on�st, �n
July, 1903, publ�shed a pamphlet at G�rard, Kansas, on the “M�l�t�a
B�ll.” Th�s pamphlet had a small c�rculat�on among work�ngmen;
but already had the segregat�on of classes proceeded so far, that



the members of the m�ddle class never heard of the pamphlet at
all, and so rema�ned �n �gnorance of the law.



CHAPTER IX.
THE MATHEMATICS OF A DREAM

In the m�dst of the consternat�on h�s revelat�on had produced,
Ernest began aga�n to speak.

“You have sa�d, a dozen of you to-n�ght, that soc�al�sm �s
�mposs�ble. You have asserted the �mposs�ble, now let me
demonstrate the �nev�table. Not only �s �t �nev�table that you small
cap�tal�sts shall pass away, but �t �s �nev�table that the large
cap�tal�sts, and the trusts also, shall pass away. Remember, the t�de
of evolut�on never flows backward. It flows on and on, and �t flows
from compet�t�on to comb�nat�on, and from l�ttle comb�nat�on to large
comb�nat�on, and from large comb�nat�on to colossal comb�nat�on,
and �t flows on to soc�al�sm, wh�ch �s the most colossal comb�nat�on
of all.

“You tell me that I dream. Very good. I’ll g�ve you the mathemat�cs
of my dream; and here, �n advance, I challenge you to show that my
mathemat�cs are wrong. I shall develop the �nev�tab�l�ty of the
breakdown of the cap�tal�st system, and I shall demonstrate
mathemat�cally why �t must break down. Here goes, and bear w�th
me �f at f�rst I seem �rrelevant.

“Let us, f�rst of all, �nvest�gate a part�cular �ndustr�al process, and
whenever I state someth�ng w�th wh�ch you d�sagree, please
�nterrupt me. Here �s a shoe factory. Th�s factory takes leather and
makes �t �nto shoes. Here �s one hundred dollars’ worth of leather. It
goes through the factory and comes out �n the form of shoes, worth,
let us say, two hundred dollars. What has happened? One hundred
dollars has been added to the value of the leather. How was �t
added? Let us see.



“Cap�tal and labor added th�s value of one hundred dollars. Cap�tal
furn�shed the factory, the mach�nes, and pa�d all the expenses. Labor
furn�shed labor. By the jo�nt effort of cap�tal and labor one hundred
dollars of value was added. Are you all agreed so far?”

Heads nodded around the table �n aff�rmat�on.
“Labor and cap�tal hav�ng produced th�s one hundred dollars, now

proceed to d�v�de �t. The stat�st�cs of th�s d�v�s�on are fract�onal; so let
us, for the sake of conven�ence, make them roughly approx�mate.
Cap�tal takes f�fty dollars as �ts share, and labor gets �n wages f�fty
dollars as �ts share. We w�ll not enter �nto the squabbl�ng over the
d�v�s�on.[1] No matter how much squabbl�ng takes place, �n one
percentage or another the d�v�s�on �s arranged. And take not�ce here,
that what �s true of th�s part�cular �ndustr�al process �s true of all
�ndustr�al processes. Am I r�ght?”

[1] Everhard here clearly develops the cause of all the labor
troubles of that t�me. In the d�v�s�on of the jo�nt-product, cap�tal
wanted all �t could get, and labor wanted all �t could get. Th�s
quarrel over the d�v�s�on was �rreconc�lable. So long as the system
of cap�tal�st�c product�on ex�sted, labor and cap�tal cont�nued to
quarrel over the d�v�s�on of the jo�nt-product. It �s a lud�crous
spectacle to us, but we must not forget that we have seven
centur�es’ advantage over those that l�ved �n that t�me.

Aga�n the whole table agreed w�th Ernest.
“Now, suppose labor, hav�ng rece�ved �ts f�fty dollars, wanted to

buy back shoes. It could only buy back f�fty dollars’ worth. That’s
clear, �sn’t �t?

“And now we sh�ft from th�s part�cular process to the sum total of
all �ndustr�al processes �n the Un�ted States, wh�ch �ncludes the
leather �tself, raw mater�al, transportat�on, sell�ng, everyth�ng. We w�ll
say, for the sake of round f�gures, that the total product�on of wealth
�n the Un�ted States �n one year �s four b�ll�on dollars. Then labor has
rece�ved �n wages, dur�ng the same per�od, two b�ll�on dollars. Four
b�ll�on dollars has been produced. How much of th�s can labor buy
back? Two b�ll�ons. There �s no d�scuss�on of th�s, I am sure. For that
matter, my percentages are m�ld. Because of a thousand cap�tal�st�c
dev�ces, labor cannot buy back even half of the total product.



“But to return. We w�ll say labor buys back two b�ll�ons. Then �t
stands to reason that labor can consume only two b�ll�ons. There are
st�ll two b�ll�ons to be accounted for, wh�ch labor cannot buy back and
consume.”

“Labor does not consume �ts two b�ll�ons, even,” Mr. Kowalt spoke
up. “If �t d�d, �t would not have any depos�ts �n the sav�ngs banks.”

“Labor’s depos�ts �n the sav�ngs banks are only a sort of reserve
fund that �s consumed as fast as �t accumulates. These depos�ts are
saved for old age, for s�ckness and acc�dent, and for funeral
expenses. The sav�ngs bank depos�t �s s�mply a p�ece of the loaf put
back on the shelf to be eaten next day. No, labor consumes all of the
total product that �ts wages w�ll buy back.

“Two b�ll�ons are left to cap�tal. After �t has pa�d �ts expenses, does
�t consume the rema�nder? Does cap�tal consume all of �ts two
b�ll�ons?”

Ernest stopped and put the quest�on po�nt blank to a number of
the men. They shook the�r heads.

“I don’t know,” one of them frankly sa�d.
“Of course you do,” Ernest went on. “Stop and th�nk a moment. If

cap�tal consumed �ts share, the sum total of cap�tal could not
�ncrease. It would rema�n constant. If you w�ll look at the econom�c
h�story of the Un�ted States, you w�ll see that the sum total of cap�tal
has cont�nually �ncreased. Therefore cap�tal does not consume �ts
share. Do you remember when England owned so much of our
ra�lroad bonds? As the years went by, we bought back those bonds.
What does that mean? That part of cap�tal’s unconsumed share
bought back the bonds. What �s the mean�ng of the fact that to-day
the cap�tal�sts of the Un�ted States own hundreds and hundreds of
m�ll�ons of dollars of Mex�can bonds, Russ�an bonds, Ital�an bonds,
Grec�an bonds? The mean�ng �s that those hundreds and hundreds
of m�ll�ons were part of cap�tal’s share wh�ch cap�tal d�d not
consume. Furthermore, from the very beg�nn�ng of the cap�tal�st
system, cap�tal has never consumed all of �ts share.

“And now we come to the po�nt. Four b�ll�on dollars of wealth �s
produced �n one year �n the Un�ted States. Labor buys back and
consumes two b�ll�ons. Cap�tal does not consume the rema�n�ng two



b�ll�ons. There �s a large balance left over unconsumed. What �s
done w�th th�s balance? What can be done w�th �t? Labor cannot
consume any of �t, for labor has already spent all �ts wages. Cap�tal
w�ll not consume th�s balance, because, already, accord�ng to �ts
nature, �t has consumed all �t can. And st�ll rema�ns the balance.
What can be done w�th �t? What �s done w�th �t?”

“It �s sold abroad,” Mr. Kowalt volunteered.
“The very th�ng,” Ernest agreed. “Because of th�s balance ar�ses

our need for a fore�gn market. Th�s �s sold abroad. It has to be sold
abroad. There �s no other way of gett�ng r�d of �t. And that
unconsumed surplus, sold abroad, becomes what we call our
favorable balance of trade. Are we all agreed so far?”

“Surely �t �s a waste of t�me to elaborate these A B C’s of
commerce,” Mr. Calv�n sa�d tartly. “We all understand them.”

“And �t �s by these A B C’s I have so carefully elaborated that I
shall confound you,” Ernest retorted. “There’s the beauty of �t. And
I’m go�ng to confound you w�th them r�ght now. Here goes.

“The Un�ted States �s a cap�tal�st country that has developed �ts
resources. Accord�ng to �ts cap�tal�st system of �ndustry, �t has an
unconsumed surplus that must be got r�d of, and that must be got r�d
of abroad.[2] What �s true of the Un�ted States �s true of every other
cap�tal�st country w�th developed resources. Every one of such
countr�es has an unconsumed surplus. Don’t forget that they have
already traded w�th one another, and that these surpluses yet
rema�n. Labor �n all these countr�es has spent �ts wages, and cannot
buy any of the surpluses. Cap�tal �n all these countr�es has already
consumed all �t �s able accord�ng to �ts nature. And st�ll rema�n the
surpluses. They cannot d�spose of these surpluses to one another.
How are they go�ng to get r�d of them?”

[2] Theodore Roosevelt, Pres�dent of the Un�ted States a few
years pr�or to th�s t�me, made the follow�ng publ�c declarat�on: “A
more l�beral and extens�ve rec�proc�ty �n the purchase and sale of
commod�t�es �s necessary, so that the overproduct�on of the
Un�ted States can be sat�sfactor�ly d�sposed of to fore�gn
countr�es.” Of course, th�s overproduct�on he ment�ons was the
prof�ts of the cap�tal�st system over and beyond the consum�ng



power of the cap�tal�sts. It was at th�s t�me that Senator Mark
Hanna sa�d: “The product�on of wealth �n the Un�ted States �s one-
th�rd larger annually than �ts consumpt�on.” Also a fellow-Senator,
Chauncey Depew, sa�d: “The Amer�can people produce annually
two b�ll�ons more wealth than they consume.”

“Sell them to countr�es w�th undeveloped resources,” Mr. Kowalt
suggested.

“The very th�ng. You see, my argument �s so clear and s�mple that
�n your own m�nds you carry �t on for me. And now for the next step.
Suppose the Un�ted States d�sposes of �ts surplus to a country w�th
undeveloped resources l�ke, say, Braz�l. Remember th�s surplus �s
over and above trade, wh�ch art�cles of trade have been consumed.
What, then, does the Un�ted States get �n return from Braz�l?”

“Gold,” sa�d Mr. Kowalt.
“But there �s only so much gold, and not much of �t, �n the world,”

Ernest objected.
“Gold �n the form of secur�t�es and bonds and so forth,” Mr. Kowalt

amended.
“Now you’ve struck �t,” Ernest sa�d. “From Braz�l the Un�ted States,

�n return for her surplus, gets bonds and secur�t�es. And what does
that mean? It means that the Un�ted States �s com�ng to own
ra�lroads �n Braz�l, factor�es, m�nes, and lands �n Braz�l. And what �s
the mean�ng of that �n turn?”

Mr. Kowalt pondered and shook h�s head.
“I’ll tell you,” Ernest cont�nued. “It means that the resources of

Braz�l are be�ng developed. And now, the next po�nt. When Braz�l,
under the cap�tal�st system, has developed her resources, she w�ll
herself have an unconsumed surplus. Can she get r�d of th�s surplus
to the Un�ted States? No, because the Un�ted States has herself a
surplus. Can the Un�ted States do what she prev�ously d�d—get r�d of
her surplus to Braz�l? No, for Braz�l now has a surplus, too.

“What happens? The Un�ted States and Braz�l must both seek out
other countr�es w�th undeveloped resources, �n order to unload the
surpluses on them. But by the very process of unload�ng the
surpluses, the resources of those countr�es are �n turn developed.



Soon they have surpluses, and are seek�ng other countr�es on wh�ch
to unload. Now, gentlemen, follow me. The planet �s only so large.
There are only so many countr�es �n the world. What w�ll happen
when every country �n the world, down to the smallest and last, w�th
a surplus �n �ts hands, stands confront�ng every other country w�th
surpluses �n the�r hands?”

He paused and regarded h�s l�steners. The bepuzzlement �n the�r
faces was del�c�ous. Also, there was awe �n the�r faces. Out of
abstract�ons Ernest had conjured a v�s�on and made them see �t.
They were see�ng �t then, as they sat there, and they were fr�ghtened
by �t.

“We started w�th A B C, Mr. Calv�n,” Ernest sa�d slyly. “I have now
g�ven you the rest of the alphabet. It �s very s�mple. That �s the
beauty of �t. You surely have the answer forthcom�ng. What, then,
when every country �n the world has an unconsumed surplus?
Where w�ll your cap�tal�st system be then?”

But Mr. Calv�n shook a troubled head. He was obv�ously quest�ng
back through Ernest’s reason�ng �n search of an error.

“Let me br�efly go over the ground w�th you aga�n,” Ernest sa�d.
“We began w�th a part�cular �ndustr�al process, the shoe factory. We
found that the d�v�s�on of the jo�nt product that took place there was
s�m�lar to the d�v�s�on that took place �n the sum total of all �ndustr�al
processes. We found that labor could buy back w�th �ts wages only
so much of the product, and that cap�tal d�d not consume all of the
rema�nder of the product. We found that when labor had consumed
to the full extent of �ts wages, and when cap�tal had consumed all �t
wanted, there was st�ll left an unconsumed surplus. We agreed that
th�s surplus could only be d�sposed of abroad. We agreed, also, that
the effect of unload�ng th�s surplus on another country would be to
develop the resources of that country, and that �n a short t�me that
country would have an unconsumed surplus. We extended th�s
process to all the countr�es on the planet, t�ll every country was
produc�ng every year, and every day, an unconsumed surplus, wh�ch
�t could d�spose of to no other country. And now I ask you aga�n,
what are we go�ng to do w�th those surpluses?”

St�ll no one answered.



“Mr. Calv�n?” Ernest quer�ed.
“It beats me,” Mr. Calv�n confessed.
“I never dreamed of such a th�ng,” Mr. Asmunsen sa�d. “And yet �t

does seem clear as pr�nt.”
It was the f�rst t�me I had ever heard Karl Marx’s[3] doctr�ne of

surplus value elaborated, and Ernest had done �t so s�mply that I,
too, sat puzzled and dumbfounded.

[3] Karl Marx—the great �ntellectual hero of Soc�al�sm. A German
Jew of the n�neteenth century. A contemporary of John Stuart M�ll.
It seems �ncred�ble to us that whole generat�ons should have
elapsed after the enunc�at�on of Marx’s econom�c d�scover�es, �n
wh�ch t�me he was sneered at by the world’s accepted th�nkers
and scholars. Because of h�s d�scover�es he was ban�shed from
h�s nat�ve country, and he d�ed an ex�le �n England.

“I’ll tell you a way to get r�d of the surplus,” Ernest sa�d. “Throw �t
�nto the sea. Throw every year hundreds of m�ll�ons of dollars’ worth
of shoes and wheat and cloth�ng and all the commod�t�es of
commerce �nto the sea. Won’t that f�x �t?”

“It w�ll certa�nly f�x �t,” Mr. Calv�n answered. “But �t �s absurd for you
to talk that way.”

Ernest was upon h�m l�ke a flash.
“Is �t a b�t more absurd than what you advocate, you mach�ne-

breaker, return�ng to the anted�luv�an ways of your forefathers? What
do you propose �n order to get r�d of the surplus? You would escape
the problem of the surplus by not produc�ng any surplus. And how do
you propose to avo�d produc�ng a surplus? By return�ng to a pr�m�t�ve
method of product�on, so confused and d�sorderly and �rrat�onal, so
wasteful and costly, that �t w�ll be �mposs�ble to produce a surplus.”

Mr. Calv�n swallowed. The po�nt had been dr�ven home. He
swallowed aga�n and cleared h�s throat.

“You are r�ght,” he sa�d. “I stand conv�cted. It �s absurd. But we’ve
got to do someth�ng. It �s a case of l�fe and death for us of the m�ddle
class. We refuse to per�sh. We elect to be absurd and to return to the
truly crude and wasteful methods of our forefathers. We w�ll put back



�ndustry to �ts pre-trust stage. We w�ll break the mach�nes. And what
are you go�ng to do about �t?”

“But you can’t break the mach�nes,” Ernest repl�ed. “You cannot
make the t�de of evolut�on flow backward. Opposed to you are two
great forces, each of wh�ch �s more powerful than you of the m�ddle
class. The large cap�tal�sts, the trusts, �n short, w�ll not let you turn
back. They don’t want the mach�nes destroyed. And greater than the
trusts, and more powerful, �s labor. It w�ll not let you destroy the
mach�nes. The ownersh�p of the world, along w�th the mach�nes, l�es
between the trusts and labor. That �s the battle al�gnment. Ne�ther
s�de wants the destruct�on of the mach�nes. But each s�de wants to
possess the mach�nes. In th�s battle the m�ddle class has no place.
The m�ddle class �s a pygmy between two g�ants. Don’t you see, you
poor per�sh�ng m�ddle class, you are caught between the upper and
nether m�llstones, and even now has the gr�nd�ng begun.

“I have demonstrated to you mathemat�cally the �nev�table
breakdown of the cap�tal�st system. When every country stands w�th
an unconsumed and unsalable surplus on �ts hands, the cap�tal�st
system w�ll break down under the terr�f�c structure of prof�ts that �t
�tself has reared. And �n that day there won’t be any destruct�on of
the mach�nes. The struggle then w�ll be for the ownersh�p of the
mach�nes. If labor w�ns, your way w�ll be easy. The Un�ted States,
and the whole world for that matter, w�ll enter upon a new and
tremendous era. Instead of be�ng crushed by the mach�nes, l�fe w�ll
be made fa�rer, and happ�er, and nobler by them. You of the
destroyed m�ddle class, along w�th labor—there w�ll be noth�ng but
labor then; so you, and all the rest of labor, w�ll part�c�pate �n the
equ�table d�str�but�on of the products of the wonderful mach�nes. And
we, all of us, w�ll make new and more wonderful mach�nes. And
there won’t be any unconsumed surplus, because there won’t be any
prof�ts.”

“But suppose the trusts w�n �n th�s battle over the ownersh�p of the
mach�nes and the world?” Mr. Kowalt asked.

“Then,” Ernest answered, “you, and labor, and all of us, w�ll be
crushed under the �ron heel of a despot�sm as relentless and terr�ble



as any despot�sm that has blackened the pages of the h�story of
man. That w�ll be a good name for that despot�sm, the Iron Heel.”[4]

[4] The earl�est known use of that name to des�gnate the
Ol�garchy.

There was a long pause, and every man at the table med�tated �n
ways unwonted and profound.

“But th�s soc�al�sm of yours �s a dream,” Mr. Calv�n sa�d; and
repeated, “a dream.”

“I’ll show you someth�ng that �sn’t a dream, then,” Ernest
answered. “And that someth�ng I shall call the Ol�garchy. You call �t
the Plutocracy. We both mean the same th�ng, the large cap�tal�sts or
the trusts. Let us see where the power l�es today. And �n order to do
so, let us apport�on soc�ety �nto �ts class d�v�s�ons.

“There are three b�g classes �n soc�ety. F�rst comes the Plutocracy,
wh�ch �s composed of wealthy bankers, ra�lway magnates,
corporat�on d�rectors, and trust magnates. Second, �s the m�ddle
class, your class, gentlemen, wh�ch �s composed of farmers,
merchants, small manufacturers, and profess�onal men. And th�rd
and last comes my class, the proletar�at, wh�ch �s composed of the
wage-workers.[5]

[5] Th�s d�v�s�on of soc�ety made by Everhard �s �n accordance
w�th that made by Luc�en San�al, one of the stat�st�cal author�t�es
of that t�me. H�s calculat�on of the membersh�p of these d�v�s�ons
by occupat�on, from the Un�ted States Census of 1900, �s as
follows: Plutocrat�c class, 250,251; M�ddle class, 8,429,845; and
Proletar�at class, 20,393,137.

“You cannot but grant that the ownersh�p of wealth const�tutes
essent�al power �n the Un�ted States to-day. How �s th�s wealth
owned by these three classes? Here are the f�gures. The Plutocracy
owns s�xty-seven b�ll�ons of wealth. Of the total number of persons
engaged �n occupat�ons �n the Un�ted States, only n�ne-tenths of one
per cent are from the Plutocracy, yet the Plutocracy owns seventy
per cent of the total wealth. The m�ddle class owns twenty-four
b�ll�ons. Twenty-n�ne per cent of those �n occupat�ons are from the
m�ddle class, and they own twenty-f�ve per cent of the total wealth.



Rema�ns the proletar�at. It owns four b�ll�ons. Of all persons �n
occupat�ons, seventy per cent come from the proletar�at; and the
proletar�at owns four per cent of the total wealth. Where does the
power l�e, gentlemen?”

“From your own f�gures, we of the m�ddle class are more powerful
than labor,” Mr. Asmunsen remarked.

“Call�ng us weak does not make you stronger �n the face of the
strength of the Plutocracy,” Ernest retorted. “And furthermore, I’m not
done w�th you. There �s a greater strength than wealth, and �t �s
greater because �t cannot be taken away. Our strength, the strength
of the proletar�at, �s �n our muscles, �n our hands to cast ballots, �n
our f�ngers to pull tr�ggers. Th�s strength we cannot be str�pped of. It
�s the pr�m�t�ve strength, �t �s the strength that �s to l�fe germane, �t �s
the strength that �s stronger than wealth, and that wealth cannot take
away.

“But your strength �s detachable. It can be taken away from you.
Even now the Plutocracy �s tak�ng �t away from you. In the end �t w�ll
take �t all away from you. And then you w�ll cease to be the m�ddle
class. You w�ll descend to us. You w�ll become proletar�ans. And the
beauty of �t �s that you w�ll then add to our strength. We w�ll ha�l you
brothers, and we w�ll f�ght shoulder to shoulder �n the cause of
human�ty.

“You see, labor has noth�ng concrete of wh�ch to be despo�led. Its
share of the wealth of the country cons�sts of clothes and household
furn�ture, w�th here and there, �n very rare cases, an unencumbered
home. But you have the concrete wealth, twenty-four b�ll�ons of �t,
and the Plutocracy w�ll take �t away from you. Of course, there �s the
large l�kel�hood that the proletar�at w�ll take �t away f�rst. Don’t you
see your pos�t�on, gentlemen? The m�ddle class �s a wobbly l�ttle
lamb between a l�on and a t�ger. If one doesn’t get you, the other w�ll.
And �f the Plutocracy gets you f�rst, why �t’s only a matter of t�me
when the Proletar�at gets the Plutocracy.

“Even your present wealth �s not a true measure of your power.
The strength of your wealth at th�s moment �s only an empty shell.
That �s why you are cry�ng out your feeble l�ttle battle-cry, ‘Return to
the ways of our fathers.’ You are aware of your �mpotency. You know



that your strength �s an empty shell. And I’ll show you the empt�ness
of �t.

“What power have the farmers? Over f�fty per cent are thralls by
v�rtue of the fact that they are merely tenants or are mortgaged. And
all of them are thralls by v�rtue of the fact that the trusts already own
or control (wh�ch �s the same th�ng only better)—own and control all
the means of market�ng the crops, such as cold storage, ra�lroads,
elevators, and steamsh�p l�nes. And, furthermore, the trusts control
the markets. In all th�s the farmers are w�thout power. As regards
the�r pol�t�cal and governmental power, I’ll take that up later, along
w�th the pol�t�cal and governmental power of the whole m�ddle class.

“Day by day the trusts squeeze out the farmers as they squeezed
out Mr. Calv�n and the rest of the da�rymen. And day by day are the
merchants squeezed out �n the same way. Do you remember how, �n
s�x months, the Tobacco Trust squeezed out over four hundred c�gar
stores �n New York C�ty alone? Where are the old-t�me owners of the
coal f�elds? You know today, w�thout my tell�ng you, that the Ra�lroad
Trust owns or controls the ent�re anthrac�te and b�tum�nous coal
f�elds. Doesn’t the Standard O�l Trust[6] own a score of the ocean
l�nes? And does �t not also control copper, to say noth�ng of runn�ng
a smelter trust as a l�ttle s�de enterpr�se? There are ten thousand
c�t�es �n the Un�ted States to-n�ght l�ghted by the compan�es owned
or controlled by Standard O�l, and �n as many c�t�es all the electr�c
transportat�on,—urban, suburban, and �nterurban,—�s �n the hands of
Standard O�l. The small cap�tal�sts who were �n these thousands of
enterpr�ses are gone. You know that. It’s the same way that you are
go�ng.

[6] Standard O�l and Rockefeller—see footnote [10]

“The small manufacturer �s l�ke the farmer; and small
manufacturers and farmers to-day are reduced, to all �ntents and
purposes, to feudal tenure. For that matter, the profess�onal men and
the art�sts are at th�s present moment v�lle�ns �n everyth�ng but name,
wh�le the pol�t�c�ans are henchmen. Why do you, Mr. Calv�n, work all
your n�ghts and days to organ�ze the farmers, along w�th the rest of
the m�ddle class, �nto a new pol�t�cal party? Because the pol�t�c�ans



of the old part�es w�ll have noth�ng to do w�th your atav�st�c �deas;
and w�th your atav�st�c �deas, they w�ll have noth�ng to do because
they are what I sa�d they are, henchmen, reta�ners of the Plutocracy.

“I spoke of the profess�onal men and the art�sts as v�lle�ns. What
else are they? One and all, the professors, the preachers, and the
ed�tors, hold the�r jobs by serv�ng the Plutocracy, and the�r serv�ce
cons�sts of propagat�ng only such �deas as are e�ther harmless to or
commendatory of the Plutocracy. Whenever they propagate �deas
that menace the Plutocracy, they lose the�r jobs, �n wh�ch case, �f
they have not prov�ded for the ra�ny day, they descend �nto the
proletar�at and e�ther per�sh or become work�ng-class ag�tators. And
don’t forget that �t �s the press, the pulp�t, and the un�vers�ty that
mould publ�c op�n�on, set the thought-pace of the nat�on. As for the
art�sts, they merely pander to the l�ttle less than �gnoble tastes of the
Plutocracy.

“But after all, wealth �n �tself �s not the real power; �t �s the means
to power, and power �s governmental. Who controls the government
to-day? The proletar�at w�th �ts twenty m�ll�ons engaged �n
occupat�ons? Even you laugh at the �dea. Does the m�ddle class,
w�th �ts e�ght m�ll�on occup�ed members? No more than the
proletar�at. Who, then, controls the government? The Plutocracy,
w�th �ts paltry quarter of a m�ll�on of occup�ed members. But th�s
quarter of a m�ll�on does not control the government, though �t
renders yeoman serv�ce. It �s the bra�n of the Plutocracy that controls
the government, and th�s bra�n cons�sts of seven[7] small and
powerful groups of men. And do not forget that these groups are
work�ng to-day pract�cally �n un�son.

[7] Even as late as 1907, �t was cons�dered that eleven groups
dom�nated the country, but th�s number was reduced by the
amalgamat�on of the f�ve ra�lroad groups �nto a supreme
comb�nat�on of all the ra�lroads. These f�ve groups so
amalgamated, along w�th the�r f�nanc�al and pol�t�cal all�es, were
(1) James J. H�ll w�th h�s control of the Northwest; (2) the
Pennsylvan�a ra�lway group, Sch�ff f�nanc�al manager, w�th b�g
bank�ng f�rms of Ph�ladelph�a and New York; (3) Harr�man, w�th
Fr�ck for counsel and Odell as pol�t�cal l�eutenant, controll�ng the
central cont�nental, Southwestern and Southern Pac�f�c Coast



l�nes of transportat�on; (4) the Gould fam�ly ra�lway �nterests; and
(5) Moore, Re�d, and Leeds, known as the “Rock Island crowd.”
These strong ol�garchs arose out of the confl�ct of compet�t�on and
travelled the �nev�table road toward comb�nat�on.

“Let me po�nt out the power of but one of them, the ra�lroad group.
It employs forty thousand lawyers to defeat the people �n the courts.
It �ssues countless thousands of free passes to judges, bankers,
ed�tors, m�n�sters, un�vers�ty men, members of state leg�slatures, and
of Congress. It ma�nta�ns luxur�ous lobb�es[8] at every state cap�tal,
and at the nat�onal cap�tal; and �n all the c�t�es and towns of the land
�t employs an �mmense army of pett�foggers and small pol�t�c�ans
whose bus�ness �s to attend pr�mar�es, pack convent�ons, get on
jur�es, br�be judges, and �n every way to work for �ts �nterests.[9]

[8] Lobby—a pecul�ar �nst�tut�on for br�b�ng, bulldoz�ng, and
corrupt�ng the leg�slators who were supposed to represent the
people’s �nterests.

[9] A decade before th�s speech of Everhard’s, the New York
Board of Trade �ssued a report from wh�ch the follow�ng �s quoted:
“The ra�lroads control absolutely the leg�slatures of a major�ty of
the states of the Un�on; they make and unmake Un�ted States
Senators, congressmen, and governors, and are pract�cally
d�ctators of the governmental pol�cy of the Un�ted States.”

“Gentlemen, I have merely sketched the power of one of the seven
groups that const�tute the bra�n of the Plutocracy.[10] Your twenty-four
b�ll�ons of wealth does not g�ve you twenty-f�ve cents’ worth of
governmental power. It �s an empty shell, and soon even the empty
shell w�ll be taken away from you. The Plutocracy has all power �n �ts
hands to-day. It to-day makes the laws, for �t owns the Senate,
Congress, the courts, and the state leg�slatures. And not only that.
Beh�nd law must be force to execute the law. To-day the Plutocracy
makes the law, and to enforce the law �t has at �ts beck and call the
pol�ce, the army, the navy, and, lastly, the m�l�t�a, wh�ch �s you, and
me, and all of us.”

[10] Rockefeller began as a member of the proletar�at, and
through thr�ft and cunn�ng succeeded �n develop�ng the f�rst
perfect trust, namely that known as Standard O�l. We cannot



forbear g�v�ng the follow�ng remarkable page from the h�story of
the t�mes, to show how the need for re�nvestment of the Standard
O�l surplus crushed out small cap�tal�sts and hastened the
breakdown of the cap�tal�st system. Dav�d Graham Ph�ll�ps was a
rad�cal wr�ter of the per�od, and the quotat�on, by h�m, �s taken
from a copy of the Saturday Even�ng Post, dated October 4, 1902
A.D. Th�s �s the only copy of th�s publ�cat�on that has come down
to us, and yet, from �ts appearance and content, we cannot but
conclude that �t was one of the popular per�od�cals w�th a large
c�rculat�on. The quotat�on here follows:
    “About ten years ago Rockefeller’s �ncome was g�ven as th�rty
m�ll�ons by an excellent author�ty. He had reached the l�m�t of
prof�table �nvestment of prof�ts �n the o�l �ndustry. Here, then, were
these enormous sums �n cash pour�ng �n—more than $2,000,000
a month for John Dav�son Rockefeller alone. The problem of
re�nvestment became more ser�ous. It became a n�ghtmare. The
o�l �ncome was swell�ng, swell�ng, and the number of sound
�nvestments l�m�ted, even more l�m�ted than �t �s now. It was
through no spec�al eagerness for more ga�ns that the Rockefellers
began to branch out from o�l �nto other th�ngs. They were forced,
swept on by th�s �nroll�ng t�de of wealth wh�ch the�r monopoly
magnet �rres�st�bly attracted. They developed a staff of �nvestment
seekers and �nvest�gators. It �s sa�d that the ch�ef of th�s staff has
a salary of $125,000 a year.
    “The f�rst consp�cuous excurs�on and �ncurs�on of the
Rockefellers was �nto the ra�lway f�eld. By 1895 they controlled
one-f�fth of the ra�lway m�leage of the country. What do they own
or, through dom�nant ownersh�p, control to-day? They are
powerful �n all the great ra�lways of New York, north, east, and
west, except one, where the�r share �s only a few m�ll�ons. They
are �n most of the great ra�lways rad�at�ng from Ch�cago. They
dom�nate �n several of the systems that extend to the Pac�f�c. It �s
the�r votes that make Mr. Morgan so potent, though, �t may be
added, they need h�s bra�ns more than he needs the�r votes— at
present, and the comb�nat�on of the two const�tutes �n large
measure the ‘commun�ty of �nterest.’
    “But ra�lways could not alone absorb rap�dly enough those
m�ghty floods of gold. Presently John D. Rockefeller’s $2,500,000
a month had �ncreased to four, to f�ve, to s�x m�ll�ons a month, to
$75,000,000 a year. Illum�nat�ng o�l was becom�ng all prof�t. The
re�nvestments of �ncome were add�ng the�r m�te of many annual
m�ll�ons.
    “The Rockefellers went �nto gas and electr�c�ty when those



�ndustr�es had developed to the safe �nvestment stage. And now a
large part of the Amer�can people must beg�n to enr�ch the
Rockefellers as soon as the sun goes down, no matter what form
of �llum�nant they use. They went �nto farm mortgages. It �s sa�d
that when prosper�ty a few years ago enabled the farmers to r�d
themselves of the�r mortgages, John D. Rockefeller was moved
almost to tears; e�ght m�ll�ons wh�ch he had thought taken care of
for years to come at a good �nterest were suddenly dumped upon
h�s doorstep and there set up a-squawk�ng for a new home. Th�s
unexpected add�t�on to h�s worr�ments �n f�nd�ng places for the
progeny of h�s petroleum and the�r progeny and the�r progeny’s
progeny was too much for the equan�m�ty of a man w�thout a
d�gest�on. . . .
    “The Rockefellers went �nto m�nes—�ron and coal and copper
and lead; �nto other �ndustr�al compan�es; �nto street ra�lways, �nto
nat�onal, state, and mun�c�pal bonds; �nto steamsh�ps and
steamboats and telegraphy; �nto real estate, �nto skyscrapers and
res�dences and hotels and bus�ness blocks; �nto l�fe �nsurance,
�nto bank�ng. There was soon l�terally no f�eld of �ndustry where
the�r m�ll�ons were not at work. . . .
    “The Rockefeller bank—the Nat�onal C�ty Bank—�s by �tself far
and away the b�ggest bank �n the Un�ted States. It �s exceeded �n
the world only by the Bank of England and the Bank of France.
The depos�ts average more than one hundred m�ll�ons a day; and
�t dom�nates the call loan market on Wall Street and the stock
market. But �t �s not alone; �t �s the head of the Rockefeller cha�n
of banks, wh�ch �ncludes fourteen banks and trust compan�es �n
New York C�ty, and banks of great strength and �nfluence �n every
large money center �n the country.
    “John D. Rockefeller owns Standard O�l stock worth between
four and f�ve hundred m�ll�ons at the market quotat�ons. He has a
hundred m�ll�ons �n the steel trust, almost as much �n a s�ngle
western ra�lway system, half as much �n a second, and so on and
on and on unt�l the m�nd wear�es of the catalogu�ng. H�s �ncome
last year was about $100,000,000— �t �s doubtful �f the �ncomes of
all the Rothsch�lds together make a greater sum. And �t �s go�ng
up by leaps and bounds.”

L�ttle d�scuss�on took place after th�s, and the d�nner soon broke
up. All were qu�et and subdued, and leave-tak�ng was done w�th low
vo�ces. It seemed almost that they were scared by the v�s�on of the
t�mes they had seen.



“The s�tuat�on �s, �ndeed, ser�ous,” Mr. Calv�n sa�d to Ernest. “I
have l�ttle quarrel w�th the way you have dep�cted �t. Only I d�sagree
w�th you about the doom of the m�ddle class. We shall surv�ve, and
we shall overthrow the trusts.”

“And return to the ways of your fathers,” Ernest f�n�shed for h�m.
“Even so,” Mr. Calv�n answered gravely. “I know �t’s a sort of

mach�ne-break�ng, and that �t �s absurd. But then l�fe seems absurd
to-day, what of the mach�nat�ons of the Plutocracy. And at any rate,
our sort of mach�ne-break�ng �s at least pract�cal and poss�ble, wh�ch
your dream �s not. Your soc�al�st�c dream �s . . . well, a dream. We
cannot follow you.”

“I only w�sh you fellows knew a l�ttle someth�ng about evolut�on
and soc�ology,” Ernest sa�d w�stfully, as they shook hands. “We
would be saved so much trouble �f you d�d.”



CHAPTER X.
THE VORTEX

Follow�ng l�ke thunder claps upon the Bus�ness Men’s d�nner,
occurred event after event of terr�fy�ng moment; and I, l�ttle I, who
had l�ved so plac�dly all my days �n the qu�et un�vers�ty town, found
myself and my personal affa�rs drawn �nto the vortex of the great
world-affa�rs. Whether �t was my love for Ernest, or the clear s�ght he
had g�ven me of the soc�ety �n wh�ch I l�ved, that made me a
revolut�on�st, I know not; but a revolut�on�st I became, and I was
plunged �nto a wh�rl of happen�ngs that would have been
�nconce�vable three short months before.

The cr�s�s �n my own fortunes came s�multaneously w�th great
cr�ses �n soc�ety. F�rst of all, father was d�scharged from the
un�vers�ty. Oh, he was not techn�cally d�scharged. H�s res�gnat�on
was demanded, that was all. Th�s, �n �tself, d�d not amount to much.
Father, �n fact, was del�ghted. He was espec�ally del�ghted because
h�s d�scharge had been prec�p�tated by the publ�cat�on of h�s book,
“Econom�cs and Educat�on.” It cl�nched h�s argument, he contended.
What better ev�dence could be advanced to prove that educat�on
was dom�nated by the cap�tal�st class?

But th�s proof never got anywhere. Nobody knew he had been
forced to res�gn from the un�vers�ty. He was so em�nent a sc�ent�st
that such an announcement, coupled w�th the reason for h�s
enforced res�gnat�on, would have created somewhat of a furor all
over the world. The newspapers showered h�m w�th pra�se and
honor, and commended h�m for hav�ng g�ven up the drudgery of the
lecture room �n order to devote h�s whole t�me to sc�ent�f�c research.



At f�rst father laughed. Then he became angry—ton�c angry. Then
came the suppress�on of h�s book. Th�s suppress�on was performed
secretly, so secretly that at f�rst we could not comprehend. The
publ�cat�on of the book had �mmed�ately caused a b�t of exc�tement �n
the country. Father had been pol�tely abused �n the cap�tal�st press,
the tone of the abuse be�ng to the effect that �t was a p�ty so great a
sc�ent�st should leave h�s f�eld and �nvade the realm of soc�ology,
about wh�ch he knew noth�ng and where�n he had promptly become
lost. Th�s lasted for a week, wh�le father chuckled and sa�d the book
had touched a sore spot on cap�tal�sm. And then, abruptly, the
newspapers and the cr�t�cal magaz�nes ceased say�ng anyth�ng
about the book at all. Also, and w�th equal suddenness, the book
d�sappeared from the market. Not a copy was obta�nable from any
bookseller. Father wrote to the publ�shers and was �nformed that the
plates had been acc�dentally �njured. An unsat�sfactory
correspondence followed. Dr�ven f�nally to an unequ�vocal stand, the
publ�shers stated that they could not see the�r way to putt�ng the
book �nto type aga�n, but that they were w�ll�ng to rel�nqu�sh the�r
r�ghts �n �t.

“And you won’t f�nd another publ�sh�ng house �n the country to
touch �t,” Ernest sa�d. “And �f I were you, I’d hunt cover r�ght now.
You’ve merely got a foretaste of the Iron Heel.”

But father was noth�ng �f not a sc�ent�st. He never bel�eved �n
jump�ng to conclus�ons. A laboratory exper�ment was no exper�ment
�f �t were not carr�ed through �n all �ts deta�ls. So he pat�ently went the
round of the publ�sh�ng houses. They gave a mult�tude of excuses,
but not one house would cons�der the book.

