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The People of the Abyss
This 1903 non-fiction book concerns life in the East End of London. London wrote

this first-hand account by living in the infamous Whitechapel District for several
months, sometimes staying in workhouses or sleeping on the streets. The conditions he
experienced and wrote about were the same as those endured by an estimated 500,000
of the contemporary London poor.

The People of the Abyss
The chief priests and rulers cry:-
“O Lord and Master, not ours the guilt,

We build but as our fathers built;
Behold thine images how they stand
Sovereign and sole through all our land.
“Our task is hard — with sword and flame,

To hold thine earth forever the same,
And with sharp crooks of steel to keep,
Still as thou leftest them, thy sheep.”
Then Christ sought out an artisan,

A low-browed, stunted, haggard man,
And a motherless girl whose fingers thin
Crushed from her faintly want and sin.
These set he in the midst of them,

And as they drew back their garment hem
For fear of defilement, “Lo, here,” said he,
“The images ye have made of me.”
JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL.

Preface
The experiences related in this volume fell to me in the summer of 1902. I went

down into the under-world of London with an attitude of mind which I may best liken
to that of the explorer. I was open to be convinced by the evidence of my eyes, rather
than by the teachings of those who had not seen, or by the words of those who had
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seen and gone before. Further, I took with me certain simple criteria with which to
measure the life of the under-world. That which made for more life, for physical and
spiritual health, was good; that which made for less life, which hurt, and dwarfed, and
distorted life, was bad.
It will be readily apparent to the reader that I saw much that was bad. Yet it must

not be forgotten that the time of which I write was considered “good times” in England.
The starvation and lack of shelter I encountered constituted a chronic condition of
misery which is never wiped out, even in the periods of greatest prosperity.
Following the summer in question came a hard winter. Great numbers of the un-

employed formed into processions, as many as a dozen at a time, and daily marched
through the streets of London crying for bread. Mr. Justin McCarthy, writing in the
month of January 1903, to the New York Independent, briefly epitomises the situation
as follows:-
“The workhouses have no space left in which to pack the starving crowds who are

craving every day and night at their doors for food and shelter. All the charitable
institutions have exhausted their means in trying to raise supplies of food for the
famishing residents of the garrets and cellars of London lanes and alleys. The quarters
of the Salvation Army in various parts of London are nightly besieged by hosts of the
unemployed and the hungry for whom neither shelter nor the means of sustenance can
be provided.”
It has been urged that the criticism I have passed on things as they are in England is

too pessimistic. I must say, in extenuation, that of optimists I am the most optimistic.
But I measure manhood less by political aggregations than by individuals. Society
grows, while political machines rack to pieces and become “scrap.” For the English, so
far as manhood and womanhood and health and happiness go, I see a broad and smiling
future. But for a great deal of the political machinery, which at present mismanages
for them, I see nothing else than the scrap heap.
JACK LONDON.

PIEDMONT, CALIFORNIA.

Chapter I — The Descent
“But you can’t do it, you know,” friends said, to whom I applied for assistance in the

matter of sinking myself down into the East End of London. “You had better see the
police for a guide,” they added, on second thought, painfully endeavouring to adjust
themselves to the psychological processes of a madman who had come to them with
better credentials than brains.
“But I don’t want to see the police,” I protested. “What I wish to do is to go down

into the East End and see things for myself. I wish to know how those people are living
there, and why they are living there, and what they are living for. In short, I am going
to live there myself.”
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“You don’t want to live down there!” everybody said, with disapprobation writ
large upon their faces. “Why, it is said there are places where a man’s life isn’t worth
tu’pence.”
“The very places I wish to see,” I broke in.
“But you can’t, you know,” was the unfailing rejoinder.
“Which is not what I came to see you about,” I answered brusquely, somewhat

nettled by their incomprehension. “I am a stranger here, and I want you to tell me
what you know of the East End, in order that I may have something to start on.”
“But we know nothing of the East End. It is over there, somewhere.” And they

waved their hands vaguely in the direction where the sun on rare occasions may be
seen to rise.
“Then I shall go to Cook’s,” I announced.
“Oh yes,” they said, with relief. “Cook’s will be sure to know.”
But O Cook, O Thomas Cook & Son, path-finders and trail-clearers, living sign-

posts to all the world, and bestowers of first aid to bewildered travellers — unhesitat-
ingly and instantly, with ease and celerity, could you send me to Darkest Africa or
Innermost Thibet, but to the East End of London, barely a stone’s throw distant from
Ludgate Circus, you know not the way!
“You can’t do it, you know,” said the human emporium of routes and fares at Cook’s

Cheapside branch. “It is so — hem — so unusual.”
“Consult the police,” he concluded authoritatively, when I had persisted. “We are

not accustomed to taking travellers to the East End; we receive no call to take them
there, and we know nothing whatsoever about the place at all.”
“Never mind that,” I interposed, to save myself from being swept out of the office by

his flood of negations. “Here’s something you can do for me. I wish you to understand
in advance what I intend doing, so that in case of trouble you may be able to identify
me.”
“Ah, I see! should you be murdered, we would be in position to identify the corpse.”
He said it so cheerfully and cold-bloodedly that on the instant I saw my stark and

mutilated cadaver stretched upon a slab where cool waters trickle ceaselessly, and him
I saw bending over and sadly and patiently identifying it as the body of the insane
American who would see the East End.
“No, no,” I answered; “merely to identify me in case I get into a scrape with the

’bobbies.’ ” This last I said with a thrill; truly, I was gripping hold of the vernacular.
“That,” he said, “is a matter for the consideration of the Chief Office.”
“It is so unprecedented, you know,” he added apologetically.
The man at the Chief Office hemmed and hawed. “We make it a rule,” he explained,

“to give no information concerning our clients.”
“But in this case,” I urged, “it is the client who requests you to give the information

concerning himself.”
Again he hemmed and hawed.
“Of course,” I hastily anticipated, “I know it is unprecedented, but — ”
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“As I was about to remark,” he went on steadily, “it is unprecedented, and I don’t
think we can do anything for you.”
However, I departed with the address of a detective who lived in the East End, and

took my way to the American consul-general. And here, at last, I found a man with
whom I could “do business.” There was no hemming and hawing, no lifted brows, open
incredulity, or blank amazement. In one minute I explained myself and my project,
which he accepted as a matter of course. In the second minute he asked my age, height,
and weight, and looked me over. And in the third minute, as we shook hands at parting,
he said: “All right, Jack. I’ll remember you and keep track.”
I breathed a sigh of relief. Having burnt my ships behind me, I was now free to

plunge into that human wilderness of which nobody seemed to know anything. But
at once I encountered a new difficulty in the shape of my cabby, a grey-whiskered
and eminently decorous personage who had imperturbably driven me for several hours
about the “City.”
“Drive me down to the East End,” I ordered, taking my seat.
“Where, sir?” he demanded with frank surprise.
“To the East End, anywhere. Go on.”
The hansom pursued an aimless way for several minutes, then came to a puzzled stop.

The aperture above my head was uncovered, and the cabman peered down perplexedly
at me.
“I say,” he said, “wot plyce yer wanter go?”
“East End,” I repeated. “Nowhere in particular. Just drive me around anywhere.”
“But wot’s the haddress, sir?”
“See here!” I thundered. “Drive me down to the East End, and at once!”
It was evident that he did not understand, but he withdrew his head, and grum-

blingly started his horse.
Nowhere in the streets of London may one escape the sight of abject poverty, while

five minutes’ walk from almost any point will bring one to a slum; but the region my
hansom was now penetrating was one unending slum. The streets were filled with a new
and different race of people, short of stature, and of wretched or beer-sodden appear-
ance. We rolled along through miles of bricks and squalor, and from each cross street
and alley flashed long vistas of bricks and misery. Here and there lurched a drunken
man or woman, and the air was obscene with sounds of jangling and squabbling. At
a market, tottery old men and women were searching in the garbage thrown in the
mud for rotten potatoes, beans, and vegetables, while little children clustered like flies
around a festering mass of fruit, thrusting their arms to the shoulders into the liquid
corruption, and drawing forth morsels but partially decayed, which they devoured on
the spot.
Not a hansom did I meet with in all my drive, while mine was like an apparition

from another and better world, the way the children ran after it and alongside. And as
far as I could see were the solid walls of brick, the slimy pavements, and the screaming
streets; and for the first time in my life the fear of the crowd smote me. It was like
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the fear of the sea; and the miserable multitudes, street upon street, seemed so many
waves of a vast and malodorous sea, lapping about me and threatening to well up and
over me.
“Stepney, sir; Stepney Station,” the cabby called down.
I looked about. It was really a railroad station, and he had driven desperately to it

as the one familiar spot he had ever heard of in all that wilderness.
“Well,” I said.
He spluttered unintelligibly, shook his head, and looked very miserable. “I’m a st-

rynger ’ere,” he managed to articulate. “An’ if yer don’t want Stepney Station, I’m
blessed if I know wotcher do want.”
“I’ll tell you what I want,” I said. “You drive along and keep your eye out for a shop

where old clothes are sold. Now, when you see such a shop, drive right on till you turn
the corner, then stop and let me out.”
I could see that he was growing dubious of his fare, but not long afterwards he

pulled up to the curb and informed me that an old-clothes shop was to be found a bit
of the way back.
“Won’tcher py me?” he pleaded. “There’s seven an’ six owin’ me.”
“Yes,” I laughed, “and it would be the last I’d see of you.”
“Lord lumme, but it’ll be the last I see of you if yer don’t py me,” he retorted.
But a crowd of ragged onlookers had already gathered around the cab, and I laughed

again and walked back to the old-clothes shop.
Here the chief difficulty was in making the shopman understand that I really and

truly wanted old clothes. But after fruitless attempts to press upon me new and impos-
sible coats and trousers, he began to bring to light heaps of old ones, looking mysterious
the while and hinting darkly. This he did with the palpable intention of letting me
know that he had “piped my lay,” in order to bulldose me, through fear of exposure,
into paying heavily for my purchases. A man in trouble, or a high-class criminal from
across the water, was what he took my measure for — in either case, a person anxious
to avoid the police.
But I disputed with him over the outrageous difference between prices and values,

till I quite disabused him of the notion, and he settled down to drive a hard bargain
with a hard customer. In the end I selected a pair of stout though well-worn trousers,
a frayed jacket with one remaining button, a pair of brogans which had plainly seen
service where coal was shovelled, a thin leather belt, and a very dirty cloth cap. My un-
derclothing and socks, however, were new and warm, but of the sort that any American
waif, down in his luck, could acquire in the ordinary course of events.
“I must sy yer a sharp ’un,” he said, with counterfeit admiration, as I handed over

the ten shillings finally agreed upon for the outfit. “Blimey, if you ain’t ben up an’ down
Petticut Lane afore now. Yer trouseys is wuth five bob to hany man, an’ a docker ’ud
give two an’ six for the shoes, to sy nothin’ of the coat an’ cap an’ new stoker’s singlet
an’ hother things.”

10



“How much will you give me for them?” I demanded suddenly. “I paid you ten bob
for the lot, and I’ll sell them back to you, right now, for eight! Come, it’s a go!”
But he grinned and shook his head, and though I had made a good bargain, I was

unpleasantly aware that he had made a better one.
I found the cabby and a policeman with their heads together, but the latter, after

looking me over sharply, and particularly scrutinizing the bundle under my arm, turned
away and left the cabby to wax mutinous by himself. And not a step would he budge
till I paid him the seven shillings and sixpence owing him. Whereupon he was willing
to drive me to the ends of the earth, apologising profusely for his insistence, and
explaining that one ran across queer customers in London Town.
But he drove me only to Highbury Vale, in North London, where my luggage was

waiting for me. Here, next day, I took off my shoes (not without regret for their
lightness and comfort), and my soft, grey travelling suit, and, in fact, all my clothing;
and proceeded to array myself in the clothes of the other and unimaginable men, who
must have been indeed unfortunate to have had to part with such rags for the pitiable
sums obtainable from a dealer.
Inside my stoker’s singlet, in the armpit, I sewed a gold sovereign (an emergency

sum certainly of modest proportions); and inside my stoker’s singlet I put myself. And
then I sat down and moralised upon the fair years and fat, which had made my skin
soft and brought the nerves close to the surface; for the singlet was rough and raspy
as a hair shirt, and I am confident that the most rigorous of ascetics suffer no more
than I did in the ensuing twenty-four hours.
The remainder of my costume was fairly easy to put on, though the brogans, or

brogues, were quite a problem. As stiff and hard as if made of wood, it was only after a
prolonged pounding of the uppers with my fists that I was able to get my feet into them
at all. Then, with a few shillings, a knife, a handkerchief, and some brown papers and
flake tobacco stowed away in my pockets, I thumped down the stairs and said good-bye
to my foreboding friends. As I paused out of the door, the “help,” a comely middle-
aged woman, could not conquer a grin that twisted her lips and separated them till
the throat, out of involuntary sympathy, made the uncouth animal noises we are wont
to designate as “laughter.”
No sooner was I out on the streets than I was impressed by the difference in status

effected by my clothes. All servility vanished from the demeanour of the common
people with whom I came in contact. Presto! in the twinkling of an eye, so to say,
I had become one of them. My frayed and out-at-elbows jacket was the badge and
advertisement of my class, which was their class. It made me of like kind, and in place
of the fawning and too respectful attention I had hitherto received, I now shared with
them a comradeship. The man in corduroy and dirty neckerchief no longer addressed
me as “sir” or “governor.” It was “mate” now — and a fine and hearty word, with a tingle
to it, and a warmth and gladness, which the other term does not possess. Governor!
It smacks of mastery, and power, and high authority — the tribute of the man who is
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under to the man on top, delivered in the hope that he will let up a bit and ease his
weight, which is another way of saying that it is an appeal for alms.
This brings me to a delight I experienced in my rags and tatters which is denied