When father became conv�nced that the book had actually been
suppressed, he tr�ed to get the fact �nto the newspapers; but h�s
commun�cat�ons were �gnored. At a pol�t�cal meet�ng of the soc�al�sts,
where many reporters were present, father saw h�s chance. He
arose and related the h�story of the suppress�on of the book. He
laughed next day when he read the newspapers, and then he grew
angry to a degree that el�m�nated all ton�c qual�t�es. The papers
made no ment�on of the book, but they m�sreported h�m beaut�fully.
They tw�sted h�s words and phrases away from the context, and



turned h�s subdued and controlled remarks �nto a howl�ng anarch�st�c
speech. It was done artfully. One �nstance, �n part�cular, I remember.
He had used the phrase “soc�al revolut�on.” The reporter merely
dropped out “soc�al.” Th�s was sent out all over the country �n an
Assoc�ated Press despatch, and from all over the country arose a cry
of alarm. Father was branded as a n�h�l�st and an anarch�st, and �n
one cartoon that was cop�ed w�dely he was portrayed wav�ng a red
flag at the head of a mob of long-ha�red, w�ld-eyed men who bore �n
the�r hands torches, kn�ves, and dynam�te bombs.

He was assa�led terr�bly �n the press, �n long and abus�ve
ed�tor�als, for h�s anarchy, and h�nts were made of mental breakdown
on h�s part. Th�s behav�or, on the part of the cap�tal�st press, was
noth�ng new, Ernest told us. It was the custom, he sa�d, to send
reporters to all the soc�al�st meet�ngs for the express purpose of
m�sreport�ng and d�stort�ng what was sa�d, �n order to fr�ghten the
m�ddle class away from any poss�ble aff�l�at�on w�th the proletar�at.
And repeatedly Ernest warned father to cease f�ght�ng and to take to
cover.

The soc�al�st press of the country took up the f�ght, however, and
throughout the read�ng port�on of the work�ng class �t was known that
the book had been suppressed. But th�s knowledge stopped w�th the
work�ng class. Next, the “Appeal to Reason,” a b�g soc�al�st
publ�sh�ng house, arranged w�th father to br�ng out the book. Father
was jub�lant, but Ernest was alarmed.

“I tell you we are on the verge of the unknown,” he �ns�sted. “B�g
th�ngs are happen�ng secretly all around us. We can feel them. We
do not know what they are, but they are there. The whole fabr�c of
soc�ety �s a-tremble w�th them. Don’t ask me. I don’t know myself.
But out of th�s flux of soc�ety someth�ng �s about to crystall�ze. It �s
crystall�z�ng now. The suppress�on of the book �s a prec�p�tat�on. How
many books have been suppressed? We haven’t the least �dea. We
are �n the dark. We have no way of learn�ng. Watch out next for the
suppress�on of the soc�al�st press and soc�al�st publ�sh�ng houses.
I’m afra�d �t’s com�ng. We are go�ng to be throttled.”

Ernest had h�s hand on the pulse of events even more closely than
the rest of the soc�al�sts, and w�th�n two days the f�rst blow was



struck. The Appeal to Reason was a weekly, and �ts regular
c�rculat�on amongst the proletar�at was seven hundred and f�fty
thousand. Also, �t very frequently got out spec�al ed�t�ons of from two
to f�ve m�ll�ons. These great ed�t�ons were pa�d for and d�str�buted by
the small army of voluntary workers who had marshalled around the
Appeal. The f�rst blow was a�med at these spec�al ed�t�ons, and �t
was a crush�ng one. By an arb�trary rul�ng of the Post Off�ce, these
ed�t�ons were dec�ded to be not the regular c�rculat�on of the paper,
and for that reason were den�ed adm�ss�on to the ma�ls.

A week later the Post Off�ce Department ruled that the paper was
sed�t�ous, and barred �t ent�rely from the ma�ls. Th�s was a fearful
blow to the soc�al�st propaganda. The Appeal was desperate. It
dev�sed a plan of reach�ng �ts subscr�bers through the express
compan�es, but they decl�ned to handle �t. Th�s was the end of the
Appeal. But not qu�te. It prepared to go on w�th �ts book publ�sh�ng.
Twenty thousand cop�es of father’s book were �n the b�ndery, and the
presses were turn�ng off more. And then, w�thout warn�ng, a mob
arose one n�ght, and, under a wav�ng Amer�can flag, s�ng�ng patr�ot�c
songs, set f�re to the great plant of the Appeal and totally destroyed
�t.

Now G�rard, Kansas, was a qu�et, peaceable town. There had
never been any labor troubles there. The Appeal pa�d un�on wages;
and, �n fact, was the backbone of the town, g�v�ng employment to
hundreds of men and women. It was not the c�t�zens of G�rard that
composed the mob. Th�s mob had r�sen up out of the earth
apparently, and to all �ntents and purposes, �ts work done, �t had
gone back �nto the earth. Ernest saw �n the affa�r the most s�n�ster
�mport.

“The Black Hundreds[1] are be�ng organ�zed �n the Un�ted States,”
he sa�d. “Th�s �s the beg�nn�ng. There w�ll be more of �t. The Iron
Heel �s gett�ng bold.”

[1] The Black Hundreds were react�onary mobs organ�zed by the
per�sh�ng Autocracy �n the Russ�an Revolut�on. These react�onary
groups attacked the revolut�onary groups, and also, at needed
moments, r�oted and destroyed property so as to afford the
Autocracy the pretext of call�ng out the Cossacks.



And so per�shed father’s book. We were to see much of the Black
Hundreds as the days went by. Week by week more of the soc�al�st
papers were barred from the ma�ls, and �n a number of �nstances the
Black Hundreds destroyed the soc�al�st presses. Of course, the
newspapers of the land l�ved up to the react�onary pol�cy of the rul�ng
class, and the destroyed soc�al�st press was m�srepresented and
v�l�f�ed, wh�le the Black Hundreds were represented as true patr�ots
and sav�ours of soc�ety. So conv�nc�ng was all th�s m�srepresentat�on
that even s�ncere m�n�sters �n the pulp�t pra�sed the Black Hundreds
wh�le regrett�ng the necess�ty of v�olence.

H�story was mak�ng fast. The fall elect�ons were soon to occur, and
Ernest was nom�nated by the soc�al�st party to run for Congress. H�s
chance for elect�on was most favorable. The street-car str�ke �n San
Franc�sco had been broken. And follow�ng upon �t the teamsters’
str�ke had been broken. These two defeats had been very d�sastrous
to organ�zed labor. The whole Water Front Federat�on, along w�th �ts
all�es �n the structural trades, had backed up the teamsters, and all
had been smashed down �nglor�ously. It had been a bloody str�ke.
The pol�ce had broken countless heads w�th the�r r�ot clubs; and the
death l�st had been augmented by the turn�ng loose of a mach�ne-
gun on the str�kers from the barns of the Marsden Spec�al Del�very
Company.

In consequence, the men were sullen and v�nd�ct�ve. They wanted
blood, and revenge. Beaten on the�r chosen f�eld, they were r�pe to
seek revenge by means of pol�t�cal act�on. They st�ll ma�nta�ned the�r
labor organ�zat�on, and th�s gave them strength �n the pol�t�cal
struggle that was on. Ernest’s chance for elect�on grew stronger and
stronger. Day by day un�ons and more un�ons voted the�r support to
the soc�al�sts, unt�l even Ernest laughed when the Undertakers’
Ass�stants and the Ch�cken P�ckers fell �nto l�ne. Labor became
mul�sh. Wh�le �t packed the soc�al�st meet�ngs w�th mad enthus�asm,
�t was �mperv�ous to the w�les of the old-party pol�t�c�ans. The old-
party orators were usually greeted w�th empty halls, though
occas�onally they encountered full halls where they were so roughly
handled that more than once �t was necessary to call out the pol�ce
reserves.



H�story was mak�ng fast. The a�r was v�brant w�th th�ngs happen�ng
and �mpend�ng. The country was on the verge of hard t�mes,[2]

caused by a ser�es of prosperous years where�n the d�ff�culty of
d�spos�ng abroad of the unconsumed surplus had become
�ncreas�ngly d�ff�cult. Industr�es were work�ng short t�me; many great
factor�es were stand�ng �dle aga�nst the t�me when the surplus should
be gone; and wages were be�ng cut r�ght and left.

[2] Under the cap�tal�st rég�me these per�ods of hard t�mes were
as �nev�table as they were absurd. Prosper�ty always brought
calam�ty. Th�s, of course, was due to the excess of unconsumed
prof�ts that was p�led up.

Also, the great mach�n�st str�ke had been broken. Two hundred
thousand mach�n�sts, along w�th the�r f�ve hundred thousand all�es �n
the metalwork�ng trades, had been defeated �n as bloody a str�ke as
had ever marred the Un�ted States. P�tched battles had been fought
w�th the small arm�es of armed str�ke-breakers[3] put �n the f�eld by
the employers’ assoc�at�ons; the Black Hundreds, appear�ng �n
scores of w�de-scattered places, had destroyed property; and, �n
consequence, a hundred thousand regular sold�ers of the Un�ted
States had been called out to put a fr�ghtful end to the whole affa�r. A
number of the labor leaders had been executed; many others had
been sentenced to pr�son, wh�le thousands of the rank and f�le of the
str�kers had been herded �nto bull-pens[4] and abom�nably treated by
the sold�ers.

[3] Str�ke-breakers—these were, �n purpose and pract�ce and
everyth�ng except name, the pr�vate sold�ers of the cap�tal�sts.
They were thoroughly organ�zed and well armed, and they were
held �n read�ness to be hurled �n spec�al tra�ns to any part of the
country where labor went on str�ke or was locked out by the
employers. Only those cur�ous t�mes could have g�ven r�se to the
amaz�ng spectacle of one, Farley, a notor�ous commander of
str�ke-breakers, who, �n 1906, swept across the Un�ted States �n
spec�al tra�ns from New York to San Franc�sco w�th an army of
twenty-f�ve hundred men, fully armed and equ�pped, to break a
str�ke of the San Franc�sco street-car men. Such an act was �n
d�rect v�olat�on of the laws of the land. The fact that th�s act, and



thousands of s�m�lar acts, went unpun�shed, goes to show how
completely the jud�c�ary was the creature of the Plutocracy.

[4] Bull-pen—�n a m�ners’ str�ke �n Idaho, �n the latter part of the
n�neteenth century, �t happened that many of the str�kers were
conf�ned �n a bull-pen by the troops. The pract�ce and the name
cont�nued �n the twent�eth century.

The years of prosper�ty were now to be pa�d for. All markets were
glutted; all markets were fall�ng; and am�dst the general crumble of
pr�ces the pr�ce of labor crumbled fastest of all. The land was
convulsed w�th �ndustr�al d�ssens�ons. Labor was str�k�ng here, there,
and everywhere; and where �t was not str�k�ng, �t was be�ng turned
out by the cap�tal�sts. The papers were f�lled w�th tales of v�olence
and blood. And through �t all the Black Hundreds played the�r part.
R�ot, arson, and wanton destruct�on of property was the�r funct�on,
and well they performed �t. The whole regular army was �n the f�eld,
called there by the act�ons of the Black Hundreds.[5] All c�t�es and
towns were l�ke armed camps, and laborers were shot down l�ke
dogs. Out of the vast army of the unemployed the str�ke-breakers
were recru�ted; and when the str�ke-breakers were worsted by the
labor un�ons, the troops always appeared and crushed the un�ons.
Then there was the m�l�t�a. As yet, �t was not necessary to have
recourse to the secret m�l�t�a law. Only the regularly organ�zed m�l�t�a
was out, and �t was out everywhere. And �n th�s t�me of terror, the
regular army was �ncreased an add�t�onal hundred thousand by the
government.

[5] The name only, and not the �dea, was �mported from Russ�a.
The Black Hundreds were a development out of the secret agents
of the cap�tal�sts, and the�r use arose �n the labor struggles of the
n�neteenth century. There �s no d�scuss�on of th�s. No less an
author�ty of the t�mes than Carroll D. Wr�ght, Un�ted States
Comm�ss�oner of Labor, �s respons�ble for the statement. From h�s
book, ent�tled “The Battles of Labor,” �s quoted the declarat�on that
“�n some of the great h�stor�c str�kes the employers themselves
have �nst�gated acts of v�olence;” that manufacturers have
del�berately provoked str�kes �n order to get r�d of surplus stock;
and that fre�ght cars have been burned by employers’ agents
dur�ng ra�lroad str�kes �n order to �ncrease d�sorder. It was out of



these secret agents of the employers that the Black Hundreds
arose; and �t was they, �n turn, that later became that terr�ble
weapon of the Ol�garchy, the agents-provocateurs.

Never had labor rece�ved such an all-around beat�ng. The great
capta�ns of �ndustry, the ol�garchs, had for the f�rst t�me thrown the�r
full we�ght �nto the breach the struggl�ng employers’ assoc�at�ons had
made. These assoc�at�ons were pract�cally m�ddle-class affa�rs, and
now, compelled by hard t�mes and crash�ng markets, and a�ded by
the great capta�ns of �ndustry, they gave organ�zed labor an awful
and dec�s�ve defeat. It was an all-powerful all�ance, but �t was an
all�ance of the l�on and the lamb, as the m�ddle class was soon to
learn.

Labor was bloody and sullen, but crushed. Yet �ts defeat d�d not
put an end to the hard t�mes. The banks, themselves const�tut�ng
one of the most �mportant forces of the Ol�garchy, cont�nued to call �n
cred�ts. The Wall Street[6] group turned the stock market �nto a
maelstrom where the values of all the land crumbled away almost to
noth�ngness. And out of all the rack and ru�n rose the form of the
nascent Ol�garchy, �mperturbable, �nd�fferent, and sure. Its seren�ty
and cert�tude was terr�fy�ng. Not only d�d �t use �ts own vast power,
but �t used all the power of the Un�ted States Treasury to carry out �ts
plans.

[6] Wall Street—so named from a street �n anc�ent New York,
where was s�tuated the stock exchange, and where the �rrat�onal
organ�zat�on of soc�ety perm�tted underhanded man�pulat�on of all
the �ndustr�es of the country.

The capta�ns of �ndustry had turned upon the m�ddle class. The
employers’ assoc�at�ons, that had helped the capta�ns of �ndustry to
tear and rend labor, were now torn and rent by the�r quondam all�es.
Am�dst the crash�ng of the m�ddle men, the small bus�ness men and
manufacturers, the trusts stood f�rm. Nay, the trusts d�d more than
stand f�rm. They were act�ve. They sowed w�nd, and w�nd, and ever
more w�nd; for they alone knew how to reap the wh�rlw�nd and make
a prof�t out of �t. And such prof�ts! Colossal prof�ts! Strong enough
themselves to weather the storm that was largely the�r own brew�ng,
they turned loose and plundered the wrecks that floated about them.



Values were p�t�fully and �nconce�vably shrunken, and the trusts
added hugely to the�r hold�ngs, even extend�ng the�r enterpr�ses �nto
many new f�elds—and always at the expense of the m�ddle class.

Thus the summer of 1912 w�tnessed the v�rtual death-thrust to the
m�ddle class. Even Ernest was astounded at the qu�ckness w�th
wh�ch �t had been done. He shook h�s head om�nously and looked
forward w�thout hope to the fall elect�ons.

“It’s no use,” he sa�d. “We are beaten. The Iron Heel �s here. I had
hoped for a peaceable v�ctory at the ballot-box. I was wrong.
W�ckson was r�ght. We shall be robbed of our few rema�n�ng
l�bert�es; the Iron Heel w�ll walk upon our faces; noth�ng rema�ns but
a bloody revolut�on of the work�ng class. Of course we w�ll w�n, but I
shudder to th�nk of �t.”

And from then on Ernest p�nned h�s fa�th �n revolut�on. In th�s he
was �n advance of h�s party. H�s fellow-soc�al�sts could not agree w�th
h�m. They st�ll �ns�sted that v�ctory could be ga�ned through the
elect�ons. It was not that they were stunned. They were too cool-
headed and courageous for that. They were merely �ncredulous, that
was all. Ernest could not get them ser�ously to fear the com�ng of the
Ol�garchy. They were st�rred by h�m, but they were too sure of the�r
own strength. There was no room �n the�r theoret�cal soc�al evolut�on
for an ol�garchy, therefore the Ol�garchy could not be.

“We’ll send you to Congress and �t w�ll be all r�ght,” they told h�m at
one of our secret meet�ngs.

“And when they take me out of Congress,” Ernest repl�ed coldly,
“and put me aga�nst a wall, and blow my bra�ns out—what then?”

“Then we’ll r�se �n our m�ght,” a dozen vo�ces answered at once.
“Then you’ll welter �n your gore,” was h�s retort. “I’ve heard that

song sung by the m�ddle class, and where �s �t now �n �ts m�ght?”



CHAPTER XI.
THE GREAT ADVENTURE

Mr. W�ckson d�d not send for father. They met by chance on the
ferry-boat to San Franc�sco, so that the warn�ng he gave father was
not premed�tated. Had they not met acc�dentally, there would not
have been any warn�ng. Not that the outcome would have been
d�fferent, however. Father came of stout old Mayflower[1] stock, and
the blood was �mperat�ve �n h�m.

[1] One of the f�rst sh�ps that carr�ed colon�es to Amer�ca, after the
d�scovery of the New World. Descendants of these or�g�nal
colon�sts were for a wh�le �nord�nately proud of the�r genealogy;
but �n t�me the blood became so w�dely d�ffused that �t ran �n the
ve�ns pract�cally of all Amer�cans.

“Ernest was r�ght,” he told me, as soon as he had returned home.
“Ernest �s a very remarkable young man, and I’d rather see you h�s
w�fe than the w�fe of Rockefeller h�mself or the K�ng of England.”

“What’s the matter?” I asked �n alarm.
“The Ol�garchy �s about to tread upon our faces—yours and m�ne.

W�ckson as much as told me so. He was very k�nd—for an ol�garch.
He offered to re�nstate me �n the un�vers�ty. What do you th�nk of
that? He, W�ckson, a sord�d money-grabber, has the power to
determ�ne whether I shall or shall not teach �n the un�vers�ty of the
state. But he offered me even better than that—offered to make me
pres�dent of some great college of phys�cal sc�ences that �s be�ng
planned—the Ol�garchy must get r�d of �ts surplus somehow, you
see.



“‘Do you remember what I told that soc�al�st lover of your
daughter’s?’ he sa�d. ‘I told h�m that we would walk upon the faces of
the work�ng class. And so we shall. As for you, I have for you a deep
respect as a sc�ent�st; but �f you throw your fortunes �n w�th the
work�ng class—well, watch out for your face, that �s all.’ And then he
turned and left me.”

“It means we’ll have to marry earl�er than you planned,” was
Ernest’s comment when we told h�m.

I could not follow h�s reason�ng, but I was soon to learn �t. It was at
th�s t�me that the quarterly d�v�dend of the S�erra M�lls was pa�d—or,
rather, should have been pa�d, for father d�d not rece�ve h�s. After
wa�t�ng several days, father wrote to the secretary. Promptly came
the reply that there was no record on the books of father’s own�ng
any stock, and a pol�te request for more expl�c�t �nformat�on.

“I’ll make �t expl�c�t enough, confound h�m,” father declared, and
departed for the bank to get the stock �n quest�on from h�s safe-
depos�t box.

“Ernest �s a very remarkable man,” he sa�d when he got back and
wh�le I was help�ng h�m off w�th h�s overcoat. “I repeat, my daughter,
that young man of yours �s a very remarkable young man.”

I had learned, whenever he pra�sed Ernest �n such fash�on, to
expect d�saster.

“They have already walked upon my face,” father expla�ned.
“There was no stock. The box was empty. You and Ernest w�ll have
to get marr�ed pretty qu�ckly.”

Father �ns�sted on laboratory methods. He brought the S�erra M�lls
�nto court, but he could not br�ng the books of the S�erra M�lls �nto
court. He d�d not control the courts, and the S�erra M�lls d�d. That
expla�ned �t all. He was thoroughly beaten by the law, and the bare-
faced robbery held good.

It �s almost laughable now, when I look back on �t, the way father
was beaten. He met W�ckson acc�dentally on the street �n San
Franc�sco, and he told W�ckson that he was a damned scoundrel.
And then father was arrested for attempted assault, f�ned �n the
pol�ce court, and bound over to keep the peace. It was all so



r�d�culous that when he got home he had to laugh h�mself. But what
a furor was ra�sed �n the local papers! There was grave talk about
the bac�llus of v�olence that �nfected all men who embraced
soc�al�sm; and father, w�th h�s long and peaceful l�fe, was �nstanced
as a sh�n�ng example of how the bac�llus of v�olence worked. Also, �t
was asserted by more than one paper that father’s m�nd had
weakened under the stra�n of sc�ent�f�c study, and conf�nement �n a
state asylum for the �nsane was suggested. Nor was th�s merely talk.
It was an �mm�nent per�l. But father was w�se enough to see �t. He
had the B�shop’s exper�ence to lesson from, and he lessoned well.
He kept qu�et no matter what �njust�ce was perpetrated on h�m, and
really, I th�nk, surpr�sed h�s enem�es.

There was the matter of the house—our home. A mortgage was
foreclosed on �t, and we had to g�ve up possess�on. Of course there
wasn’t any mortgage, and never had been any mortgage. The
ground had been bought outr�ght, and the house had been pa�d for
when �t was bu�lt. And house and lot had always been free and
unencumbered. Nevertheless there was the mortgage, properly and
legally drawn up and s�gned, w�th a record of the payments of
�nterest through a number of years. Father made no outcry. As he
had been robbed of h�s money, so was he now robbed of h�s home.
And he had no recourse. The mach�nery of soc�ety was �n the hands
of those who were bent on break�ng h�m. He was a ph�losopher at
heart, and he was no longer even angry.

“I am doomed to be broken,” he sa�d to me; “but that �s no reason
that I should not try to be shattered as l�ttle as poss�ble. These old
bones of m�ne are frag�le, and I’ve learned my lesson. God knows I
don’t want to spend my last days �n an �nsane asylum.”

Wh�ch rem�nds me of B�shop Morehouse, whom I have neglected
for many pages. But f�rst let me tell of my marr�age. In the play of
events, my marr�age s�nks �nto �ns�gn�f�cance, I know, so I shall
barely ment�on �t.

“Now we shall become real proletar�ans,” father sa�d, when we
were dr�ven from our home. “I have often env�ed that young man of
yours for h�s actual knowledge of the proletar�at. Now I shall see and
learn for myself.”



Father must have had strong �n h�m the blood of adventure. He
looked upon our catastrophe �n the l�ght of an adventure. No anger
nor b�tterness possessed h�m. He was too ph�losoph�c and s�mple to
be v�nd�ct�ve, and he l�ved too much �n the world of m�nd to m�ss the
creature comforts we were g�v�ng up. So �t was, when we moved to
San Franc�sco �nto four wretched rooms �n the slum south of Market
Street, that he embarked upon the adventure w�th the joy and
enthus�asm of a ch�ld—comb�ned w�th the clear s�ght and mental
grasp of an extraord�nary �ntellect. He really never crystall�zed
mentally. He had no false sense of values. Convent�onal or hab�tual
values meant noth�ng to h�m. The only values he recogn�zed were
mathemat�cal and sc�ent�f�c facts. My father was a great man. He
had the m�nd and the soul that only great men have. In ways he was
even greater than Ernest, than whom I have known none greater.

Even I found some rel�ef �n our change of l�v�ng. If noth�ng else, I
was escap�ng from the organ�zed ostrac�sm that had been our
�ncreas�ng port�on �n the un�vers�ty town ever s�nce the enm�ty of the
nascent Ol�garchy had been �ncurred. And the change was to me
l�kew�se adventure, and the greatest of all, for �t was love-adventure.
The change �n our fortunes had hastened my marr�age, and �t was as
a w�fe that I came to l�ve �n the four rooms on Pell Street, �n the San
Franc�sco slum.

And th�s out of all rema�ns: I made Ernest happy. I came �nto h�s
stormy l�fe, not as a new perturb�ng force, but as one that made
toward peace and repose. I gave h�m rest. It was the guerdon of my
love for h�m. It was the one �nfall�ble token that I had not fa�led. To
br�ng forgetfulness, or the l�ght of gladness, �nto those poor t�red
eyes of h�s—what greater joy could have blessed me than that?

Those dear t�red eyes. He to�led as few men ever to�led, and all h�s
l�fet�me he to�led for others. That was the measure of h�s manhood.
He was a human�st and a lover. And he, w�th h�s �ncarnate sp�r�t of
battle, h�s glad�ator body and h�s eagle sp�r�t—he was as gentle and
tender to me as a poet. He was a poet. A s�nger �n deeds. And all h�s
l�fe he sang the song of man. And he d�d �t out of sheer love of man,
and for man he gave h�s l�fe and was cruc�f�ed.



And all th�s he d�d w�th no hope of future reward. In h�s concept�on
of th�ngs there was no future l�fe. He, who fa�rly burnt w�th
�mmortal�ty, den�ed h�mself �mmortal�ty—such was the paradox of
h�m. He, so warm �n sp�r�t, was dom�nated by that cold and forb�dd�ng
ph�losophy, mater�al�st�c mon�sm. I used to refute h�m by tell�ng h�m
that I measured h�s �mmortal�ty by the w�ngs of h�s soul, and that I
should have to l�ve endless aeons �n order to ach�eve the full
measurement. Whereat he would laugh, and h�s arms would leap out
to me, and he would call me h�s sweet metaphys�c�an; and the
t�redness would pass out of h�s eyes, and �nto them would flood the
happy love-l�ght that was �n �tself a new and suff�c�ent advert�sement
of h�s �mmortal�ty.

Also, he used to call me h�s dual�st, and he would expla�n how
Kant, by means of pure reason, had abol�shed reason, �n order to
worsh�p God. And he drew the parallel and �ncluded me gu�lty of a
s�m�lar act. And when I pleaded gu�lty, but defended the act as h�ghly
rat�onal, he but pressed me closer and laughed as only one of God’s
own lovers could laugh. I was wont to deny that hered�ty and
env�ronment could expla�n h�s own or�g�nal�ty and gen�us, any more
than could the cold grop�ng f�nger of sc�ence catch and analyze and
class�fy that elus�ve essence that lurked �n the const�tut�on of l�fe
�tself.

I held that space was an appar�t�on of God, and that soul was a
project�on of the character of God; and when he called me h�s sweet
metaphys�c�an, I called h�m my �mmortal mater�al�st. And so we loved
and were happy; and I forgave h�m h�s mater�al�sm because of h�s
tremendous work �n the world, performed w�thout thought of soul-
ga�n thereby, and because of h�s so exceed�ng modesty of sp�r�t that
prevented h�m from hav�ng pr�de and regal consc�ousness of h�mself
and h�s soul.

But he had pr�de. How could he have been an eagle and not have
pr�de? H�s content�on was that �t was f�ner for a f�n�te mortal speck of
l�fe to feel Godl�ke, than for a god to feel godl�ke; and so �t was that
he exalted what he deemed h�s mortal�ty. He was fond of quot�ng a
fragment from a certa�n poem. He had never seen the whole poem,
and he had tr�ed va�nly to learn �ts authorsh�p. I here g�ve the



fragment, not alone because he loved �t, but because �t ep�tom�zed
the paradox that he was �n the sp�r�t of h�m, and h�s concept�on of h�s
sp�r�t. For how can a man, w�th thr�ll�ng, and burn�ng, and exaltat�on,
rec�te the follow�ng and st�ll be mere mortal earth, a b�t of fug�t�ve
force, an evanescent form? Here �t �s:

“Joy upon joy and ga�n upon ga�n
Are the dest�ned r�ghts of my b�rth,
And I shout the pra�se of my endless days
To the echo�ng edge of the earth.
Though I suffer all deaths that a man can d�e
To the uttermost end of t�me,
I have deep-dra�ned th�s, my cup of bl�ss,
In every age and cl�me—

“The froth of Pr�de, the tang of Power,
The sweet of Womanhood!
I dra�n the lees upon my knees,
For oh, the draught �s good;
I dr�nk to L�fe, I dr�nk to Death,
And smack my l�ps w�th song,
For when I d�e, another ‘I’ shall pass the cup along.

“The man you drove from Eden’s grove
    Was I, my Lord, was I,
And I shall be there when the earth and the a�r
    Are rent from sea to sky;
For �t �s my world, my gorgeous world,
    The world of my dearest woes,
From the f�rst fa�nt cry of the newborn
    To the rack of the woman’s throes.

“Packed w�th the pulse of an unborn race,
Torn w�th a world’s des�re,
The surg�ng flood of my w�ld young blood
Would quench the judgment f�re.
I am Man, Man, Man, from the t�ngl�ng flesh
To the dust of my earthly goal,
From the nestl�ng gloom of the pregnant womb
To the sheen of my naked soul.
Bone of my bone and flesh of my flesh
The whole world leaps to my w�ll,



And the unslaked th�rst of an Eden cursed
Shall harrow the earth for �ts f�ll.
Alm�ghty God, when I dra�n l�fe’s glass
Of all �ts ra�nbow gleams,
The hapless pl�ght of eternal n�ght
Shall be none too long for my dreams.

“The man you drove from Eden’s grove
    Was I, my Lord, was I,
And I shall be there when the earth and the a�r
    Are rent from sea to sky;
For �t �s my world, my gorgeous world,
    The world of my dear del�ght,
From the br�ghtest gleam of the Arct�c stream
    To the dusk of my own love-n�ght.”

Ernest always overworked. H�s wonderful const�tut�on kept h�m up;
but even that const�tut�on could not keep the t�red look out of h�s
eyes. H�s dear, t�red eyes! He never slept more than four and one-
half hours a n�ght; yet he never found t�me to do all the work he
wanted to do. He never ceased from h�s act�v�t�es as a propagand�st,
and was always scheduled long �n advance for lectures to
work�ngmen’s organ�zat�ons. Then there was the campa�gn. He d�d a
man’s full work �n that alone. W�th the suppress�on of the soc�al�st
publ�sh�ng houses, h�s meagre royalt�es ceased, and he was hard-
put to make a l�v�ng; for he had to make a l�v�ng �n add�t�on to all h�s
other labor. He d�d a great deal of translat�ng for the magaz�nes on
sc�ent�f�c and ph�losoph�c subjects; and, com�ng home late at n�ght,
worn out from the stra�n of the campa�gn, he would plunge �nto h�s
translat�ng and to�l on well �nto the morn�ng hours. And �n add�t�on to
everyth�ng, there was h�s study�ng. To the day of h�s death he kept
up h�s stud�es, and he stud�ed prod�g�ously.

And yet he found t�me �n wh�ch to love me and make me happy.
But th�s was accompl�shed only through my merg�ng my l�fe
completely �nto h�s. I learned shorthand and typewr�t�ng, and became
h�s secretary. He �ns�sted that I succeeded �n cutt�ng h�s work �n half;
and so �t was that I schooled myself to understand h�s work. Our
�nterests became mutual, and we worked together and played
together.



And then there were our sweet stolen moments �n the m�dst of our
work—just a word, or caress, or flash of love-l�ght; and our moments
were sweeter for be�ng stolen. For we l�ved on the he�ghts, where the
a�r was keen and sparkl�ng, where the to�l was for human�ty, and
where sord�dness and self�shness never entered. We loved love, and
our love was never sm�rched by anyth�ng less than the best. And th�s
out of all rema�ns: I d�d not fa�l. I gave h�m rest—he who worked so
hard for others, my dear, t�red-eyed mortal�st.



CHAPTER XII.
THE BISHOP

It was after my marr�age that I chanced upon B�shop Morehouse.
But I must g�ve the events �n the�r proper sequence. After h�s
outbreak at the I. P. H. Convent�on, the B�shop, be�ng a gentle soul,
had y�elded to the fr�endly pressure brought to bear upon h�m, and
had gone away on a vacat�on. But he returned more f�xed than ever
�n h�s determ�nat�on to preach the message of the Church. To the
consternat�on of h�s congregat�on, h�s f�rst sermon was qu�te s�m�lar
to the address he had g�ven before the Convent�on. Aga�n he sa�d,
and at length and w�th d�stress�ng deta�l, that the Church had
wandered away from the Master’s teach�ng, and that Mammon had
been �nstated �n the place of Chr�st.

And the result was, w�lly-n�lly, that he was led away to a pr�vate
san�tar�um for mental d�sease, wh�le �n the newspapers appeared
pathet�c accounts of h�s mental breakdown and of the sa�ntl�ness of
h�s character. He was held a pr�soner �n the san�tar�um. I called
repeatedly, but was den�ed access to h�m; and I was terr�bly
�mpressed by the tragedy of a sane, normal, sa�ntly man be�ng
crushed by the brutal w�ll of soc�ety. For the B�shop was sane, and
pure, and noble. As Ernest sa�d, all that was the matter w�th h�m was
that he had �ncorrect not�ons of b�ology and soc�ology, and because
of h�s �ncorrect not�ons he had not gone about �t �n the r�ght way to
rect�fy matters.

What terr�f�ed me was the B�shop’s helplessness. If he pers�sted �n
the truth as he saw �t, he was doomed to an �nsane ward. And he
could do noth�ng. H�s money, h�s pos�t�on, h�s culture, could not save
h�m. H�s v�ews were per�lous to soc�ety, and soc�ety could not



conce�ve that such per�lous v�ews could be the product of a sane
m�nd. Or, at least, �t seems to me that such was soc�ety’s att�tude.

But the B�shop, �n sp�te of the gentleness and pur�ty of h�s sp�r�t,
was possessed of gu�le. He apprehended clearly h�s danger. He saw
h�mself caught �n the web, and he tr�ed to escape from �t. Den�ed
help from h�s fr�ends, such as father and Ernest and I could have
g�ven, he was left to battle for h�mself alone. And �n the enforced
sol�tude of the san�tar�um he recovered. He became aga�n sane. H�s
eyes ceased to see v�s�ons; h�s bra�n was purged of the fancy that �t
was the duty of soc�ety to feed the Master’s lambs.

As I say, he became well, qu�te well, and the newspapers and the
church people ha�led h�s return w�th joy. I went once to h�s church.
The sermon was of the same order as the ones he had preached
long before h�s eyes had seen v�s�ons. I was d�sappo�nted, shocked.
Had soc�ety then beaten h�m �nto subm�ss�on? Was he a coward?
Had he been bulldozed �nto recant�ng? Or had the stra�n been too
great for h�m, and had he meekly surrendered to the juggernaut of
the establ�shed?

I called upon h�m �n h�s beaut�ful home. He was woefully changed.
He was th�nner, and there were l�nes on h�s face wh�ch I had never
seen before. He was man�festly d�stressed by my com�ng. He
plucked nervously at h�s sleeve as we talked; and h�s eyes were
restless, flutter�ng here, there, and everywhere, and refus�ng to meet
m�ne. H�s m�nd seemed preoccup�ed, and there were strange pauses
�n h�s conversat�on, abrupt changes of top�c, and an
�nconsecut�veness that was bew�lder�ng. Could th�s, then, be the
f�rm-po�sed, Chr�st-l�ke man I had known, w�th pure, l�mp�d eyes and
a gaze steady and unfalter�ng as h�s soul? He had been man-
handled; he had been cowed �nto subject�on. H�s sp�r�t was too
gentle. It had not been m�ghty enough to face the organ�zed wolf-
pack of soc�ety.

I felt sad, unutterably sad. He talked amb�guously, and was so
apprehens�ve of what I m�ght say that I had not the heart to
catech�se h�m. He spoke �n a far-away manner of h�s �llness, and we
talked d�sjo�ntedly about the church, the alterat�ons �n the organ, and



about petty char�t�es; and he saw me depart w�th such ev�dent rel�ef
that I should have laughed had not my heart been so full of tears.

The poor l�ttle hero! If I had only known! He was battl�ng l�ke a
g�ant, and I d�d not guess �t. Alone, all alone, �n the m�dst of m�ll�ons
of h�s fellow-men, he was f�ght�ng h�s f�ght. Torn by h�s horror of the
asylum and h�s f�del�ty to truth and the r�ght, he clung steadfastly to
truth and the r�ght; but so alone was he that he d�d not dare to trust
even me. He had learned h�s lesson well—too well.

But I was soon to know. One day the B�shop d�sappeared. He had
told nobody that he was go�ng away; and as the days went by and
he d�d not reappear, there was much goss�p to the effect that he had
comm�tted su�c�de wh�le temporar�ly deranged. But th�s �dea was
d�spelled when �t was learned that he had sold all h�s possess�ons,—
h�s c�ty mans�on, h�s country house at Menlo Park, h�s pa�nt�ngs, and
collect�ons, and even h�s cher�shed l�brary. It was patent that he had
made a clean and secret sweep of everyth�ng before he
d�sappeared.

Th�s happened dur�ng the t�me when calam�ty had overtaken us �n
our own affa�rs; and �t was not t�ll we were well settled �n our new
home that we had opportun�ty really to wonder and speculate about
the B�shop’s do�ngs. And then, everyth�ng was suddenly made clear.
Early one even�ng, wh�le �t was yet tw�l�ght, I had run across the
street and �nto the butcher-shop to get some chops for Ernest’s
supper. We called the last meal of the day “supper” �n our new
env�ronment.

Just at the moment I came out of the butcher-shop, a man
emerged from the corner grocery that stood alongs�de. A queer
sense of fam�l�ar�ty made me look aga�n. But the man had turned and
was walk�ng rap�dly away. There was someth�ng about the slope of
the shoulders and the fr�nge of s�lver ha�r between coat collar and
slouch hat that aroused vague memor�es. Instead of cross�ng the
street, I hurr�ed after the man. I qu�ckened my pace, try�ng not to
th�nk the thoughts that formed unb�dden �n my bra�n. No, �t was
�mposs�ble. It could not be—not �n those faded overalls, too long �n
the legs and frayed at the bottoms.



I paused, laughed at myself, and almost abandoned the chase.
But the haunt�ng fam�l�ar�ty of those shoulders and that s�lver ha�r!
Aga�n I hurr�ed on. As I passed h�m, I shot a keen look at h�s face;
then I wh�rled around abruptly and confronted—the B�shop.

He halted w�th equal abruptness, and gasped. A large paper bag
�n h�s r�ght hand fell to the s�dewalk. It burst, and about h�s feet and
m�ne bounced and rolled a flood of potatoes. He looked at me w�th
surpr�se and alarm, then he seemed to w�lt away; the shoulders
drooped w�th deject�on, and he uttered a deep s�gh.

I held out my hand. He shook �t, but h�s hand felt clammy. He
cleared h�s throat �n embarrassment, and I could see the sweat
start�ng out on h�s forehead. It was ev�dent that he was badly
fr�ghtened.

“The potatoes,” he murmured fa�ntly. “They are prec�ous.”
Between us we p�cked them up and replaced them �n the broken

bag, wh�ch he now held carefully �n the hollow of h�s arm. I tr�ed to
tell h�m my gladness at meet�ng h�m and that he must come r�ght
home w�th me.

“Father w�ll be rejo�ced to see you,” I sa�d. “We l�ve only a stone’s
throw away.

“I can’t,” he sa�d, “I must be go�ng. Good-by.”
He looked apprehens�vely about h�m, as though dread�ng

d�scovery, and made an attempt to walk on.
“Tell me where you l�ve, and I shall call later,” he sa�d, when he

saw that I walked bes�de h�m and that �t was my �ntent�on to st�ck to
h�m now that he was found.

“No,” I answered f�rmly. “You must come now.”
He looked at the potatoes sp�ll�ng on h�s arm, and at the small

parcels on h�s other arm.
“Really, �t �s �mposs�ble,” he sa�d. “Forg�ve me for my rudeness. If

you only knew.”
He looked as �f he were go�ng to break down, but the next moment

he had h�mself �n control.



“Bes�des, th�s food,” he went on. “It �s a sad case. It �s terr�ble. She
�s an old woman. I must take �t to her at once. She �s suffer�ng from
want of �t. I must go at once. You understand. Then I w�ll return. I
prom�se you.”