the average American abroad. The European traveller from the States, who is not a
Croesus, speedily finds himself reduced to a chronic state of self-conscious sordidness
by the hordes of cringing robbers who clutter his steps from dawn till dark, and deplete
his pocket-book in a way that puts compound interest to the blush.
In my rags and tatters I escaped the pestilence of tipping, and encountered men

on a basis of equality. Nay, before the day was out I turned the tables, and said, most
gratefully, “Thank you, sir,” to a gentleman whose horse I held, and who dropped a
penny into my eager palm.
Other changes I discovered were wrought in my condition by my new garb. In

crossing crowded thoroughfares I found I had to be, if anything, more lively in avoiding
vehicles, and it was strikingly impressed upon me that my life had cheapened in direct
ratio with my clothes. When before I inquired the way of a policeman, I was usually
asked, “Bus or ’ansom, sir?” But now the query became, “Walk or ride?” Also, at the
railway stations, a third-class ticket was now shoved out to me as a matter of course.
But there was compensation for it all. For the first time I met the English lower

classes face to face, and knew them for what they were. When loungers and workmen,
at street corners and in public-houses, talked with me, they talked as one man to
another, and they talked as natural men should talk, without the least idea of getting
anything out of me for what they talked or the way they talked.
And when at last I made into the East End, I was gratified to find that the fear of

the crowd no longer haunted me. I had become a part of it. The vast and malodorous
sea had welled up and over me, or I had slipped gently into it, and there was nothing
fearsome about it — with the one exception of the stoker’s singlet.

Chapter II — Johnny Upright
I shall not give you the address of Johnny Upright. Let it suffice that he lives in

the most respectable street in the East End — a street that would be considered very
mean in America, but a veritable oasis in the desert of East London. It is surrounded
on every side by close-packed squalor and streets jammed by a young and vile and
dirty generation; but its own pavements are comparatively bare of the children who
have no other place to play, while it has an air of desertion, so few are the people that
come and go.
Each house in this street, as in all the streets, is shoulder to shoulder with its

neighbours. To each house there is but one entrance, the front door; and each house
is about eighteen feet wide, with a bit of a brick-walled yard behind, where, when it
is not raining, one may look at a slate-coloured sky. But it must be understood that
this is East End opulence we are now considering. Some of the people in this street
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are even so well-to-do as to keep a “slavey.” Johnny Upright keeps one, as I well know,
she being my first acquaintance in this particular portion of the world.
To Johnny Upright’s house I came, and to the door came the “slavey.” Now, mark

you, her position in life was pitiable and contemptible, but it was with pity and con-
tempt that she looked at me. She evinced a plain desire that our conversation should
be short. It was Sunday, and Johnny Upright was not at home, and that was all there
was to it. But I lingered, discussing whether or not it was all there was to it, till Mrs.
Johnny Upright was attracted to the door, where she scolded the girl for not having
closed it before turning her attention to me.
No, Mr. Johnny Upright was not at home, and further, he saw nobody on Sunday.

It is too bad, said I. Was I looking for work? No, quite the contrary; in fact, I had
come to see Johnny Upright on business which might be profitable to him.
A change came over the face of things at once. The gentleman in question was at

church, but would be home in an hour or thereabouts, when no doubt he could be
seen.
Would I kindly step in? — no, the lady did not ask me, though I fished for an

invitation by stating that I would go down to the corner and wait in a public-house.
And down to the corner I went, but, it being church time, the “pub” was closed. A
miserable drizzle was falling, and, in lieu of better, I took a seat on a neighbourly
doorstep and waited.
And here to the doorstep came the “slavey,” very frowzy and very perplexed, to tell

me that the missus would let me come back and wait in the kitchen.
“So many people come ’ere lookin’ for work,” Mrs. Johnny Upright apologetically

explained. “So I ’ope you won’t feel bad the way I spoke.”
“Not at all, not at all,” I replied in my grandest manner, for the nonce investing my

rags with dignity. “I quite understand, I assure you. I suppose people looking for work
almost worry you to death?”
“That they do,” she answered, with an eloquent and expressive glance; and there-

upon ushered me into, not the kitchen, but the dining room — a favour, I took it, in
recompense for my grand manner.
This dining-room, on the same floor as the kitchen, was about four feet below the

level of the ground, and so dark (it was midday) that I had to wait a space for my
eyes to adjust themselves to the gloom. Dirty light filtered in through a window, the
top of which was on a level with a sidewalk, and in this light I found that I was able
to read newspaper print.
And here, while waiting the coming of Johnny Upright, let me explain my errand.

While living, eating, and sleeping with the people of the East End, it was my intention
to have a port of refuge, not too far distant, into which could run now and again to
assure myself that good clothes and cleanliness still existed. Also in such port I could
receive my mail, work up my notes, and sally forth occasionally in changed garb to
civilisation.
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But this involved a dilemma. A lodging where my property would be safe implied
a landlady apt to be suspicious of a gentleman leading a double life; while a landlady
who would not bother her head over the double life of her lodgers would imply lodgings
where property was unsafe. To avoid the dilemma was what had brought me to Johnny
Upright. A detective of thirty-odd years’ continuous service in the East End, known
far and wide by a name given him by a convicted felon in the dock, he was just the
man to find me an honest landlady, and make her rest easy concerning the strange
comings and goings of which I might be guilty.
His two daughters beat him home from church — and pretty girls they were in

their Sunday dresses; withal it was the certain weak and delicate prettiness which
characterises the Cockney lasses, a prettiness which is no more than a promise with
no grip on time, and doomed to fade quickly away like the colour from a sunset sky.
They looked me over with frank curiosity, as though I were some sort of a strange

animal, and then ignored me utterly for the rest of my wait. Then Johnny Upright
himself arrived, and I was summoned upstairs to confer with him.
“Speak loud,” he interrupted my opening words. “I’ve got a bad cold, and I can’t

hear well.”
Shades of Old Sleuth and Sherlock Holmes! I wondered as to where the assistant was

located whose duty it was to take down whatever information I might loudly vouchsafe.
And to this day, much as I have seen of Johnny Upright and much as I have puzzled
over the incident, I have never been quite able to make up my mind as to whether or
not he had a cold, or had an assistant planted in the other room. But of one thing I
am sure: though I gave Johnny Upright the facts concerning myself and project, he
withheld judgment till next day, when I dodged into his street conventionally garbed
and in a hansom. Then his greeting was cordial enough, and I went down into the
dining-room to join the family at tea.
“We are humble here,” he said, “not given to the flesh, and you must take us for

what we are, in our humble way.”
The girls were flushed and embarrassed at greeting me, while he did not make it

any the easier for them.
“Ha! ha!” he roared heartily, slapping the table with his open hand till the dishes

rang. “The girls thought yesterday you had come to ask for a piece of bread! Ha! ha!
ho! ho! ho!”
This they indignantly denied, with snapping eyes and guilty red cheeks, as though

it were an essential of true refinement to be able to discern under his rags a man who
had no need to go ragged.
And then, while I ate bread and marmalade, proceeded a play at cross purposes, the

daughters deeming it an insult to me that I should have been mistaken for a beggar,
and the father considering it as the highest compliment to my cleverness to succeed
in being so mistaken. All of which I enjoyed, and the bread, the marmalade, and the
tea, till the time came for Johnny Upright to find me a lodging, which he did, not
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half-a-dozen doors away, in his own respectable and opulent street, in a house as like
to his own as a pea to its mate.