“Let me go w�th you,” I volunteered. “Is �t far?”
He s�ghed aga�n, and surrendered.
“Only two blocks,” he sa�d. “Let us hasten.”
Under the B�shop’s gu�dance I learned someth�ng of my own

ne�ghborhood. I had not dreamed such wretchedness and m�sery
ex�sted �n �t. Of course, th�s was because I d�d not concern myself
w�th char�ty. I had become conv�nced that Ernest was r�ght when he
sneered at char�ty as a poult�c�ng of an ulcer. Remove the ulcer, was
h�s remedy; g�ve to the worker h�s product; pens�on as sold�ers those
who grow honorably old �n the�r to�l, and there w�ll be no need for
char�ty. Conv�nced of th�s, I to�led w�th h�m at the revolut�on, and d�d
not exhaust my energy �n allev�at�ng the soc�al �lls that cont�nuously
arose from the �njust�ce of the system.

I followed the B�shop �nto a small room, ten by twelve, �n a rear
tenement. And there we found a l�ttle old German woman—s�xty-four
years old, the B�shop sa�d. She was surpr�sed at see�ng me, but she
nodded a pleasant greet�ng and went on sew�ng on the pa�r of men’s
trousers �n her lap. Bes�de her, on the floor, was a p�le of trousers.
The B�shop d�scovered there was ne�ther coal nor k�ndl�ng, and went
out to buy some.

I took up a pa�r of trousers and exam�ned her work.
“S�x cents, lady,” she sa�d, nodd�ng her head gently wh�le she went

on st�tch�ng. She st�tched slowly, but never d�d she cease from
st�tch�ng. She seemed mastered by the verb “to st�tch.”

“For all that work?” I asked. “Is that what they pay? How long does
�t take you?”

“Yes,” she answered, “that �s what they pay. S�x cents for f�n�sh�ng.
Two hours’ sew�ng on each pa�r.”

“But the boss doesn’t know that,” she added qu�ckly, betray�ng a
fear of gett�ng h�m �nto trouble. “I’m slow. I’ve got the rheumat�sm �n
my hands. G�rls work much faster. They f�n�sh �n half that t�me. The



boss �s k�nd. He lets me take the work home, now that I am old and
the no�se of the mach�ne bothers my head. If �t wasn’t for h�s
k�ndness, I’d starve.

“Yes, those who work �n the shop get e�ght cents. But what can
you do? There �s not enough work for the young. The old have no
chance. Often one pa�r �s all I can get. Somet�mes, l�ke to-day, I am
g�ven e�ght pa�r to f�n�sh before n�ght.”

I asked her the hours she worked, and she sa�d �t depended on
the season.

“In the summer, when there �s a rush order, I work from f�ve �n the
morn�ng to n�ne at n�ght. But �n the w�nter �t �s too cold. The hands do
not early get over the st�ffness. Then you must work later—t�ll after
m�dn�ght somet�mes.

“Yes, �t has been a bad summer. The hard t�mes. God must be
angry. Th�s �s the f�rst work the boss has g�ven me �n a week. It �s
true, one cannot eat much when there �s no work. I am used to �t. I
have sewed all my l�fe, �n the old country and here �n San Franc�sco
—th�rty-three years.

“If you are sure of the rent, �t �s all r�ght. The houseman �s very
k�nd, but he must have h�s rent. It �s fa�r. He only charges three
dollars for th�s room. That �s cheap. But �t �s not easy for you to f�nd
all of three dollars every month.”

She ceased talk�ng, and, nodd�ng her head, went on st�tch�ng.
“You have to be very careful as to how you spend your earn�ngs,” I

suggested.
She nodded emphat�cally.
“After the rent �t’s not so bad. Of course you can’t buy meat. And

there �s no m�lk for the coffee. But always there �s one meal a day,
and often two.”

She sa�d th�s last proudly. There was a smack of success �n her
words. But as she st�tched on �n s�lence, I not�ced the sadness �n her
pleasant eyes and the droop of her mouth. The look �n her eyes
became far away. She rubbed the d�mness hast�ly out of them; �t
�nterfered w�th her st�tch�ng.



“No, �t �s not the hunger that makes the heart ache,” she
expla�ned. “You get used to be�ng hungry. It �s for my ch�ld that I cry.
It was the mach�ne that k�lled her. It �s true she worked hard, but I
cannot understand. She was strong. And she was young—only forty;
and she worked only th�rty years. She began young, �t �s true; but my
man d�ed. The bo�ler exploded down at the works. And what were we
to do? She was ten, but she was very strong. But the mach�ne k�lled
her. Yes, �t d�d. It k�lled her, and she was the fastest worker �n the
shop. I have thought about �t often, and I know. That �s why I cannot
work �n the shop. The mach�ne bothers my head. Always I hear �t
say�ng, ‘I d�d �t, I d�d �t.’ And �t says that all day long. And then I th�nk
of my daughter, and I cannot work.”

The mo�stness was �n her old eyes aga�n, and she had to w�pe �t
away before she could go on st�tch�ng.

I heard the B�shop stumbl�ng up the sta�rs, and I opened the door.
What a spectacle he was. On h�s back he carr�ed half a sack of coal,
w�th k�ndl�ng on top. Some of the coal dust had coated h�s face, and
the sweat from h�s exert�ons was runn�ng �n streaks. He dropped h�s
burden �n the corner by the stove and w�ped h�s face on a coarse
bandana handkerch�ef. I could scarcely accept the verd�ct of my
senses. The B�shop, black as a coal-heaver, �n a work�ngman’s
cheap cotton sh�rt (one button was m�ss�ng from the throat), and �n
overalls! That was the most �ncongruous of all—the overalls, frayed
at the bottoms, dragged down at the heels, and held up by a narrow
leather belt around the h�ps such as laborers wear.

Though the B�shop was warm, the poor swollen hands of the old
woman were already cramp�ng w�th the cold; and before we left her,
the B�shop had bu�lt the f�re, wh�le I had peeled the potatoes and put
them on to bo�l. I was to learn, as t�me went by, that there were many
cases s�m�lar to hers, and many worse, h�dden away �n the
monstrous depths of the tenements �n my ne�ghborhood.

We got back to f�nd Ernest alarmed by my absence. After the f�rst
surpr�se of greet�ng was over, the B�shop leaned back �n h�s cha�r,
stretched out h�s overall-covered legs, and actually s�ghed a
comfortable s�gh. We were the f�rst of h�s old fr�ends he had met
s�nce h�s d�sappearance, he told us; and dur�ng the �nterven�ng



weeks he must have suffered greatly from lonel�ness. He told us
much, though he told us more of the joy he had exper�enced �n do�ng
the Master’s b�dd�ng.

“For truly now,” he sa�d, “I am feed�ng h�s lambs. And I have
learned a great lesson. The soul cannot be m�n�stered to t�ll the
stomach �s appeased. H�s lambs must be fed bread and butter and
potatoes and meat; after that, and only after that, are the�r sp�r�ts
ready for more ref�ned nour�shment.”

He ate heart�ly of the supper I cooked. Never had he had such an
appet�te at our table �n the old days. We spoke of �t, and he sa�d that
he had never been so healthy �n h�s l�fe.

“I walk always now,” he sa�d, and a blush was on h�s cheek at the
thought of the t�me when he rode �n h�s carr�age, as though �t were a
s�n not l�ghtly to be la�d.

“My health �s better for �t,” he added hast�ly. “And I am very happy
—�ndeed, most happy. At last I am a consecrated sp�r�t.”

And yet there was �n h�s face a permanent pa�n, the pa�n of the
world that he was now tak�ng to h�mself. He was see�ng l�fe �n the
raw, and �t was a d�fferent l�fe from what he had known w�th�n the
pr�nted books of h�s l�brary.

“And you are respons�ble for all th�s, young man,” he sa�d d�rectly
to Ernest.

Ernest was embarrassed and awkward.
“I—I warned you,” he faltered.
“No, you m�sunderstand,” the B�shop answered. “I speak not �n

reproach, but �n grat�tude. I have you to thank for show�ng me my
path. You led me from theor�es about l�fe to l�fe �tself. You pulled
as�de the ve�ls from the soc�al shams. You were l�ght �n my darkness,
but now I, too, see the l�ght. And I am very happy, only . . .” he
hes�tated pa�nfully, and �n h�s eyes fear leaped large. “Only the
persecut�on. I harm no one. Why w�ll they not let me alone? But �t �s
not that. It �s the nature of the persecut�on. I shouldn’t m�nd �f they
cut my flesh w�th str�pes, or burned me at the stake, or cruc�f�ed me
head-downward. But �t �s the asylum that fr�ghtens me. Th�nk of �t! Of
me—�n an asylum for the �nsane! It �s revolt�ng. I saw some of the



cases at the san�tar�um. They were v�olent. My blood ch�lls when I
th�nk of �t. And to be �mpr�soned for the rest of my l�fe am�d scenes of
scream�ng madness! No! no! Not that! Not that!”

It was p�t�ful. H�s hands shook, h�s whole body qu�vered and
shrank away from the p�cture he had conjured. But the next moment
he was calm.

“Forg�ve me,” he sa�d s�mply. “It �s my wretched nerves. And �f the
Master’s work leads there, so be �t. Who am I to compla�n?”

I felt l�ke cry�ng aloud as I looked at h�m: “Great B�shop! O hero!
God’s hero!”

As the even�ng wore on we learned more of h�s do�ngs.
“I sold my house—my houses, rather,” he sa�d, “all my other

possess�ons. I knew I must do �t secretly, else they would have taken
everyth�ng away from me. That would have been terr�ble. I often
marvel these days at the �mmense quant�ty of potatoes two or three
hundred thousand dollars w�ll buy, or bread, or meat, or coal and
k�ndl�ng.” He turned to Ernest. “You are r�ght, young man. Labor �s
dreadfully underpa�d. I never d�d a b�t of work �n my l�fe, except to
appeal aesthet�cally to Phar�sees—I thought I was preach�ng the
message—and yet I was worth half a m�ll�on dollars. I never knew
what half a m�ll�on dollars meant unt�l I real�zed how much potatoes
and bread and butter and meat �t could buy. And then I real�zed
someth�ng more. I real�zed that all those potatoes and that bread and
butter and meat were m�ne, and that I had not worked to make them.
Then �t was clear to me, some one else had worked and made them
and been robbed of them. And when I came down amongst the poor
I found those who had been robbed and who were hungry and
wretched because they had been robbed.”

We drew h�m back to h�s narrat�ve.
“The money? I have �t depos�ted �n many d�fferent banks under

d�fferent names. It can never be taken away from me, because �t can
never be found. And �t �s so good, that money. It buys so much food.
I never knew before what money was good for.”

“I w�sh we could get some of �t for the propaganda,” Ernest sa�d
w�stfully. “It would do �mmense good.”



“Do you th�nk so?” the B�shop sa�d. “I do not have much fa�th �n
pol�t�cs. In fact, I am afra�d I do not understand pol�t�cs.”

Ernest was del�cate �n such matters. He d�d not repeat h�s
suggest�on, though he knew only too well the sore stra�ts the
Soc�al�st Party was �n through lack of money.

“I sleep �n cheap lodg�ng houses,” the B�shop went on. “But I am
afra�d, and never stay long �n one place. Also, I rent two rooms �n
work�ngmen’s houses �n d�fferent quarters of the c�ty. It �s a great
extravagance, I know, but �t �s necessary. I make up for �t �n part by
do�ng my own cook�ng, though somet�mes I get someth�ng to eat �n
cheap coffee-houses. And I have made a d�scovery. Tamales[1] are
very good when the a�r grows ch�lly late at n�ght. Only they are so
expens�ve. But I have d�scovered a place where I can get three for
ten cents. They are not so good as the others, but they are very
warm�ng.

[1] A Mex�can d�sh, referred to occas�onally �n the l�terature of the
t�mes. It �s supposed that �t was warmly seasoned. No rec�pe of �t
has come down to us.

“And so I have at last found my work �n the world, thanks to you,
young man. It �s the Master’s work.” He looked at me, and h�s eyes
tw�nkled. “You caught me feed�ng h�s lambs, you know. And of
course you w�ll all keep my secret.”

He spoke carelessly enough, but there was real fear beh�nd the
speech. He prom�sed to call upon us aga�n. But a week later we read
�n the newspaper of the sad case of B�shop Morehouse, who had
been comm�tted to the Napa Asylum and for whom there were st�ll
hopes held out. In va�n we tr�ed to see h�m, to have h�s case
recons�dered or �nvest�gated. Nor could we learn anyth�ng about h�m
except the re�terated statements that sl�ght hopes were st�ll held for
h�s recovery.

“Chr�st told the r�ch young man to sell all he had,” Ernest sa�d
b�tterly. “The B�shop obeyed Chr�st’s �njunct�on and got locked up �n
a madhouse. T�mes have changed s�nce Chr�st’s day. A r�ch man to-
day who g�ves all he has to the poor �s crazy. There �s no d�scuss�on.
Soc�ety has spoken.”



CHAPTER XIII.
THE GENERAL STRIKE

Of course Ernest was elected to Congress �n the great soc�al�st
landsl�de that took place �n the fall of 1912. One great factor that
helped to swell the soc�al�st vote was the destruct�on of Hearst.[1]

Th�s the Plutocracy found an easy task. It cost Hearst e�ghteen
m�ll�on dollars a year to run h�s var�ous papers, and th�s sum, and
more, he got back from the m�ddle class �n payment for advert�s�ng.
The source of h�s f�nanc�al strength lay wholly �n the m�ddle class.
The trusts d�d not advert�se.[2] To destroy Hearst, all that was
necessary was to take away from h�m h�s advert�s�ng.

[1] W�ll�am Randolph Hearst—a young Cal�forn�a m�ll�ona�re who
became the most powerful newspaper owner �n the country. H�s
newspapers were publ�shed �n all the large c�t�es, and they
appealed to the per�sh�ng m�ddle class and to the proletar�at. So
large was h�s follow�ng that he managed to take possess�on of the
empty shell of the old Democrat�c Party. He occup�ed an
anomalous pos�t�on, preach�ng an emasculated soc�al�sm
comb�ned w�th a nondescr�pt sort of petty bourgeo�s cap�tal�sm. It
was o�l and water, and there was no hope for h�m, though for a
short per�od he was a source of ser�ous apprehens�on to the
Plutocrats.

[2] The cost of advert�s�ng was amaz�ng �n those helter- skelter
t�mes. Only the small cap�tal�sts competed, and therefore they d�d
the advert�s�ng. There be�ng no compet�t�on where there was a
trust, there was no need for the trusts to advert�se.

The whole m�ddle class had not yet been exterm�nated. The sturdy
skeleton of �t rema�ned; but �t was w�thout power. The small



manufacturers and small bus�ness men who st�ll surv�ved were at the
complete mercy of the Plutocracy. They had no econom�c nor
pol�t�cal souls of the�r own. When the f�at of the Plutocracy went forth,
they w�thdrew the�r advert�sements from the Hearst papers.

Hearst made a gallant f�ght. He brought h�s papers out at a loss of
a m�ll�on and a half each month. He cont�nued to publ�sh the
advert�sements for wh�ch he no longer rece�ved pay. Aga�n the f�at of
the Plutocracy went forth, and the small bus�ness men and
manufacturers swamped h�m w�th a flood of not�ces that he must
d�scont�nue runn�ng the�r old advert�sements. Hearst pers�sted.
Injunct�ons were served on h�m. St�ll he pers�sted. He rece�ved s�x
months’ �mpr�sonment for contempt of court �n d�sobey�ng the
�njunct�ons, wh�le he was bankrupted by countless damage su�ts. He
had no chance. The Plutocracy had passed sentence on h�m. The
courts were �n the hands of the Plutocracy to carry the sentence out.
And w�th Hearst crashed also to destruct�on the Democrat�c Party
that he had so recently captured.

W�th the destruct�on of Hearst and the Democrat�c Party, there
were only two paths for h�s follow�ng to take. One was �nto the
Soc�al�st Party; the other was �nto the Republ�can Party. Then �t was
that we soc�al�sts reaped the fru�t of Hearst’s pseudo-soc�al�st�c
preach�ng; for the great Major�ty of h�s followers came over to us.

The expropr�at�on of the farmers that took place at th�s t�me would
also have swelled our vote had �t not been for the br�ef and fut�le r�se
of the Grange Party. Ernest and the soc�al�st leaders fought f�ercely
to capture the farmers; but the destruct�on of the soc�al�st press and
publ�sh�ng houses const�tuted too great a hand�cap, wh�le the mouth-
to-mouth propaganda had not yet been perfected. So �t was that
pol�t�c�ans l�ke Mr. Calv�n, who were themselves farmers long s�nce
expropr�ated, captured the farmers and threw the�r pol�t�cal strength
away �n a va�n campa�gn.

“The poor farmers,” Ernest once laughed savagely; “the trusts
have them both com�ng and go�ng.”

And that was really the s�tuat�on. The seven great trusts, work�ng
together, had pooled the�r enormous surpluses and made a farm
trust. The ra�lroads, controll�ng rates, and the bankers and stock



exchange gamesters, controll�ng pr�ces, had long s�nce bled the
farmers �nto �ndebtedness. The bankers, and all the trusts for that
matter, had l�kew�se long s�nce loaned colossal amounts of money to
the farmers. The farmers were �n the net. All that rema�ned to be
done was the draw�ng �n of the net. Th�s the farm trust proceeded to
do.

The hard t�mes of 1912 had already caused a fr�ghtful slump �n the
farm markets. Pr�ces were now del�berately pressed down to
bankruptcy, wh�le the ra�lroads, w�th extort�onate rates, broke the
back of the farmer-camel. Thus the farmers were compelled to
borrow more and more, wh�le they were prevented from pay�ng back
old loans. Then ensued the great foreclos�ng of mortgages and
enforced collect�on of notes. The farmers s�mply surrendered the
land to the farm trust. There was noth�ng else for them to do. And
hav�ng surrendered the land, the farmers next went to work for the
farm trust, becom�ng managers, super�ntendents, foremen, and
common laborers. They worked for wages. They became v�lle�ns, �n
short—serfs bound to the so�l by a l�v�ng wage. They could not leave
the�r masters, for the�r masters composed the Plutocracy. They could
not go to the c�t�es, for there, also, the Plutocracy was �n control.
They had but one alternat�ve,—to leave the so�l and become
vagrants, �n br�ef, to starve. And even there they were frustrated, for
str�ngent vagrancy laws were passed and r�g�dly enforced.

Of course, here and there, farmers, and even whole commun�t�es
of farmers, escaped expropr�at�on by v�rtue of except�onal cond�t�ons.
But they were merely strays and d�d not count, and they were
gathered �n anyway dur�ng the follow�ng year.[3]

[3] The destruct�on of the Roman yeomanry proceeded far less
rap�dly than the destruct�on of the Amer�can farmers and small
cap�tal�sts. There was momentum �n the twent�eth century, wh�le
there was pract�cally none �n anc�ent Rome.
    Numbers of the farmers, �mpelled by an �nsane lust for the so�l,
and w�ll�ng to show what beasts they could become, tr�ed to
escape expropr�at�on by w�thdraw�ng from any and all market-
deal�ng. They sold noth�ng. They bought noth�ng. Among
themselves a pr�m�t�ve barter began to spr�ng up. The�r pr�vat�on
and hardsh�ps were terr�ble, but they pers�sted. It became qu�te a



movement, �n fact. The manner �n wh�ch they were beaten was
un�que and log�cal and s�mple. The Plutocracy, by v�rtue of �ts
possess�on of the government, ra�sed the�r taxes. It was the weak
jo�nt �n the�r armor. Ne�ther buy�ng nor sell�ng, they had no money,
and �n the end the�r land was sold to pay the taxes.

Thus �t was that �n the fall of 1912 the soc�al�st leaders, w�th the
except�on of Ernest, dec�ded that the end of cap�tal�sm had come.
What of the hard t�mes and the consequent vast army of the
unemployed; what of the destruct�on of the farmers and the m�ddle
class; and what of the dec�s�ve defeat adm�n�stered all along the l�ne
to the labor un�ons; the soc�al�sts were really just�f�ed �n bel�ev�ng that
the end of cap�tal�sm had come and �n themselves throw�ng down
the gauntlet to the Plutocracy.

Alas, how we underest�mated the strength of the enemy!
Everywhere the soc�al�sts procla�med the�r com�ng v�ctory at the
ballot-box, wh�le, �n unm�stakable terms, they stated the s�tuat�on.
The Plutocracy accepted the challenge. It was the Plutocracy,
we�gh�ng and balanc�ng, that defeated us by d�v�d�ng our strength. It
was the Plutocracy, through �ts secret agents, that ra�sed the cry that
soc�al�sm was sacr�leg�ous and athe�st�c; �t was the Plutocracy that
wh�pped the churches, and espec�ally the Cathol�c Church, �nto l�ne,
and robbed us of a port�on of the labor vote. And �t was the
Plutocracy, through �ts secret agents of course, that encouraged the
Grange Party and even spread �t to the c�t�es �nto the ranks of the
dy�ng m�ddle class.

Nevertheless the soc�al�st landsl�de occurred. But, �nstead of a
sweep�ng v�ctory w�th ch�ef execut�ve off�cers and major�t�es �n all
leg�slat�ve bod�es, we found ourselves �n the m�nor�ty. It �s true, we
elected f�fty Congressmen; but when they took the�r seats �n the
spr�ng of 1913, they found themselves w�thout power of any sort. Yet
they were more fortunate than the Grangers, who captured a dozen
state governments, and who, �n the spr�ng, were not perm�tted to
take possess�on of the captured off�ces. The �ncumbents refused to
ret�re, and the courts were �n the hands of the Ol�garchy. But th�s �s
too far �n advance of events. I have yet to tell of the st�rr�ng t�mes of
the w�nter of 1912.



The hard t�mes at home had caused an �mmense decrease �n
consumpt�on. Labor, out of work, had no wages w�th wh�ch to buy.
The result was that the Plutocracy found a greater surplus than ever
on �ts hands. Th�s surplus �t was compelled to d�spose of abroad,
and, what of �ts colossal plans, �t needed money. Because of �ts
strenuous efforts to d�spose of the surplus �n the world market, the
Plutocracy clashed w�th Germany. Econom�c clashes were usually
succeeded by wars, and th�s part�cular clash was no except�on. The
great German war-lord prepared, and so d�d the Un�ted States
prepare.

The war-cloud hovered dark and om�nous. The stage was set for a
world-catastrophe, for �n all the world were hard t�mes, labor
troubles, per�sh�ng m�ddle classes, arm�es of unemployed, clashes of
econom�c �nterests �n the world-market, and mutter�ngs and
rumbl�ngs of the soc�al�st revolut�on.[4]

[4] For a long t�me these mutter�ngs and rumbl�ngs had been
heard. As far back as 1906 A.D., Lord Avebury, an Engl�shman,
uttered the follow�ng �n the House of Lords: “The unrest �n Europe,
the spread of soc�al�sm, and the om�nous r�se of Anarch�sm, are
warn�ngs to the governments and the rul�ng classes that the
cond�t�on of the work�ng classes �n Europe �s becom�ng
�ntolerable, and that �f a revolut�on �s to be avo�ded some steps
must be taken to �ncrease wages, reduce the hours of labor, and
lower the pr�ces of the necessar�es of l�fe.” The Wall Street
Journal, a stock gamesters’ publ�cat�on, �n comment�ng upon Lord
Avebury’s speech, sa�d: “These words were spoken by an
ar�stocrat and a member of the most conservat�ve body �n all
Europe. That g�ves them all the more s�gn�f�cance. They conta�n
more valuable pol�t�cal economy than �s to be found �n most of the
books. They sound a note of warn�ng. Take heed, gentlemen of
the war and navy departments!”
    At the same t�me, Sydney Brooks, wr�t�ng �n Amer�ca, �n
Harper’s Weekly, sa�d: “You w�ll not hear the soc�al�sts ment�oned
�n Wash�ngton. Why should you? The pol�t�c�ans are always the
last people �n th�s country to see what �s go�ng on under the�r
noses. They w�ll jeer at me when I prophesy, and prophesy w�th
the utmost conf�dence, that at the next pres�dent�al elect�on the
soc�al�sts w�ll poll over a m�ll�on votes.”



The Ol�garchy wanted the war w�th Germany. And �t wanted the
war for a dozen reasons. In the juggl�ng of events such a war would
cause, �n the reshuffl�ng of the �nternat�onal cards and the mak�ng of
new treat�es and all�ances, the Ol�garchy had much to ga�n. And,
furthermore, the war would consume many nat�onal surpluses,
reduce the arm�es of unemployed that menaced all countr�es, and
g�ve the Ol�garchy a breath�ng space �n wh�ch to perfect �ts plans and
carry them out. Such a war would v�rtually put the Ol�garchy �n
possess�on of the world-market. Also, such a war would create a
large stand�ng army that need never be d�sbanded, wh�le �n the
m�nds of the people would be subst�tuted the �ssue, “Amer�ca versus
Germany,” �n place of “Soc�al�sm versus Ol�garchy.”

And truly the war would have done all these th�ngs had �t not been
for the soc�al�sts. A secret meet�ng of the Western leaders was held
�n our four t�ny rooms �n Pell Street. Here was f�rst cons�dered the
stand the soc�al�sts were to take. It was not the f�rst t�me we had put
our foot down upon war,[5] but �t was the f�rst t�me we had done so �n
the Un�ted States. After our secret meet�ng we got �n touch w�th the
nat�onal organ�zat�on, and soon our code cables were pass�ng back
and forth across the Atlant�c between us and the Internat�onal
Bureau.

[5] It was at the very beg�nn�ng of the twent�eth century A.D., that
the �nternat�onal organ�zat�on of the soc�al�sts f�nally formulated
the�r long-matur�ng pol�cy on war. Ep�tom�zed the�r doctr�ne was:
“Why should the work�ngmen of one country f�ght w�th the
work�ngmen of another country for the benef�t of the�r cap�tal�st
masters?”
    On May 21, 1905 A.D., when war threatened between Austr�a
and Italy, the soc�al�sts of Italy, Austr�a, and Hungary held a
conference at Tr�este, and threatened a general str�ke of the
work�ngmen of both countr�es �n case war was declared. Th�s was
repeated the follow�ng year, when the “Morocco Affa�r” threatened
to �nvolve France, Germany, and England.

The German soc�al�sts were ready to act w�th us. There were over
f�ve m�ll�on of them, many of them �n the stand�ng army, and, �n
add�t�on, they were on fr�endly terms w�th the labor un�ons. In both
countr�es the soc�al�sts came out �n bold declarat�on aga�nst the war



and threatened the general str�ke. And �n the meant�me they made
preparat�on for the general str�ke. Furthermore, the revolut�onary
part�es �n all countr�es gave publ�c utterance to the soc�al�st pr�nc�ple
of �nternat�onal peace that must be preserved at all hazards, even to
the extent of revolt and revolut�on at home.

The general str�ke was the one great v�ctory we Amer�can
soc�al�sts won. On the 4th of December the Amer�can m�n�ster was
w�thdrawn from the German cap�tal. That n�ght a German fleet made
a dash on Honolulu, s�nk�ng three Amer�can cru�sers and a revenue
cutter, and bombard�ng the c�ty. Next day both Germany and the
Un�ted States declared war, and w�th�n an hour the soc�al�sts called
the general str�ke �n both countr�es.

For the f�rst t�me the German war-lord faced the men of h�s emp�re
who made h�s emp�re go. W�thout them he could not run h�s emp�re.
The novelty of the s�tuat�on lay �n that the�r revolt was pass�ve. They
d�d not f�ght. They d�d noth�ng. And by do�ng noth�ng they t�ed the�r
war-lord’s hands. He would have asked for noth�ng better than an
opportun�ty to loose h�s war-dogs on h�s rebell�ous proletar�at. But
th�s was den�ed h�m. He could not loose h�s war-dogs. Ne�ther could
he mob�l�ze h�s army to go forth to war, nor could he pun�sh h�s
recalc�trant subjects. Not a wheel moved �n h�s emp�re. Not a tra�n
ran, not a telegraph�c message went over the w�res, for the
telegraphers and ra�lroad men had ceased work along w�th the rest
of the populat�on.

And as �t was �n Germany, so �t was �n the Un�ted States. At last
organ�zed labor had learned �ts lesson. Beaten dec�s�vely on �ts own
chosen f�eld, �t had abandoned that f�eld and come over to the
pol�t�cal f�eld of the soc�al�sts; for the general str�ke was a pol�t�cal
str�ke. Bes�des, organ�zed labor had been so badly beaten that �t d�d
not care. It jo�ned �n the general str�ke out of sheer desperat�on. The
workers threw down the�r tools and left the�r tasks by the m�ll�ons.
Espec�ally notable were the mach�n�sts. The�r heads were bloody,
the�r organ�zat�on had apparently been destroyed, yet out they came,
along w�th the�r all�es �n the metal-work�ng trades.

Even the common laborers and all unorgan�zed labor ceased
work. The str�ke had t�ed everyth�ng up so that nobody could work.



Bes�des, the women proved to be the strongest promoters of the
str�ke. They set the�r faces aga�nst the war. They d�d not want the�r
men to go forth to d�e. Then, also, the �dea of the general str�ke
caught the mood of the people. It struck the�r sense of humor. The
�dea was �nfect�ous. The ch�ldren struck �n all the schools, and such
teachers as came, went home aga�n from deserted class rooms. The
general str�ke took the form of a great nat�onal p�cn�c. And the �dea of
the sol�dar�ty of labor, so ev�denced, appealed to the �mag�nat�on of
all. And, f�nally, there was no danger to be �ncurred by the colossal
frol�c. When everybody was gu�lty, how was anybody to be
pun�shed?

The Un�ted States was paralyzed. No one knew what was
happen�ng. There were no newspapers, no letters, no despatches.
Every commun�ty was as completely �solated as though ten
thousand m�les of pr�meval w�lderness stretched between �t and the
rest of the world. For that matter, the world had ceased to ex�st. And
for a week th�s state of affa�rs was ma�nta�ned.

In San Franc�sco we d�d not know what was happen�ng even
across the bay �n Oakland or Berkeley. The effect on one’s
sens�b�l�t�es was we�rd, depress�ng. It seemed as though some great
cosm�c th�ng lay dead. The pulse of the land had ceased to beat. Of
a truth the nat�on had d�ed. There were no wagons rumbl�ng on the
streets, no factory wh�stles, no hum of electr�c�ty �n the a�r, no
pass�ng of street cars, no cr�es of news-boys—noth�ng but persons
who at rare �ntervals went by l�ke furt�ve ghosts, themselves
oppressed and made unreal by the s�lence.

And dur�ng that week of s�lence the Ol�garchy was taught �ts
lesson. And well �t learned the lesson. The general str�ke was a
warn�ng. It should never occur aga�n. The Ol�garchy would see to
that.

At the end of the week, as had been prearranged, the telegraphers
of Germany and the Un�ted States returned to the�r posts. Through
them the soc�al�st leaders of both countr�es presented the�r ult�matum
to the rulers. The war should be called off, or the general str�ke
would cont�nue. It d�d not take long to come to an understand�ng.



The war was declared off, and the populat�ons of both countr�es
returned to the�r tasks.

It was th�s renewal of peace that brought about the all�ance
between Germany and the Un�ted States. In real�ty, th�s was an
all�ance between the Emperor and the Ol�garchy, for the purpose of
meet�ng the�r common foe, the revolut�onary proletar�at of both
countr�es. And �t was th�s all�ance that the Ol�garchy afterward so
treacherously broke when the German soc�al�sts rose and drove the
war-lord from h�s throne. It was the very th�ng the Ol�garchy had
played for—the destruct�on of �ts great r�val �n the world-market. W�th
the German Emperor out of the way, Germany would have no
surplus to sell abroad. By the very nature of the soc�al�st state, the
German populat�on would consume all that �t produced. Of course, �t
would trade abroad certa�n th�ngs �t produced for th�ngs �t d�d not
produce; but th�s would be qu�te d�fferent from an unconsumable
surplus.

“I’ll wager the Ol�garchy f�nds just�f�cat�on,” Ernest sa�d, when �ts
treachery to the German Emperor became known. “As usual, the
Ol�garchy w�ll bel�eve �t has done r�ght.”

And sure enough. The Ol�garchy’s publ�c defence for the act was
that �t had done �t for the sake of the Amer�can people whose
�nterests �t was look�ng out for. It had flung �ts hated r�val out of the
world-market and enabled us to d�spose of our surplus �n that
market.

“And the howl�ng folly of �t �s that we are so helpless that such
�d�ots really are manag�ng our �nterests,” was Ernest’s comment.
“They have enabled us to sell more abroad, wh�ch means that we’ll
be compelled to consume less at home.”



CHAPTER XIV.
THE BEGINNING OF THE END

As early as January, 1913, Ernest saw the true trend of affa�rs, but
he could not get h�s brother leaders to see the v�s�on of the Iron Heel
that had ar�sen �n h�s bra�n. They were too conf�dent. Events were
rush�ng too rap�dly to culm�nat�on. A cr�s�s had come �n world affa�rs.
The Amer�can Ol�garchy was pract�cally �n possess�on of the world-
market, and scores of countr�es were flung out of that market w�th
unconsumable and unsalable surpluses on the�r hands. For such
countr�es noth�ng rema�ned but reorgan�zat�on. They could not
cont�nue the�r method of produc�ng surpluses. The cap�tal�st�c
system, so far as they were concerned, had hopelessly broken
down.

The reorgan�zat�on of these countr�es took the form of revolut�on. It
was a t�me of confus�on and v�olence. Everywhere �nst�tut�ons and
governments were crash�ng. Everywhere, w�th the except�on of two
or three countr�es, the erstwh�le cap�tal�st masters fought b�tterly for
the�r possess�ons. But the governments were taken away from them
by the m�l�tant proletar�at. At last was be�ng real�zed Karl Marx’s
class�c: “The knell of pr�vate cap�tal�st property sounds. The
expropr�ators are expropr�ated.” And as fast as cap�tal�st�c
governments crashed, cooperat�ve commonwealths arose �n the�r
place.

“Why does the Un�ted States lag beh�nd?”; “Get busy, you
Amer�can revolut�on�sts!”; “What’s the matter w�th Amer�ca?”—were
the messages sent to us by our successful comrades �n other lands.
But we could not keep up. The Ol�garchy stood �n the way. Its bulk,
l�ke that of some huge monster, blocked our path.



“Wa�t t�ll we take off�ce �n the spr�ng,” we answered. “Then you’ll
see.”

Beh�nd th�s lay our secret. We had won over the Grangers, and �n
the spr�ng a dozen states would pass �nto the�r hands by v�rtue of the
elect�ons of the preced�ng fall. At once would be �nst�tuted a dozen
cooperat�ve commonwealth states. After that, the rest would be easy.

“But what �f the Grangers fa�l to get possess�on?” Ernest
demanded. And h�s comrades called h�m a calam�ty howler.

But th�s fa�lure to get possess�on was not the ch�ef danger that
Ernest had �n m�nd. What he foresaw was the defect�on of the great
labor un�ons and the r�se of the castes.

“Ghent has taught the ol�garchs how to do �t,” Ernest sa�d. “I’ll
wager they’ve made a text-book out of h�s ‘Benevolent Feudal�sm.’”[1]

[1] “Our Benevolent Feudal�sm,” a book publ�shed �n 1902 A.D.,
by W. J. Ghent. It has always been �ns�sted that Ghent put the
�dea of the Ol�garchy �nto the m�nds of the great cap�tal�sts. Th�s
bel�ef pers�sts throughout the l�terature of the three centur�es of
the Iron Heel, and even �n the l�terature of the f�rst century of the
Brotherhood of Man. To-day we know better, but our knowledge
does not overcome the fact that Ghent rema�ns the most abused
�nnocent man �n all h�story.

Never shall I forget the n�ght when, after a hot d�scuss�on w�th half
a dozen labor leaders, Ernest turned to me and sa�d qu�etly: “That
settles �t. The Iron Heel has won. The end �s �n s�ght.”

Th�s l�ttle conference �n our home was unoff�c�al; but Ernest, l�ke
the rest of h�s comrades, was work�ng for assurances from the labor
leaders that they would call out the�r men �n the next general str�ke.
O’Connor, the pres�dent of the Assoc�at�on of Mach�n�sts, had been
foremost of the s�x leaders present �n refus�ng to g�ve such
assurance.

“You have seen that you were beaten soundly at your old tact�cs of
str�ke and boycott,” Ernest urged.

O’Connor and the others nodded the�r heads.
“And you saw what a general str�ke would do,” Ernest went on.

“We stopped the war w�th Germany. Never was there so f�ne a



d�splay of the sol�dar�ty and the power of labor. Labor can and w�ll
rule the world. If you cont�nue to stand w�th us, we’ll put an end to
the re�gn of cap�tal�sm. It �s your only hope. And what �s more, you
know �t. There �s no other way out. No matter what you do under
your old tact�cs, you are doomed to defeat, �f for no other reason
because the masters control the courts.”[2]

[2] As a sample of the dec�s�ons of the courts adverse to labor, the
follow�ng �nstances are g�ven. In the coal- m�n�ng reg�ons the
employment of ch�ldren was notor�ous. In 1905 A.D., labor
succeeded �n gett�ng a law passed �n Pennsylvan�a prov�d�ng that
proof of the age of the ch�ld and of certa�n educat�onal
qual�f�cat�ons must accompany the oath of the parent. Th�s was
promptly declared unconst�tut�onal by the Luzerne County Court,
on the ground that �t v�olated the Fourteenth Amendment �n that �t
d�scr�m�nated between �nd�v�duals of the same class—namely,
ch�ldren above fourteen years of age and ch�ldren below. The
state court susta�ned the dec�s�on. The New York Court of Spec�al
Sess�ons, �n 1905 A.D., declared unconst�tut�onal the law
proh�b�t�ng m�nors and women from work�ng �n factor�es after n�ne
o’clock at n�ght, the ground taken be�ng that such a law was “class
leg�slat�on.” Aga�n, the bakers of that t�me were terr�bly
overworked. The New York Leg�slature passed a law restr�ct�ng
work �n baker�es to ten hours a day. In 1906 A.D., the Supreme
Court of the Un�ted States declared th�s law to be unconst�tut�onal.
In part the dec�s�on read: “There �s no reasonable ground for
�nterfer�ng w�th the l�berty of persons or the r�ght of free contract
by determ�n�ng the hours of labor �n the occupat�on of a baker.”

“You run ahead too fast,” O’Connor answered. “You don’t know all
the ways out. There �s another way out. We know what we’re about.
We’re s�ck of str�kes. They’ve got us beaten that way to a frazzle. But
I don’t th�nk we’ll ever need to call our men out aga�n.”

“What �s your way out?” Ernest demanded bluntly.
O’Connor laughed and shook h�s head. “I can tell you th�s much:

We’ve not been asleep. And we’re not dream�ng now.”
“There’s noth�ng to be afra�d of, or ashamed of, I hope,” Ernest

challenged.
“I guess we know our bus�ness best,” was the retort.



“It’s a dark bus�ness, from the way you h�de �t,” Ernest sa�d w�th
grow�ng anger.

“We’ve pa�d for our exper�ence �n sweat and blood, and we’ve
earned all that’s com�ng to us,” was the reply. “Char�ty beg�ns at
home.”

“If you’re afra�d to tell me your way out, I’ll tell �t to you.” Ernest’s
blood was up. “You’re go�ng �n for grab-shar�ng. You’ve made terms
w�th the enemy, that’s what you’ve done. You’ve sold out the cause
of labor, of all labor. You are leav�ng the battle-f�eld l�ke cowards.”

“I’m not say�ng anyth�ng,” O’Connor answered sullenly. “Only I
guess we know what’s best for us a l�ttle b�t better than you do.”

“And you don’t care a cent for what �s best for the rest of labor. You
k�ck �t �nto the d�tch.”