Chapter III — My Lodging and Some Others
From an East London standpoint, the room I rented for six shillings, or a dollar

and a half, per week, was a most comfortable affair. From the American standpoint,
on the other hand, it was rudely furnished, uncomfortable, and small. By the time I
had added an ordinary typewriter table to its scanty furnishing, I was hard put to
turn around; at the best, I managed to navigate it by a sort of vermicular progression
requiring great dexterity and presence of mind.
Having settled myself, or my property rather, I put on my knockabout clothes and

went out for a walk. Lodgings being fresh in my mind, I began to look them up, bearing
in mind the hypothesis that I was a poor young man with a wife and large family.
My first discovery was that empty houses were few and far between— so far between,

in fact, that though I walked miles in irregular circles over a large area, I still remained
between. Not one empty house could I find — a conclusive proof that the district was
“saturated.”
It being plain that as a poor young man with a family I could rent no houses at all

in this most undesirable region, I next looked for rooms, unfurnished rooms, in which
I could store my wife and babies and chattels. There were not many, but I found them,
usually in the singular, for one appears to be considered sufficient for a poor man’s
family in which to cook and eat and sleep. When I asked for two rooms, the sublettees
looked at me very much in the manner, I imagine, that a certain personage looked at
Oliver Twist when he asked for more.
Not only was one room deemed sufficient for a poor man and his family, but I

learned that many families, occupying single rooms, had so much space to spare as
to be able to take in a lodger or two. When such rooms can be rented for from three
to six shillings per week, it is a fair conclusion that a lodger with references should
obtain floor space for, say, from eightpence to a shilling. He may even be able to board
with the sublettees for a few shillings more. This, however, I failed to inquire into —
a reprehensible error on my part, considering that I was working on the basis of a
hypothetical family.
Not only did the houses I investigated have no bath-tubs, but I learned that there

were no bath-tubs in all the thousands of houses I had seen. Under the circumstances,
with my wife and babies and a couple of lodgers suffering from the too great spacious-
ness of one room, taking a bath in a tin wash-basin would be an unfeasible undertaking.
But, it seems, the compensation comes in with the saving of soap, so all’s well, and
God’s still in heaven.
However, I rented no rooms, but returned to my own Johnny Upright’s street. What

with my wife, and babies, and lodgers, and the various cubby-holes into which I had
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fitted them, my mind’s eye had become narrow-angled, and I could not quite take in
all of my own room at once. The immensity of it was awe-inspiring. Could this be the
room I had rented for six shillings a week? Impossible! But my landlady, knocking at
the door to learn if I were comfortable, dispelled my doubts.
“Oh yes, sir,” she said, in reply to a question. “This street is the very last. All

the other streets were like this eight or ten years ago, and all the people were very
respectable. But the others have driven our kind out. Those in this street are the only
ones left. It’s shocking, sir!”
And then she explained the process of saturation, by which the rental value of a

neighbourhood went up, while its tone went down.
“You see, sir, our kind are not used to crowding in the way the others do. We need

more room. The others, the foreigners and lower-class people, can get five and six
families into this house, where we only get one. So they can pay more rent for the
house than we can afford. It is shocking, sir; and just to think, only a few years ago
all this neighbourhood was just as nice as it could be.”
I looked at her. Here was a woman, of the finest grade of the English working-class,

with numerous evidences of refinement, being slowly engulfed by that noisome and
rotten tide of humanity which the powers that be are pouring eastward out of London
Town. Bank, factory, hotel, and office building must go up, and the city poor folk are a
nomadic breed; so they migrate eastward, wave upon wave, saturating and degrading
neighbourhood by neighbourhood, driving the better class of workers before them to
pioneer, on the rim of the city, or dragging them down, if not in the first generation,
surely in the second and third.
It is only a question of months when Johnny Upright’s street must go. He realises

it himself.
“In a couple of years,” he says, “my lease expires. My landlord is one of our kind.

He has not put up the rent on any of his houses here, and this has enabled us to stay.
But any day he may sell, or any day he may die, which is the same thing so far as we
are concerned. The house is bought by a money breeder, who builds a sweat shop on
the patch of ground at the rear where my grapevine is, adds to the house, and rents it
a room to a family. There you are, and Johnny Upright’s gone!”
And truly I saw Johnny Upright, and his good wife and fair daughters, and frowzy

slavey, like so many ghosts flitting eastward through the gloom, the monster city roaring
at their heels.
But Johnny Upright is not alone in his flitting. Far, far out, on the fringe of the

city, live the small business men, little managers, and successful clerks. They dwell in
cottages and semi-detached villas, with bits of flower garden, and elbow room, and
breathing space. They inflate themselves with pride, and throw out their chests when
they contemplate the Abyss from which they have escaped, and they thank God that
they are not as other men. And lo! down upon them comes Johnny Upright and the
monster city at his heels. Tenements spring up like magic, gardens are built upon,
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villas are divided and subdivided into many dwellings, and the black night of London
settles down in a greasy pall.

Chapter IV — A Man and the Abyss
“I say, can you let a lodging?”
These words I discharged carelessly over my shoulder at a stout and elderly woman,

of whose fare I was partaking in a greasy coffee-house down near the Pool and not very
far from Limehouse.
“Oh yus,” she answered shortly, my appearance possibly not approximating the

standard of affluence required by her house.
I said no more, consuming my rasher of bacon and pint of sickly tea in silence. Nor

did she take further interest in me till I came to pay my reckoning (fourpence), when
I pulled all of ten shillings out of my pocket. The expected result was produced.
“Yus, sir,” she at once volunteered; “I ’ave nice lodgin’s you’d likely tyke a fancy to.

Back from a voyage, sir?”
“How much for a room?” I inquired, ignoring her curiosity.
She looked me up and down with frank surprise. “I don’t let rooms, not to my reg’lar

lodgers, much less casuals.”
“Then I’ll have to look along a bit,” I said, with marked disappointment.
But the sight of my ten shillings had made her keen. “I can let you have a nice bed

in with two hother men,” she urged. “Good, respectable men, an’ steady.”
“But I don’t want to sleep with two other men,” I objected.
“You don’t ’ave to. There’s three beds in the room, an’ hit’s not a very small room.”
“How much?” I demanded.
“’Arf a crown a week, two an’ six, to a regular lodger. You’ll fancy the men, I’m sure.

One works in the ware’ouse, an’ ’e’s been with me two years now. An’ the hother’s bin
with me six — six years, sir, an’ two months comin’ nex’ Saturday. ’E’s a scene-shifter,”
she went on. “A steady, respectable man, never missin’ a night’s work in the time ’e’s
bin with me. An’ ’e likes the ’ouse; ’e says as it’s the best ’e can do in the w’y of
lodgin’s. I board ’im, an’ the hother lodgers too.”
“I suppose he’s saving money right along,” I insinuated innocently.
“Bless you, no! Nor can ’e do as well helsewhere with ’is money.”
And I thought of my own spacious West, with room under its sky and unlimited

air for a thousand Londons; and here was this man, a steady and reliable man, never
missing a night’s work, frugal and honest, lodging in one room with two other men,
paying two dollars and a half per month for it, and out of his experience adjudging it
to be the best he could do! And here was I, on the strength of the ten shillings in my
pocket, able to enter in with my rags and take up my bed with him. The human soul
is a lonely thing, but it must be very lonely sometimes when there are three beds to a
room, and casuals with ten shillings are admitted.
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“How long have you been here?” I asked.
“Thirteen years, sir; an’ don’t you think you’ll fancy the lodgin’?”
The while she talked she was shuffling ponderously about the small kitchen in which

she cooked the food for her lodgers who were also boarders. When I first entered,
she had been hard at work, nor had she let up once throughout the conversation.
Undoubtedly she was a busy woman. “Up at half-past five,” “to bed the last thing at
night,” “workin’ fit ter drop,” thirteen years of it, and for reward, grey hairs, frowzy
clothes, stooped shoulders, slatternly figure, unending toil in a foul and noisome coffee-
house that faced on an alley ten feet between the walls, and a waterside environment
that was ugly and sickening, to say the least.
“You’ll be hin hagain to ’ave a look?” she questioned wistfully, as I went out of the

door.
And as I turned and looked at her, I realized to the full the deeper truth underlying

that very wise old maxim: “Virtue is its own reward.”
I went back to her. “Have you ever taken a vacation?” I asked.
“Vycytion!”
“A trip to the country for a couple of days, fresh air, a day off, you know, a rest.”
“Lor’ lumme!” she laughed, for the first time stopping from her work. “A vycytion,

eh? for the likes o’ me? Just fancy, now! — Mind yer feet!” — this last sharply, and to
me, as I stumbled over the rotten threshold.
Down near the West India Dock I came upon a young fellow staring disconsolately

at the muddy water. A fireman’s cap was pulled down across his eyes, and the fit and
sag of his clothes whispered unmistakably of the sea.
“Hello, mate,” I greeted him, sparring for a beginning. “Can you tell me the way to

Wapping?”
“Worked yer way over on a cattle boat?” he countered, fixing my nationality on the

instant.
And thereupon we entered upon a talk that extended itself to a public-house and a

couple of pints of “arf an’ arf.” This led to closer intimacy, so that when I brought to
light all of a shilling’s worth of coppers (ostensibly my all), and put aside sixpence for
a bed, and sixpence for more arf an’ arf, he generously proposed that we drink up the
whole shilling.
“My mate, ’e cut up rough las’ night,” he explained. “An’ the bobbies got ’m, so you

can bunk in wi’ me. Wotcher say?”
I said yes, and by the time we had soaked ourselves in a whole shilling’s worth of

beer, and slept the night on a miserable bed in a miserable den, I knew him pretty
fairly for what he was. And that in one respect he was representative of a large body
of the lower-class London workman, my later experience substantiates.
He was London-born, his father a fireman and a drinker before him. As a child, his

home was the streets and the docks. He had never learned to read, and had never felt
the need for it — a vain and useless accomplishment, he held, at least for a man of his
station in life.
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He had had a mother and numerous squalling brothers and sisters, all crammed into
a couple of rooms and living on poorer and less regular food than he could ordinarily
rustle for himself. In fact, he never went home except at periods when he was unfor-
tunate in procuring his own food. Petty pilfering and begging along the streets and
docks, a trip or two to sea as mess-boy, a few trips more as coal-trimmer, and then a
full-fledged fireman, he had reached the top of his life.
And in the course of this he had also hammered out a philosophy of life, an ugly and

repulsive philosophy, but withal a very logical and sensible one from his point of view.
When I asked him what he lived for, he immediately answered, “Booze.” A voyage to
sea (for a man must live and get the wherewithal), and then the paying off and the
big drunk at the end. After that, haphazard little drunks, sponged in the “pubs” from
mates with a few coppers left, like myself, and when sponging was played out another
trip to sea and a repetition of the beastly cycle.
“But women,” I suggested, when he had finished proclaiming booze the sole end of

existence.
“Wimmen!” He thumped his pot upon the bar and orated eloquently. “Wimmen is a

thing my edication ’as learnt me t’ let alone. It don’t pay, matey; it don’t pay. Wot’s a
man like me want o’ wimmen, eh? jest you tell me. There was my mar, she was enough,
a-bangin’ the kids about an’ makin’ the ole man mis’rable when ’e come ’ome, w’ich
was seldom, I grant. An’ fer w’y? Becos o’ mar! She didn’t make ’is ’ome ’appy, that
was w’y. Then, there’s the other wimmen, ’ow do they treat a pore stoker with a few
shillin’s in ’is trouseys? A good drunk is wot ’e’s got in ’is pockits, a good long drunk,
an’ the wimmen skin ’im out of his money so quick ’e ain’t ’ad ’ardly a glass. I know.
I’ve ’ad my fling, an’ I know wot’s wot. An’ I tell you, where’s wimmen is trouble —
screechin’ an’ carryin’ on, fightin’, cuttin’, bobbies, magistrates, an’ a month’s ’ard
labour back of it all, an’ no pay-day when you come out.”
“But a wife and children,” I insisted. “A home of your own, and all that. Think of

it, back from a voyage, little children climbing on your knee, and the wife happy and
smiling, and a kiss for you when she lays the table, and a kiss all round from the
babies when they go to bed, and the kettle singing and the long talk afterwards of
where you’ve been and what you’ve seen, and of her and all the little happenings at
home while you’ve been away, and — ”
“Garn!” he cried, with a playful shove of his fist on my shoulder. “Wot’s yer game,

eh? A missus kissin’ an’ kids clim’in’, an’ kettle singin’, all on four poun’ ten a month
w’en you ’ave a ship, an’ four nothin’ w’en you ’aven’t. I’ll tell you wot I’d get on four
poun’ ten — a missus rowin’, kids squallin’, no coal t’ make the kettle sing, an’ the
kettle up the spout, that’s wot I’d get. Enough t’ make a bloke bloomin’ well glad to
be back t’ sea. A missus! Wot for? T’ make you mis’rable? Kids? Jest take my counsel,
matey, an’ don’t ’ave ’em. Look at me! I can ’ave my beer w’en I like, an’ no blessed
missus an’ kids a-crying for bread. I’m ’appy, I am, with my beer an’ mates like you,
an’ a good ship comin’, an’ another trip to sea. So I say, let’s ’ave another pint. Arf
an’ arf’s good enough for me.”
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Without going further with the speech of this young fellow of two-and-twenty, I think
I have sufficiently indicated his philosophy of life and the underlying economic reason
for it. Home life he had never known. The word “home” aroused nothing but unpleasant
associations. In the low wages of his father, and of other men in the same walk in life,
he found sufficient reason for branding wife and children as encumbrances and causes
of masculine misery. An unconscious hedonist, utterly unmoral and materialistic, he
sought the greatest possible happiness for himself, and found it in drink.
A young sot; a premature wreck; physical inability to do a stoker’s work; the gutter