“I’m not say�ng anyth�ng,” O’Connor repl�ed, “except that I’m
pres�dent of the Mach�n�sts’ Assoc�at�on, and �t’s my bus�ness to
cons�der the �nterests of the men I represent, that’s all.”

And then, when the labor leaders had left, Ernest, w�th the
calmness of defeat, outl�ned to me the course of events to come.

“The soc�al�sts used to foretell w�th joy,” he sa�d, “the com�ng of the
day when organ�zed labor, defeated on the �ndustr�al f�eld, would
come over on to the pol�t�cal f�eld. Well, the Iron Heel has defeated
the labor un�ons on the �ndustr�al f�eld and dr�ven them over to the
pol�t�cal f�eld; and �nstead of th�s be�ng joyful for us, �t w�ll be a source
of gr�ef. The Iron Heel learned �ts lesson. We showed �t our power �n
the general str�ke. It has taken steps to prevent another general
str�ke.”

“But how?” I asked.
“S�mply by subs�d�z�ng the great un�ons. They won’t jo�n �n the next

general str�ke. Therefore �t won’t be a general str�ke.”
“But the Iron Heel can’t ma�nta�n so costly a programme forever,” I

objected.
“Oh, �t hasn’t subs�d�zed all of the un�ons. That’s not necessary.

Here �s what �s go�ng to happen. Wages are go�ng to be advanced
and hours shortened �n the ra�lroad un�ons, the �ron and steel
workers un�ons, and the eng�neer and mach�n�st un�ons. In these



un�ons more favorable cond�t�ons w�ll cont�nue to preva�l.
Membersh�p �n these un�ons w�ll become l�ke seats �n Parad�se.”

“St�ll I don’t see,” I objected. “What �s to become of the other
un�ons? There are far more un�ons outs�de of th�s comb�nat�on than
�n �t.”

“The other un�ons w�ll be ground out of ex�stence—all of them. For,
don’t you see, the ra�lway men, mach�n�sts and eng�neers, �ron and
steel workers, do all of the v�tally essent�al work �n our mach�ne
c�v�l�zat�on. Assured of the�r fa�thfulness, the Iron Heel can snap �ts
f�ngers at all the rest of labor. Iron, steel, coal, mach�nery, and
transportat�on const�tute the backbone of the whole �ndustr�al fabr�c.”

“But coal?” I quer�ed. “There are nearly a m�ll�on coal m�ners.”
They are pract�cally unsk�lled labor. They w�ll not count. The�r

wages w�ll go down and the�r hours w�ll �ncrease. They w�ll be slaves
l�ke all the rest of us, and they w�ll become about the most best�al of
all of us. They w�ll be compelled to work, just as the farmers are
compelled to work now for the masters who robbed them of the�r
land. And the same w�th all the other un�ons outs�de the comb�nat�on.
Watch them wobble and go to p�eces, and the�r members become
slaves dr�ven to to�l by empty stomachs and the law of the land.

“Do you know what w�ll happen to Farley[3] and h�s str�ke-
breakers? I’ll tell you. Str�ke-break�ng as an occupat�on w�ll cease.
There won’t be any more str�kes. In place of str�kes w�ll be slave
revolts. Farley and h�s gang w�ll be promoted to slave-dr�v�ng. Oh, �t
won’t be called that; �t w�ll be called enforc�ng the law of the land that
compels the laborers to work. It s�mply prolongs the f�ght, th�s
treachery of the b�g un�ons. Heaven only knows now where and
when the Revolut�on w�ll tr�umph.”

[3] James Farley—a notor�ous str�ke-breaker of the per�od. A man
more courageous than eth�cal, and of unden�able ab�l�ty. He rose
h�gh under the rule of the Iron Heel and f�nally was translated �nto
the ol�garch class. He was assass�nated �n 1932 by Sarah
Jenk�ns, whose husband, th�rty years before, had been k�lled by
Farley’s str�ke-breakers.



“But w�th such a powerful comb�nat�on as the Ol�garchy and the
b�g un�ons, �s there any reason to bel�eve that the Revolut�on w�ll
ever tr�umph?” I quer�ed. “May not the comb�nat�on endure forever?”

He shook h�s head. “One of our general�zat�ons �s that every
system founded upon class and caste conta�ns w�th�n �tself the
germs of �ts own decay. When a system �s founded upon class, how
can caste be prevented? The Iron Heel w�ll not be able to prevent �t,
and �n the end caste w�ll destroy the Iron Heel. The ol�garchs have
already developed caste among themselves; but wa�t unt�l the
favored un�ons develop caste. The Iron Heel w�ll use all �ts power to
prevent �t, but �t w�ll fa�l.

“In the favored un�ons are the flower of the Amer�can work�ngmen.
They are strong, eff�c�ent men. They have become members of
those un�ons through compet�t�on for place. Every f�t workman �n the
Un�ted States w�ll be possessed by the amb�t�on to become a
member of the favored un�ons. The Ol�garchy w�ll encourage such
amb�t�on and the consequent compet�t�on. Thus w�ll the strong men,
who m�ght else be revolut�on�sts, be won away and the�r strength
used to bolster the Ol�garchy.

“On the other hand, the labor castes, the members of the favored
un�ons, w�ll str�ve to make the�r organ�zat�ons �nto close corporat�ons.
And they w�ll succeed. Membersh�p �n the labor castes w�ll become
hered�tary. Sons w�ll succeed fathers, and there w�ll be no �nflow of
new strength from that eternal reservo�r of strength, the common
people. Th�s w�ll mean deter�orat�on of the labor castes, and �n the
end they w�ll become weaker and weaker. At the same t�me, as an
�nst�tut�on, they w�ll become temporar�ly all-powerful. They w�ll be l�ke
the guards of the palace �n old Rome, and there w�ll be palace
revolut�ons whereby the labor castes w�ll se�ze the re�ns of power.
And there w�ll be counter-palace revolut�ons of the ol�garchs, and
somet�mes the one, and somet�mes the other, w�ll be �n power. And
through �t all the �nev�table caste-weaken�ng w�ll go on, so that �n the
end the common people w�ll come �nto the�r own.”

Th�s foreshadow�ng of a slow soc�al evolut�on was made when
Ernest was f�rst depressed by the defect�on of the great un�ons. I
never agreed w�th h�m �n �t, and I d�sagree now, as I wr�te these l�nes,



more heart�ly than ever; for even now, though Ernest �s gone, we are
on the verge of the revolt that w�ll sweep all ol�garch�es away. Yet I
have here g�ven Ernest’s prophecy because �t was h�s prophecy. In
sp�te of h�s bel�ef �n �t, he worked l�ke a g�ant aga�nst �t, and he, more
than any man, has made poss�ble the revolt that even now wa�ts the
s�gnal to burst forth.[4]

[4] Everhard’s soc�al fores�ght was remarkable. As clearly as �n
the l�ght of past events, he saw the defect�on of the favored
un�ons, the r�se and the slow decay of the labor castes, and the
struggle between the decay�ng ol�garchs and labor castes for
control of the great governmental mach�ne.

“But �f the Ol�garchy pers�sts,” I asked h�m that even�ng, “what w�ll
become of the great surpluses that w�ll fall to �ts share every year?”

“The surpluses w�ll have to be expended somehow,” he answered;
“and trust the ol�garchs to f�nd a way. Magn�f�cent roads w�ll be bu�lt.
There w�ll be great ach�evements �n sc�ence, and espec�ally �n art.
When the ol�garchs have completely mastered the people, they w�ll
have t�me to spare for other th�ngs. They w�ll become worsh�ppers of
beauty. They w�ll become art-lovers. And under the�r d�rect�on and
generously rewarded, w�ll to�l the art�sts. The result w�ll be great art;
for no longer, as up to yesterday, w�ll the art�sts pander to the
bourgeo�s taste of the m�ddle class. It w�ll be great art, I tell you, and
wonder c�t�es w�ll ar�se that w�ll make tawdry and cheap the c�t�es of
old t�me. And �n these c�t�es w�ll the ol�garchs dwell and worsh�p
beauty.[5]

[5] We cannot but marvel at Everhard’s fores�ght. Before ever the
thought of wonder c�t�es l�ke Ard�s and Asgard entered the m�nds
of the ol�garchs, Everhard saw those c�t�es and the �nev�table
necess�ty for the�r creat�on.

“Thus w�ll the surplus be constantly expended wh�le labor does the
work. The bu�ld�ng of these great works and c�t�es w�ll g�ve a
starvat�on rat�on to m�ll�ons of common laborers, for the enormous
bulk of the surplus w�ll compel an equally enormous expend�ture,
and the ol�garchs w�ll bu�ld for a thousand years—ay, for ten
thousand years. They w�ll bu�ld as the Egypt�ans and the



Babylon�ans never dreamed of bu�ld�ng; and when the ol�garchs
have passed away, the�r great roads and the�r wonder c�t�es w�ll
rema�n for the brotherhood of labor to tread upon and dwell w�th�n.[6]

[6] And s�nce that day of prophecy, have passed away the three
centur�es of the Iron Heel and the four centur�es of the
Brotherhood of Man, and to-day we tread the roads and dwell �n
the c�t�es that the ol�garchs bu�lt. It �s true, we are even now
bu�ld�ng st�ll more wonderful wonder c�t�es, but the wonder c�t�es of
the ol�garchs endure, and I wr�te these l�nes �n Ard�s, one of the
most wonderful of them all.

“These th�ngs the ol�garchs w�ll do because they cannot help do�ng
them. These great works w�ll be the form the�r expend�ture of the
surplus w�ll take, and �n the same way that the rul�ng classes of
Egypt of long ago expended the surplus they robbed from the people
by the bu�ld�ng of temples and pyram�ds. Under the ol�garchs w�ll
flour�sh, not a pr�est class, but an art�st class. And �n place of the
merchant class of bourgeo�s�e w�ll be the labor castes. And beneath
w�ll be the abyss, where�n w�ll fester and starve and rot, and ever
renew �tself, the common people, the great bulk of the populat�on.
And �n the end, who knows �n what day, the common people w�ll r�se
up out of the abyss; the labor castes and the Ol�garchy w�ll crumble
away; and then, at last, after the trava�l of the centur�es, w�ll �t be the
day of the common man. I had thought to see that day; but now I
know that I shall never see �t.”

He paused and looked at me, and added:
“Soc�al evolut�on �s exasperat�ngly slow, �sn’t �t, sweetheart?”
My arms were about h�m, and h�s head was on my breast.
“S�ng me to sleep,” he murmured wh�ms�cally. “I have had a

v�s�on�ng, and I w�sh to forget.”



CHAPTER XV.
LAST DAYS

It was near the end of January, 1913, that the changed att�tude of
the Ol�garchy toward the favored un�ons was made publ�c. The
newspapers publ�shed �nformat�on of an unprecedented r�se �n
wages and shorten�ng of hours for the ra�lroad employees, the �ron
and steel workers, and the eng�neers and mach�n�sts. But the whole
truth was not told. The ol�garchs d�d not dare perm�t the tell�ng of the
whole truth. In real�ty, the wages had been ra�sed much h�gher, and
the pr�v�leges were correspond�ngly greater. All th�s was secret, but
secrets w�ll out. Members of the favored un�ons told the�r w�ves, and
the w�ves goss�ped, and soon all the labor world knew what had
happened.

It was merely the log�cal development of what �n the n�neteenth
century had been known as grab-shar�ng. In the �ndustr�al warfare of
that t�me, prof�t-shar�ng had been tr�ed. That �s, the cap�tal�sts had
str�ven to placate the workers by �nterest�ng them f�nanc�ally �n the�r
work. But prof�t-shar�ng, as a system, was r�d�culous and �mposs�ble.
Prof�t-shar�ng could be successful only �n �solated cases �n the m�dst
of a system of �ndustr�al str�fe; for �f all labor and all cap�tal shared
prof�ts, the same cond�t�ons would obta�n as d�d obta�n when there
was no prof�t-shar�ng.

So, out of the unpract�cal �dea of prof�t-shar�ng, arose the pract�cal
�dea of grab-shar�ng. “G�ve us more pay and charge �t to the publ�c,”
was the slogan of the strong un�ons.[1] And here and there th�s self�sh
pol�cy worked successfully. In charg�ng �t to the publ�c, �t was
charged to the great mass of unorgan�zed labor and of weakly
organ�zed labor. These workers actually pa�d the �ncreased wages of



the�r stronger brothers who were members of un�ons that were labor
monopol�es. Th�s �dea, as I say, was merely carr�ed to �ts log�cal
conclus�on, on a large scale, by the comb�nat�on of the ol�garchs and
the favored un�ons.

[1] All the ra�lroad un�ons entered �nto th�s comb�nat�on w�th the
ol�garchs, and �t �s of �nterest to note that the f�rst def�n�te
appl�cat�on of the pol�cy of prof�t-grabb�ng was made by a ra�lroad
un�on �n the n�neteenth century A.D., namely, the Brotherhood of
Locomot�ve Eng�neers. P. M. Arthur was for twenty years Grand
Ch�ef of the Brotherhood. After the str�ke on the Pennsylvan�a
Ra�lroad �n 1877, he broached a scheme to have the Locomot�ve
Eng�neers make terms w�th the ra�lroads and to “go �t alone” so far
as the rest of the labor un�ons were concerned. Th�s scheme was
em�nently successful. It was as successful as �t was self�sh, and
out of �t was co�ned the word “arthur�zat�on,” to denote grab-
shar�ng on the part of labor un�ons. Th�s word “arthur�zat�on” has
long puzzled the etymolog�sts, but �ts der�vat�on, I hope, �s now
made clear.

As soon as the secret of the defect�on of the favored un�ons
leaked out, there were rumbl�ngs and mutter�ngs �n the labor world.
Next, the favored un�ons w�thdrew from the �nternat�onal
organ�zat�ons and broke off all aff�l�at�ons. Then came trouble and
v�olence. The members of the favored un�ons were branded as
tra�tors, and �n saloons and brothels, on the streets and at work, and,
�n fact, everywhere, they were assaulted by the comrades they had
so treacherously deserted.

Countless heads were broken, and there were many k�lled. No
member of the favored un�ons was safe. They gathered together �n
bands �n order to go to work or to return from work. They walked
always �n the m�ddle of the street. On the s�dewalk they were l�able
to have the�r skulls crushed by br�cks and cobblestones thrown from
w�ndows and house-tops. They were perm�tted to carry weapons,
and the author�t�es a�ded them �n every way. The�r persecutors were
sentenced to long terms �n pr�son, where they were harshly treated;
wh�le no man, not a member of the favored un�ons, was perm�tted to
carry weapons. V�olat�on of th�s law was made a h�gh m�sdemeanor
and pun�shed accord�ngly.



Outraged labor cont�nued to wreak vengeance on the tra�tors.
Caste l�nes formed automat�cally. The ch�ldren of the tra�tors were
persecuted by the ch�ldren of the workers who had been betrayed,
unt�l �t was �mposs�ble for the former to play on the streets or to
attend the publ�c schools. Also, the w�ves and fam�l�es of the tra�tors
were ostrac�zed, wh�le the corner groceryman who sold prov�s�ons to
them was boycotted.

As a result, dr�ven back upon themselves from every s�de, the
tra�tors and the�r fam�l�es became clann�sh. F�nd�ng �t �mposs�ble to
dwell �n safety �n the m�dst of the betrayed proletar�at, they moved
�nto new local�t�es �nhab�ted by themselves alone. In th�s they were
favored by the ol�garchs. Good dwell�ngs, modern and san�tary, were
bu�lt for them, surrounded by spac�ous yards, and separated here
and there by parks and playgrounds. The�r ch�ldren attended schools
espec�ally bu�lt for them, and �n these schools manual tra�n�ng and
appl�ed sc�ence were spec�al�zed upon. Thus, and unavo�dably, at
the very beg�nn�ng, out of th�s segregat�on arose caste. The
members of the favored un�ons became the ar�stocracy of labor.
They were set apart from the rest of labor. They were better housed,
better clothed, better fed, better treated. They were grab-shar�ng w�th
a vengeance.

In the meant�me, the rest of the work�ng class was more harshly
treated. Many l�ttle pr�v�leges were taken away from �t, wh�le �ts
wages and �ts standard of l�v�ng stead�ly sank down. Inc�dentally, �ts
publ�c schools deter�orated, and educat�on slowly ceased to be
compulsory. The �ncrease �n the younger generat�on of ch�ldren who
could not read nor wr�te was per�lous.

The capture of the world-market by the Un�ted States had
d�srupted the rest of the world. Inst�tut�ons and governments were
everywhere crash�ng or transform�ng. Germany, Italy, France,
Austral�a, and New Zealand were busy form�ng cooperat�ve
commonwealths. The Br�t�sh Emp�re was fall�ng apart. England’s
hands were full. In Ind�a revolt was �n full sw�ng. The cry �n all As�a
was, “As�a for the As�at�cs!” And beh�nd th�s cry was Japan, ever
urg�ng and a�d�ng the yellow and brown races aga�nst the wh�te. And
wh�le Japan dreamed of cont�nental emp�re and strove to real�ze the



dream, she suppressed her own proletar�an revolut�on. It was a
s�mple war of the castes, Cool�e versus Samura�, and the cool�e
soc�al�sts were executed by tens of thousands. Forty thousand were
k�lled �n the street-f�ght�ng of Tok�o and �n the fut�le assault on the
M�kado’s palace. Kobe was a shambles; the slaughter of the cotton
operat�ves by mach�ne-guns became class�c as the most terr�f�c
execut�on ever ach�eved by modern war mach�nes. Most savage of
all was the Japanese Ol�garchy that arose. Japan dom�nated the
East, and took to herself the whole As�at�c port�on of the world-
market, w�th the except�on of Ind�a.

England managed to crush her own proletar�an revolut�on and to
hold on to Ind�a, though she was brought to the verge of exhaust�on.
Also, she was compelled to let her great colon�es sl�p away from her.
So �t was that the soc�al�sts succeeded �n mak�ng Austral�a and New
Zealand �nto cooperat�ve commonwealths. And �t was for the same
reason that Canada was lost to the mother country. But Canada
crushed her own soc�al�st revolut�on, be�ng a�ded �n th�s by the Iron
Heel. At the same t�me, the Iron Heel helped Mex�co and Cuba to put
down revolt. The result was that the Iron Heel was f�rmly establ�shed
�n the New World. It had welded �nto one compact pol�t�cal mass the
whole of North Amer�ca from the Panama Canal to the Arct�c Ocean.

And England, at the sacr�f�ce of her great colon�es, had succeeded
only �n reta�n�ng Ind�a. But th�s was no more than temporary. The
struggle w�th Japan and the rest of As�a for Ind�a was merely
delayed. England was dest�ned shortly to lose Ind�a, wh�le beh�nd
that event loomed the struggle between a un�ted As�a and the world.

And wh�le all the world was torn w�th confl�ct, we of the Un�ted
States were not plac�d and peaceful. The defect�on of the great
un�ons had prevented our proletar�an revolt, but v�olence was
everywhere. In add�t�on to the labor troubles, and the d�scontent of
the farmers and of the remnant of the m�ddle class, a rel�g�ous
rev�val had blazed up. An offshoot of the Seventh Day Advent�sts
sprang �nto sudden prom�nence, procla�m�ng the end of the world.

“Confus�on thr�ce confounded!” Ernest cr�ed. “How can we hope
for sol�dar�ty w�th all these cross purposes and confl�cts?”



And truly the rel�g�ous rev�val assumed form�dable proport�ons.
The people, what of the�r wretchedness, and of the�r d�sappo�ntment
�n all th�ngs earthly, were r�pe and eager for a heaven where
�ndustr�al tyrants entered no more than camels passed through
needle-eyes. W�ld-eyed �t�nerant preachers swarmed over the land;
and desp�te the proh�b�t�on of the c�v�l author�t�es, and the
persecut�on for d�sobed�ence, the flames of rel�g�ous frenzy were
fanned by countless camp-meet�ngs.

It was the last days, they cla�med, the beg�nn�ng of the end of the
world. The four w�nds had been loosed. God had st�rred the nat�ons
to str�fe. It was a t�me of v�s�ons and m�racles, wh�le seers and
prophetesses were leg�on. The people ceased work by hundreds of
thousands and fled to the mounta�ns, there to awa�t the �mm�nent
com�ng of God and the r�s�ng of the hundred and forty and four
thousand to heaven. But �n the meant�me God d�d not come, and
they starved to death �n great numbers. In the�r desperat�on they
ravaged the farms for food, and the consequent tumult and anarchy
�n the country d�str�cts but �ncreased the woes of the poor
expropr�ated farmers.

Also, the farms and warehouses were the property of the Iron
Heel. Arm�es of troops were put �nto the f�eld, and the fanat�cs were
herded back at the bayonet po�nt to the�r tasks �n the c�t�es. There
they broke out �n ever recurr�ng mobs and r�ots. The�r leaders were
executed for sed�t�on or conf�ned �n madhouses. Those who were
executed went to the�r deaths w�th all the gladness of martyrs. It was
a t�me of madness. The unrest spread. In the swamps and deserts
and waste places, from Flor�da to Alaska, the small groups of Ind�ans
that surv�ved were danc�ng ghost dances and wa�t�ng the com�ng of
a Mess�ah of the�r own.

And through �t all, w�th a seren�ty and cert�tude that was terr�fy�ng,
cont�nued to r�se the form of that monster of the ages, the Ol�garchy.
W�th �ron hand and �ron heel �t mastered the surg�ng m�ll�ons, out of
confus�on brought order, out of the very chaos wrought �ts own
foundat�on and structure.

“Just wa�t t�ll we get �n,” the Grangers sa�d—Calv�n sa�d �t to us �n
our Pell Street quarters. “Look at the states we’ve captured. W�th you



soc�al�sts to back us, we’ll make them s�ng another song when we
take off�ce.”

“The m�ll�ons of the d�scontented and the �mpover�shed are ours,”
the soc�al�sts sa�d. “The Grangers have come over to us, the
farmers, the m�ddle class, and the laborers. The cap�tal�st system w�ll
fall to p�eces. In another month we send f�fty men to Congress. Two
years hence every off�ce w�ll be ours, from the Pres�dent down to the
local dog-catcher.”

To all of wh�ch Ernest would shake h�s head and say:
“How many r�fles have you got? Do you know where you can get

plenty of lead? When �t comes to powder, chem�cal m�xtures are
better than mechan�cal m�xtures, you take my word.”



CHAPTER XVI.
THE END

When �t came t�me for Ernest and me to go to Wash�ngton, father
d�d not accompany us. He had become enamoured of proletar�an
l�fe. He looked upon our slum ne�ghborhood as a great soc�olog�cal
laboratory, and he had embarked upon an apparently endless orgy
of �nvest�gat�on. He chummed w�th the laborers, and was an �nt�mate
�n scores of homes. Also, he worked at odd jobs, and the work was
play as well as learned �nvest�gat�on, for he del�ghted �n �t and was
always return�ng home w�th cop�ous notes and bubbl�ng over w�th
new adventures. He was the perfect sc�ent�st.

There was no need for h�s work�ng at all, because Ernest
managed to earn enough from h�s translat�ng to take care of the
three of us. But father �ns�sted on pursu�ng h�s favor�te phantom, and
a protean phantom �t was, judg�ng from the jobs he worked at. I shall
never forget the even�ng he brought home h�s street pedler’s outf�t of
shoe-laces and suspenders, nor the t�me I went �nto the l�ttle corner
grocery to make some purchase and had h�m wa�t on me. After that I
was not surpr�sed when he tended bar for a week �n the saloon
across the street. He worked as a n�ght watchman, hawked potatoes
on the street, pasted labels �n a cannery warehouse, was ut�l�ty man
�n a paper-box factory, and water-carr�er for a street ra�lway
construct�on gang, and even jo�ned the D�shwashers’ Un�on just
before �t fell to p�eces.

I th�nk the B�shop’s example, so far as wear�ng apparel was
concerned, must have fasc�nated father, for he wore the cheap
cotton sh�rt of the laborer and the overalls w�th the narrow strap



about the h�ps. Yet one hab�t rema�ned to h�m from the old l�fe; he
always dressed for d�nner, or supper, rather.

I could be happy anywhere w�th Ernest; and father’s happ�ness �n
our changed c�rcumstances rounded out my own happ�ness.

“When I was a boy,” father sa�d, “I was very cur�ous. I wanted to
know why th�ngs were and how they came to pass. That was why I
became a phys�c�st. The l�fe �n me to-day �s just as cur�ous as �t was
�n my boyhood, and �t’s the be�ng cur�ous that makes l�fe worth
l�v�ng.”

Somet�mes he ventured north of Market Street �nto the shopp�ng
and theatre d�str�ct, where he sold papers, ran errands, and opened
cabs. There, one day, clos�ng a cab, he encountered Mr. W�ckson. In
h�gh glee father descr�bed the �nc�dent to us that even�ng.

“W�ckson looked at me sharply when I closed the door on h�m, and
muttered, ‘Well, I’ll be damned.’ Just l�ke that he sa�d �t, ‘Well, I’ll be
damned.’ H�s face turned red and he was so confused that he forgot
to t�p me. But he must have recovered h�mself qu�ckly, for the cab
hadn’t gone f�fty feet before �t turned around and came back. He
leaned out of the door.

“‘Look here, Professor,’ he sa�d, ‘th�s �s too much. What can I do
for you?’

“‘I closed the cab door for you,’ I answered. ‘Accord�ng to common
custom you m�ght g�ve me a d�me.’

“‘Bother that!’ he snorted. ‘I mean someth�ng substant�al.’
“He was certa�nly ser�ous—a tw�nge of oss�f�ed consc�ence or

someth�ng; and so I cons�dered w�th grave del�berat�on for a
moment.

“H�s face was qu�te expectant when I began my answer, but you
should have seen �t when I f�n�shed.

“‘You m�ght g�ve me back my home,’ I sa�d, ‘and my stock �n the
S�erra M�lls.’”

Father paused.
“What d�d he say?” I quest�oned eagerly.



“What could he say? He sa�d noth�ng. But I sa�d, ‘I hope you are
happy.’ He looked at me cur�ously. ‘Tell me, are you happy?’” I
asked.

“He ordered the cabman to dr�ve on, and went away swear�ng
horr�bly. And he d�dn’t g�ve me the d�me, much less the home and
stock; so you see, my dear, your father’s street-arab career �s beset
w�th d�sappo�ntments.”

And so �t was that father kept on at our Pell Street quarters, wh�le
Ernest and I went to Wash�ngton. Except for the f�nal consummat�on,
the old order had passed away, and the f�nal consummat�on was
nearer than I dreamed. Contrary to our expectat�on, no obstacles
were ra�sed to prevent the soc�al�st Congressmen from tak�ng the�r
seats. Everyth�ng went smoothly, and I laughed at Ernest when he
looked upon the very smoothness as someth�ng om�nous.

We found our soc�al�st comrades conf�dent, opt�m�st�c of the�r
strength and of the th�ngs they would accompl�sh. A few Grangers
who had been elected to Congress �ncreased our strength, and an
elaborate programme of what was to be done was prepared by the
un�ted forces. In all of wh�ch Ernest jo�ned loyally and energet�cally,
though he could not forbear, now and aga�n, from say�ng, apropos of
noth�ng �n part�cular, “When �t comes to powder, chem�cal m�xtures
are better than mechan�cal m�xtures, you take my word.”

The trouble arose f�rst w�th the Grangers �n the var�ous states they
had captured at the last elect�on. There were a dozen of these
states, but the Grangers who had been elected were not perm�tted to
take off�ce. The �ncumbents refused to get out. It was very s�mple.
They merely charged �llegal�ty �n the elect�ons and wrapped up the
whole s�tuat�on �n the �nterm�nable red tape of the law. The Grangers
were powerless. The courts were �n the hands of the�r enem�es.

Th�s was the moment of danger. If the cheated Grangers became
v�olent, all was lost. How we soc�al�sts worked to hold them back!
There were days and n�ghts when Ernest never closed h�s eyes �n
sleep. The b�g leaders of the Grangers saw the per�l and were w�th
us to a man. But �t was all of no ava�l. The Ol�garchy wanted
v�olence, and �t set �ts agents-provocateurs to work. W�thout



d�scuss�on, �t was the agents-provocateurs who caused the Peasant
Revolt.

In a dozen states the revolt flared up. The expropr�ated farmers
took forc�ble possess�on of the state governments. Of course th�s
was unconst�tut�onal, and of course the Un�ted States put �ts sold�ers
�nto the f�eld. Everywhere the agents-provocateurs urged the people
on. These em�ssar�es of the Iron Heel d�sgu�sed themselves as
art�sans, farmers, and farm laborers. In Sacramento, the cap�tal of
Cal�forn�a, the Grangers had succeeded �n ma�nta�n�ng order.
Thousands of secret agents were rushed to the devoted c�ty. In
mobs composed wholly of themselves, they f�red and looted
bu�ld�ngs and factor�es. They worked the people up unt�l they jo�ned
them �n the p�llage. L�quor �n large quant�t�es was d�str�buted among
the slum classes further to �nflame the�r m�nds. And then, when all
was ready, appeared upon the scene the sold�ers of the Un�ted
States, who were, �n real�ty, the sold�ers of the Iron Heel. Eleven
thousand men, women, and ch�ldren were shot down on the streets
of Sacramento or murdered �n the�r houses. The nat�onal
government took possess�on of the state government, and all was
over for Cal�forn�a.

And as w�th Cal�forn�a, so elsewhere. Every Granger state was
ravaged w�th v�olence and washed �n blood. F�rst, d�sorder was
prec�p�tated by the secret agents and the Black Hundreds, then the
troops were called out. R�ot�ng and mob-rule re�gned throughout the
rural d�str�cts. Day and n�ght the smoke of burn�ng farms,
warehouses, v�llages, and c�t�es f�lled the sky. Dynam�te appeared.
Ra�lroad br�dges and tunnels were blown up and tra�ns were
wrecked. The poor farmers were shot and hanged �n great numbers.
Repr�sals were b�tter, and many plutocrats and army off�cers were
murdered. Blood and vengeance were �n men’s hearts. The regular
troops fought the farmers as savagely as had they been Ind�ans. And
the regular troops had cause. Twenty-e�ght hundred of them had
been ann�h�lated �n a tremendous ser�es of dynam�te explos�ons �n
Oregon, and �n a s�m�lar manner, a number of tra�n loads, at d�fferent
t�mes and places, had been destroyed. So �t was that the regular
troops fought for the�r l�ves as well as d�d the farmers.



As for the m�l�t�a, the m�l�t�a law of 1903 was put �nto effect, and the
workers of one state were compelled, under pa�n of death, to shoot
down the�r comrade-workers �n other states. Of course, the m�l�t�a
law d�d not work smoothly at f�rst. Many m�l�t�a off�cers were
murdered, and many m�l�t�amen were executed by drumhead court
mart�al. Ernest’s prophecy was str�k�ngly fulf�lled �n the cases of Mr.
Kowalt and Mr. Asmunsen. Both were el�g�ble for the m�l�t�a, and both
were drafted to serve �n the pun�t�ve exped�t�on that was despatched
from Cal�forn�a aga�nst the farmers of M�ssour�. Mr. Kowalt and Mr.
Asmunsen refused to serve. They were g�ven short shr�ft. Drumhead
court mart�al was the�r port�on, and m�l�tary execut�on the�r end. They
were shot w�th the�r backs to the f�r�ng squad.

Many young men fled �nto the mounta�ns to escape serv�ng �n the
m�l�t�a. There they became outlaws, and �t was not unt�l more
peaceful t�mes that they rece�ved the�r pun�shment. It was drast�c.
The government �ssued a proclamat�on for all law-ab�d�ng c�t�zens to
come �n from the mounta�ns for a per�od of three months. When the
procla�med date arr�ved, half a m�ll�on sold�ers were sent �nto the
mounta�nous d�str�cts everywhere. There was no �nvest�gat�on, no
tr�al. Wherever a man was encountered, he was shot down on the
spot. The troops operated on the bas�s that no man not an outlaw
rema�ned �n the mounta�ns. Some bands, �n strong pos�t�ons, fought
gallantly, but �n the end every deserter from the m�l�t�a met death.

A more �mmed�ate lesson, however, was �mpressed on the m�nds
of the people by the pun�shment meted out to the Kansas m�l�t�a. The
great Kansas Mut�ny occurred at the very beg�nn�ng of m�l�tary
operat�ons aga�nst the Grangers. S�x thousand of the m�l�t�a
mut�n�ed. They had been for several weeks very turbulent and sullen,
and for that reason had been kept �n camp. The�r open mut�ny,
however, was w�thout doubt prec�p�tated by the agents-provocateurs.

On the n�ght of the 22d of Apr�l they arose and murdered the�r
off�cers, only a small remnant of the latter escap�ng. Th�s was
beyond the scheme of the Iron Heel, for the agents-provocateurs
had done the�r work too well. But everyth�ng was gr�st to the Iron
Heel. It had prepared for the outbreak, and the k�ll�ng of so many
off�cers gave �t just�f�cat�on for what followed. As by mag�c, forty



thousand sold�ers of the regular army surrounded the malcontents. It
was a trap. The wretched m�l�t�amen found that the�r mach�ne-guns
had been tampered w�th, and that the cartr�dges from the captured
magaz�nes d�d not f�t the�r r�fles. They ho�sted the wh�te flag of
surrender, but �t was �gnored. There were no surv�vors. The ent�re s�x
thousand were ann�h�lated. Common shell and shrapnel were thrown
�n upon them from a d�stance, and, when, �n the�r desperat�on, they
charged the enc�rcl�ng l�nes, they were mowed down by the
mach�ne-guns. I talked w�th an eye-w�tness, and he sa�d that the
nearest any m�l�t�aman approached the mach�ne-guns was a
hundred and f�fty yards. The earth was carpeted w�th the sla�n, and a
f�nal charge of cavalry, w�th trampl�ng of horses’ hoofs, revolvers,
and sabres, crushed the wounded �nto the ground.

S�multaneously w�th the destruct�on of the Grangers came the
revolt of the coal m�ners. It was the exp�r�ng effort of organ�zed labor.
Three-quarters of a m�ll�on of m�ners went out on str�ke. But they
were too w�dely scattered over the country to advantage from the�r
own strength. They were segregated �n the�r own d�str�cts and
beaten �nto subm�ss�on. Th�s was the f�rst great slave-dr�ve. Pocock[1]

won h�s spurs as a slave-dr�ver and earned the undy�ng hatred of the
proletar�at. Countless attempts were made upon h�s l�fe, but he
seemed to bear a charmed ex�stence. It was he who was
respons�ble for the �ntroduct�on of the Russ�an passport system
among the m�ners, and the den�al of the�r r�ght of removal from one
part of the country to another.

[1] Albert Pocock, another of the notor�ous str�ke-breakers of
earl�er years, who, to the day of h�s death, successfully held all
the coal-m�ners of the country to the�r task. He was succeeded by
h�s son, Lew�s Pocock, and for f�ve generat�ons th�s remarkable
l�ne of slave-dr�vers handled the coal m�nes. The elder Pocock,
known as Pocock I., has been descr�bed as follows: “A long, lean
head, sem�c�rcled by a fr�nge of brown and gray ha�r, w�th b�g
cheek-bones and a heavy ch�n, . . . a pale face, lustreless gray
eyes, a metall�c vo�ce, and a langu�d manner.” He was born of
humble parents, and began h�s career as a bartender. He next
became a pr�vate detect�ve for a street ra�lway corporat�on, and by
success�ve steps developed �nto a profess�onal str�kebreaker.
Pocock V., the last of the l�ne, was blown up �n a pump-house by a



bomb dur�ng a petty revolt of the m�ners �n the Ind�an Terr�tory.
Th�s occurred �n 2073 A.D.

In the meant�me, the soc�al�sts held f�rm. Wh�le the Grangers
exp�red �n flame and blood, and organ�zed labor was d�srupted, the
soc�al�sts held the�r peace and perfected the�r secret organ�zat�on. In
va�n the Grangers pleaded w�th us. We r�ghtly contended that any
revolt on our part was v�rtually su�c�de for the whole Revolut�on. The
Iron Heel, at f�rst dub�ous about deal�ng w�th the ent�re proletar�at at
one t�me, had found the work eas�er than �t had expected, and would
have asked noth�ng better than an upr�s�ng on our part. But we
avo�ded the �ssue, �n sp�te of the fact that agents-provocateurs
swarmed �n our m�dst. In those early days, the agents of the Iron
Heel were clumsy �n the�r methods. They had much to learn and �n
the meant�me our F�ght�ng Groups weeded them out. It was b�tter,
bloody work, but we were f�ght�ng for l�fe and for the Revolut�on, and
we had to f�ght the enemy w�th �ts own weapons. Yet we were fa�r.
No agent of the Iron Heel was executed w�thout a tr�al. We may have
made m�stakes, but �f so, very rarely. The bravest, and the most
combat�ve and self-sacr�f�c�ng of our comrades went �nto the F�ght�ng
Groups. Once, after ten years had passed, Ernest made a
calculat�on from f�gures furn�shed by the ch�efs of the F�ght�ng
Groups, and h�s conclus�on was that the average l�fe of a man or
woman after becom�ng a member was f�ve years. The comrades of
the F�ght�ng Groups were heroes all, and the pecul�ar th�ng about �t
was that they were opposed to the tak�ng of l�fe. They v�olated the�r
own natures, yet they loved l�berty and knew of no sacr�f�ce too great
to make for the Cause.[2]

[2] These F�ght�ng groups were modelled somewhat after the
F�ght�ng Organ�zat�on of the Russ�an Revolut�on, and, desp�te the
unceas�ng efforts of the Iron Heel, these groups pers�sted
throughout the three centur�es of �ts ex�stence. Composed of men
and women actuated by lofty purpose and unafra�d to d�e, the
F�ght�ng Groups exerc�sed tremendous �nfluence and tempered
the savage brutal�ty of the rulers. Not alone was the�r work
conf�ned to unseen warfare w�th the secret agents of the
Ol�garchy. The ol�garchs themselves were compelled to l�sten to
the decrees of the Groups, and often, when they d�sobeyed, were



pun�shed by death—and l�kew�se w�th the subord�nates of the
ol�garchs, w�th the off�cers of the army and the leaders of the labor
castes.
    Stern just�ce was meted out by these organ�zed avengers, but
most remarkable was the�r pass�onless and jud�c�al procedure.
There were no snap judgments. When a man was captured he
was g�ven fa�r tr�al and opportun�ty for defence. Of necess�ty,
many men were tr�ed and condemned by proxy, as �n the case of
General Lampton. Th�s occurred �n 2138 A.D. Poss�bly the most
bloodth�rsty and mal�gnant of all the mercenar�es that ever served
the Iron Heel, he was �nformed by the F�ght�ng Groups that they
had tr�ed h�m, found h�m gu�lty, and condemned h�m to death—
and th�s, after three warn�ngs for h�m to cease from h�s feroc�ous
treatment of the proletar�at. After h�s condemnat�on he surrounded
h�mself w�th a myr�ad protect�ve dev�ces. Years passed, and �n
va�n the F�ght�ng Groups strove to execute the�r decree. Comrade
after comrade, men and women, fa�led �n the�r attempts, and were
cruelly executed by the Ol�garchy. It was the case of General
Lampton that rev�ved cruc�f�x�on as a legal method of execut�on.
But �n the end the condemned man found h�s execut�oner �n the
form of a slender g�rl of seventeen, Madel�ne Provence, who, to
accompl�sh her purpose, served two years �n h�s palace as a
seamstress to the household. She d�ed �n sol�tary conf�nement
after horr�ble and prolonged torture; but to-day she stands �n
�mper�shable bronze �n the Pantheon of Brotherhood �n the
wonder c�ty of Serles.
    We, who by personal exper�ence know noth�ng of bloodshed,
must not judge harshly the heroes of the F�ght�ng Groups. They
gave up the�r l�ves for human�ty, no sacr�f�ce was too great for
them to accompl�sh, wh�le �nexorable necess�ty compelled them to
bloody express�on �n an age of blood. The F�ght�ng Groups
const�tuted the one thorn �n the s�de of the Iron Heel that the Iron
Heel could never remove. Everhard was the father of th�s cur�ous
army, and �ts accompl�shments and successful pers�stence for
three hundred years bear w�tness to the w�sdom w�th wh�ch he
organ�zed and the sol�d foundat�on he la�d for the succeed�ng
generat�ons to bu�ld upon. In some respects, desp�te h�s great
econom�c and soc�olog�cal contr�but�ons, and h�s work as a
general leader �n the Revolut�on, h�s organ�zat�on of the F�ght�ng
Groups must be regarded as h�s greatest ach�evement.