or the workhouse; and the end — he saw it all as clearly as I, but it held no terrors
for him. From the moment of his birth, all the forces of his environment had tended
to harden him, and he viewed his wretched, inevitable future with a callousness and
unconcern I could not shake.
And yet he was not a bad man. He was not inherently vicious and brutal. He had

normal mentality, and a more than average physique. His eyes were blue and round,
shaded by long lashes, and wide apart. And there was a laugh in them, and a fund of
humour behind. The brow and general features were good, the mouth and lips sweet,
though already developing a harsh twist. The chin was weak, but not too weak; I have
seen men sitting in the high places with weaker.
His head was shapely, and so gracefully was it poised upon a perfect neck that I was

not surprised by his body that night when he stripped for bed. I have seen many men
strip, in gymnasium and training quarters, men of good blood and upbringing, but I
have never seen one who stripped to better advantage than this young sot of two-and-
twenty, this young god doomed to rack and ruin in four or five short years, and to pass
hence without posterity to receive the splendid heritage it was his to bequeath.
It seemed sacrilege to waste such life, and yet I was forced to confess that he was

right in not marrying on four pounds ten in London Town. Just as the scene-shifter
was happier in making both ends meet in a room shared with two other men, than
he would have been had he packed a feeble family along with a couple of men into a
cheaper room, and failed in making both ends meet.
And day by day I became convinced that not only is it unwise, but it is criminal for

the people of the Abyss to marry. They are the stones by the builder rejected. There
is no place for them, in the social fabric, while all the forces of society drive them
downward till they perish. At the bottom of the Abyss they are feeble, besotted, and
imbecile. If they reproduce, the life is so cheap that perforce it perishes of itself. The
work of the world goes on above them, and they do not care to take part in it, nor are
they able. Moreover, the work of the world does not need them. There are plenty, far
fitter than they, clinging to the steep slope above, and struggling frantically to slide
no more.
In short, the London Abyss is a vast shambles. Year by year, and decade after

decade, rural England pours in a flood of vigorous strong life, that not only does not
renew itself, but perishes by the third generation. Competent authorities aver that
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the London workman whose parents and grand-parents were born in London is so
remarkable a specimen that he is rarely found.
Mr. A. C. Pigou has said that the aged poor, and the residuum which compose the

“submerged tenth,” constitute 71 per cent, of the population of London. Which is to
say that last year, and yesterday, and to-day, at this very moment, 450,000 of these
creatures are dying miserably at the bottom of the social pit called “London.” As to
how they die, I shall take an instance from this morning’s paper.
SELF-NEGLECT
Yesterday Dr. Wynn Westcott held an inquest at Shoreditch, respecting the death

of Elizabeth Crews, aged 77 years, of 32 East Street, Holborn, who died on Wednesday
last. Alice Mathieson stated that she was landlady of the house where deceased lived.
Witness last saw her alive on the previous Monday. She lived quite alone. Mr. Francis
Birch, relieving officer for the Holborn district, stated that deceased had occupied
the room in question for thirty-five years. When witness was called, on the 1st, he
found the old woman in a terrible state, and the ambulance and coachman had to be
disinfected after the removal. Dr. Chase Fennell said death was due to blood-poisoning
from bed-sores, due to self-neglect and filthy surroundings, and the jury returned a
verdict to that effect.
The most startling thing about this little incident of a woman’s death is the smug

complacency with which the officials looked upon it and rendered judgment. That an
old woman of seventy-seven years of age should die of SELF-NEGLECT is the most
optimistic way possible of looking at it. It was the old dead woman’s fault that she
died, and having located the responsibility, society goes contentedly on about its own
affairs.
Of the “submerged tenth” Mr. Pigou has said: “Either through lack of bodily strength,

or of intelligence, or of fibre, or of all three, they are inefficient or unwilling workers, and
consequently unable to support themselves . . . They are often so degraded in intellect
as to be incapable of distinguishing their right from their left hand, or of recognising
the numbers of their own houses; their bodies are feeble and without stamina, their
affections are warped, and they scarcely know what family life means.”
Four hundred and fifty thousand is a whole lot of people. The young fireman was

only one, and it took him some time to say his little say. I should not like to hear them
all talk at once. I wonder if God hears them?

Chapter V — Those on the Edge
My first impression of East London was naturally a general one. Later the details

began to appear, and here and there in the chaos of misery I found little spots where
a fair measure of happiness reigned — sometimes whole rows of houses in little out-
of-the-way streets, where artisans dwell and where a rude sort of family life obtains.
In the evenings the men can be seen at the doors, pipes in their mouths and children
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on their knees, wives gossiping, and laughter and fun going on. The content of these
people is manifestly great, for, relative to the wretchedness that encompasses them,
they are well off.
But at the best, it is a dull, animal happiness, the content of the full belly. The

dominant note of their lives is materialistic. They are stupid and heavy, without imag-
ination. The Abyss seems to exude a stupefying atmosphere of torpor, which wraps
about them and deadens them. Religion passes them by. The Unseen holds for them
neither terror nor delight. They are unaware of the Unseen; and the full belly and
the evening pipe, with their regular “arf an’ arf,” is all they demand, or dream of
demanding, from existence.
This would not be so bad if it were all; but it is not all. The satisfied torpor in which

they are sunk is the deadly inertia that precedes dissolution. There is no progress, and
with them not to progress is to fall back and into the Abyss. In their own lives they
may only start to fall, leaving the fall to be completed by their children and their
children’s children. Man always gets less than he demands from life; and so little do
they demand, that the less than little they get cannot save them.
At the best, city life is an unnatural life for the human; but the city life of London is

so utterly unnatural that the average workman or workwoman cannot stand it. Mind
and body are sapped by the undermining influences ceaselessly at work. Moral and
physical stamina are broken, and the good workman, fresh from the soil, becomes in
the first city generation a poor workman; and by the second city generation, devoid of
push and go and initiative, and actually unable physically to perform the labour his
father did, he is well on the way to the shambles at the bottom of the Abyss.
If nothing else, the air he breathes, and from which he never escapes, is sufficient

to weaken him mentally and physically, so that he becomes unable to compete with
the fresh virile life from the country hastening on to London Town to destroy and be
destroyed.
Leaving out the disease germs that fill the air of the East End, consider but the

one item of smoke. Sir William Thiselton-Dyer, curator of Kew Gardens, has been
studying smoke deposits on vegetation, and, according to his calculations, no less than
six tons of solid matter, consisting of soot and tarry hydrocarbons, are deposited every
week on every quarter of a square mile in and about London. This is equivalent to
twenty-four tons per week to the square mile, or 1248 tons per year to the square mile.
From the cornice below the dome of St. Paul’s Cathedral was recently taken a solid
deposit of crystallised sulphate of lime. This deposit had been formed by the action of
the sulphuric acid in the atmosphere upon the carbonate of lime in the stone. And this
sulphuric acid in the atmosphere is constantly being breathed by the London workmen
through all the days and nights of their lives.
It is incontrovertible that the children grow up into rotten adults, without virility or