The task we set ourselves was threefold. F�rst, the weed�ng out
from our c�rcles of the secret agents of the Ol�garchy. Second, the



organ�z�ng of the F�ght�ng Groups, and outs�de of them, of the
general secret organ�zat�on of the Revolut�on. And th�rd, the
�ntroduct�on of our own secret agents �nto every branch of the
Ol�garchy—�nto the labor castes and espec�ally among the
telegraphers and secretar�es and clerks, �nto the army, the agents-
provocateurs, and the slave-dr�vers. It was slow work, and per�lous,
and often were our efforts rewarded w�th costly fa�lures.

The Iron Heel had tr�umphed �n open warfare, but we held our own
�n the new warfare, strange and awful and subterranean, that we
�nst�tuted. All was unseen, much was unguessed; the bl�nd fought
the bl�nd; and yet through �t all was order, purpose, control. We
permeated the ent�re organ�zat�on of the Iron Heel w�th our agents,
wh�le our own organ�zat�on was permeated w�th the agents of the
Iron Heel. It was warfare dark and dev�ous, replete w�th �ntr�gue and
consp�racy, plot and counterplot. And beh�nd all, ever menac�ng, was
death, v�olent and terr�ble. Men and women d�sappeared, our
nearest and dearest comrades. We saw them to-day. To-morrow
they were gone; we never saw them aga�n, and we knew that they
had d�ed.

There was no trust, no conf�dence anywhere. The man who
plotted bes�de us, for all we knew, m�ght be an agent of the Iron
Heel. We m�ned the organ�zat�on of the Iron Heel w�th our secret
agents, and the Iron Heel counterm�ned w�th �ts secret agents �ns�de
�ts own organ�zat�on. And �t was the same w�th our organ�zat�on. And
desp�te the absence of conf�dence and trust we were compelled to
base our every effort on conf�dence and trust. Often were we
betrayed. Men were weak. The Iron Heel could offer money, le�sure,
the joys and pleasures that wa�ted �n the repose of the wonder c�t�es.
We could offer noth�ng but the sat�sfact�on of be�ng fa�thful to a noble
�deal. As for the rest, the wages of those who were loyal were
unceas�ng per�l, torture, and death.

Men were weak, I say, and because of the�r weakness we were
compelled to make the only other reward that was w�th�n our power.
It was the reward of death. Out of necess�ty we had to pun�sh our
tra�tors. For every man who betrayed us, from one to a dozen fa�thful
avengers were loosed upon h�s heels. We m�ght fa�l to carry out our



decrees aga�nst our enem�es, such as the Pococks, for �nstance; but
the one th�ng we could not afford to fa�l �n was the pun�shment of our
own tra�tors. Comrades turned tra�tor by perm�ss�on, �n order to w�n
to the wonder c�t�es and there execute our sentences on the real
tra�tors. In fact, so terr�ble d�d we make ourselves, that �t became a
greater per�l to betray us than to rema�n loyal to us.

The Revolut�on took on largely the character of rel�g�on. We
worsh�pped at the shr�ne of the Revolut�on, wh�ch was the shr�ne of
l�berty. It was the d�v�ne flash�ng through us. Men and women
devoted the�r l�ves to the Cause, and new-born babes were sealed to
�t as of old they had been sealed to the serv�ce of God. We were
lovers of Human�ty.



CHAPTER XVII.
THE SCARLET LIVERY

W�th the destruct�on of the Granger states, the Grangers �n
Congress d�sappeared. They were be�ng tr�ed for h�gh treason, and
the�r places were taken by the creatures of the Iron Heel. The
soc�al�sts were �n a p�t�ful m�nor�ty, and they knew that the�r end was
near. Congress and the Senate were empty pretences, farces. Publ�c
quest�ons were gravely debated and passed upon accord�ng to the
old forms, wh�le �n real�ty all that was done was to g�ve the stamp of
const�tut�onal procedure to the mandates of the Ol�garchy.

Ernest was �n the th�ck of the f�ght when the end came. It was �n
the debate on the b�ll to ass�st the unemployed. The hard t�mes of
the preced�ng year had thrust great masses of the proletar�at
beneath the starvat�on l�ne, and the cont�nued and w�de-reach�ng
d�sorder had but sunk them deeper. M�ll�ons of people were starv�ng,
wh�le the ol�garchs and the�r supporters were surfe�t�ng on the
surplus.[1] We called these wretched people the people of the abyss,
[2] and �t was to allev�ate the�r awful suffer�ng that the soc�al�sts had
�ntroduced the unemployed b�ll. But th�s was not to the fancy of the
Iron Heel. In �ts own way �t was prepar�ng to set these m�ll�ons to
work, but the way was not our way, wherefore �t had �ssued �ts orders
that our b�ll should be voted down. Ernest and h�s fellows knew that
the�r effort was fut�le, but they were t�red of the suspense. They
wanted someth�ng to happen. They were accompl�sh�ng noth�ng, and
the best they hoped for was the putt�ng of an end to the leg�slat�ve
farce �n wh�ch they were unw�ll�ng players. They knew not what end
would come, but they never ant�c�pated a more d�sastrous end than
the one that d�d come.



[1] The same cond�t�ons obta�ned �n the n�neteenth century A.D.
under Br�t�sh rule �n Ind�a. The nat�ves d�ed of starvat�on by the
m�ll�on, wh�le the�r rulers robbed them of the fru�ts of the�r to�l and
expended �t on magn�f�cent pageants and mumbo-jumbo fooler�es.
Perforce, �n th�s enl�ghtened age, we have much to blush for �n the
acts of our ancestors. Our only consolat�on �s ph�losoph�c. We
must accept the cap�tal�st�c stage �n soc�al evolut�on as about on a
par w�th the earl�er monkey stage. The human had to pass
through those stages �n �ts r�se from the m�re and sl�me of low
organ�c l�fe. It was �nev�table that much of the m�re and sl�me
should cl�ng and be not eas�ly shaken off.

[2] The people of the abyss—th�s phrase was struck out by the
gen�us of H. G. Wells �n the late n�neteenth century A.D. Wells
was a soc�olog�cal seer, sane and normal as well as warm human.
Many fragments of h�s work have come down to us, wh�le two of
h�s greatest ach�evements, “Ant�c�pat�ons” and “Mank�nd �n the
Mak�ng,” have come down �ntact. Before the ol�garchs, and before
Everhard, Wells speculated upon the bu�ld�ng of the wonder c�t�es,
though �n h�s wr�t�ngs they are referred to as “pleasure c�t�es.”

I sat �n the gallery that day. We all knew that someth�ng terr�ble
was �mm�nent. It was �n the a�r, and �ts presence was made v�s�ble by
the armed sold�ers drawn up �n l�nes �n the corr�dors, and by the
off�cers grouped �n the entrances to the House �tself. The Ol�garchy
was about to str�ke. Ernest was speak�ng. He was descr�b�ng the
suffer�ngs of the unemployed, as �f w�th the w�ld �dea of �n some way
touch�ng the�r hearts and consc�ences; but the Republ�can and
Democrat�c members sneered and jeered at h�m, and there was
uproar and confus�on. Ernest abruptly changed front.

“I know noth�ng that I may say can �nfluence you,” he sa�d. “You
have no souls to be �nfluenced. You are sp�neless, flacc�d th�ngs. You
pompously call yourselves Republ�cans and Democrats. There �s no
Republ�can Party. There �s no Democrat�c Party. There are no
Republ�cans nor Democrats �n th�s House. You are l�ck-sp�ttlers and
panderers, the creatures of the Plutocracy. You talk verbosely �n
ant�quated term�nology of your love of l�berty, and all the wh�le you
wear the scarlet l�very of the Iron Heel.”

Here the shout�ng and the cr�es of “Order! order!” drowned h�s
vo�ce, and he stood d�sda�nfully t�ll the d�n had somewhat subs�ded.



He waved h�s hand to �nclude all of them, turned to h�s own
comrades, and sa�d:

“L�sten to the bellow�ng of the well-fed beasts.”
Pandemon�um broke out aga�n. The Speaker rapped for order and

glanced expectantly at the off�cers �n the doorways. There were cr�es
of “Sed�t�on!” and a great, rotund New York member began shout�ng
“Anarch�st!” at Ernest. And Ernest was not pleasant to look at. Every
f�ght�ng f�bre of h�m was qu�ver�ng, and h�s face was the face of a
f�ght�ng an�mal, w�thal he was cool and collected.

“Remember,” he sa�d, �n a vo�ce that made �tself heard above the
d�n, “that as you show mercy now to the proletar�at, some day w�ll
that same proletar�at show mercy to you.”

The cr�es of “Sed�t�on!” and “Anarch�st!” redoubled.
“I know that you w�ll not vote for th�s b�ll,” Ernest went on. “You

have rece�ved the command from your masters to vote aga�nst �t.
And yet you call me anarch�st. You, who have destroyed the
government of the people, and who shamelessly flaunt your scarlet
shame �n publ�c places, call me anarch�st. I do not bel�eve �n hell-f�re
and br�mstone; but �n moments l�ke th�s I regret my unbel�ef. Nay, �n
moments l�ke th�s I almost do bel�eve. Surely there must be a hell, for
�n no less place could �t be poss�ble for you to rece�ve pun�shment
adequate to your cr�mes. So long as you ex�st, there �s a v�tal need
for hell-f�re �n the Cosmos.”

There was movement �n the doorways. Ernest, the Speaker, all the
members turned to see.

“Why do you not call your sold�ers �n, Mr. Speaker, and b�d them
do the�r work?” Ernest demanded. “They should carry out your plan
w�th exped�t�on.”

“There are other plans afoot,” was the retort. “That �s why the
sold�ers are present.”

“Our plans, I suppose,” Ernest sneered. “Assass�nat�on or
someth�ng k�ndred.”

But at the word “assass�nat�on” the uproar broke out aga�n. Ernest
could not make h�mself heard, but he rema�ned on h�s feet wa�t�ng
for a lull. And then �t happened. From my place �n the gallery I saw



noth�ng except the flash of the explos�on. The roar of �t f�lled my ears
and I saw Ernest reel�ng and fall�ng �n a sw�rl of smoke, and the
sold�ers rush�ng up all the a�sles. H�s comrades were on the�r feet,
w�ld w�th anger, capable of any v�olence. But Ernest stead�ed h�mself
for a moment, and waved h�s arms for s�lence.

“It �s a plot!” h�s vo�ce rang out �n warn�ng to h�s comrades. “Do
noth�ng, or you w�ll be destroyed.”

Then he slowly sank down, and the sold�ers reached h�m. The
next moment sold�ers were clear�ng the galler�es and I saw no more.

Though he was my husband, I was not perm�tted to get to h�m.
When I announced who I was, I was promptly placed under arrest.
And at the same t�me were arrested all soc�al�st Congressmen �n
Wash�ngton, �nclud�ng the unfortunate S�mpson, who lay �ll w�th
typho�d fever �n h�s hotel.

The tr�al was prompt and br�ef. The men were foredoomed. The
wonder was that Ernest was not executed. Th�s was a blunder on the
part of the Ol�garchy, and a costly one. But the Ol�garchy was too
conf�dent �n those days. It was drunk w�th success, and l�ttle d�d �t
dream that that small handful of heroes had w�th�n them the power to
rock �t to �ts foundat�ons. To-morrow, when the Great Revolt breaks
out and all the world resounds w�th the tramp, tramp of the m�ll�ons,
the Ol�garchy w�ll real�ze, and too late, how m�ght�ly that band of
heroes has grown.[3]

[3] Av�s Everhard took for granted that her narrat�ve would be read
�n her own day, and so om�ts to ment�on the outcome of the tr�al
for h�gh treason. Many other s�m�lar d�sconcert�ng om�ss�ons w�ll
be not�ced �n the Manuscr�pt. F�fty-two soc�al�st Congressmen
were tr�ed, and all were found gu�lty. Strange to relate, not one
rece�ved the death sentence. Everhard and eleven others, among
whom were Theodore Donnelson and Matthew Kent, rece�ved l�fe
�mpr�sonment. The rema�n�ng forty rece�ved sentences vary�ng
from th�rty to forty-f�ve years; wh�le Arthur S�mpson, referred to �n
the Manuscr�pt as be�ng �ll of typho�d fever at the t�me of the
explos�on, rece�ved only f�fteen years. It �s the trad�t�on that he
d�ed of starvat�on �n sol�tary conf�nement, and th�s harsh treatment
�s expla�ned as hav�ng been caused by h�s uncomprom�s�ng
stubbornness and h�s f�ery and tactless hatred for all men that



served the despot�sm. He d�ed �n Cabañas �n Cuba, where three
of h�s comrades were also conf�ned. The f�fty- two soc�al�st
Congressmen were conf�ned �n m�l�tary fortresses scattered all
over the Un�ted States. Thus, Du Bo�s and Woods were held �n
Porto R�co, wh�le Everhard and Merryweather were placed �n
Alcatraz, an �sland �n San Franc�sco Bay that had already seen
long serv�ce as a m�l�tary pr�son.

As a revolut�on�st myself, as one on the �ns�de who knew the
hopes and fears and secret plans of the revolut�on�sts, I am f�tted to
answer, as very few are, the charge that they were gu�lty of
explod�ng the bomb �n Congress. And I can say flatly, w�thout
qual�f�cat�on or doubt of any sort, that the soc�al�sts, �n Congress and
out, had no hand �n the affa�r. Who threw the bomb we do not know,
but the one th�ng we are absolutely sure of �s that we d�d not throw �t.

On the other hand, there �s ev�dence to show that the Iron Heel
was respons�ble for the act. Of course, we cannot prove th�s. Our
conclus�on �s merely presumpt�ve. But here are such facts as we do
know. It had been reported to the Speaker of the House, by secret-
serv�ce agents of the government, that the Soc�al�st Congressmen
were about to resort to terror�st�c tact�cs, and that they had dec�ded
upon the day when the�r tact�cs would go �nto effect. Th�s day was
the very day of the explos�on. Wherefore the Cap�tol had been
packed w�th troops �n ant�c�pat�on. S�nce we knew noth�ng about the
bomb, and s�nce a bomb actually was exploded, and s�nce the
author�t�es had prepared �n advance for the explos�on, �t �s only fa�r to
conclude that the Iron Heel d�d know. Furthermore, we charge that
the Iron Heel was gu�lty of the outrage, and that the Iron Heel
planned and perpetrated the outrage for the purpose of fo�st�ng the
gu�lt on our shoulders and so br�ng�ng about our destruct�on.

From the Speaker the warn�ng leaked out to all the creatures �n
the House that wore the scarlet l�very. They knew, wh�le Ernest was
speak�ng, that some v�olent act was to be comm�tted. And to do them
just�ce, they honestly bel�eved that the act was to be comm�tted by
the soc�al�sts. At the tr�al, and st�ll w�th honest bel�ef, several test�f�ed
to hav�ng seen Ernest prepare to throw the bomb, and that �t
exploded prematurely. Of course they saw noth�ng of the sort. In the
fevered �mag�nat�on of fear they thought they saw, that was all.



As Ernest sa�d at the tr�al: “Does �t stand to reason, �f I were go�ng
to throw a bomb, that I should elect to throw a feeble l�ttle squ�b l�ke
the one that was thrown? There wasn’t enough powder �n �t. It made
a lot of smoke, but hurt no one except me. It exploded r�ght at my
feet, and yet �t d�d not k�ll me. Bel�eve me, when I get to throw�ng
bombs, I’ll do damage. There’ll be more than smoke �n my petards.”

In return �t was argued by the prosecut�on that the weakness of the
bomb was a blunder on the part of the soc�al�sts, just as �ts
premature explos�on, caused by Ernest’s los�ng h�s nerve and
dropp�ng �t, was a blunder. And to cl�nch the argument, there were
the several Congressmen who test�f�ed to hav�ng seen Ernest fumble
and drop the bomb.

As for ourselves, not one of us knew how the bomb was thrown.
Ernest told me that the fract�on of an �nstant before �t exploded he
both heard and saw �t str�ke at h�s feet. He test�f�ed to th�s at the tr�al,
but no one bel�eved h�m. Bes�des, the whole th�ng, �n popular slang,
was “cooked up.” The Iron Heel had made up �ts m�nd to destroy us,
and there was no w�thstand�ng �t.

There �s a say�ng that truth w�ll out. I have come to doubt that
say�ng. N�neteen years have elapsed, and desp�te our unt�r�ng
efforts, we have fa�led to f�nd the man who really d�d throw the bomb.
Undoubtedly he was some em�ssary of the Iron Heel, but he has
escaped detect�on. We have never got the sl�ghtest clew to h�s
�dent�ty. And now, at th�s late date, noth�ng rema�ns but for the affa�r
to take �ts place among the myster�es of h�story.[4]

[4] Av�s Everhard would have had to l�ve for many generat�ons ere
she could have seen the clear�ng up of th�s part�cular mystery. A
l�ttle less than a hundred years ago, and a l�ttle more than s�x
hundred years after her death, the confess�on of Perva�se was
d�scovered �n the secret arch�ves of the Vat�can. It �s perhaps well
to tell a l�ttle someth�ng about th�s obscure document, wh�ch, �n
the ma�n, �s of �nterest to the h�stor�an only.
    Perva�se was an Amer�can, of French descent, who �n 1913
A.D., was ly�ng �n the Tombs Pr�son, New York C�ty, awa�t�ng tr�al
for murder. From h�s confess�on we learn that he was not a
cr�m�nal. He was warm-blooded, pass�onate, emot�onal. In an
�nsane f�t of jealousy he k�lled h�s w�fe—a very common act �n



those t�mes. Perva�se was mastered by the fear of death, all of
wh�ch �s recounted at length �n h�s confess�on. To escape death
he would have done anyth�ng, and the pol�ce agents prepared h�m
by assur�ng h�m that he could not poss�bly escape conv�ct�on of
murder �n the f�rst degree when h�s tr�al came off. In those days,
murder �n the f�rst degree was a cap�tal offense. The gu�lty man or
woman was placed �n a spec�ally constructed death-cha�r, and,
under the superv�s�on of competent phys�c�ans, was destroyed by
a current of electr�c�ty. Th�s was called electrocut�on, and �t was
very popular dur�ng that per�od. Anaesthes�a, as a mode of
compulsory death, was not �ntroduced unt�l later.
    Th�s man, good at heart but w�th a feroc�ous an�mal�sm close at
the surface of h�s be�ng, ly�ng �n ja�l and expectant of noth�ng less
than death, was preva�led upon by the agents of the Iron Heel to
throw the bomb �n the House of Representat�ves. In h�s
confess�on he states expl�c�tly that he was �nformed that the bomb
was to be a feeble th�ng and that no l�ves would be lost. Th�s �s
d�rectly �n l�ne w�th the fact that the bomb was l�ghtly charged, and
that �ts explos�on at Everhard’s feet was not deadly.
    Perva�se was smuggled �nto one of the galler�es ostens�bly
closed for repa�rs. He was to select the moment for the throw�ng
of the bomb, and he na�vely confesses that �n h�s �nterest �n
Everhard’s t�rade and the general commot�on ra�sed thereby, he
nearly forgot h�s m�ss�on.
    Not only was he released from pr�son �n reward for h�s deed,
but he was granted an �ncome for l�fe. Th�s he d�d not long enjoy.
In 1914 A.D., �n September, he was str�cken w�th rheumat�sm of
the heart and l�ved for three days. It was then that he sent for the
Cathol�c pr�est, Father Peter Durban, and to h�m made
confess�on. So �mportant d�d �t seem to the pr�est, that he had the
confess�on taken down �n wr�t�ng and sworn to. What happened
after th�s we can only surm�se. The document was certa�nly
�mportant enough to f�nd �ts way to Rome. Powerful �nfluences
must have been brought to bear, hence �ts suppress�on. For
centur�es no h�nt of �ts ex�stence reached the world. It was not
unt�l �n the last century that Lorb�a, the br�ll�ant Ital�an scholar,
stumbled upon �t qu�te by chance dur�ng h�s researches �n the
Vat�can.
    There �s to-day no doubt whatever that the Iron Heel was
respons�ble for the bomb that exploded �n the House of
Representat�ves �n 1913 A.D. Even though the Perva�se
confess�on had never come to l�ght, no reasonable doubt could
obta�n; for the act �n quest�on, that sent f�fty-two Congressmen to



pr�son, was on a par w�th countless other acts comm�tted by the
ol�garchs, and, before them, by the cap�tal�sts.
    There �s the class�c �nstance of the feroc�ous and wanton
jud�c�al murder of the �nnocent and so-called Haymarket
Anarch�sts �n Ch�cago �n the penult�mate decade of the n�neteenth
century A.D. In a category by �tself �s the del�berate burn�ng and
destruct�on of cap�tal�st property by the cap�tal�sts themselves. For
such destruct�on of property �nnocent men were frequently
pun�shed—“ra�lroaded” �n the parlance of the t�mes.
    In the labor troubles of the f�rst decade of the twent�eth century
A.D., between the cap�tal�sts and the Western Federat�on of
M�ners, s�m�lar but more bloody tact�cs were employed. The
ra�lroad stat�on at Independence was blown up by the agents of
the cap�tal�sts. Th�rteen men were k�lled, and many more were
wounded. And then the cap�tal�sts, controll�ng the leg�slat�ve and
jud�c�al mach�nery of the state of Colorado, charged the m�ners
w�th the cr�me and came very near to conv�ct�ng them. Roma�nes,
one of the tools �n th�s affa�r, l�ke Perva�se, was ly�ng �n ja�l �n
another state, Kansas, awa�t�ng tr�al, when he was approached by
the agents of the cap�tal�sts. But, unl�ke Perva�se, the confess�on
of Roma�nes was made publ�c �n h�s own t�me.
    Then, dur�ng th�s same per�od, there was the case of Moyer
and Haywood, two strong, fearless leaders of labor. One was
pres�dent and the other was secretary of the Western Federat�on
of M�ners. The ex-governor of Idaho had been myster�ously
murdered. The cr�me, at the t�me, was openly charged to the m�ne
owners by the soc�al�sts and m�ners. Nevertheless, �n v�olat�on of
the nat�onal and state const�tut�ons, and by means of consp�racy
on the parts of the governors of Idaho and Colorado, Moyer and
Haywood were k�dnapped, thrown �nto ja�l, and charged w�th the
murder. It was th�s �nstance that provoked from Eugene V. Debs,
nat�onal leader of the Amer�can soc�al�sts at the t�me, the follow�ng
words: “The labor leaders that cannot be br�bed nor bull�ed, must
be ambushed and murdered. The only cr�me of Moyer and
Haywood �s that they have been unswerv�ngly true to the work�ng
class. The cap�tal�sts have stolen our country, debauched our
pol�t�cs, def�led our jud�c�ary, and r�dden over us rough-shod, and
now they propose to murder those who w�ll not abjectly surrender
to the�r brutal dom�n�on. The governors of Colorado and Idaho are
but execut�ng the mandates of the�r masters, the Plutocracy. The
�ssue �s the Workers versus the Plutocracy. If they str�ke the f�rst
v�olent blow, we w�ll str�ke the last.”



CHAPTER XVIII.
IN THE SHADOW OF SONOMA

Of myself, dur�ng th�s per�od, there �s not much to say. For s�x
months I was kept �n pr�son, though charged w�th no cr�me. I was a
suspect—a word of fear that all revolut�on�sts were soon to come to
know. But our own nascent secret serv�ce was beg�nn�ng to work. By
the end of my second month �n pr�son, one of the ja�lers made
h�mself known as a revolut�on�st �n touch w�th the organ�zat�on.
Several weeks later, Joseph Parkhurst, the pr�son doctor who had
just been appo�nted, proved h�mself to be a member of one of the
F�ght�ng Groups.

Thus, throughout the organ�zat�on of the Ol�garchy, our own
organ�zat�on, webl�ke and sp�dery, was �ns�nuat�ng �tself. And so I
was kept �n touch w�th all that was happen�ng �n the world w�thout.
And furthermore, every one of our �mpr�soned leaders was �n contact
w�th brave comrades who masqueraded �n the l�very of the Iron Heel.
Though Ernest lay �n pr�son three thousand m�les away, on the
Pac�f�c Coast, I was �n unbroken commun�cat�on w�th h�m, and our
letters passed regularly back and forth.

The leaders, �n pr�son and out, were able to d�scuss and d�rect the
campa�gn. It would have been poss�ble, w�th�n a few months, to have
effected the escape of some of them; but s�nce �mpr�sonment proved
no bar to our act�v�t�es, �t was dec�ded to avo�d anyth�ng premature.
F�fty-two Congressmen were �n pr�son, and fully three hundred more
of our leaders. It was planned that they should be del�vered
s�multaneously. If part of them escaped, the v�g�lance of the ol�garchs
m�ght be aroused so as to prevent the escape of the rema�nder. On
the other hand, �t was held that a s�multaneous ja�l-del�very all over



the land would have �mmense psycholog�cal �nfluence on the
proletar�at. It would show our strength and g�ve conf�dence.

So �t was arranged, when I was released at the end of s�x months,
that I was to d�sappear and prepare a secure h�d�ng-place for Ernest.
To d�sappear was �n �tself no easy th�ng. No sooner d�d I get my
freedom than my footsteps began to be dogged by the sp�es of the
Iron Heel. It was necessary that they should be thrown off the track,
and that I should w�n to Cal�forn�a. It �s laughable, the way th�s was
accompl�shed.

Already the passport system, modelled on the Russ�an, was
develop�ng. I dared not cross the cont�nent �n my own character. It
was necessary that I should be completely lost �f ever I was to see
Ernest aga�n, for by tra�l�ng me after he escaped, he would be caught
once more. Aga�n, I could not d�sgu�se myself as a proletar�an and
travel. There rema�ned the d�sgu�se of a member of the Ol�garchy.
Wh�le the arch-ol�garchs were no more than a handful, there were
myr�ads of lesser ones of the type, say, of Mr. W�ckson—men, worth
a few m�ll�ons, who were adherents of the arch-ol�garchs. The w�ves
and daughters of these lesser ol�garchs were leg�on, and �t was
dec�ded that I should assume the d�sgu�se of such a one. A few
years later th�s would have been �mposs�ble, because the passport
system was to become so perfect that no man, woman, nor ch�ld �n
all the land was unreg�stered and unaccounted for �n h�s or her
movements.

When the t�me was r�pe, the sp�es were thrown off my track. An
hour later Av�s Everhard was no more. At that t�me one Fel�ce Van
Verd�ghan, accompan�ed by two ma�ds and a lap-dog, w�th another
ma�d for the lap-dog,[1] entered a draw�ng-room on a Pullman,[2] and
a few m�nutes later was speed�ng west.

[1] Th�s r�d�culous p�cture well �llustrates the heartless conduct of
the masters. Wh�le people starved, lap-dogs were wa�ted upon by
ma�ds. Th�s was a ser�ous masquerade on the part of Av�s
Everhard. L�fe and death and the Cause were �n the �ssue;
therefore the p�cture must be accepted as a true p�cture. It affords
a str�k�ng commentary of the t�mes.



[2] Pullman—the des�gnat�on of the more luxur�ous ra�lway cars of
the per�od and so named from the �nventor.

The three ma�ds who accompan�ed me were revolut�on�sts. Two
were members of the F�ght�ng Groups, and the th�rd, Grace
Holbrook, entered a group the follow�ng year, and s�x months later
was executed by the Iron Heel. She �t was who wa�ted upon the dog.
Of the other two, Bertha Stole d�sappeared twelve years later, wh�le
Anna Roylston st�ll l�ves and plays an �ncreas�ngly �mportant part �n
the Revolut�on.[3]

[3] Desp�te cont�nual and almost �nconce�vable hazards, Anna
Roylston l�ved to the royal age of n�nety-one. As the Pococks
def�ed the execut�oners of the F�ght�ng Groups, so she def�ed the
execut�oners of the Iron Heel. She bore a charmed l�fe and
prospered am�d dangers and alarms. She herself was an
execut�oner for the F�ght�ng Groups, and, known as the Red
V�rg�n, she became one of the �nsp�red f�gures of the Revolut�on.
When she was an old woman of s�xty-n�ne she shot “Bloody”
Halcl�ffe down �n the m�dst of h�s armed escort and got away
unscathed. In the end she d�ed peaceably of old age �n a secret
refuge of the revolut�on�sts �n the Ozark mounta�ns.

W�thout adventure we crossed the Un�ted States to Cal�forn�a.
When the tra�n stopped at S�xteenth Street Stat�on, �n Oakland, we
al�ghted, and there Fel�ce Van Verd�ghan, w�th her two ma�ds, her
lap-dog, and her lap-dog’s ma�d, d�sappeared forever. The ma�ds,
gu�ded by trusty comrades, were led away. Other comrades took
charge of me. W�th�n half an hour after leav�ng the tra�n I was on
board a small f�sh�ng boat and out on the waters of San Franc�sco
Bay. The w�nds baffled, and we dr�fted a�mlessly the greater part of
the n�ght. But I saw the l�ghts of Alcatraz where Ernest lay, and found
comfort �n the thought of nearness to h�m. By dawn, what w�th the
row�ng of the f�shermen, we made the Mar�n Islands. Here we lay �n
h�d�ng all day, and on the follow�ng n�ght, swept on by a flood t�de
and a fresh w�nd, we crossed San Pablo Bay �n two hours and ran
up Petaluma Creek.

Here horses were ready and another comrade, and w�thout delay
we were away through the starl�ght. To the north I could see the loom



of Sonoma Mounta�n, toward wh�ch we rode. We left the old town of
Sonoma to the r�ght and rode up a canyon that lay between outly�ng
buttresses of the mounta�n. The wagon-road became a wood-road,
the wood-road became a cow-path, and the cow-path dw�ndled away
and ceased among the upland pastures. Stra�ght over Sonoma
Mounta�n we rode. It was the safest route. There was no one to mark
our pass�ng.

Dawn caught us on the northern brow, and �n the gray l�ght we
dropped down through chaparral �nto redwood canyons deep and
warm w�th the breath of pass�ng summer. It was old country to me
that I knew and loved, and soon I became the gu�de. The h�d�ng-
place was m�ne. I had selected �t. We let down the bars and crossed
an upland meadow. Next, we went over a low, oak-covered r�dge and
descended �nto a smaller meadow. Aga�n we cl�mbed a r�dge, th�s
t�me r�d�ng under red-l�mbed madronos and manzan�tas of deeper
red. The f�rst rays of the sun streamed upon our backs as we
cl�mbed. A fl�ght of qua�l thrummed off through the th�ckets. A b�g
jackrabb�t crossed our path, leap�ng sw�ftly and s�lently l�ke a deer.
And then a deer, a many-pronged buck, the sun flash�ng red-gold
from neck and shoulders, cleared the crest of the r�dge before us
and was gone.

We followed �n h�s wake a space, then dropped down a z�gzag tra�l
that he d�sda�ned �nto a group of noble redwoods that stood about a
pool of water murky w�th m�nerals from the mounta�n s�de. I knew
every �nch of the way. Once a wr�ter fr�end of m�ne had owned the
ranch; but he, too, had become a revolut�on�st, though more
d�sastrously than I, for he was already dead and gone, and none
knew where nor how. He alone, �n the days he had l�ved, knew the
secret of the h�d�ng-place for wh�ch I was bound. He had bought the
ranch for beauty, and pa�d a round pr�ce for �t, much to the d�sgust of
the local farmers. He used to tell w�th great glee how they were wont
to shake the�r heads mournfully at the pr�ce, to accompl�sh
ponderously a b�t of mental ar�thmet�c, and then to say, “But you
can’t make s�x per cent on �t.”

But he was dead now, nor d�d the ranch descend to h�s ch�ldren.
Of all men, �t was now the property of Mr. W�ckson, who owned the



whole eastern and northern slopes of Sonoma Mounta�n, runn�ng
from the Spreckels estate to the d�v�de of Bennett Valley. Out of �t he
had made a magn�f�cent deer-park, where, over thousands of acres
of sweet slopes and glades and canyons, the deer ran almost �n
pr�m�t�ve w�ldness. The people who had owned the so�l had been
dr�ven away. A state home for the feeble-m�nded had also been
demol�shed to make room for the deer.

To cap �t all, W�ckson’s hunt�ng lodge was a quarter of a m�le from
my h�d�ng-place. Th�s, �nstead of be�ng a danger, was an added
secur�ty. We were sheltered under the very æg�s of one of the m�nor
ol�garchs. Susp�c�on, by the nature of the s�tuat�on, was turned as�de.
The last place �n the world the sp�es of the Iron Heel would dream of
look�ng for me, and for Ernest when he jo�ned me, was W�ckson’s
deer-park.

We t�ed our horses among the redwoods at the pool. From a
cache beh�nd a hollow rott�ng log my compan�on brought out a
var�ety of th�ngs,—a f�fty-pound sack of flour, t�nned foods of all sorts,
cook�ng utens�ls, blankets, a canvas tarpaul�n, books and wr�t�ng
mater�al, a great bundle of letters, a f�ve-gallon can of kerosene, an
o�l stove, and, last and most �mportant, a large co�l of stout rope. So
large was the supply of th�ngs that a number of tr�ps would be
necessary to carry them to the refuge.

But the refuge was very near. Tak�ng the rope and lead�ng the way,
I passed through a glade of tangled v�nes and bushes that ran
between two wooded knolls. The glade ended abruptly at the steep
bank of a stream. It was a l�ttle stream, r�s�ng from spr�ngs, and the
hottest summer never dr�ed �t up. On every hand were tall wooded
knolls, a group of them, w�th all the seem�ng of hav�ng been flung
there from some careless T�tan’s hand. There was no bed-rock �n
them. They rose from the�r bases hundreds of feet, and they were
composed of red volcan�c earth, the famous w�ne-so�l of Sonoma.
Through these the t�ny stream had cut �ts deep and prec�p�tous
channel.

It was qu�te a scramble down to the stream bed, and, once on the
bed, we went down stream perhaps for a hundred feet. And then we
came to the great hole. There was no warn�ng of the ex�stence of the



hole, nor was �t a hole �n the common sense of the word. One
crawled through t�ght-locked br�ers and branches, and found oneself
on the very edge, peer�ng out and down through a green screen. A
couple of hundred feet �n length and w�dth, �t was half of that �n
depth. Poss�bly because of some fault that had occurred when the
knolls were flung together, and certa�nly helped by freak�sh eros�on,
the hole had been scooped out �n the course of centur�es by the
wash of water. Nowhere d�d the raw earth appear. All was garmented
by vegetat�on, from t�ny ma�den-ha�r and gold-back ferns to m�ghty
redwood and Douglas spruces. These great trees even sprang out
from the walls of the hole. Some leaned over at angles as great as
forty-f�ve degrees, though the major�ty towered stra�ght up from the
soft and almost perpend�cular earth walls.

It was a perfect h�d�ng-place. No one ever came there, not even
the v�llage boys of Glen Ellen. Had th�s hole ex�sted �n the bed of a
canyon a m�le long, or several m�les long, �t would have been well
known. But th�s was no canyon. From beg�nn�ng to end the length of
the stream was no more than f�ve hundred yards. Three hundred
yards above the hole the stream took �ts r�se �n a spr�ng at the foot of
a flat meadow. A hundred yards below the hole the stream ran out
�nto open country, jo�n�ng the ma�n stream and flow�ng across roll�ng
and grass-covered land.

My compan�on took a turn of the rope around a tree, and w�th me
fast on the other end lowered away. In no t�me I was on the bottom.
And �n but a short wh�le he had carr�ed all the art�cles from the cache
and lowered them down to me. He hauled the rope up and h�d �t, and
before he went away called down to me a cheerful part�ng.

Before I go on I want to say a word for th�s comrade, John
Carlson, a humble f�gure of the Revolut�on, one of the countless
fa�thful ones �n the ranks. He worked for W�ckson, �n the stables near
the hunt�ng lodge. In fact, �t was on W�ckson’s horses that we had
r�dden over Sonoma Mounta�n. For nearly twenty years now John
Carlson has been custod�an of the refuge. No thought of d�sloyalty, I
am sure, has ever entered h�s m�nd dur�ng all that t�me. To betray h�s
trust would have been �n h�s m�nd a th�ng undreamed. He was
phlegmat�c, stol�d to such a degree that one could not but wonder



how the Revolut�on had any mean�ng to h�m at all. And yet love of
freedom glowed sombrely and stead�ly �n h�s d�m soul. In ways �t was
�ndeed good that he was not fl�ghty and �mag�nat�ve. He never lost
h�s head. He could obey orders, and he was ne�ther cur�ous nor
garrulous. Once I asked how �t was that he was a revolut�on�st.

“When I was a young man I was a sold�er,” was h�s answer. “It was
�n Germany. There all young men must be �n the army. So I was �n
the army. There was another sold�er there, a young man, too. H�s
father was what you call an ag�tator, and h�s father was �n ja�l for lese
majesty—what you call speak�ng the truth about the Emperor. And
the young man, the son, talked w�th me much about people, and
work, and the robbery of the people by the cap�tal�sts. He made me
see th�ngs �n new ways, and I became a soc�al�st. H�s talk was very
true and good, and I have never forgotten. When I came to the
Un�ted States I hunted up the soc�al�sts. I became a member of a
sect�on—that was �n the day of the S. L. P. Then later, when the spl�t
came, I jo�ned the local of the S. P. I was work�ng �n a l�very stable �n
San Franc�sco then. That was before the Earthquake. I have pa�d my
dues for twenty-two years. I am yet a member, and I yet pay my
dues, though �t �s very secret now. I w�ll always pay my dues, and
when the cooperat�ve commonwealth comes, I w�ll be glad.”

Left to myself, I proceeded to cook breakfast on the o�l stove and
to prepare my home. Often, �n the early morn�ng, or �n the even�ng
after dark, Carlson would steal down to the refuge and work for a
couple of hours. At f�rst my home was the tarpaul�n. Later, a small
tent was put up. And st�ll later, when we became assured of the
perfect secur�ty of the place, a small house was erected. Th�s house
was completely h�dden from any chance eye that m�ght peer down
from the edge of the hole. The lush vegetat�on of that sheltered spot
make a natural sh�eld. Also, the house was bu�lt aga�nst the
perpend�cular wall; and �n the wall �tself, shored by strong t�mbers,
well dra�ned and vent�lated, we excavated two small rooms. Oh,
bel�eve me, we had many comforts. When B�edenbach, the German
terror�st, h�d w�th us some t�me later, he �nstalled a smoke-
consum�ng dev�ce that enabled us to s�t by crackl�ng wood f�res on
w�nter n�ghts.



And here I must say a word for that gentle-souled terror�st, than
whom there �s no comrade �n the Revolut�on more fearfully
m�sunderstood. Comrade B�edenbach d�d not betray the Cause. Nor
was he executed by the comrades as �s commonly supposed. Th�s
canard was c�rculated by the creatures of the Ol�garchy. Comrade
B�edenbach was absent-m�nded, forgetful. He was shot by one of
our lookouts at the cave-refuge at Carmel, through fa�lure on h�s part
to remember the secret s�gnals. It was all a sad m�stake. And that he
betrayed h�s F�ght�ng Group �s an absolute l�e. No truer, more loyal
man ever labored for the Cause.[4]

[4] Search as we may through all the mater�al of those t�mes that
has come down to us, we can f�nd no clew to the B�edenbach
here referred to. No ment�on �s made of h�m anywhere save �n the
Everhard Manuscr�pt.

For n�neteen years now the refuge that I selected had been almost
cont�nuously occup�ed, and �n all that t�me, w�th one except�on, �t has
never been d�scovered by an outs�der. And yet �t was only a quarter
of a m�le from W�ckson’s hunt�ng-lodge, and a short m�le from the
v�llage of Glen Ellen. I was able, always, to hear the morn�ng and
even�ng tra�ns arr�ve and depart, and I used to set my watch by the
wh�stle at the br�ckyards.[5]

[5] If the cur�ous traveller w�ll turn south from Glen Ellen, he w�ll
f�nd h�mself on a boulevard that �s �dent�cal w�th the old country
road seven centur�es ago. A quarter of a m�le from Glen Ellen,
after the second br�dge �s passed, to the r�ght w�ll be not�ced a
barranca that runs l�ke a scar across the roll�ng land toward a
group of wooded knolls. The barranca �s the s�te of the anc�ent
r�ght of way that �n the t�me of pr�vate property �n land ran across
the hold�ng of one Chauvet, a French p�oneer of Cal�forn�a who
came from h�s nat�ve country �n the fabled days of gold. The
wooded knolls are the same knolls referred to by Av�s Everhard.
    The Great Earthquake of 2368 A.D. broke off the s�de of one of
these knolls and toppled �t �nto the hole where the Everhards
made the�r refuge. S�nce the f�nd�ng of the Manuscr�pt excavat�ons
have been made, and the house, the two cave rooms, and all the
accumulated rubb�sh of long occupancy have been brought to
l�ght. Many valuable rel�cs have been found, among wh�ch,
cur�ous to relate, �s the smoke-consum�ng dev�ce of B�edenbach’s



ment�oned �n the narrat�ve. Students �nterested �n such matters
should read the brochure of Arnold Bentham soon to be
publ�shed.
    A m�le northwest from the wooded knolls br�ngs one to the s�te
of Wake Rob�n Lodge at the junct�on of W�ld-Water and Sonoma
Creeks. It may be not�ced, �n pass�ng, that W�ld- Water was
or�g�nally called Graham Creek and was so named on the early
local maps. But the later name st�cks. It was at Wake Rob�n Lodge
that Av�s Everhard later l�ved for short per�ods, when, d�sgu�sed as
an agent-provocateur of the Iron Heel, she was enabled to play
w�th �mpun�ty her part among men and events. The off�c�al
perm�ss�on to occupy Wake Rob�n Lodge �s st�ll on the records,
s�gned by no less a man than W�ckson, the m�nor ol�garch of the
Manuscr�pt.



CHAPTER XIX.
TRANSFORMATION

“You must make yourself over aga�n,” Ernest wrote to me. “You
must cease to be. You must become another woman—and not
merely �n the clothes you wear, but �ns�de your sk�n under the
clothes. You must make yourself over aga�n so that even I would not
know you—your vo�ce, your gestures, your manner�sms, your
carr�age, your walk, everyth�ng.”

Th�s command I obeyed. Every day I pract�sed for hours �n bury�ng
forever the old Av�s Everhard beneath the sk�n of another woman
whom I may call my other self. It was only by long pract�ce that such
results could be obta�ned. In the mere deta�l of vo�ce �ntonat�on I
pract�sed almost perpetually t�ll the vo�ce of my new self became
f�xed, automat�c. It was th�s automat�c assumpt�on of a rôle that was
cons�dered �mperat�ve. One must become so adept as to dece�ve
oneself. It was l�ke learn�ng a new language, say the French. At f�rst
speech �n French �s self-consc�ous, a matter of the w�ll. The student
th�nks �n Engl�sh and then transmutes �nto French, or reads �n
French but transmutes �nto Engl�sh before he can understand. Then
later, becom�ng f�rmly grounded, automat�c, the student reads,
wr�tes, and th�nks �n French, w�thout any recourse to Engl�sh at all.

And so w�th our d�sgu�ses. It was necessary for us to pract�se unt�l
our assumed roles became real; unt�l to be our or�g�nal selves would
requ�re a watchful and strong exerc�se of w�ll. Of course, at f�rst,
much was mere blunder�ng exper�ment. We were creat�ng a new art,
and we had much to d�scover. But the work was go�ng on
everywhere; masters �n the art were develop�ng, and a fund of tr�cks
and exped�ents was be�ng accumulated. Th�s fund became a sort of



text-book that was passed on, a part of the curr�culum, as �t were, of
the school of Revolut�on.[1]

[1] D�sgu�se d�d become a ver�table art dur�ng that per�od. The
revolut�on�sts ma�nta�ned schools of act�ng �n all the�r refuges.
They scorned accessor�es, such as w�gs and beards, false
eyebrows, and such a�ds of the theatr�cal actors. The game of
revolut�on was a game of l�fe and death, and mere accessor�es
were traps. D�sgu�se had to be fundamental, �ntr�ns�c, part and
parcel of one’s be�ng, second nature. The Red V�rg�n �s reported
to have been one of the most adept �n the art, to wh�ch must be
ascr�bed her long and successful career.

It was at th�s t�me that my father d�sappeared. H�s letters, wh�ch
had come to me regularly, ceased. He no longer appeared at our
Pell Street quarters. Our comrades sought h�m everywhere. Through
our secret serv�ce we ransacked every pr�son �n the land. But he was
lost as completely as �f the earth had swallowed h�m up, and to th�s
day no clew to h�s end has been d�scovered.[2]

[2] D�sappearance was one of the horrors of the t�me. As a mot�f,
�n song and story, �t constantly crops up. It was an �nev�table
concom�tant of the subterranean warfare that raged through those
three centur�es. Th�s phenomenon was almost as common �n the
ol�garch class and the labor castes, as �t was �n the ranks of the
revolut�on�sts. W�thout warn�ng, w�thout trace, men and women,
and even ch�ldren, d�sappeared and were seen no more, the�r end
shrouded �n mystery.

S�x lonely months I spent �n the refuge, but they were not �dle
months. Our organ�zat�on went on apace, and there were mounta�ns
of work always wa�t�ng to be done. Ernest and h�s fellow-leaders,
from the�r pr�sons, dec�ded what should be done; and �t rema�ned for
us on the outs�de to do �t. There was the organ�zat�on of the mouth-
to-mouth propaganda; the organ�zat�on, w�th all �ts ram�f�cat�ons, of
our spy system; the establ�shment of our secret pr�nt�ng-presses;
and the establ�shment of our underground ra�lways, wh�ch meant the
kn�tt�ng together of all our myr�ads of places of refuge, and the
format�on of new refuges where l�nks were m�ss�ng �n the cha�ns we
ran over all the land.



So I say, the work was never done. At the end of s�x months my
lonel�ness was broken by the arr�val of two comrades. They were
young g�rls, brave souls and pass�onate lovers of l�berty: Lora
Peterson, who d�sappeared �n 1922, and Kate B�erce, who later
marr�ed Du Bo�s,[3] and who �s st�ll w�th us w�th eyes l�fted to to-
morrow’s sun, that heralds �n the new age.

[3] Du Bo�s, the present l�brar�an of Ard�s, �s a l�neal descendant of
th�s revolut�onary pa�r.

The two g�rls arr�ved �n a flurry of exc�tement, danger, and sudden
death. In the crew of the f�sh�ng boat that conveyed them across San
Pablo Bay was a spy. A creature of the Iron Heel, he had
successfully masqueraded as a revolut�on�st and penetrated deep
�nto the secrets of our organ�zat�on. W�thout doubt he was on my
tra�l, for we had long s�nce learned that my d�sappearance had been
cause of deep concern to the secret serv�ce of the Ol�garchy. Luck�ly,
as the outcome proved, he had not d�vulged h�s d�scover�es to any
one. He had ev�dently delayed report�ng, preferr�ng to wa�t unt�l he
had brought th�ngs to a successful conclus�on by d�scover�ng my
h�d�ng-place and captur�ng me. H�s �nformat�on d�ed w�th h�m. Under
some pretext, after the g�rls had landed at Petaluma Creek and
taken to the horses, he managed to get away from the boat.

Part way up Sonoma Mounta�n, John Carlson let the g�rls go on,
lead�ng h�s horse, wh�le he went back on foot. H�s susp�c�ons had
been aroused. He captured the spy, and as to what then happened,
Carlson gave us a fa�r �dea.

“I f�xed h�m,” was Carlson’s un�mag�nat�ve way of descr�b�ng the
affa�r. “I f�xed h�m,” he repeated, wh�le a sombre l�ght burnt �n h�s
eyes, and h�s huge, to�l-d�storted hands opened and closed
eloquently. “He made no no�se. I h�d h�m, and ton�ght I w�ll go back
and bury h�m deep.”

Dur�ng that per�od I used to marvel at my own metamorphos�s. At
t�mes �t seemed �mposs�ble, e�ther that I had ever l�ved a plac�d,
peaceful l�fe �n a college town, or else that I had become a
revolut�on�st �nured to scenes of v�olence and death. One or the
other could not be. One was real, the other was a dream, but wh�ch



was wh�ch? Was th�s present l�fe of a revolut�on�st, h�d�ng �n a hole, a
n�ghtmare? or was I a revolut�on�st who had somewhere, somehow,
dreamed that �n some former ex�stence I have l�ved �n Berkeley and
never known of l�fe more v�olent than teas and dances, debat�ng
soc�et�es, and lecture rooms? But then I suppose th�s was a common
exper�ence of all of us who had rall�ed under the red banner of the
brotherhood of man.

I often remembered f�gures from that other l�fe, and, cur�ously
enough, they appeared and d�sappeared, now and aga�n, �n my new
l�fe. There was B�shop Morehouse. In va�n we searched for h�m after
our organ�zat�on had developed. He had been transferred from
asylum to asylum. We traced h�m from the state hosp�tal for the
�nsane at Napa to the one �n Stockton, and from there to the one �n
the Santa Clara Valley called Agnews, and there the tra�l ceased.
There was no record of h�s death. In some way he must have
escaped. L�ttle d�d I dream of the awful manner �n wh�ch I was to see
h�m once aga�n—the fleet�ng gl�mpse of h�m �n the wh�rlw�nd carnage
of the Ch�cago Commune.

Jackson, who had lost h�s arm �n the S�erra M�lls and who had
been the cause of my own convers�on �nto a revolut�on�st, I never
saw aga�n; but we all knew what he d�d before he d�ed. He never
jo�ned the revolut�on�sts. Emb�ttered by h�s fate, brood�ng over h�s
wrongs, he became an anarch�st—not a ph�losoph�c anarch�st, but a
mere an�mal, mad w�th hate and lust for revenge. And well he
revenged h�mself. Evad�ng the guards, �n the n�ghtt�me wh�le all were
asleep, he blew the Pertonwa�the palace �nto atoms. Not a soul
escaped, not even the guards. And �n pr�son, wh�le awa�t�ng tr�al, he
suffocated h�mself under h�s blankets.

Dr. Hammerf�eld and Dr. Ball�ngford ach�eved qu�te d�fferent fates
from that of Jackson. They have been fa�thful to the�r salt, and they
have been correspond�ngly rewarded w�th eccles�ast�cal palaces
where�n they dwell at peace w�th the world. Both are apolog�sts for
the Ol�garchy. Both have grown very fat. “Dr. Hammerf�eld,” as
Ernest once sa�d, “has succeeded �n mod�fy�ng h�s metaphys�cs so
as to g�ve God’s sanct�on to the Iron Heel, and also to �nclude much
worsh�p of beauty and to reduce to an �nv�s�ble wra�th the gaseous



vertebrate descr�bed by Haeckel—the d�fference between Dr.
Hammerf�eld and Dr. Ball�ngford be�ng that the latter has made the
God of the ol�garchs a l�ttle more gaseous and a l�ttle less
vertebrate.”

Peter Donnelly, the scab foreman at the S�erra M�lls whom I
encountered wh�le �nvest�gat�ng the case of Jackson, was a surpr�se
to all of us. In 1918 I was present at a meet�ng of the ’Fr�sco Reds.
Of all our F�ght�ng Groups th�s one was the most form�dable,
feroc�ous, and merc�less. It was really not a part of our organ�zat�on.
Its members were fanat�cs, madmen. We dared not encourage such
a sp�r�t. On the other hand, though they d�d not belong to us, we
rema�ned on fr�endly terms w�th them. It was a matter of v�tal
�mportance that brought me there that n�ght. I, alone �n the m�dst of a
score of men, was the only person unmasked. After the bus�ness
that brought me there was transacted, I was led away by one of
them. In a dark passage th�s gu�de struck a match, and, hold�ng �t
close to h�s face, sl�pped back h�s mask. For a moment I gazed upon
the pass�on-wrought features of Peter Donnelly. Then the match
went out.

“I just wanted you to know �t was me,” he sa�d �n the darkness.
“D’you remember Dallas, the super�ntendent?”

I nodded at recollect�on of the vulp�ne-faced super�ntendent of the
S�erra M�lls.

“Well, I got h�m f�rst,” Donnelly sa�d w�th pr�de. “’Twas after that I
jo�ned the Reds.”

“But how comes �t that you are here?” I quer�ed. “Your w�fe and
ch�ldren?”

“Dead,” he answered. “That’s why. No,” he went on hast�ly, “’t�s not
revenge for them. They d�ed eas�ly �n the�r beds—s�ckness, you see,
one t�me and another. They t�ed my arms wh�le they l�ved. And now
that they’re gone, ’t�s revenge for my blasted manhood I’m after. I
was once Peter Donnelly, the scab foreman. But to-n�ght I’m Number
27 of the ’Fr�sco Reds. Come on now, and I’ll get you out of th�s.”

More I heard of h�m afterward. In h�s own way he had told the truth
when he sa�d all were dead. But one l�ved, T�mothy, and h�m h�s
father cons�dered dead because he had taken serv�ce w�th the Iron



Heel �n the Mercenar�es.[4] A member of the ’Fr�sco Reds pledged
h�mself to twelve annual execut�ons. The penalty for fa�lure was
death. A member who fa�led to complete h�s number comm�tted
su�c�de. These execut�ons were not haphazard. Th�s group of
madmen met frequently and passed wholesale judgments upon
offend�ng members and serv�tors of the Ol�garchy. The execut�ons
were afterward apport�oned by lot.

[4] In add�t�on to the labor castes, there arose another caste, the
m�l�tary. A stand�ng army of profess�onal sold�ers was created,
off�cered by members of the Ol�garchy and known as the
Mercenar�es. Th�s �nst�tut�on took the place of the m�l�t�a, wh�ch
had proved �mpract�cable under the new reg�me. Outs�de the
regular secret serv�ce of the Iron Heel, there was further
establ�shed a secret serv�ce of the Mercenar�es, th�s latter form�ng
a connect�ng l�nk between the pol�ce and the m�l�tary.

In fact, the bus�ness that brought me there the n�ght of my v�s�t
was such a tr�al. One of our own comrades, who for years had
successfully ma�nta�ned h�mself �n a cler�cal pos�t�on �n the local
bureau of the secret serv�ce of the Iron Heel, had fallen under the
ban of the ’Fr�sco Reds and was be�ng tr�ed. Of course he was not
present, and of course h�s judges d�d not know that he was one of
our men. My m�ss�on had been to test�fy to h�s �dent�ty and loyalty. It
may be wondered how we came to know of the affa�r at all. The
explanat�on �s s�mple. One of our secret agents was a member of the
’Fr�sco Reds. It was necessary for us to keep an eye on fr�end as
well as foe, and th�s group of madmen was not too un�mportant to
escape our surve�llance.

But to return to Peter Donnelly and h�s son. All went well w�th
Donnelly unt�l, �n the follow�ng year, he found among the sheaf of
execut�ons that fell to h�m the name of T�mothy Donnelly. Then �t was
that that clann�shness, wh�ch was h�s to so extraord�nary a degree,
asserted �tself. To save h�s son, he betrayed h�s comrades. In th�s he
was part�ally blocked, but a dozen of the ’Fr�sco Reds were
executed, and the group was well-n�gh destroyed. In retal�at�on, the
surv�vors meted out to Donnelly the death he had earned by h�s
treason.



Nor d�d T�mothy Donnelly long surv�ve. The ’Fr�sco Reds pledged
themselves to h�s execut�on. Every effort was made by the Ol�garchy
to save h�m. He was transferred from one part of the country to
another. Three of the Reds lost the�r l�ves �n va�n efforts to get h�m.
The Group was composed only of men. In the end they fell back on a
woman, one of our comrades, and none other than Anna Roylston.
Our Inner C�rcle forbade her, but she had ever a w�ll of her own and
d�sda�ned d�sc�pl�ne. Furthermore, she was a gen�us and lovable,
and we could never d�sc�pl�ne her anyway. She �s �n a class by
herself and not amenable to the ord�nary standards of the
revolut�on�sts.

Desp�te our refusal to grant perm�ss�on to do the deed, she went
on w�th �t. Now Anna Roylston was a fasc�nat�ng woman. All she had
to do was to beckon a man to her. She broke the hearts of scores of
our young comrades, and scores of others she captured, and by
the�r heart-str�ngs led �nto our organ�zat�on. Yet she steadfastly
refused to marry. She dearly loved ch�ldren, but she held that a ch�ld
of her own would cla�m her from the Cause, and that �t was the
Cause to wh�ch her l�fe was devoted.

It was an easy task for Anna Roylston to w�n T�mothy Donnelly.
Her consc�ence d�d not trouble her, for at that very t�me occurred the
Nashv�lle Massacre, when the Mercenar�es, Donnelly �n command,
l�terally murdered e�ght hundred weavers of that c�ty. But she d�d not
k�ll Donnelly. She turned h�m over, a pr�soner, to the ’Fr�sco Reds.
Th�s happened only last year, and now she had been renamed. The
revolut�on�sts everywhere are call�ng her the “Red V�rg�n.”[5]

[5] It was not unt�l the Second Revolt was crushed, that the ’Fr�sco
Reds flour�shed aga�n. And for two generat�ons the Group
flour�shed. Then an agent of the Iron Heel managed to become a
member, penetrated all �ts secrets, and brought about �ts total
ann�h�lat�on. Th�s occurred �n 2002 A.D. The members were
executed one at a t�me, at �ntervals of three weeks, and the�r
bod�es exposed �n the labor-ghetto of San Franc�sco.

Colonel Ingram and Colonel Van G�lbert are two more fam�l�ar
f�gures that I was later to encounter. Colonel Ingram rose h�gh �n the
Ol�garchy and became M�n�ster to Germany. He was cord�ally



detested by the proletar�at of both countr�es. It was �n Berl�n that I
met h�m, where, as an accred�ted �nternat�onal spy of the Iron Heel, I
was rece�ved by h�m and afforded much ass�stance. Inc�dentally, I
may state that �n my dual rôle I managed a few �mportant th�ngs for
the Revolut�on.

Colonel Van G�lbert became known as “Snarl�ng” Van G�lbert. H�s
�mportant part was played �n draft�ng the new code after the Ch�cago
Commune. But before that, as tr�al judge, he had earned sentence of
death by h�s f�end�sh mal�gnancy. I was one of those that tr�ed h�m
and passed sentence upon h�m. Anna Roylston carr�ed out the
execut�on.

St�ll another f�gure ar�ses out of the old l�fe—Jackson’s lawyer.
Least of all would I have expected aga�n to meet th�s man, Joseph
Hurd. It was a strange meet�ng. Late at n�ght, two years after the
Ch�cago Commune, Ernest and I arr�ved together at the Benton
Harbor refuge. Th�s was �n M�ch�gan, across the lake from Ch�cago.
We arr�ved just at the conclus�on of the tr�al of a spy. Sentence of
death had been passed, and he was be�ng led away. Such was the
scene as we came upon �t. The next moment the wretched man had
wrenched free from h�s captors and flung h�mself at my feet, h�s
arms clutch�ng me about the knees �n a v�cel�ke gr�p as he prayed �n
a frenzy for mercy. As he turned h�s agon�zed face up to me, I
recogn�zed h�m as Joseph Hurd. Of all the terr�ble th�ngs I have
w�tnessed, never have I been so unnerved as by th�s frant�c
creature’s plead�ng for l�fe. He was mad for l�fe. It was p�t�able. He
refused to let go of me, desp�te the hands of a dozen comrades. And
when at last he was dragged shr�ek�ng away, I sank down fa�nt�ng
upon the floor. It �s far eas�er to see brave men d�e than to hear a
coward beg for l�fe.[6]

[6] The Benton Harbor refuge was a catacomb, the entrance of
wh�ch was cunn�ngly contr�ved by way of a well. It has been
ma�nta�ned �n a fa�r state of preservat�on, and the cur�ous v�s�tor
may to-day tread �ts labyr�nths to the assembly hall, where,
w�thout doubt, occurred the scene descr�bed by Av�s Everhard.
Farther on are the cells where the pr�soners were conf�ned, and
the death chamber where the execut�ons took place. Beyond �s
the cemetery—long, w�nd�ng galler�es hewn out of the sol�d rock,



w�th recesses on e�ther hand, where�n, t�er above t�er, l�e the
revolut�on�sts just as they were la�d away by the�r comrades long
years agone.



CHAPTER XX.
A LOST OLIGARCH

But �n remember�ng the old l�fe I have run ahead of my story �nto
the new l�fe. The wholesale ja�l del�very d�d not occur unt�l well along
�nto 1915. Compl�cated as �t was, �t was carr�ed through w�thout a
h�tch, and as a very cred�table ach�evement �t cheered us on �n our
work. From Cuba to Cal�forn�a, out of scores of ja�ls, m�l�tary pr�sons,
and fortresses, �n a s�ngle n�ght, we del�vered f�fty-one of our f�fty-two
Congressmen, and �n add�t�on over three hundred other leaders.
There was not a s�ngle �nstance of m�scarr�age. Not only d�d they
escape, but every one of them won to the refuges as planned. The
one comrade Congressman we d�d not get was Arthur S�mpson, and
he had already d�ed �n Cabañas after cruel tortures.

The e�ghteen months that followed was perhaps the happ�est of
my l�fe w�th Ernest. Dur�ng that t�me we were never apart. Later,
when we went back �nto the world, we were separated much. Not
more �mpat�ently do I awa�t the flame of to-morrow’s revolt than d�d I
that n�ght awa�t the com�ng of Ernest. I had not seen h�m for so long,
and the thought of a poss�ble h�tch or error �n our plans that would
keep h�m st�ll �n h�s �sland pr�son almost drove me mad. The hours
passed l�ke ages. I was all alone. B�edenbach, and three young men
who had been l�v�ng �n the refuge, were out and over the mounta�n,
heav�ly armed and prepared for anyth�ng. The refuges all over the
land were qu�te empty, I �mag�ne, of comrades that n�ght.

Just as the sky paled w�th the f�rst warn�ng of dawn, I heard the
s�gnal from above and gave the answer. In the darkness I almost
embraced B�edenbach, who came down f�rst; but the next moment I
was �n Ernest’s arms. And �n that moment, so complete had been my



transformat�on, I d�scovered �t was only by an effort of w�ll that I could
be the old Av�s Everhard, w�th the old manner�sms and sm�les,
phrases and �ntonat�ons of vo�ce. It was by strong effort only that I
was able to ma�nta�n my old �dent�ty; I could not allow myself to
forget for an �nstant, so automat�cally �mperat�ve had become the
new personal�ty I had created.

Once �ns�de the l�ttle cab�n, I saw Ernest’s face �n the l�ght. W�th
the except�on of the pr�son pallor, there was no change �n h�m—at
least, not much. He was my same lover-husband and hero. And yet
there was a certa�n ascet�c lengthen�ng of the l�nes of h�s face. But
he could well stand �t, for �t seemed to add a certa�n nob�l�ty of
ref�nement to the r�otous excess of l�fe that had always marked h�s
features. He m�ght have been a tr�fle graver than of yore, but the gl�nt
of laughter st�ll was �n h�s eyes. He was twenty pounds l�ghter, but �n
splend�d phys�cal cond�t�on. He had kept up exerc�se dur�ng the
whole per�od of conf�nement, and h�s muscles were l�ke �ron. In truth,
he was �n better cond�t�on than when he had entered pr�son. Hours
passed before h�s head touched p�llow and I had soothed h�m off to
sleep. But there was no sleep for me. I was too happy, and the
fat�gue of ja�l-break�ng and r�d�ng horseback had not been m�ne.

Wh�le Ernest slept, I changed my dress, arranged my ha�r
d�fferently, and came back to my new automat�c self. Then, when
B�edenbach and the other comrades awoke, w�th the�r a�d I
concocted a l�ttle consp�racy. All was ready, and we were �n the cave-
room that served for k�tchen and d�n�ng room when Ernest opened
the door and entered. At that moment B�edenbach addressed me as
Mary, and I turned and answered h�m. Then I glanced at Ernest w�th
cur�ous �nterest, such as any young comrade m�ght betray on see�ng
for the f�rst t�me so noted a hero of the Revolut�on. But Ernest’s
glance took me �n and quest�oned �mpat�ently past and around the
room. The next moment I was be�ng �ntroduced to h�m as Mary
Holmes.

To complete the decept�on, an extra plate was la�d, and when we
sat down to table one cha�r was not occup�ed. I could have cr�ed w�th
joy as I noted Ernest’s �ncreas�ng uneas�ness and �mpat�ence. F�nally
he could stand �t no longer.



“Where’s my w�fe?” he demanded bluntly.
“She �s st�ll asleep,” I answered.
It was the cruc�al moment. But my vo�ce was a strange vo�ce, and

�n �t he recogn�zed noth�ng fam�l�ar. The meal went on. I talked a
great deal, and enthus�ast�cally, as a hero-worsh�pper m�ght talk, and
�t was obv�ous that he was my hero. I rose to a cl�max of enthus�asm
and worsh�p, and, before he could guess my �ntent�on, threw my
arms around h�s neck and k�ssed h�m on the l�ps. He held me from
h�m at arm’s length and stared about �n annoyance and perplex�ty.
The four men greeted h�m w�th roars of laughter, and explanat�ons
were made. At f�rst he was scept�cal. He scrut�n�zed me keenly and
was half conv�nced, then shook h�s head and would not bel�eve. It
was not unt�l I became the old Av�s Everhard and wh�spered secrets
�n h�s ear that none knew but he and Av�s Everhard, that he
accepted me as h�s really, truly w�fe.

It was later �n the day that he took me �n h�s arms, man�fest�ng
great embarrassment and cla�m�ng polygamous emot�ons.

“You are my Av�s,” he sa�d, “and you are also some one else. You
are two women, and therefore you are my harem. At any rate, we
are safe now. If the Un�ted States becomes too hot for us, why I have
qual�f�ed for c�t�zensh�p �n Turkey.”[1]

[1] At that t�me polygamy was st�ll pract�sed �n Turkey.

L�fe became for me very happy �n the refuge. It �s true, we worked
hard and for long hours; but we worked together. We had each other
for e�ghteen prec�ous months, and we were not lonely, for there was
always a com�ng and go�ng of leaders and comrades—strange
vo�ces from the under-world of �ntr�gue and revolut�on, br�ng�ng
stranger tales of str�fe and war from all our battle-l�ne. And there was
much fun and del�ght. We were not mere gloomy consp�rators. We
to�led hard and suffered greatly, f�lled the gaps �n our ranks and went
on, and through all the labour and the play and �nterplay of l�fe and
death we found t�me to laugh and love. There were art�sts, sc�ent�sts,
scholars, mus�c�ans, and poets among us; and �n that hole �n the
ground culture was h�gher and f�ner than �n the palaces of wonder-



c�t�es of the ol�garchs. In truth, many of our comrades to�led at
mak�ng beaut�ful those same palaces and wonder-c�t�es.[2]

[2] Th�s �s not braggadoc�o on the part of Av�s Everhard. The
flower of the art�st�c and �ntellectual world were revolut�on�sts.
W�th the except�on of a few of the mus�c�ans and s�ngers, and of a
few of the ol�garchs, all the great creators of the per�od whose
names have come down to us, were revolut�on�sts.

Nor were we conf�ned to the refuge �tself. Often at n�ght we rode
over the mounta�ns for exerc�se, and we rode on W�ckson’s horses.
If only he knew how many revolut�on�sts h�s horses have carr�ed! We
even went on p�cn�cs to �solated spots we knew, where we rema�ned
all day, go�ng before dayl�ght and return�ng after dark. Also, we used
W�ckson’s cream and butter,[3] and Ernest was not above shoot�ng
W�ckson’s qua�l and rabb�ts, and, on occas�on, h�s young bucks.

[3] Even as late as that per�od, cream and butter were st�ll crudely
extracted from cow’s m�lk. The laboratory preparat�on of foods
had not yet begun.

Indeed, �t was a safe refuge. I have sa�d that �t was d�scovered
only once, and th�s br�ngs me to the clear�ng up of the mystery of the
d�sappearance of young W�ckson. Now that he �s dead, I am free to
speak. There was a nook on the bottom of the great hole where the
sun shone for several hours and wh�ch was h�dden from above. Here
we had carr�ed many loads of gravel from the creek-bed, so that �t
was dry and warm, a pleasant bask�ng place; and here, one
afternoon, I was drows�ng, half asleep, over a volume of Mendenhall.
[4] I was so comfortable and secure that even h�s flam�ng lyr�cs fa�led
to st�r me.

[4] In all the extant l�terature and documents of that per�od,
cont�nual reference �s made to the poems of Rudolph Mendenhall.
By h�s comrades he was called “The Flame.” He was undoubtedly
a great gen�us; yet, beyond we�rd and haunt�ng fragments of h�s
verse, quoted �n the wr�t�ngs of others, noth�ng of h�s has come
down to us. He was executed by the Iron Heel �n 1928 A.D.

I was aroused by a clod of earth str�k�ng at my feet. Then from
above, I heard a sound of scrambl�ng. The next moment a young



man, w�th a f�nal sl�de down the crumbl�ng wall, al�ghted at my feet. It
was Ph�l�p W�ckson, though I d�d not know h�m at the t�me. He looked
at me coolly and uttered a low wh�stle of surpr�se.

“Well,” he sa�d; and the next moment, cap �n hand, he was say�ng,
“I beg your pardon. I d�d not expect to f�nd any one here.”

I was not so cool. I was st�ll a tyro so far as concerned know�ng
how to behave �n desperate c�rcumstances. Later on, when I was an
�nternat�onal spy, I should have been less clumsy, I am sure. As �t
was, I scrambled to my feet and cr�ed out the danger call.

“Why d�d you do that?” he asked, look�ng at me search�ngly.
It was ev�dent that he had no susp�c�on of our presence when

mak�ng the descent. I recogn�zed th�s w�th rel�ef.
“For what purpose do you th�nk I d�d �t?” I countered. I was �ndeed

clumsy �n those days.
“I don’t know,” he answered, shak�ng h�s head. “Unless you’ve got

fr�ends about. Anyway, you’ve got some explanat�ons to make. I
don’t l�ke the look of �t. You are trespass�ng. Th�s �s my father’s land,
and—”

But at that moment, B�edenbach, ever pol�te and gentle, sa�d from
beh�nd h�m �n a low vo�ce, “Hands up, my young s�r.”

Young W�ckson put h�s hands up f�rst, then turned to confront
B�edenbach, who held a th�rty-th�rty automat�c r�fle on h�m. W�ckson
was �mperturbable.

“Oh, ho,” he sa�d, “a nest of revolut�on�sts—and qu�te a hornet’s
nest �t would seem. Well, you won’t ab�de here long, I can tell you.”

“Maybe you’ll ab�de here long enough to recons�der that
statement,” B�edenbach sa�d qu�etly. “And �n the meanwh�le I must
ask you to come �ns�de w�th me.”

“Ins�de?” The young man was genu�nely aston�shed. “Have you a
catacomb here? I have heard of such th�ngs.”

“Come and see,” B�edenbach answered w�th h�s adorable accent.
“But �t �s unlawful,” was the protest.
“Yes, by your law,” the terror�st repl�ed s�gn�f�cantly. “But by our

law, bel�eve me, �t �s qu�te lawful. You must accustom yourself to the



fact that you are �n another world than the one of oppress�on and
brutal�ty �n wh�ch you have l�ved.”

“There �s room for argument there,” W�ckson muttered.
“Then stay w�th us and d�scuss �t.”
The young fellow laughed and followed h�s captor �nto the house.

He was led �nto the �nner cave-room, and one of the young
comrades left to guard h�m, wh�le we d�scussed the s�tuat�on �n the
k�tchen.

B�edenbach, w�th tears �n h�s eyes, held that W�ckson must d�e,
and was qu�te rel�eved when we outvoted h�m and h�s horr�ble
propos�t�on. On the other hand, we could not dream of allow�ng the
young ol�garch to depart.

“I’ll tell you what to do,” Ernest sa�d. “We’ll keep h�m and g�ve h�m
an educat�on.”

“I bespeak the pr�v�lege, then, of enl�ghten�ng h�m �n
jur�sprudence,” B�edenbach cr�ed.

And so a dec�s�on was laugh�ngly reached. We would keep Ph�l�p
W�ckson a pr�soner and educate h�m �n our eth�cs and soc�ology. But
�n the meant�me there was work to be done. All trace of the young
ol�garch must be obl�terated. There were the marks he had left when
descend�ng the crumbl�ng wall of the hole. Th�s task fell to
B�edenbach, and, slung on a rope from above, he to�led cunn�ngly for
the rest of the day t�ll no s�gn rema�ned. Back up the canyon from the
l�p of the hole all marks were l�kew�se removed. Then, at tw�l�ght,
came John Carlson, who demanded W�ckson’s shoes.

The young man d�d not want to g�ve up h�s shoes, and even
offered to f�ght for them, t�ll he felt the horseshoer’s strength �n
Ernest’s hands. Carlson afterward reported several bl�sters and
much gr�evous loss of sk�n due to the smallness of the shoes, but he
succeeded �n do�ng gallant work w�th them. Back from the l�p of the
hole, where ended the young man’s obl�terated tr�al, Carlson put on
the shoes and walked away to the left. He walked for m�les, around
knolls, over r�dges and through canyons, and f�nally covered the tra�l
�n the runn�ng water of a creek-bed. Here he removed the shoes,



and, st�ll h�d�ng tra�l for a d�stance, at last put on h�s own shoes. A
week later W�ckson got back h�s shoes.

That n�ght the hounds were out, and there was l�ttle sleep �n the
refuge. Next day, t�me and aga�n, the bay�ng hounds came down the
canyon, plunged off to the left on the tra�l Carlson had made for
them, and were lost to ear �n the farther canyons h�gh up the
mounta�n. And all the t�me our men wa�ted �n the refuge, weapons �n
hand—automat�c revolvers and r�fles, to say noth�ng of half a dozen
�nfernal mach�nes of B�edenbach’s manufacture. A more surpr�sed
party of rescuers could not be �mag�ned, had they ventured down
�nto our h�d�ng-place.

I have now g�ven the true d�sappearance of Ph�l�p W�ckson, one-
t�me ol�garch, and, later, comrade �n the Revolut�on. For we
converted h�m �n the end. H�s m�nd was fresh and plast�c, and by
nature he was very eth�cal. Several months later we rode h�m, on
one of h�s father’s horses, over Sonoma Mounta�ns to Petaluma
Creek and embarked h�m �n a small f�sh�ng-launch. By easy stages
we smuggled h�m along our underground ra�lway to the Carmel
refuge.

There he rema�ned e�ght months, at the end of wh�ch t�me, for two
reasons, he was loath to leave us. One reason was that he had
fallen �n love w�th Anna Roylston, and the other was that he had
become one of us. It was not unt�l he became conv�nced of the
hopelessness of h�s love affa�r that he acceded to our w�shes and
went back to h�s father. Ostens�bly an ol�garch unt�l h�s death, he was
�n real�ty one of the most valuable of our agents. Often and often has
the Iron Heel been dumbfounded by the m�scarr�age of �ts plans and
operat�ons aga�nst us. If �t but knew the number of �ts own members
who are our agents, �t would understand. Young W�ckson never
wavered �n h�s loyalty to the Cause. In truth, h�s very death was
�ncurred by h�s devot�on to duty. In the great storm of 1927, wh�le
attend�ng a meet�ng of our leaders, he contracted the pneumon�a of
wh�ch he d�ed.[5]

[5] The case of th�s young man was not unusual. Many young
men of the Ol�garchy, �mpelled by sense of r�ght conduct, or the�r
�mag�nat�ons captured by the glory of the Revolut�on, eth�cally or



romant�cally devoted the�r l�ves to �t. In s�m�lar way, many sons of
the Russ�an nob�l�ty played the�r parts �n the earl�er and protracted
revolut�on �n that country.



CHAPTER XXI.
THE ROARING ABYSMAL BEAST

Dur�ng the long per�od of our stay �n the refuge, we were kept
closely �n touch w�th what was happen�ng �n the world w�thout, and
we were learn�ng thoroughly the strength of the Ol�garchy w�th wh�ch
we were at war. Out of the flux of trans�t�on the new �nst�tut�ons were
form�ng more def�n�tely and tak�ng on the appearance and attr�butes
of permanence. The ol�garchs had succeeded �n dev�s�ng a
governmental mach�ne, as �ntr�cate as �t was vast, that worked—and
th�s desp�te all our efforts to clog and hamper.

Th�s was a surpr�se to many of the revolut�on�sts. They had not
conce�ved �t poss�ble. Nevertheless the work of the country went on.
The men to�led �n the m�nes and f�elds—perforce they were no more
than slaves. As for the v�tal �ndustr�es, everyth�ng prospered. The
members of the great labor castes were contented and worked on
merr�ly. For the f�rst t�me �n the�r l�ves they knew �ndustr�al peace. No
more were they worr�ed by slack t�mes, str�ke and lockout, and the
un�on label. They l�ved �n more comfortable homes and �n del�ghtful
c�t�es of the�r own—del�ghtful compared w�th the slums and ghettos
�n wh�ch they had formerly dwelt. They had better food to eat, less
hours of labor, more hol�days, and a greater amount and var�ety of
�nterests and pleasures. And for the�r less fortunate brothers and
s�sters, the unfavored laborers, the dr�ven people of the abyss, they
cared noth�ng. An age of self�shness was dawn�ng upon mank�nd.
And yet th�s �s not altogether true. The labor castes were
honeycombed by our agents—men whose eyes saw, beyond the
belly-need, the rad�ant f�gure of l�berty and brotherhood.



Another great �nst�tut�on that had taken form and was work�ng
smoothly was the Mercenar�es. Th�s body of sold�ers had been
evolved out of the old regular army and was now a m�ll�on strong, to
say noth�ng of the colon�al forces. The Mercenar�es const�tuted a
race apart. They dwelt �n c�t�es of the�r own wh�ch were pract�cally
self-governed, and they were granted many pr�v�leges. By them a
large port�on of the perplex�ng surplus was consumed. They were
los�ng all touch and sympathy w�th the rest of the people, and, �n
fact, were develop�ng the�r own class moral�ty and consc�ousness.
And yet we had thousands of our agents among them.[1]

[1] The Mercenar�es, �n the last days of the Iron Heel, played an
�mportant rôle. They const�tuted the balance of power �n the
struggles between the labor castes and the ol�garchs, and now to
one s�de and now to the other, threw the�r strength accord�ng to
the play of �ntr�gue and consp�racy.