stamina, a weak-kneed, narrow-chested, listless breed, that crumples up and goes down
in the brute struggle for life with the invading hordes from the country. The railway
men, carriers, omnibus drivers, corn and timber porters, and all those who require
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physical stamina, are largely drawn from the country; while in the Metropolitan Police
there are, roughly, 12,000 country-born as against 3000 London-born.
So one is forced to conclude that the Abyss is literally a huge man-killing machine,

and when I pass along the little out-of-the-way streets with the full-bellied artisans
at the doors, I am aware of a greater sorrow for them than for the 450,000 lost and
hopeless wretches dying at the bottom of the pit. They, at least, are dying, that is the
point; while these have yet to go through the slow and preliminary pangs extending
through two and even three generations.
And yet the quality of the life is good. All human potentialities are in it. Given

proper conditions, it could live through the centuries, and great men, heroes and
masters, spring from it and make the world better by having lived.
I talked with a woman who was representative of that type which has been jerked

out of its little out-of-the-way streets and has started on the fatal fall to the bottom.
Her husband was a fitter and a member of the Engineers’ Union. That he was a poor
engineer was evidenced by his inability to get regular employment. He did not have
the energy and enterprise necessary to obtain or hold a steady position.
The pair had two daughters, and the four of them lived in a couple of holes, called

“rooms” by courtesy, for which they paid seven shillings per week. They possessed no
stove, managing their cooking on a single gas-ring in the fireplace. Not being persons of
property, they were unable to obtain an unlimited supply of gas; but a clever machine
had been installed for their benefit. By dropping a penny in the slot, the gas was
forthcoming, and when a penny’s worth had forthcome the supply was automatically
shut off. “A penny gawn in no time,” she explained, “an’ the cookin’ not arf done!”
Incipient starvation had been their portion for years. Month in and month out,

they had arisen from the table able and willing to eat more. And when once on the
downward slope, chronic innutrition is an important factor in sapping vitality and
hastening the descent.
Yet this woman was a hard worker. From 4.30 in the morning till the last light

at night, she said, she had toiled at making cloth dress-skirts, lined up and with two
flounces, for seven shillings a dozen. Cloth dress-skirts, mark you, lined up with two
flounces, for seven shillings a dozen! This is equal to $1.75 per dozen, or 14.75 cents
per skirt.
The husband, in order to obtain employment, had to belong to the union, which

collected one shilling and sixpence from him each week. Also, when strikes were afoot
and he chanced to be working, he had at times been compelled to pay as high as
seventeen shillings into the union’s coffers for the relief fund.
One daughter, the elder, had worked as green hand for a dressmaker, for one shilling

and sixpence per week — 37.5 cents per week, or a fraction over 5 cents per day.
However, when the slack season came she was discharged, though she had been taken
on at such low pay with the understanding that she was to learn the trade and work
up. After that she had been employed in a bicycle store for three years, for which she
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received five shillings per week, walking two miles to her work, and two back, and
being fined for tardiness.
As far as the man and woman were concerned, the game was played. They had

lost handhold and foothold, and were falling into the pit. But what of the daughters?
Living like swine, enfeebled by chronic innutrition, being sapped mentally, morally,
and physically, what chance have they to crawl up and out of the Abyss into which
they were born falling?
As I write this, and for an hour past, the air has been made hideous by a free-for-all,

rough-and-tumble fight going on in the yard that is back to back with my yard. When
the first sounds reached me I took it for the barking and snarling of dogs, and some
minutes were required to convince me that human beings, and women at that, could
produce such a fearful clamour.
Drunken women fighting! It is not nice to think of; it is far worse to listen to.

Something like this it runs —
Incoherent babble, shrieked at the top of the lungs of several women; a lull, in which

is heard a child crying and a young girl’s voice pleading tearfully; a woman’s voice rises,
harsh and grating, “You ’it me! Jest you ’it me!” then, swat! challenge accepted and
fight rages afresh.
The back windows of the houses commanding the scene are lined with enthusiastic

spectators, and the sound of blows, and of oaths that make one’s blood run cold, are
borne to my ears. Happily, I cannot see the combatants.
A lull; “You let that child alone!” child, evidently of few years, screaming in down-

right terror. “Awright,” repeated insistently and at top pitch twenty times straight
running; “you’ll git this rock on the ’ead!” and then rock evidently on the head from
the shriek that goes up.
A lull; apparently one combatant temporarily disabled and being resuscitated;

child’s voice audible again, but now sunk to a lower note of terror and growing ex-
haustion.
Voices begin to go up the scale, something like this:-
“Yes?”
“Yes!”
“Yes?”
“Yes!”
“Yes?”
“Yes!”
“Yes?”
“Yes!”
Sufficient affirmation on both sides, conflict again precipitated. One combatant

gets overwhelming advantage, and follows it up from the way the other combatant
screams bloody murder. Bloody murder gurgles and dies out, undoubtedly throttled
by a strangle hold.
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Entrance of new voices; a flank attack; strangle hold suddenly broken from the
way bloody murder goes up half an octave higher than before; general hullaballoo,
everybody fighting.
Lull; new voice, young girl’s, “I’m goin’ ter tyke my mother’s part;” dialogue, re-

peated about five times, “I’ll do as I like, blankety, blank, blank!” “I’d like ter see
yer, blankety, blank, blank!” renewed conflict, mothers, daughters, everybody, during
which my landlady calls her young daughter in from the back steps, while I wonder
what will be the effect of all that she has heard upon her moral fibre.

Chapter VI — Frying-pan Alley and a Glimpse of
Inferno
Three of us walked down Mile End Road, and one was a hero. He was a slender

lad of nineteen, so slight and frail, in fact, that, like Fra Lippo Lippi, a puff of wind
might double him up and turn him over. He was a burning young socialist, in the first
throes of enthusiasm and ripe for martyrdom. As platform speaker or chairman he had
taken an active and dangerous part in the many indoor and outdoor pro-Boer meetings
which have vexed the serenity of Merry England these several years back. Little items
he had been imparting to me as he walked along; of being mobbed in parks and on
tram-cars; of climbing on the platform to lead the forlorn hope, when brother speaker
after brother speaker had been dragged down by the angry crowd and cruelly beaten;
of a siege in a church, where he and three others had taken sanctuary, and where,
amid flying missiles and the crashing of stained glass, they had fought off the mob till
rescued by platoons of constables; of pitched and giddy battles on stairways, galleries,
and balconies; of smashed windows, collapsed stairways, wrecked lecture halls, and
broken heads and bones — and then, with a regretful sigh, he looked at me and said:
“How I envy you big, strong men! I’m such a little mite I can’t do much when it comes
to fighting.”
And I, walking head and shoulders above my two companions, remembered my own

husky West, and the stalwart men it had been my custom, in turn, to envy there. Also,
as I looked at the mite of a youth with the heart of a lion, I thought, this is the type
that on occasion rears barricades and shows the world that men have not forgotten
how to die.
But up spoke my other companion, a man of twenty-eight, who eked out a precarious