The ol�garchs themselves were go�ng through a remarkable and, �t
must be confessed, unexpected development. As a class, they
d�sc�pl�ned themselves. Every member had h�s work to do �n the
world, and th�s work he was compelled to do. There were no more
�dle-r�ch young men. The�r strength was used to g�ve un�ted strength
to the Ol�garchy. They served as leaders of troops and as l�eutenants
and capta�ns of �ndustry. They found careers �n appl�ed sc�ence, and
many of them became great eng�neers. They went �nto the
mult�tud�nous d�v�s�ons of the government, took serv�ce �n the
colon�al possess�ons, and by tens of thousands went �nto the var�ous
secret serv�ces. They were, I may say, apprent�ced to educat�on, to
art, to the church, to sc�ence, to l�terature; and �n those f�elds they
served the �mportant funct�on of mould�ng the thought-processes of
the nat�on �n the d�rect�on of the perpetu�ty of the Ol�garchy.

They were taught, and later they �n turn taught, that what they
were do�ng was r�ght. They ass�m�lated the ar�stocrat�c �dea from the
moment they began, as ch�ldren, to rece�ve �mpress�ons of the world.
The ar�stocrat�c �dea was woven �nto the mak�ng of them unt�l �t
became bone of them and flesh of them. They looked upon
themselves as w�ld-an�mal tra�ners, rulers of beasts. From beneath
the�r feet rose always the subterranean rumbles of revolt. V�olent



death ever stalked �n the�r m�dst; bomb and kn�fe and bullet were
looked upon as so many fangs of the roar�ng abysmal beast they
must dom�nate �f human�ty were to pers�st. They were the sav�ours of
human�ty, and they regarded themselves as hero�c and sacr�f�c�ng
laborers for the h�ghest good.

They, as a class, bel�eved that they alone ma�nta�ned c�v�l�zat�on. It
was the�r bel�ef that �f ever they weakened, the great beast would
�ngulf them and everyth�ng of beauty and wonder and joy and good
�n �ts cavernous and sl�me-dr�pp�ng maw. W�thout them, anarchy
would re�gn and human�ty would drop backward �nto the pr�m�t�ve
n�ght out of wh�ch �t had so pa�nfully emerged. The horr�d p�cture of
anarchy was held always before the�r ch�ld’s eyes unt�l they, �n turn,
obsessed by th�s cult�vated fear, held the p�cture of anarchy before
the eyes of the ch�ldren that followed them. Th�s was the beast to be
stamped upon, and the h�ghest duty of the ar�stocrat was to stamp
upon �t. In short, they alone, by the�r unrem�tt�ng to�l and sacr�f�ce,
stood between weak human�ty and the all-devour�ng beast; and they
bel�eved �t, f�rmly bel�eved �t.

I cannot lay too great stress upon th�s h�gh eth�cal r�ghteousness
of the whole ol�garch class. Th�s has been the strength of the Iron
Heel, and too many of the comrades have been slow or loath to
real�ze �t. Many of them have ascr�bed the strength of the Iron Heel
to �ts system of reward and pun�shment. Th�s �s a m�stake. Heaven
and hell may be the pr�me factors of zeal �n the rel�g�on of a fanat�c;
but for the great major�ty of the rel�g�ous, heaven and hell are
�nc�dental to r�ght and wrong. Love of the r�ght, des�re for the r�ght,
unhapp�ness w�th anyth�ng less than the r�ght—�n short, r�ght
conduct, �s the pr�me factor of rel�g�on. And so w�th the Ol�garchy.
Pr�sons, ban�shment and degradat�on, honors and palaces and
wonder-c�t�es, are all �nc�dental. The great dr�v�ng force of the
ol�garchs �s the bel�ef that they are do�ng r�ght. Never m�nd the
except�ons, and never m�nd the oppress�on and �njust�ce �n wh�ch the
Iron Heel was conce�ved. All �s granted. The po�nt �s that the strength
of the Ol�garchy today l�es �n �ts sat�sf�ed concept�on of �ts own
r�ghteousness.[2]



[2] Out of the eth�cal �ncoherency and �ncons�stency of cap�tal�sm,
the ol�garchs emerged w�th a new eth�cs, coherent and def�n�te,
sharp and severe as steel, the most absurd and unsc�ent�f�c and
at the same t�me the most potent ever possessed by any tyrant
class. The ol�garchs bel�eved the�r eth�cs, �n sp�te of the fact that
b�ology and evolut�on gave them the l�e; and, because of the�r
fa�th, for three centur�es they were able to hold back the m�ghty
t�de of human progress—a spectacle, profound, tremendous,
puzzl�ng to the metaphys�cal moral�st, and one that to the
mater�al�st �s the cause of many doubts and recons�derat�ons.

For that matter, the strength of the Revolut�on, dur�ng these
fr�ghtful twenty years, has res�ded �n noth�ng else than the sense of
r�ghteousness. In no other way can be expla�ned our sacr�f�ces and
martyrdoms. For no other reason d�d Rudolph Mendenhall flame out
h�s soul for the Cause and s�ng h�s w�ld swan-song that last n�ght of
l�fe. For no other reason d�d Hurlbert d�e under torture, refus�ng to
the last to betray h�s comrades. For no other reason has Anna
Roylston refused blessed motherhood. For no other reason has John
Carlson been the fa�thful and unrewarded custod�an of the Glen
Ellen Refuge. It does not matter, young or old, man or woman, h�gh
or low, gen�us or clod, go where one w�ll among the comrades of the
Revolut�on, the motor-force w�ll be found to be a great and ab�d�ng
des�re for the r�ght.

But I have run away from my narrat�ve. Ernest and I well
understood, before we left the refuge, how the strength of the Iron
Heel was develop�ng. The labor castes, the Mercenar�es, and the
great hordes of secret agents and pol�ce of var�ous sorts were all
pledged to the Ol�garchy. In the ma�n, and �gnor�ng the loss of l�berty,
they were better off than they had been. On the other hand, the great
helpless mass of the populat�on, the people of the abyss, was
s�nk�ng �nto a brut�sh apathy of content w�th m�sery. Whenever strong
proletar�ans asserted the�r strength �n the m�dst of the mass, they
were drawn away from the mass by the ol�garchs and g�ven better
cond�t�ons by be�ng made members of the labor castes or of the
Mercenar�es. Thus d�scontent was lulled and the proletar�at robbed
of �ts natural leaders.



The cond�t�on of the people of the abyss was p�t�able. Common
school educat�on, so far as they were concerned, had ceased. They
l�ved l�ke beasts �n great squal�d labor-ghettos, fester�ng �n m�sery
and degradat�on. All the�r old l�bert�es were gone. They were labor-
slaves. Cho�ce of work was den�ed them. L�kew�se was den�ed them
the r�ght to move from place to place, or the r�ght to bear or possess
arms. They were not land serfs l�ke the farmers. They were mach�ne-
serfs and labor-serfs. When unusual needs arose for them, such as
the bu�ld�ng of the great h�ghways and a�r-l�nes, of canals, tunnels,
subways, and fort�f�cat�ons, lev�es were made on the labor-ghettos,
and tens of thousands of serfs, w�lly-n�lly, were transported to the
scene of operat�ons. Great arm�es of them are to�l�ng now at the
bu�ld�ng of Ard�s, housed �n wretched barracks where fam�ly l�fe
cannot ex�st, and where decency �s d�splaced by dull best�al�ty. In all
truth, there �n the labor-ghettos �s the roar�ng abysmal beast the
ol�garchs fear so dreadfully—but �t �s the beast of the�r own mak�ng.
In �t they w�ll not let the ape and t�ger d�e.

And just now the word has gone forth that new lev�es are be�ng
�mposed for the bu�ld�ng of Asgard, the projected wonder-c�ty that w�ll
far exceed Ard�s when the latter �s completed.[3] We of the Revolut�on
w�ll go on w�th that great work, but �t w�ll not be done by the
m�serable serfs. The walls and towers and shafts of that fa�r c�ty w�ll
ar�se to the sound of s�ng�ng, and �nto �ts beauty and wonder w�ll be
woven, not s�ghs and groans, but mus�c and laughter.

[3] Ard�s was completed �n 1942 A.D., Asgard was not completed
unt�l 1984 A.D. It was f�fty-two years �n the bu�ld�ng, dur�ng wh�ch
t�me a permanent army of half a m�ll�on serfs was employed. At
t�mes these numbers swelled to over a m�ll�on—w�thout any
account be�ng taken of the hundreds of thousands of the labor
castes and the art�sts.

Ernest was madly �mpat�ent to be out �n the world and do�ng, for
our �ll-fated F�rst Revolt, that had m�scarr�ed �n the Ch�cago
Commune, was r�pen�ng fast. Yet he possessed h�s soul w�th
pat�ence, and dur�ng th�s t�me of h�s torment, when Hadly, who had
been brought for the purpose from Ill�no�s, made h�m over �nto
another man[4] he revolved great plans �n h�s head for the



organ�zat�on of the learned proletar�at, and for the ma�ntenance of at
least the rud�ments of educat�on amongst the people of the abyss—
all th�s of course �n the event of the F�rst Revolt be�ng a fa�lure.

[4] Among the Revolut�on�sts were many surgeons, and �n
v�v�sect�on they atta�ned marvellous prof�c�ency. In Av�s Everhard’s
words, they could l�terally make a man over. To them the
el�m�nat�on of scars and d�sf�gurements was a tr�v�al deta�l. They
changed the features w�th such m�croscop�c care that no traces
were left of the�r hand�work. The nose was a favor�te organ to
work upon. Sk�n-graft�ng and ha�r-transplant�ng were among the�r
commonest dev�ces. The changes �n express�on they
accompl�shed were w�zard-l�ke. Eyes and eyebrows, l�ps, mouths,
and ears, were rad�cally altered. By cunn�ng operat�ons on
tongue, throat, larynx, and nasal cav�t�es a man’s whole
enunc�at�on and manner of speech could be changed. Desperate
t�mes g�ve need for desperate remed�es, and the surgeons of the
Revolut�on rose to the need. Among other th�ngs, they could
�ncrease an adult’s stature by as much as four or f�ve �nches and
decrease �t by one or two �nches. What they d�d �s to-day a lost
art. We have no need for �t.

It was not unt�l January, 1917, that we left the refuge. All had been
arranged. We took our place at once as agents-provocateurs �n the
scheme of the Iron Heel. I was supposed to be Ernest’s s�ster. By
ol�garchs and comrades on the �ns�de who were h�gh �n author�ty,
place had been made for us, we were �n possess�on of all necessary
documents, and our pasts were accounted for. W�th help on the
�ns�de, th�s was not d�ff�cult, for �n that shadow-world of secret
serv�ce �dent�ty was nebulous. L�ke ghosts the agents came and
went, obey�ng commands, fulf�ll�ng dut�es, follow�ng clews, mak�ng
the�r reports often to off�cers they never saw or cooperat�ng w�th
other agents they had never seen before and would never see aga�n.



CHAPTER XXII.
THE CHICAGO COMMUNE

As agents-provocateurs, not alone were we able to travel a great
deal, but our very work threw us �n contact w�th the proletar�at and
w�th our comrades, the revolut�on�sts. Thus we were �n both camps
at the same t�me, ostens�bly serv�ng the Iron Heel and secretly
work�ng w�th all our m�ght for the Cause. There were many of us �n
the var�ous secret serv�ces of the Ol�garchy, and desp�te the
shak�ngs-up and reorgan�zat�ons the secret serv�ces have
undergone, they have never been able to weed all of us out.

Ernest had largely planned the F�rst Revolt, and the date set had
been somewhere early �n the spr�ng of 1918. In the fall of 1917 we
were not ready; much rema�ned to be done, and when the Revolt
was prec�p�tated, of course �t was doomed to fa�lure. The plot of
necess�ty was fr�ghtfully �ntr�cate, and anyth�ng premature was sure
to destroy �t. Th�s the Iron Heel foresaw and la�d �ts schemes
accord�ngly.

We had planned to str�ke our f�rst blow at the nervous system of
the Ol�garchy. The latter had remembered the general str�ke, and
had guarded aga�nst the defect�on of the telegraphers by �nstall�ng
w�reless stat�ons, �n the control of the Mercenar�es. We, �n turn, had
countered th�s move. When the s�gnal was g�ven, from every refuge,
all over the land, and from the c�t�es, and towns, and barracks,
devoted comrades were to go forth and blow up the w�reless
stat�ons. Thus at the f�rst shock would the Iron Heel be brought to
earth and l�e pract�cally d�smembered.

At the same moment, other comrades were to blow up the br�dges
and tunnels and d�srupt the whole network of ra�lroads. St�ll further,



other groups of comrades, at the s�gnal, were to se�ze the off�cers of
the Mercenar�es and the pol�ce, as well as all Ol�garchs of unusual
ab�l�ty or who held execut�ve pos�t�ons. Thus would the leaders of the
enemy be removed from the f�eld of the local battles that would
�nev�tably be fought all over the land.

Many th�ngs were to occur s�multaneously when the s�gnal went
forth. The Canad�an and Mex�can patr�ots, who were far stronger
than the Iron Heel dreamed, were to dupl�cate our tact�cs. Then there
were comrades (these were the women, for the men would be busy
elsewhere) who were to post the proclamat�ons from our secret
presses. Those of us �n the h�gher employ of the Iron Heel were to
proceed �mmed�ately to make confus�on and anarchy �n all our
departments. Ins�de the Mercenar�es were thousands of our
comrades. The�r work was to blow up the magaz�nes and to destroy
the del�cate mechan�sm of all the war mach�nery. In the c�t�es of the
Mercenar�es and of the labor castes s�m�lar programmes of
d�srupt�on were to be carr�ed out.

In short, a sudden, colossal, stunn�ng blow was to be struck.
Before the paralyzed Ol�garchy could recover �tself, �ts end would
have come. It would have meant terr�ble t�mes and great loss of l�fe,
but no revolut�on�st hes�tates at such th�ngs. Why, we even
depended much, �n our plan, on the unorgan�zed people of the
abyss. They were to be loosed on the palaces and c�t�es of the
masters. Never m�nd the destruct�on of l�fe and property. Let the
abysmal brute roar and the pol�ce and Mercenar�es slay. The
abysmal brute would roar anyway, and the pol�ce and Mercenar�es
would slay anyway. It would merely mean that var�ous dangers to us
were harmlessly destroy�ng one another. In the meant�me we would
be do�ng our own work, largely unhampered, and ga�n�ng control of
all the mach�nery of soc�ety.

Such was our plan, every deta�l of wh�ch had to be worked out �n
secret, and, as the day drew near, commun�cated to more and more
comrades. Th�s was the danger po�nt, the stretch�ng of the
consp�racy. But that danger-po�nt was never reached. Through �ts
spy-system the Iron Heel got w�nd of the Revolt and prepared to



teach us another of �ts bloody lessons. Ch�cago was the devoted c�ty
selected for the �nstruct�on, and well were we �nstructed.

Ch�cago[1] was the r�pest of all—Ch�cago wh�ch of old t�me was the
c�ty of blood and wh�ch was to earn anew �ts name. There the
revolut�onary sp�r�t was strong. Too many b�tter str�kes had been
curbed there �n the days of cap�tal�sm for the workers to forget and
forg�ve. Even the labor castes of the c�ty were al�ve w�th revolt. Too
many heads had been broken �n the early str�kes. Desp�te the�r
changed and favorable cond�t�ons, the�r hatred for the master class
had not d�ed. Th�s sp�r�t had �nfected the Mercenar�es, of wh�ch three
reg�ments �n part�cular were ready to come over to us en masse.

[1] Ch�cago was the �ndustr�al �nferno of the n�neteenth century
A.D. A cur�ous anecdote has come down to us of John Burns, a
great Engl�sh labor leader and one t�me member of the Br�t�sh
Cab�net. In Ch�cago, wh�le on a v�s�t to the Un�ted States, he was
asked by a newspaper reporter for h�s op�n�on of that c�ty.
“Ch�cago,” he answered, “�s a pocket ed�t�on of hell.” Some t�me
later, as he was go�ng aboard h�s steamer to sa�l to England, he
was approached by another reporter, who wanted to know �f he
had changed h�s op�n�on of Ch�cago. “Yes, I have,” was h�s reply.
“My present op�n�on �s that hell �s a pocket ed�t�on of Ch�cago.”

Ch�cago had always been the storm-centre of the confl�ct between
labor and cap�tal, a c�ty of street-battles and v�olent death, w�th a
class-consc�ous cap�tal�st organ�zat�on and a class-consc�ous
workman organ�zat�on, where, �n the old days, the very school-
teachers were formed �nto labor un�ons and aff�l�ated w�th the hod-
carr�ers and br�ck-layers �n the Amer�can Federat�on of Labor. And
Ch�cago became the storm-centre of the premature F�rst Revolt.

The trouble was prec�p�tated by the Iron Heel. It was cleverly done.
The whole populat�on, �nclud�ng the favored labor castes, was g�ven
a course of outrageous treatment. Prom�ses and agreements were
broken, and most drast�c pun�shments v�s�ted upon even petty
offenders. The people of the abyss were tormented out of the�r
apathy. In fact, the Iron Heel was prepar�ng to make the abysmal
beast roar. And hand �n hand w�th th�s, �n all precaut�onary measures
�n Ch�cago, the Iron Heel was �nconce�vably careless. D�sc�pl�ne was



relaxed among the Mercenar�es that rema�ned, wh�le many
reg�ments had been w�thdrawn and sent to var�ous parts of the
country.

It d�d not take long to carry out th�s programme—only several
weeks. We of the Revolut�on caught vague rumors of the state of
affa�rs, but had noth�ng def�n�te enough for an understand�ng. In fact,
we thought �t was a spontaneous sp�r�t of revolt that would requ�re
careful curb�ng on our part, and never dreamed that �t was
del�berately manufactured—and �t had been manufactured so
secretly, from the very �nnermost c�rcle of the Iron Heel, that we had
got no �nkl�ng. The counter-plot was an able ach�evement, and ably
carr�ed out.

I was �n New York when I rece�ved the order to proceed
�mmed�ately to Ch�cago. The man who gave me the order was one of
the ol�garchs, I could tell that by h�s speech, though I d�d not know
h�s name nor see h�s face. H�s �nstruct�ons were too clear for me to
make a m�stake. Pla�nly I read between the l�nes that our plot had
been d�scovered, that we had been counterm�ned. The explos�on
was ready for the flash of powder, and countless agents of the Iron
Heel, �nclud�ng me, e�ther on the ground or be�ng sent there, were to
supply that flash. I flatter myself that I ma�nta�ned my composure
under the keen eye of the ol�garch, but my heart was beat�ng madly.
I could almost have shr�eked and flown at h�s throat w�th my naked
hands before h�s f�nal, cold-blooded �nstruct�ons were g�ven.

Once out of h�s presence, I calculated the t�me. I had just the
moments to spare, �f I were lucky, to get �n touch w�th some local
leader before catch�ng my tra�n. Guard�ng aga�nst be�ng tra�led, I
made a rush of �t for the Emergency Hosp�tal. Luck was w�th me, and
I ga�ned access at once to comrade Galv�n, the surgeon-�n-ch�ef. I
started to gasp out my �nformat�on, but he stopped me.

“I already know,” he sa�d qu�etly, though h�s Ir�sh eyes were
flash�ng. “I knew what you had come for. I got the word f�fteen
m�nutes ago, and I have already passed �t along. Everyth�ng shall be
done here to keep the comrades qu�et. Ch�cago �s to be sacr�f�ced,
but �t shall be Ch�cago alone.”

“Have you tr�ed to get word to Ch�cago?” I asked.



He shook h�s head. “No telegraph�c commun�cat�on. Ch�cago �s
shut off. It’s go�ng to be hell there.”

He paused a moment, and I saw h�s wh�te hands cl�nch. Then he
burst out:

“By God! I w�sh I were go�ng to be there!”
“There �s yet a chance to stop �t,” I sa�d, “�f noth�ng happens to the

tra�n and I can get there �n t�me. Or �f some of the other secret-
serv�ce comrades who have learned the truth can get there �n t�me.”

“You on the �ns�de were caught napp�ng th�s t�me,” he sa�d.
I nodded my head humbly.
“It was very secret,” I answered. “Only the �nner ch�efs could have

known up to to-day. We haven’t yet penetrated that far, so we
couldn’t escape be�ng kept �n the dark. If only Ernest were here.
Maybe he �s �n Ch�cago now, and all �s well.”

Dr. Galv�n shook h�s head. “The last news I heard of h�m was that
he had been sent to Boston or New Haven. Th�s secret serv�ce for
the enemy must hamper h�m a lot, but �t’s better than ly�ng �n a
refuge.”

I started to go, and Galv�n wrung my hand.
“Keep a stout heart,” were h�s part�ng words. “What �f the F�rst

Revolt �s lost? There w�ll be a second, and we w�ll be w�ser then.
Good-by and good luck. I don’t know whether I’ll ever see you aga�n.
It’s go�ng to be hell there, but I’d g�ve ten years of my l�fe for your
chance to be �n �t.”

The Twent�eth Century[2] left New York at s�x �n the even�ng, and
was supposed to arr�ve at Ch�cago at seven next morn�ng. But �t lost
t�me that n�ght. We were runn�ng beh�nd another tra�n. Among the
travellers �n my Pullman was comrade Hartman, l�ke myself �n the
secret serv�ce of the Iron Heel. He �t was who told me of the tra�n
that �mmed�ately preceded us. It was an exact dupl�cate of our tra�n,
though �t conta�ned no passengers. The �dea was that the empty
tra�n should rece�ve the d�saster were an attempt made to blow up
the Twent�eth Century. For that matter there were very few people on
the tra�n—only a baker’s dozen �n our car.



[2] Th�s was reputed to be the fastest tra�n �n the world then. It
was qu�te a famous tra�n.

“There must be some b�g men on board,” Hartman concluded. “I
not�ced a pr�vate car on the rear.”

N�ght had fallen when we made our f�rst change of eng�ne, and I
walked down the platform for a breath of fresh a�r and to see what I
could see. Through the w�ndows of the pr�vate car I caught a gl�mpse
of three men whom I recogn�zed. Hartman was r�ght. One of the men
was General Altendorff; and the other two were Mason and
Vanderbold, the bra�ns of the �nner c�rcle of the Ol�garchy’s secret
serv�ce.

It was a qu�et moonl�ght n�ght, but I tossed restlessly and could not
sleep. At f�ve �n the morn�ng I dressed and abandoned my bed.

I asked the ma�d �n the dress�ng-room how late the tra�n was, and
she told me two hours. She was a mulatto woman, and I not�ced that
her face was haggard, w�th great c�rcles under the eyes, wh�le the
eyes themselves were w�de w�th some haunt�ng fear.

“What �s the matter?” I asked.
“Noth�ng, m�ss; I d�dn’t sleep well, I guess,” was her reply.
I looked at her closely, and tr�ed her w�th one of our s�gnals. She

responded, and I made sure of her.
“Someth�ng terr�ble �s go�ng to happen �n Ch�cago,” she sa�d.

“There’s that fake[3] tra�n �n front of us. That and the troop-tra�ns have
made us late.”

[3] False.

“Troop-tra�ns?” I quer�ed.
She nodded her head. “The l�ne �s th�ck w�th them. We’ve been

pass�ng them all n�ght. And they’re all head�ng for Ch�cago. And
br�ng�ng them over the a�r-l�ne—that means bus�ness.

“I’ve a lover �n Ch�cago,” she added apologet�cally. “He’s one of us,
and he’s �n the Mercenar�es, and I’m afra�d for h�m.”

Poor g�rl. Her lover was �n one of the three d�sloyal reg�ments.



Hartman and I had breakfast together �n the d�n�ng car, and I
forced myself to eat. The sky had clouded, and the tra�n rushed on
l�ke a sullen thunderbolt through the gray pall of advanc�ng day. The
very negroes that wa�ted on us knew that someth�ng terr�ble was
�mpend�ng. Oppress�on sat heav�ly upon them; the l�ghtness of the�r
natures had ebbed out of them; they were slack and absent-m�nded
�n the�r serv�ce, and they wh�spered gloom�ly to one another �n the far
end of the car next to the k�tchen. Hartman was hopeless over the
s�tuat�on.

“What can we do?” he demanded for the twent�eth t�me, w�th a
helpless shrug of the shoulders.

He po�nted out of the w�ndow. “See, all �s ready. You can depend
upon �t that they’re hold�ng them l�ke th�s, th�rty or forty m�les outs�de
the c�ty, on every road.”

He had reference to troop-tra�ns on the s�de-track. The sold�ers
were cook�ng the�r breakfasts over f�res bu�lt on the ground bes�de
the track, and they looked up cur�ously at us as we thundered past
w�thout slacken�ng our terr�f�c speed.

All was qu�et as we entered Ch�cago. It was ev�dent noth�ng had
happened yet. In the suburbs the morn�ng papers came on board the
tra�n. There was noth�ng �n them, and yet there was much �n them for
those sk�lled �n read�ng between the l�nes that �t was �ntended the
ord�nary reader should read �nto the text. The f�ne hand of the Iron
Heel was apparent �n every column. Gl�mmer�ngs of weakness �n the
armor of the Ol�garchy were g�ven. Of course, there was noth�ng
def�n�te. It was �ntended that the reader should feel h�s way to these
gl�mmer�ngs. It was cleverly done. As f�ct�on, those morn�ng papers
of October 27th were masterp�eces.

The local news was m�ss�ng. Th�s �n �tself was a masterstroke. It
shrouded Ch�cago �n mystery, and �t suggested to the average
Ch�cago reader that the Ol�garchy d�d not dare g�ve the local news.
H�nts that were untrue, of course, were g�ven of �nsubord�nat�on all
over the land, crudely d�sgu�sed w�th complacent references to
pun�t�ve measures to be taken. There were reports of numerous
w�reless stat�ons that had been blown up, w�th heavy rewards offered
for the detect�on of the perpetrators. Of course no w�reless stat�ons



had been blown up. Many s�m�lar outrages, that doveta�led w�th the
plot of the revolut�on�sts, were g�ven. The �mpress�on to be made on
the m�nds of the Ch�cago comrades was that the general Revolt was
beg�nn�ng, albe�t w�th a confus�ng m�scarr�age �n many deta�ls. It was
�mposs�ble for one un�nformed to escape the vague yet certa�n
feel�ng that all the land was r�pe for the revolt that had already begun
to break out.

It was reported that the defect�on of the Mercenar�es �n Cal�forn�a
had become so ser�ous that half a dozen reg�ments had been
d�sbanded and broken, and that the�r members w�th the�r fam�l�es
had been dr�ven from the�r own c�ty and on �nto the labor-ghettos.
And the Cal�forn�a Mercenar�es were �n real�ty the most fa�thful of all
to the�r salt! But how was Ch�cago, shut off from the rest of the world,
to know? Then there was a ragged telegram descr�b�ng an outbreak
of the populace �n New York C�ty, �n wh�ch the labor castes were
jo�n�ng, conclud�ng w�th the statement (�ntended to be accepted as a
bluff[4]) that the troops had the s�tuat�on �n hand.

[4] A l�e.

And as the ol�garchs had done w�th the morn�ng papers, so had
they done �n a thousand other ways. These we learned afterward,
as, for example, the secret messages of the ol�garchs, sent w�th the
express purpose of leak�ng to the ears of the revolut�on�sts, that had
come over the w�res, now and aga�n, dur�ng the f�rst part of the n�ght.

“I guess the Iron Heel won’t need our serv�ces,” Hartman
remarked, putt�ng down the paper he had been read�ng, when the
tra�n pulled �nto the central depot. “They wasted the�r t�me send�ng
us here. The�r plans have ev�dently prospered better than they
expected. Hell w�ll break loose any second now.”

He turned and looked down the tra�n as we al�ghted.
“I thought so,” he muttered. “They dropped that pr�vate car when

the papers came aboard.”
Hartman was hopelessly depressed. I tr�ed to cheer h�m up, but he

�gnored my effort and suddenly began talk�ng very hurr�edly, �n a low
vo�ce, as we passed through the stat�on. At f�rst I could not
understand.



“I have not been sure,” he was say�ng, “and I have told no one. I
have been work�ng on �t for weeks, and I cannot make sure. Watch
out for Knowlton. I suspect h�m. He knows the secrets of a score of
our refuges. He carr�es the l�ves of hundreds of us �n h�s hands, and I
th�nk he �s a tra�tor. It’s more a feel�ng on my part than anyth�ng else.
But I thought I marked a change �n h�m a short wh�le back. There �s
the danger that he has sold us out, or �s go�ng to sell us out. I am
almost sure of �t. I wouldn’t wh�sper my susp�c�ons to a soul, but,
somehow, I don’t th�nk I’ll leave Ch�cago al�ve. Keep your eye on
Knowlton. Trap h�m. F�nd out. I don’t know anyth�ng more. It �s only
an �ntu�t�on, and so far I have fa�led to f�nd the sl�ghtest clew.” We
were just stepp�ng out upon the s�dewalk. “Remember,” Hartman
concluded earnestly. “Keep your eyes upon Knowlton.”

And Hartman was r�ght. Before a month went by Knowlton pa�d for
h�s treason w�th h�s l�fe. He was formally executed by the comrades
�n M�lwaukee.

All was qu�et on the streets—too qu�et. Ch�cago lay dead. There
was no roar and rumble of traff�c. There were not even cabs on the
streets. The surface cars and the elevated were not runn�ng. Only
occas�onally, on the s�dewalks, were there stray pedestr�ans, and
these pedestr�ans d�d not lo�ter. They went the�r ways w�th great
haste and def�n�teness, w�thal there was a cur�ous �ndec�s�on �n the�r
movements, as though they expected the bu�ld�ngs to topple over on
them or the s�dewalks to s�nk under the�r feet or fly up �n the a�r. A
few gam�ns, however, were around, �n the�r eyes a suppressed
eagerness �n ant�c�pat�on of wonderful and exc�t�ng th�ngs to happen.

From somewhere, far to the south, the dull sound of an explos�on
came to our ears. That was all. Then qu�et aga�n, though the gam�ns
had startled and l�stened, l�ke young deer, at the sound. The
doorways to all the bu�ld�ngs were closed; the shutters to the shops
were up. But there were many pol�ce and watchmen �n ev�dence,
and now and aga�n automob�le patrols of the Mercenar�es sl�pped
sw�ftly past.

Hartman and I agreed that �t was useless to report ourselves to the
local ch�efs of the secret serv�ce. Our fa�lure so to report would be
excused, we knew, �n the l�ght of subsequent events. So we headed



for the great labor-ghetto on the South S�de �n the hope of gett�ng �n
contact w�th some of the comrades. Too late! We knew �t. But we
could not stand st�ll and do noth�ng �n those ghastly, s�lent streets.
Where was Ernest? I was wonder�ng. What was happen�ng �n the
c�t�es of the labor castes and Mercenar�es? In the fortresses?

As �f �n answer, a great scream�ng roar went up, d�m w�th d�stance,
punctuated w�th detonat�on after detonat�on.

“It’s the fortresses,” Hartman sa�d. “God p�ty those three
reg�ments!”

At a cross�ng we not�ced, �n the d�rect�on of the stockyards, a
g�gant�c p�llar of smoke. At the next cross�ng several s�m�lar smoke
p�llars were r�s�ng skyward �n the d�rect�on of the West S�de. Over the
c�ty of the Mercenar�es we saw a great capt�ve war-balloon that burst
even as we looked at �t, and fell �n flam�ng wreckage toward the
earth. There was no clew to that tragedy of the a�r. We could not
determ�ne whether the balloon had been manned by comrades or
enem�es. A vague sound came to our ears, l�ke the bubbl�ng of a
g�gant�c caldron a long way off, and Hartman sa�d �t was mach�ne-
guns and automat�c r�fles.

And st�ll we walked �n �mmed�ate qu�etude. Noth�ng was happen�ng
where we were. The pol�ce and the automob�le patrols went by, and
once half a dozen f�re-eng�nes, return�ng ev�dently from some
conflagrat�on. A quest�on was called to the f�reman by an off�cer �n an
automob�le, and we heard one shout �n reply: “No water! They’ve
blown up the ma�ns!”

“We’ve smashed the water supply,” Hartman cr�ed exc�tedly to me.
“If we can do all th�s �n a premature, �solated, abort�ve attempt, what
can’t we do �n a concerted, r�pened effort all over the land?”

The automob�le conta�n�ng the off�cer who had asked the quest�on
darted on. Suddenly there was a deafen�ng roar. The mach�ne, w�th
�ts human fre�ght, l�fted �n an upburst of smoke, and sank down a
mass of wreckage and death.

Hartman was jub�lant. “Well done! well done!” he was repeat�ng,
over and over, �n a wh�sper. “The proletar�at gets �ts lesson to-day,
but �t g�ves one, too.”



Pol�ce were runn�ng for the spot. Also, another patrol mach�ne had
halted. As for myself, I was �n a daze. The suddenness of �t was
stunn�ng. How had �t happened? I knew not how, and yet I had been
look�ng d�rectly at �t. So dazed was I for the moment that I was
scarcely aware of the fact that we were be�ng held up by the pol�ce. I
abruptly saw that a pol�ceman was �n the act of shoot�ng Hartman.
But Hartman was cool and was g�v�ng the proper passwords. I saw
the levelled revolver hes�tate, then s�nk down, and heard the
d�sgusted grunt of the pol�ceman. He was very angry, and was
curs�ng the whole secret serv�ce. It was always �n the way, he was
averr�ng, wh�le Hartman was talk�ng back to h�m and w�th f�tt�ng
secret-serv�ce pr�de expla�n�ng to h�m the clums�ness of the pol�ce.

The next moment I knew how �t had happened. There was qu�te a
group about the wreck, and two men were just l�ft�ng up the wounded
off�cer to carry h�m to the other mach�ne. A pan�c se�zed all of them,
and they scattered �n every d�rect�on, runn�ng �n bl�nd terror, the
wounded off�cer, roughly dropped, be�ng left beh�nd. The curs�ng
pol�ceman alongs�de of me also ran, and Hartman and I ran, too, we
knew not why, obsessed w�th the same bl�nd terror to get away from
that part�cular spot.

Noth�ng really happened then, but everyth�ng was expla�ned. The
fly�ng men were sheep�shly com�ng back, but all the wh�le the�r eyes
were ra�sed apprehens�vely to the many-w�ndowed, lofty bu�ld�ngs
that towered l�ke the sheer walls of a canyon on each s�de of the
street. From one of those countless w�ndows the bomb had been
thrown, but wh�ch w�ndow? There had been no second bomb, only a
fear of one.

Thereafter we looked w�th speculat�ve comprehens�on at the
w�ndows. Any of them conta�ned poss�ble death. Each bu�ld�ng was a
poss�ble ambuscade. Th�s was warfare �n that modern jungle, a great
c�ty. Every street was a canyon, every bu�ld�ng a mounta�n. We had
not changed much from pr�m�t�ve man, desp�te the war automob�les
that were sl�d�ng by.

Turn�ng a corner, we came upon a woman. She was ly�ng on the
pavement, �n a pool of blood. Hartman bent over and exam�ned her.
As for myself, I turned deathly s�ck. I was to see many dead that day,



but the total carnage was not to affect me as d�d th�s f�rst forlorn
body ly�ng there at my feet abandoned on the pavement. “Shot �n the
breast,” was Hartman’s report. Clasped �n the hollow of her arm, as a
ch�ld m�ght be clasped, was a bundle of pr�nted matter. Even �n death
she seemed loath to part w�th that wh�ch had caused her death; for
when Hartman had succeeded �n w�thdraw�ng the bundle, we found
that �t cons�sted of large pr�nted sheets, the proclamat�ons of the
revolut�on�sts.

“A comrade,” I sa�d.
But Hartman only cursed the Iron Heel, and we passed on. Often

we were halted by the pol�ce and patrols, but our passwords enabled
us to proceed. No more bombs fell from the w�ndows, the last
pedestr�ans seemed to have van�shed from the streets, and our
�mmed�ate qu�etude grew more profound; though the g�gant�c caldron
cont�nued to bubble �n the d�stance, dull roars of explos�ons came to
us from all d�rect�ons, and the smoke-p�llars were tower�ng more
om�nously �n the heavens.



CHAPTER XXIII.
THE PEOPLE OF THE ABYSS

Suddenly a change came over the face of th�ngs. A t�ngle of
exc�tement ran along the a�r. Automob�les fled past, two, three, a
dozen, and from them warn�ngs were shouted to us. One of the
mach�nes swerved w�ldly at h�gh speed half a block down, and the
next moment, already left well beh�nd �t, the pavement was torn �nto
a great hole by a burst�ng bomb. We saw the pol�ce d�sappear�ng
down the cross-streets on the run, and knew that someth�ng terr�ble
was com�ng. We could hear the r�s�ng roar of �t.

“Our brave comrades are com�ng,” Hartman sa�d.
We could see the front of the�r column f�ll�ng the street from gutter

to gutter, as the last war-automob�le fled past. The mach�ne stopped
for a moment just abreast of us. A sold�er leaped from �t, carry�ng
someth�ng carefully �n h�s hands. Th�s, w�th the same care, he
depos�ted �n the gutter. Then he leaped back to h�s seat and the
mach�ne dashed on, took the turn at the corner, and was gone from
s�ght. Hartman ran to the gutter and stooped over the object.

“Keep back,” he warned me.
I could see he was work�ng rap�dly w�th h�s hands. When he

returned to me the sweat was heavy on h�s forehead.
“I d�sconnected �t,” he sa�d, “and just �n the n�ck of t�me. The

sold�er was clumsy. He �ntended �t for our comrades, but he d�dn’t
g�ve �t enough t�me. It would have exploded prematurely. Now �t
won’t explode at all.”

Everyth�ng was happen�ng rap�dly now. Across the street and half
a block down, h�gh up �n a bu�ld�ng, I could see heads peer�ng out. I



had just po�nted them out to Hartman, when a sheet of flame and
smoke ran along that port�on of the face of the bu�ld�ng where the
heads had appeared, and the a�r was shaken by the explos�on. In
places the stone fac�ng of the bu�ld�ng was torn away, expos�ng the
�ron construct�on beneath. The next moment s�m�lar sheets of flame
and smoke smote the front of the bu�ld�ng across the street oppos�te
�t. Between the explos�ons we could hear the rattle of the automat�c
p�stols and r�fles. For several m�nutes th�s m�d-a�r battle cont�nued,
then d�ed out. It was patent that our comrades were �n one bu�ld�ng,
that Mercenar�es were �n the other, and that they were f�ght�ng
across the street. But we could not tell wh�ch was wh�ch—wh�ch
bu�ld�ng conta�ned our comrades and wh�ch the Mercenar�es.

By th�s t�me the column on the street was almost on us. As the
front of �t passed under the warr�ng bu�ld�ngs, both went �nto act�on
aga�n—one bu�ld�ng dropp�ng bombs �nto the street, be�ng attacked
from across the street, and �n return reply�ng to that attack. Thus we
learned wh�ch bu�ld�ng was held by our comrades, and they d�d good
work, sav�ng those �n the street from the bombs of the enemy.

Hartman gr�pped my arm and dragged me �nto a w�de entrance.
“They’re not our comrades,” he shouted �n my ear.
The �nner doors to the entrance were locked and bolted. We could

not escape. The next moment the front of the column went by. It was
not a column, but a mob, an awful r�ver that f�lled the street, the
people of the abyss, mad w�th dr�nk and wrong, up at last and
roar�ng for the blood of the�r masters. I had seen the people of the
abyss before, gone through �ts ghettos, and thought I knew �t; but I
found that I was now look�ng on �t for the f�rst t�me. Dumb apathy had
van�shed. It was now dynam�c—a fasc�nat�ng spectacle of dread. It
surged past my v�s�on �n concrete waves of wrath, snarl�ng and
growl�ng, carn�vorous, drunk w�th wh�skey from p�llaged warehouses,
drunk w�th hatred, drunk w�th lust for blood—men, women, and
ch�ldren, �n rags and tatters, d�m feroc�ous �ntell�gences w�th all the
godl�ke blotted from the�r features and all the f�endl�ke stamped �n,
apes and t�gers, anaem�c consumpt�ves and great ha�ry beasts of
burden, wan faces from wh�ch vamp�re soc�ety had sucked the ju�ce
of l�fe, bloated forms swollen w�th phys�cal grossness and corrupt�on,



w�thered hags and death’s-heads bearded l�ke patr�archs, fester�ng
youth and fester�ng age, faces of f�ends, crooked, tw�sted,
m�sshapen monsters blasted w�th the ravages of d�sease and all the
horrors of chron�c �nnutr�t�on—the refuse and the scum of l�fe, a
rag�ng, scream�ng, screech�ng, demon�acal horde.

And why not? The people of the abyss had noth�ng to lose but the
m�sery and pa�n of l�v�ng. And to ga�n?—noth�ng, save one f�nal,
awful glut of vengeance. And as I looked the thought came to me
that �n that rush�ng stream of human lava were men, comrades and
heroes, whose m�ss�on had been to rouse the abysmal beast and to
keep the enemy occup�ed �n cop�ng w�th �t.

And now a strange th�ng happened to me. A transformat�on came
over me. The fear of death, for myself and for others, left me. I was
strangely exalted, another be�ng �n another l�fe. Noth�ng mattered.
The Cause for th�s one t�me was lost, but the Cause would be here
to-morrow, the same Cause, ever fresh and ever burn�ng. And
thereafter, �n the orgy of horror that raged through the succeed�ng
hours, I was able to take a calm �nterest. Death meant noth�ng, l�fe
meant noth�ng. I was an �nterested spectator of events, and,
somet�mes swept on by the rush, was myself a cur�ous part�c�pant.
For my m�nd had leaped to a star-cool alt�tude and grasped a
pass�onless transvaluat�on of values. Had �t not done th�s, I know
that I should have d�ed.

Half a m�le of the mob had swept by when we were d�scovered. A
woman �n fantast�c rags, w�th cheeks cavernously hollow and w�th
narrow black eyes l�ke burn�ng g�mlets, caught a gl�mpse of Hartman
and me. She let out a shr�ll shr�ek and bore �n upon us. A sect�on of
the mob tore �tself loose and surged �n after her. I can see her now,
as I wr�te these l�nes, a leap �n advance, her gray ha�r fly�ng �n th�n
tangled str�ngs, the blood dr�pp�ng down her forehead from some
wound �n the scalp, �n her r�ght hand a hatchet, her left hand, lean
and wr�nkled, a yellow talon, gr�pp�ng the a�r convuls�vely. Hartman
sprang �n front of me. Th�s was no t�me for explanat�ons. We were
well dressed, and that was enough. H�s f�st shot out, str�k�ng the
woman between her burn�ng eyes. The �mpact of the blow drove her
backward, but she struck the wall of her on-com�ng fellows and



bounced forward aga�n, dazed and helpless, the brand�shed hatchet
fall�ng feebly on Hartman’s shoulder.

The next moment I knew not what was happen�ng. I was
overborne by the crowd. The conf�ned space was f�lled w�th shr�eks
and yells and curses. Blows were fall�ng on me. Hands were r�pp�ng
and tear�ng at my flesh and garments. I felt that I was be�ng torn to
p�eces. I was be�ng borne down, suffocated. Some strong hand
gr�pped my shoulder �n the th�ck of the press and was dragg�ng
f�ercely at me. Between pa�n and pressure I fa�nted. Hartman never
came out of that entrance. He had sh�elded me and rece�ved the f�rst
brunt of the attack. Th�s had saved me, for the jam had qu�ckly
become too dense for anyth�ng more than the mad gr�pp�ng and
tear�ng of hands.

I came to �n the m�dst of w�ld movement. All about me was the
same movement. I had been caught up �n a monstrous flood that
was sweep�ng me I knew not wh�ther. Fresh a�r was on my cheek
and b�t�ng sweetly �n my lungs. Fa�nt and d�zzy, I was vaguely aware
of a strong arm around my body under the arms, and half-l�ft�ng me
and dragg�ng me along. Feebly my own l�mbs were help�ng me. In
front of me I could see the mov�ng back of a man’s coat. It had been
sl�t from top to bottom along the centre seam, and �t pulsed
rhythm�cally, the sl�t open�ng and clos�ng regularly w�th every leap of
the wearer. Th�s phenomenon fasc�nated me for a t�me, wh�le my
senses were com�ng back to me. Next I became aware of st�ng�ng
cheeks and nose, and could feel blood dr�pp�ng on my face. My hat
was gone. My ha�r was down and fly�ng, and from the st�ng�ng of the
scalp I managed to recollect a hand �n the press of the entrance that
had torn at my ha�r. My chest and arms were bru�sed and ach�ng �n a
score of places.

My bra�n grew clearer, and I turned as I ran and looked at the man
who was hold�ng me up. He �t was who had dragged me out and
saved me. He not�ced my movement.

“It’s all r�ght!” he shouted hoarsely. “I knew you on the �nstant.”
I fa�led to recogn�ze h�m, but before I could speak I trod upon

someth�ng that was al�ve and that squ�rmed under my foot. I was
swept on by those beh�nd and could not look down and see, and yet



I knew that �t was a woman who had fallen and who was be�ng
trampled �nto the pavement by thousands of success�ve feet.

“It’s all r�ght,” he repeated. “I’m Garthwa�te.”
He was bearded and gaunt and d�rty, but I succeeded �n

remember�ng h�m as the stalwart youth that had spent several
months �n our Glen Ellen refuge three years before. He passed me
the s�gnals of the Iron Heel’s secret serv�ce, �n token that he, too,
was �n �ts employ.

“I’ll get you out of th�s as soon as I can get a chance,” he assured
me. “But watch your foot�ng. On your l�fe don’t stumble and go
down.”

All th�ngs happened abruptly on that day, and w�th an abruptness
that was s�cken�ng the mob checked �tself. I came �n v�olent coll�s�on
w�th a large woman �n front of me (the man w�th the spl�t coat had
van�shed), wh�le those beh�nd coll�ded aga�nst me. A dev�l�sh
pandemon�um re�gned,—shr�eks, curses, and cr�es of death, wh�le
above all rose the churn�ng rattle of mach�ne-guns and the put-a-put,
put-a-put of r�fles. At f�rst I could make out noth�ng. People were
fall�ng about me r�ght and left. The woman �n front doubled up and
went down, her hands on her abdomen �n a frenz�ed clutch. A man
was qu�ver�ng aga�nst my legs �n a death-struggle.

It came to me that we were at the head of the column. Half a m�le
of �t had d�sappeared—where or how I never learned. To th�s day I
do not know what became of that half-m�le of human�ty—whether �t
was blotted out by some fr�ghtful bolt of war, whether �t was scattered
and destroyed p�ecemeal, or whether �t escaped. But there we were,
at the head of the column �nstead of �n �ts m�ddle, and we were be�ng
swept out of l�fe by a torrent of shr�ek�ng lead.

As soon as death had th�nned the jam, Garthwa�te, st�ll grasp�ng
my arm, led a rush of surv�vors �nto the w�de entrance of an off�ce
bu�ld�ng. Here, at the rear, aga�nst the doors, we were pressed by a
pant�ng, gasp�ng mass of creatures. For some t�me we rema�ned �n
th�s pos�t�on w�thout a change �n the s�tuat�on.

“I d�d �t beaut�fully,” Garthwa�te was lament�ng to me. “Ran you
r�ght �nto a trap. We had a gambler’s chance �n the street, but �n here



there �s no chance at all. It’s all over but the shout�ng. V�ve la
Revolut�on!”

Then, what he expected, began. The Mercenar�es were k�ll�ng
w�thout quarter. At f�rst, the surge back upon us was crush�ng, but as
the k�ll�ng cont�nued the pressure was eased. The dead and dy�ng
went down and made room. Garthwa�te put h�s mouth to my ear and
shouted, but �n the fr�ghtful d�n I could not catch what he sa�d. He d�d
not wa�t. He se�zed me and threw me down. Next he dragged a
dy�ng woman over on top of me, and, w�th much squeez�ng and
shov�ng, crawled �n bes�de me and partly over me. A mound of dead
and dy�ng began to p�le up over us, and over th�s mound, paw�ng
and moan�ng, crept those that st�ll surv�ved. But these, too, soon
ceased, and a sem�-s�lence settled down, broken by groans and
sobs and sounds of strangulat�on.

I should have been crushed had �t not been for Garthwa�te. As �t
was, �t seemed �nconce�vable that I could bear the we�ght I d�d and
l�ve. And yet, outs�de of pa�n, the only feel�ng I possessed was one of
cur�os�ty. How was �t go�ng to end? What would death be l�ke? Thus
d�d I rece�ve my red bapt�sm �n that Ch�cago shambles. Pr�or to that,
death to me had been a theory; but ever afterward death has been a
s�mple fact that does not matter, �t �s so easy.

But the Mercenar�es were not content w�th what they had done.
They �nvaded the entrance, k�ll�ng the wounded and search�ng out
the unhurt that, l�ke ourselves, were play�ng dead. I remember one
man they dragged out of a heap, who pleaded abjectly unt�l a
revolver shot cut h�m short. Then there was a woman who charged
from a heap, snarl�ng and shoot�ng. She f�red s�x shots before they
got her, though what damage she d�d we could not know. We could
follow these traged�es only by the sound. Every l�ttle wh�le flurr�es
l�ke th�s occurred, each flurry culm�nat�ng �n the revolver shot that put
an end to �t. In the �ntervals we could hear the sold�ers talk�ng and
swear�ng as they rummaged among the carcasses, urged on by the�r
off�cers to hurry up.

At last they went to work on our heap, and we could feel the
pressure d�m�n�sh as they dragged away the dead and wounded.



Garthwa�te began utter�ng aloud the s�gnals. At f�rst he was not
heard. Then he ra�sed h�s vo�ce.

“L�sten to that,” we heard a sold�er say. And next the sharp vo�ce
of an off�cer. “Hold on there! Careful as you go!”

Oh, that f�rst breath of a�r as we were dragged out! Garthwa�te d�d
the talk�ng at f�rst, but I was compelled to undergo a br�ef
exam�nat�on to prove serv�ce w�th the Iron Heel.

“Agents-provocateurs all r�ght,” was the off�cer’s conclus�on. He
was a beardless young fellow, a cadet, ev�dently, of some great
ol�garch fam�ly.

“It’s a hell of a job,” Garthwa�te grumbled. “I’m go�ng to try and
res�gn and get �nto the army. You fellows have a snap.”

“You’ve earned �t,” was the young off�cer’s answer. “I’ve got some
pull, and I’ll see �f �t can be managed. I can tell them how I found
you.”

He took Garthwa�te’s name and number, then turned to me.
“And you?”
“Oh, I’m go�ng to be marr�ed,” I answered l�ghtly, “and then I’ll be

out of �t all.”
And so we talked, wh�le the k�ll�ng of the wounded went on. It �s all

a dream, now, as I look back on �t; but at the t�me �t was the most
natural th�ng �n the world. Garthwa�te and the young off�cer fell �nto
an an�mated conversat�on over the d�fference between so-called
modern warfare and the present street-f�ght�ng and sky-scraper
f�ght�ng that was tak�ng place all over the c�ty. I followed them
�ntently, f�x�ng up my ha�r at the same t�me and p�nn�ng together my
torn sk�rts. And all the t�me the k�ll�ng of the wounded went on.
Somet�mes the revolver shots drowned the vo�ces of Garthwa�te and
the off�cer, and they were compelled to repeat what they had been
say�ng.

I l�ved through three days of the Ch�cago Commune, and the
vastness of �t and of the slaughter may be �mag�ned when I say that
�n all that t�me I saw pract�cally noth�ng outs�de the k�ll�ng of the
people of the abyss and the m�d-a�r f�ght�ng between sky-scrapers. I
really saw noth�ng of the hero�c work done by the comrades. I could



hear the explos�ons of the�r m�nes and bombs, and see the smoke of
the�r conflagrat�ons, and that was all. The m�d-a�r part of one great
deed I saw, however, and that was the balloon attacks made by our
comrades on the fortresses. That was on the second day. The three
d�sloyal reg�ments had been destroyed �n the fortresses to the last
man. The fortresses were crowded w�th Mercenar�es, the w�nd blew
�n the r�ght d�rect�on, and up went our balloons from one of the off�ce
bu�ld�ngs �n the c�ty.

Now B�edenbach, after he left Glen Ellen, had �nvented a most
powerful explos�ve—“exped�te” he called �t. Th�s was the weapon the
balloons used. They were only hot-a�r balloons, clums�ly and hast�ly
made, but they d�d the work. I saw �t all from the top of an off�ce
bu�ld�ng. The f�rst balloon m�ssed the fortresses completely and
d�sappeared �nto the country; but we learned about �t afterward.
Burton and O’Sull�van were �n �t. As they were descend�ng they
swept across a ra�lroad d�rectly over a troop-tra�n that was head�ng
at full speed for Ch�cago. They dropped the�r whole supply of
exped�te upon the locomot�ve. The result�ng wreck t�ed the l�ne up for
days. And the best of �t was that, released from the we�ght of
exped�te, the balloon shot up �nto the a�r and d�d not come down for
half a dozen m�les, both heroes escap�ng unharmed.

The second balloon was a fa�lure. Its fl�ght was lame. It floated too
low and was shot full of holes before �t could reach the fortresses.
Herford and Gu�nness were �n �t, and they were blown to p�eces
along w�th the f�eld �nto wh�ch they fell. B�edenbach was �n despa�r—
we heard all about �t afterward—and he went up alone �n the th�rd
balloon. He, too, made a low fl�ght, but he was �n luck, for they fa�led
ser�ously to puncture h�s balloon. I can see �t now as I d�d then, from
the lofty top of the bu�ld�ng—that �nflated bag dr�ft�ng along the a�r,
and that t�ny speck of a man cl�ng�ng on beneath. I could not see the
fortress, but those on the roof w�th me sa�d he was d�rectly over �t. I
d�d not see the exped�te fall when he cut �t loose. But I d�d see the
balloon suddenly leap up �nto the sky. An apprec�able t�me after that
the great column of the explos�on towered �n the a�r, and after that, �n
turn, I heard the roar of �t. B�edenbach the gentle had destroyed a
fortress. Two other balloons followed at the same t�me. One was
blown to p�eces �n the a�r, the exped�te explod�ng, and the shock of �t



d�srupted the second balloon, wh�ch fell prett�ly �nto the rema�n�ng
fortress. It couldn’t have been better planned, though the two
comrades �n �t sacr�f�ced the�r l�ves.

But to return to the people of the abyss. My exper�ences were
conf�ned to them. They raged and slaughtered and destroyed all
over the c�ty proper, and were �n turn destroyed; but never once d�d
they succeed �n reach�ng the c�ty of the ol�garchs over on the west
s�de. The ol�garchs had protected themselves well. No matter what
destruct�on was wreaked �n the heart of the c�ty, they, and the�r
womenk�nd and ch�ldren, were to escape hurt. I am told that the�r
ch�ldren played �n the parks dur�ng those terr�ble days and that the�r
favor�te game was an �m�tat�on of the�r elders stamp�ng upon the
proletar�at.

But the Mercenar�es found �t no easy task to cope w�th the people
of the abyss and at the same t�me f�ght w�th the comrades. Ch�cago
was true to her trad�t�ons, and though a generat�on of revolut�on�sts
was w�ped out, �t took along w�th �t pretty close to a generat�on of �ts
enem�es. Of course, the Iron Heel kept the f�gures secret, but, at a
very conservat�ve est�mate, at least one hundred and th�rty thousand
Mercenar�es were sla�n. But the comrades had no chance. Instead of
the whole country be�ng hand �n hand �n revolt, they were all alone,
and the total strength of the Ol�garchy could have been d�rected
aga�nst them �f necessary. As �t was, hour after hour, day after day, �n
endless tra�n-loads, by hundreds of thousands, the Mercenar�es
were hurled �nto Ch�cago.

And there were so many of the people of the abyss! T�r�ng of the
slaughter, a great herd�ng movement was begun by the sold�ers, the
�ntent of wh�ch was to dr�ve the street mobs, l�ke cattle, �nto Lake
M�ch�gan. It was at the beg�nn�ng of th�s movement that Garthwa�te
and I had encountered the young off�cer. Th�s herd�ng movement
was pract�cally a fa�lure, thanks to the splend�d work of the
comrades. Instead of the great host the Mercenar�es had hoped to
gather together, they succeeded �n dr�v�ng no more than forty
thousand of the wretches �nto the lake. T�me and aga�n, when a mob
of them was well �n hand and be�ng dr�ven along the streets to the



water, the comrades would create a d�vers�on, and the mob would
escape through the consequent hole torn �n the enc�rcl�ng net.

Garthwa�te and I saw an example of th�s shortly after meet�ng w�th
the young off�cer. The mob of wh�ch we had been a part, and wh�ch
had been put �n retreat, was prevented from escap�ng to the south
and east by strong bod�es of troops. The troops we had fallen �n w�th
had held �t back on the west. The only outlet was north, and north �t
went toward the lake, dr�ven on from east and west and south by
mach�ne-gun f�re and automat�cs. Whether �t d�v�ned that �t was
be�ng dr�ven toward the lake, or whether �t was merely a bl�nd squ�rm
of the monster, I do not know; but at any rate the mob took a cross
street to the west, turned down the next street, and came back upon
�ts track, head�ng south toward the great ghetto.

Garthwa�te and I at that t�me were try�ng to make our way
westward to get out of the terr�tory of street-f�ght�ng, and we were
caught r�ght �n the th�ck of �t aga�n. As we came to the corner we saw
the howl�ng mob bear�ng down upon us. Garthwa�te se�zed my arm
and we were just start�ng to run, when he dragged me back from �n
front of the wheels of half a dozen war automob�les, equ�pped w�th
mach�ne-guns, that were rush�ng for the spot. Beh�nd them came the
sold�ers w�th the�r automat�c r�fles. By the t�me they took pos�t�on, the
mob was upon them, and �t looked as though they would be
overwhelmed before they could get �nto act�on.

Here and there a sold�er was d�scharg�ng h�s r�fle, but th�s
scattered f�re had no effect �n check�ng the mob. On �t came,
bellow�ng w�th brute rage. It seemed the mach�ne-guns could not get
started. The automob�les on wh�ch they were mounted blocked the
street, compell�ng the sold�ers to f�nd pos�t�ons �n, between, and on
the s�dewalks. More and more sold�ers were arr�v�ng, and �n the jam
we were unable to get away. Garthwa�te held me by the arm, and we
pressed close aga�nst the front of a bu�ld�ng.

The mob was no more than twenty-f�ve feet away when the
mach�ne-guns opened up; but before that flam�ng sheet of death
noth�ng could l�ve. The mob came on, but �t could not advance. It
p�led up �n a heap, a mound, a huge and grow�ng wave of dead and
dy�ng. Those beh�nd urged on, and the column, from gutter to gutter,



telescoped upon �tself. Wounded creatures, men and women, were
vom�ted over the top of that awful wave and fell squ�rm�ng down the
face of �t t�ll they threshed about under the automob�les and aga�nst
the legs of the sold�ers. The latter bayoneted the struggl�ng
wretches, though one I saw who ga�ned h�s feet and flew at a
sold�er’s throat w�th h�s teeth. Together they went down, sold�er and
slave, �nto the welter.

The f�r�ng ceased. The work was done. The mob had been
stopped �n �ts w�ld attempt to break through. Orders were be�ng g�ven
to clear the wheels of the war-mach�nes. They could not advance
over that wave of dead, and the �dea was to run them down the
cross street. The sold�ers were dragg�ng the bod�es away from the
wheels when �t happened. We learned afterward how �t happened. A
block d�stant a hundred of our comrades had been hold�ng a
bu�ld�ng. Across roofs and through bu�ld�ngs they made the�r way, t�ll
they found themselves look�ng down upon the close-packed sold�ers.
Then �t was counter-massacre.

W�thout warn�ng, a shower of bombs fell from the top of the
bu�ld�ng. The automob�les were blown to fragments, along w�th many
sold�ers. We, w�th the surv�vors, swept back �n mad retreat. Half a
block down another bu�ld�ng opened f�re on us. As the sold�ers had
carpeted the street w�th dead slaves, so, �n turn, d�d they themselves
become carpet. Garthwa�te and I bore charmed l�ves. As we had
done before, so aga�n we sought shelter �n an entrance. But he was
not to be caught napp�ng th�s t�me. As the roar of the bombs d�ed
away, he began peer�ng out.

“The mob’s com�ng back!” he called to me. “We’ve got to get out of
th�s!”

We fled, hand �n hand, down the bloody pavement, sl�pp�ng and
sl�d�ng, and mak�ng for the corner. Down the cross street we could
see a few sold�ers st�ll runn�ng. Noth�ng was happen�ng to them. The
way was clear. So we paused a moment and looked back. The mob
came on slowly. It was busy arm�ng �tself w�th the r�fles of the sla�n
and k�ll�ng the wounded. We saw the end of the young off�cer who
had rescued us. He pa�nfully l�fted h�mself on h�s elbow and turned
loose w�th h�s automat�c p�stol.



“There goes my chance of promot�on,” Garthwa�te laughed, as a
woman bore down on the wounded man, brand�sh�ng a butcher’s
cleaver. “Come on. It’s the wrong d�rect�on, but we’ll get out
somehow.”

And we fled eastward through the qu�et streets, prepared at every
cross street for anyth�ng to happen. To the south a monster
conflagrat�on was f�ll�ng the sky, and we knew that the great ghetto
was burn�ng. At last I sank down on the s�dewalk. I was exhausted
and could go no farther. I was bru�sed and sore and ach�ng �n every
l�mb; yet I could not escape sm�l�ng at Garthwa�te, who was roll�ng a
c�garette and say�ng:

“I know I’m mak�ng a mess of rescu�ng you, but I can’t get head
nor ta�l of the s�tuat�on. It’s all a mess. Every t�me we try to break out,
someth�ng happens and we’re turned back. We’re only a couple of
blocks now from where I got you out of that entrance. Fr�end and foe
are all m�xed up. It’s chaos. You can’t tell who �s �n those darned
bu�ld�ngs. Try to f�nd out, and you get a bomb on your head. Try to
go peaceably on your way, and you run �nto a mob and are k�lled by
mach�ne-guns, or you run �nto the Mercenar�es and are k�lled by your
own comrades from a roof. And on the top of �t all the mob comes
along and k�lls you, too.”

He shook h�s head dolefully, l�ghted h�s c�garette, and sat down
bes�de me.

“And I’m that hungry,” he added, “I could eat cobblestones.”
The next moment he was on h�s feet aga�n and out �n the street

pry�ng up a cobblestone. He came back w�th �t and assaulted the
w�ndow of a store beh�nd us.

“It’s ground floor and no good,” he expla�ned as he helped me
through the hole he had made; “but �t’s the best we can do. You get a
nap and I’ll reconno�tre. I’ll f�n�sh th�s rescue all r�ght, but I want t�me,
t�me, lots of �t—and someth�ng to eat.”

It was a harness store we found ourselves �n, and he f�xed me up
a couch of horse blankets �n the pr�vate off�ce well to the rear. To add
to my wretchedness a spl�tt�ng headache was com�ng on, and I was
only too glad to close my eyes and try to sleep.



“I’ll be back,” were h�s part�ng words. “I don’t hope to get an auto,
but I’ll surely br�ng some grub,[1] anyway.”

[1] Food.

And that was the last I saw of Garthwa�te for three years. Instead
of com�ng back, he was carr�ed away to a hosp�tal w�th a bullet
through h�s lungs and another through the fleshy part of h�s neck.



CHAPTER XXIV.
NIGHTMARE

I had not closed my eyes the n�ght before on the Twent�eth
Century, and what of that and of my exhaust�on I slept soundly.
When I f�rst awoke, �t was n�ght. Garthwa�te had not returned. I had
lost my watch and had no �dea of the t�me. As I lay w�th my eyes
closed, I heard the same dull sound of d�stant explos�ons. The
�nferno was st�ll rag�ng. I crept through the store to the front. The
reflect�on from the sky of vast conflagrat�ons made the street almost
as l�ght as day. One could have read the f�nest pr�nt w�th ease. From
several blocks away came the crackle of small hand-bombs and the
churn�ng of mach�ne-guns, and from a long way off came a long
ser�es of heavy explos�ons. I crept back to my horse blankets and
slept aga�n.

When next I awoke, a s�ckly yellow l�ght was f�lter�ng �n on me. It
was dawn of the second day. I crept to the front of the store. A
smoke pall, shot through w�th lur�d gleams, f�lled the sky. Down the
oppos�te s�de of the street tottered a wretched slave. One hand he
held t�ghtly aga�nst h�s s�de, and beh�nd h�m he left a bloody tra�l. H�s
eyes roved everywhere, and they were f�lled w�th apprehens�on and
dread. Once he looked stra�ght across at me, and �n h�s face was all
the dumb pathos of the wounded and hunted an�mal. He saw me,
but there was no k�nsh�p between us, and w�th h�m, at least, no
sympathy of understand�ng; for he cowered percept�bly and dragged
h�mself on. He could expect no a�d �n all God’s world. He was a helot
�n the great hunt of helots that the masters were mak�ng. All he could
hope for, all he sought, was some hole to crawl away �n and h�de l�ke
any an�mal. The sharp clang of a pass�ng ambulance at the corner



gave h�m a start. Ambulances were not for such as he. W�th a groan
of pa�n he threw h�mself �nto a doorway. A m�nute later he was out
aga�n and desperately hobbl�ng on.

I went back to my horse blankets and wa�ted an hour for
Garthwa�te. My headache had not gone away. On the contrary, �t was
�ncreas�ng. It was by an effort of w�ll only that I was able to open my
eyes and look at objects. And w�th the open�ng of my eyes and the
look�ng came �ntolerable torment. Also, a great pulse was beat�ng �n
my bra�n. Weak and reel�ng, I went out through the broken w�ndow
and down the street, seek�ng to escape, �nst�nct�vely and grop�ngly,
from the awful shambles. And thereafter I l�ved n�ghtmare. My
memory of what happened �n the succeed�ng hours �s the memory
one would have of n�ghtmare. Many events are focussed sharply on
my bra�n, but between these �ndel�ble p�ctures I reta�n are �ntervals of
unconsc�ousness. What occurred �n those �ntervals I know not, and
never shall know.

I remember stumbl�ng at the corner over the legs of a man. It was
the poor hunted wretch that had dragged h�mself past my h�d�ng-
place. How d�st�nctly do I remember h�s poor, p�t�ful, gnarled hands
as he lay there on the pavement—hands that were more hoof and
claw than hands, all tw�sted and d�storted by the to�l of all h�s days,
w�th on the palms a horny growth of callous a half �nch th�ck. And as
I p�cked myself up and started on, I looked �nto the face of the th�ng
and saw that �t st�ll l�ved; for the eyes, d�mly �ntell�gent, were look�ng
at me and see�ng me.

After that came a k�ndly blank. I knew noth�ng, saw noth�ng,
merely tottered on �n my quest for safety. My next n�ghtmare v�s�on
was a qu�et street of the dead. I came upon �t abruptly, as a
wanderer �n the country would come upon a flow�ng stream. Only
th�s stream I gazed upon d�d not flow. It was congealed �n death.
From pavement to pavement, and cover�ng the s�dewalks, �t lay
there, spread out qu�te evenly, w�th only here and there a lump or
mound of bod�es to break the surface. Poor dr�ven people of the
abyss, hunted helots—they lay there as the rabb�ts �n Cal�forn�a after
a dr�ve.[1] Up the street and down I looked. There was no movement,
no sound. The qu�et bu�ld�ngs looked down upon the scene from



the�r many w�ndows. And once, and once only, I saw an arm that
moved �n that dead stream. I swear I saw �t move, w�th a strange
wr�th�ng gesture of agony, and w�th �t l�fted a head, gory w�th
nameless horror, that g�bbered at me and then lay down aga�n and
moved no more.

[1] In those days, so sparsely populated was the land that w�ld
an�mals often became pests. In Cal�forn�a the custom of rabb�t-
dr�v�ng obta�ned. On a g�ven day all the farmers �n a local�ty would
assemble and sweep across the country �n converg�ng l�nes,
dr�v�ng the rabb�ts by scores of thousands �nto a prepared
enclosure, where they were clubbed to death by men and boys.

I remember another street, w�th qu�et bu�ld�ngs on e�ther s�de, and
the pan�c that smote me �nto consc�ousness as aga�n I saw the
people of the abyss, but th�s t�me �n a stream that flowed and came
on. And then I saw there was noth�ng to fear. The stream moved
slowly, wh�le from �t arose groans and lamentat�ons, curs�ngs,
babbl�ngs of sen�l�ty, hyster�a, and �nsan�ty; for these were the very
young and the very old, the feeble and the s�ck, the helpless and the
hopeless, all the wreckage of the ghetto. The burn�ng of the great
ghetto on the South S�de had dr�ven them forth �nto the �nferno of the
street-f�ght�ng, and wh�ther they wended and whatever became of
them I d�d not know and never learned.[2]

[2] It was long a quest�on of debate, whether the burn�ng of the
South S�de ghetto was acc�dental, or whether �t was done by the
Mercenar�es; but �t �s def�n�tely settled now that the ghetto was
f�red by the Mercenar�es under orders from the�r ch�efs.

I have fa�nt memor�es of break�ng a w�ndow and h�d�ng �n some
shop to escape a street mob that was pursued by sold�ers. Also, a
bomb burst near me, once, �n some st�ll street, where, look as I
would, up and down, I could see no human be�ng. But my next sharp
recollect�on beg�ns w�th the crack of a r�fle and an abrupt becom�ng
aware that I am be�ng f�red at by a sold�er �n an automob�le. The shot
m�ssed, and the next moment I was scream�ng and mot�on�ng the
s�gnals. My memory of r�d�ng �n the automob�le �s very hazy, though
th�s r�de, �n turn, �s broken by one v�v�d p�cture. The crack of the r�fle



of the sold�er s�tt�ng bes�de me made me open my eyes, and I saw
George M�lford, whom I had known �n the Pell Street days, s�nk�ng
slowly down to the s�dewalk. Even as he sank the sold�er f�red aga�n,
and M�lford doubled �n, then flung h�s body out, and fell sprawl�ng.
The sold�er chuckled, and the automob�le sped on.

The next I knew after that I was awakened out of a sound sleep by
a man who walked up and down close bes�de me. H�s face was
drawn and stra�ned, and the sweat rolled down h�s nose from h�s
forehead. One hand was clutched t�ghtly aga�nst h�s chest by the
other hand, and blood dr�pped down upon the floor as he walked. He
wore the un�form of the Mercenar�es. From w�thout, as through th�ck
walls, came the muffled roar of burst�ng bombs. I was �n some
bu�ld�ng that was locked �n combat w�th some other bu�ld�ng.

A surgeon came �n to dress the wounded sold�er, and I learned
that �t was two �n the afternoon. My headache was no better, and the
surgeon paused from h�s work long enough to g�ve me a powerful
drug that would depress the heart and br�ng rel�ef. I slept aga�n, and
the next I knew I was on top of the bu�ld�ng. The �mmed�ate f�ght�ng
had ceased, and I was watch�ng the balloon attack on the fortresses.
Some one had an arm around me and I was lean�ng close aga�nst
h�m. It came to me qu�te as a matter of course that th�s was Ernest,
and I found myself wonder�ng how he had got h�s ha�r and eyebrows
so badly s�nged.

It was by the merest chance that we had found each other �n that
terr�ble c�ty. He had had no �dea that I had left New York, and,
com�ng through the room where I lay asleep, could not at f�rst bel�eve
that �t was I. L�ttle more I saw of the Ch�cago Commune. After
watch�ng the balloon attack, Ernest took me down �nto the heart of
the bu�ld�ng, where I slept the afternoon out and the n�ght. The th�rd
day we spent �n the bu�ld�ng, and on the fourth, Ernest hav�ng got
perm�ss�on and an automob�le from the author�t�es, we left Ch�cago.

My headache was gone, but, body and soul, I was very t�red. I lay
back aga�nst Ernest �n the automob�le, and w�th apathet�c eyes
watched the sold�ers try�ng to get the mach�ne out of the c�ty.
F�ght�ng was st�ll go�ng on, but only �n �solated local�t�es. Here and
there whole d�str�cts were st�ll �n possess�on of the comrades, but



such d�str�cts were surrounded and guarded by heavy bod�es of
troops. In a hundred segregated traps were the comrades thus held
wh�le the work of subjugat�ng them went on. Subjugat�on meant
death, for no quarter was g�ven, and they fought hero�cally to the last
man.[3]

[3] Numbers of the bu�ld�ngs held out over a week, wh�le one held
out eleven days. Each bu�ld�ng had to be stormed l�ke a fort, and
the Mercenar�es fought the�r way upward floor by floor. It was
deadly f�ght�ng. Quarter was ne�ther g�ven nor taken, and �n the
f�ght�ng the revolut�on�sts had the advantage of be�ng above.
Wh�le the revolut�on�sts were w�ped out, the loss was not one-
s�ded. The proud Ch�cago proletar�at l�ved up to �ts anc�ent boast.
For as many of �tself as were k�lled, �t k�lled that many of the
enemy.

Whenever we approached such local�t�es, the guards turned us
back and sent us around. Once, the only way past two strong
pos�t�ons of the comrades was through a burnt sect�on that lay
between. From e�ther s�de we could hear the rattle and roar of war,
wh�le the automob�le p�cked �ts way through smok�ng ru�ns and
totter�ng walls. Often the streets were blocked by mounta�ns of
debr�s that compelled us to go around. We were �n a labyr�nth of ru�n,
and our progress was slow.

The stockyards (ghetto, plant, and everyth�ng) were smoulder�ng
ru�ns. Far off to the r�ght a w�de smoke haze d�mmed the sky,—the
town of Pullman, the sold�er chauffeur told us, or what had been the
town of Pullman, for �t was utterly destroyed. He had dr�ven the
mach�ne out there, w�th despatches, on the afternoon of the th�rd
day. Some of the heav�est f�ght�ng had occurred there, he sa�d, many
of the streets be�ng rendered �mpassable by the heaps of the dead.

Sw�ng�ng around the shattered walls of a bu�ld�ng, �n the
stockyards d�str�ct, the automob�le was stopped by a wave of dead. It
was for all the world l�ke a wave tossed up by the sea. It was patent
to us what had happened. As the mob charged past the corner, �t
had been swept, at r�ght angles and po�nt-blank range, by the
mach�ne-guns drawn up on the cross street. But d�saster had come
to the sold�ers. A chance bomb must have exploded among them, for



the mob, checked unt�l �ts dead and dy�ng formed the wave, had
wh�te-capped and flung forward �ts foam of l�v�ng, f�ght�ng slaves.
Sold�ers and slaves lay together, torn and mangled, around and over
the wreckage of the automob�les and guns.

Ernest sprang out. A fam�l�ar pa�r of shoulders �n a cotton sh�rt and
a fam�l�ar fr�nge of wh�te ha�r had caught h�s eye. I d�d not watch h�m,
and �t was not unt�l he was back bes�de me and we were speed�ng
on that he sa�d:

“It was B�shop Morehouse.”
Soon we were �n the green country, and I took one last glance

back at the smoke-f�lled sky. Fa�nt and far came the low thud of an
explos�on. Then I turned my face aga�nst Ernest’s breast and wept
softly for the Cause that was lost. Ernest’s arm about me was
eloquent w�th love.

“For th�s t�me lost, dear heart,” he sa�d, “but not forever. We have
learned. To-morrow the Cause w�ll r�se aga�n, strong w�th w�sdom
and d�sc�pl�ne.”

The automob�le drew up at a ra�lroad stat�on. Here we would catch
a tra�n to New York. As we wa�ted on the platform, three tra�ns
thundered past, bound west to Ch�cago. They were crowded w�th
ragged, unsk�lled laborers, people of the abyss.

“Slave-lev�es for the rebu�ld�ng of Ch�cago,” Ernest sa�d. “You see,
the Ch�cago slaves are all k�lled.”



CHAPTER XXV.
THE TERRORISTS

It was not unt�l Ernest and I were back �n New York, and after
weeks had elapsed, that we were able to comprehend thoroughly the
full sweep of the d�saster that had befallen the Cause. The s�tuat�on
was b�tter and bloody. In many places, scattered over the country,
slave revolts and massacres had occurred. The roll of the martyrs
�ncreased m�ght�ly. Countless execut�ons took place everywhere.
The mounta�ns and waste reg�ons were f�lled w�th outlaws and
refugees who were be�ng hunted down merc�lessly. Our own refuges
were packed w�th comrades who had pr�ces on the�r heads. Through
�nformat�on furn�shed by �ts sp�es, scores of our refuges were ra�ded
by the sold�ers of the Iron Heel.

Many of the comrades were d�sheartened, and they retal�ated w�th
terror�st�c tact�cs. The set-back to the�r hopes made them despa�r�ng
and desperate. Many terror�st organ�zat�ons unaff�l�ated w�th us
sprang �nto ex�stence and caused us much trouble.[1] These
m�sgu�ded people sacr�f�ced the�r own l�ves wantonly, very often
made our own plans go astray, and retarded our organ�zat�on.

[1] The annals of th�s short-l�ved era of despa�r make bloody
read�ng. Revenge was the rul�ng mot�ve, and the members of the
terror�st�c organ�zat�ons were careless of the�r own l�ves and
hopeless about the future. The Dan�tes, tak�ng the�r name from
the aveng�ng angels of the Mormon mythology, sprang up �n the
mounta�ns of the Great West and spread over the Pac�f�c Coast
from Panama to Alaska. The Valkyr�es were women. They were
the most terr�ble of all. No woman was el�g�ble for membersh�p
who had not lost near relat�ves at the hands of the Ol�garchy.
They were gu�lty of tortur�ng the�r pr�soners to death. Another



famous organ�zat�on of women was The W�dows of War. A
compan�on organ�zat�on to the Valkyr�es was the Berserkers.
These men placed no value whatever upon the�r own l�ves, and �t
was they who totally destroyed the great Mercenary c�ty of
Bellona along w�th �ts populat�on of over a hundred thousand
souls. The Bedlam�tes and the Helldam�tes were tw�n slave
organ�zat�ons, wh�le a new rel�g�ous sect that d�d not flour�sh long
was called The Wrath of God. Among others, to show the
wh�ms�cal�ty of the�r deadly ser�ousness, may be ment�oned the
follow�ng: The Bleed�ng Hearts, Sons of the Morn�ng, the Morn�ng
Stars, The Flam�ngoes, The Tr�ple Tr�angles, The Three Bars, The
Rubon�cs, The V�nd�cators, The Comanches, and the Erebus�tes.

And through �t all moved the Iron Heel, �mpass�ve and del�berate,
shak�ng up the whole fabr�c of the soc�al structure �n �ts search for
the comrades, comb�ng out the Mercenar�es, the labor castes, and
all �ts secret serv�ces, pun�sh�ng w�thout mercy and w�thout mal�ce,
suffer�ng �n s�lence all retal�at�ons that were made upon �t, and f�ll�ng
the gaps �n �ts f�ght�ng l�ne as fast as they appeared. And hand �n
hand w�th th�s, Ernest and the other leaders were hard at work
reorgan�z�ng the forces of the Revolut�on. The magn�tude of the task
may be understood when �t �s taken �nto.[2]

[2] Th�s �s the end of the Everhard Manuscr�pt. It breaks off
abruptly �n the m�ddle of a sentence. She must have rece�ved
warn�ng of the com�ng of the Mercenar�es, for she had t�me safely
to h�de the Manuscr�pt before she fled or was captured. It �s to be
regretted that she d�d not l�ve to complete her narrat�ve, for then,
undoubtedly, would have been cleared away the mystery that has
shrouded for seven centur�es the execut�on of Ernest Everhard.
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