existence in a sweating den.
“I’m a ’earty man, I am,” he announced. “Not like the other chaps at my shop, I

ain’t. They consider me a fine specimen of manhood. W’y, d’ ye know, I weigh ten
stone!”
I was ashamed to tell him that I weighed one hundred and seventy pounds, or over

twelve stone, so I contented myself with taking his measure. Poor, misshapen little man!
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His skin an unhealthy colour, body gnarled and twisted out of all decency, contracted
chest, shoulders bent prodigiously from long hours of toil, and head hanging heavily
forward and out of place! A “’earty man,’ ’e was!”
“How tall are you?”
“Five foot two,” he answered proudly; “an’ the chaps at the shop . . . ”
“Let me see that shop,” I said.
The shop was idle just then, but I still desired to see it. Passing Leman Street, we

cut off to the left into Spitalfields, and dived into Frying-pan Alley. A spawn of children
cluttered the slimy pavement, for all the world like tadpoles just turned frogs on the
bottom of a dry pond. In a narrow doorway, so narrow that perforce we stepped over
her, sat a woman with a young babe, nursing at breasts grossly naked and libelling
all the sacredness of motherhood. In the black and narrow hall behind her we waded
through a mess of young life, and essayed an even narrower and fouler stairway. Up we
went, three flights, each landing two feet by three in area, and heaped with filth and
refuse.
There were seven rooms in this abomination called a house. In six of the rooms,

twenty-odd people, of both sexes and all ages, cooked, ate, slept, and worked. In size
the rooms averaged eight feet by eight, or possibly nine. The seventh room we entered.
It was the den in which five men “sweated.” It was seven feet wide by eight long, and
the table at which the work was performed took up the major portion of the space.
On this table were five lasts, and there was barely room for the men to stand to their
work, for the rest of the space was heaped with cardboard, leather, bundles of shoe
uppers, and a miscellaneous assortment of materials used in attaching the uppers of
shoes to their soles.
In the adjoining room lived a woman and six children. In another vile hole lived a

widow, with an only son of sixteen who was dying of consumption. The woman hawked
sweetmeats on the street, I was told, and more often failed than not to supply her son
with the three quarts of milk he daily required. Further, this son, weak and dying, did
not taste meat oftener than once a week; and the kind and quality of this meat cannot
possibly be imagined by people who have never watched human swine eat.
“The w’y ’e coughs is somethin’ terrible,” volunteered my sweated friend, referring

to the dying boy. “We ’ear ’im ’ere, w’ile we’re workin’, an’ it’s terrible, I say, terrible!”
And, what of the coughing and the sweetmeats, I found another menace added to

the hostile environment of the children of the slum.
My sweated friend, when work was to be had, toiled with four other men in his

eight-by-seven room. In the winter a lamp burned nearly all the day and added its
fumes to the over-loaded air, which was breathed, and breathed, and breathed again.
In good times, when there was a rush of work, this man told me that he could earn

as high as “thirty bob a week.” — Thirty shillings! Seven dollars and a half!
“But it’s only the best of us can do it,” he qualified. “An’ then we work twelve,

thirteen, and fourteen hours a day, just as fast as we can. An’ you should see us sweat!
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Just running from us! If you could see us, it’d dazzle your eyes — tacks flyin’ out of
mouth like from a machine. Look at my mouth.”
I looked. The teeth were worn down by the constant friction of the metallic brads,

while they were coal-black and rotten.
“I clean my teeth,” he added, “else they’d be worse.”
After he had told me that the workers had to furnish their own tools, brads,

“grindery,” cardboard, rent, light, and what not, it was plain that his thirty bob was a
diminishing quantity.
“But how long does the rush season last, in which you receive this high wage of

thirty bob?” I asked.
“Four months,” was the answer; and for the rest of the year, he informed me, they

average from “half a quid” to a “quid” a week, which is equivalent to from two dollars
and a half to five dollars. The present week was half gone, and he had earned four bob,
or one dollar. And yet I was given to understand that this was one of the better grades
of sweating.
I looked out of the window, which should have commanded the back yards of the

neighbouring buildings. But there were no back yards, or, rather, they were covered
with one-storey hovels, cowsheds, in which people lived. The roofs of these hovels were
covered with deposits of filth, in some places a couple of feet deep — the contributions
from the back windows of the second and third storeys. I could make out fish and meat
bones, garbage, pestilential rags, old boots, broken earthenware, and all the general
refuse of a human sty.
“This is the last year of this trade; they’re getting machines to do away with us,” said

the sweated one mournfully, as we stepped over the woman with the breasts grossly
naked and waded anew through the cheap young life.
We next visited the municipal dwellings erected by the London County Council on

the site of the slums where lived Arthur Morrison’s “Child of the Jago.” While the
buildings housed more people than before, it was much healthier. But the dwellings
were inhabited by the better-class workmen and artisans. The slum people had simply
drifted on to crowd other slums or to form new slums.
“An’ now,” said the sweated one, the ’earty man who worked so fast as to dazzle

one’s eyes, “I’ll show you one of London’s lungs. This is Spitalfields Garden.” And he
mouthed the word “garden” with scorn.
The shadow of Christ’s Church falls across Spitalfields Garden, and in the shadow

of Christ’s Church, at three o’clock in the afternoon, I saw a sight I never wish to see
again. There are no flowers in this garden, which is smaller than my own rose garden
at home. Grass only grows here, and it is surrounded by a sharp-spiked iron fencing,
as are all the parks of London Town, so that homeless men and women may not come
in at night and sleep upon it.
As we entered the garden, an old woman, between fifty and sixty, passed us, striding

with sturdy intention if somewhat rickety action, with two bulky bundles, covered with
sacking, slung fore and aft upon her. She was a woman tramp, a houseless soul, too

27



independent to drag her failing carcass through the workhouse door. Like the snail,
she carried her home with her. In the two sacking-covered bundles were her household
goods, her wardrobe, linen, and dear feminine possessions.
We went up the narrow gravelled walk. On the benches on either side arrayed a

mass of miserable and distorted humanity, the sight of which would have impelled
Doré to more diabolical flights of fancy than he ever succeeded in achieving. It was a
welter of rags and filth, of all manner of loathsome skin diseases, open sores, bruises,
grossness, indecency, leering monstrosities, and bestial faces. A chill, raw wind was
blowing, and these creatures huddled there in their rags, sleeping for the most part,
or trying to sleep. Here were a dozen women, ranging in age from twenty years to
seventy. Next a babe, possibly of nine months, lying asleep, flat on the hard bench,
with neither pillow nor covering, nor with any one looking after it. Next half-a-dozen
men, sleeping bolt upright or leaning against one another in their sleep. In one place
a family group, a child asleep in its sleeping mother’s arms, and the husband (or male
mate) clumsily mending a dilapidated shoe. On another bench a woman trimming the
frayed strips of her rags with a knife, and another woman, with thread and needle,
sewing up rents. Adjoining, a man holding a sleeping woman in his arms. Farther on,
a man, his clothing caked with gutter mud, asleep, with head in the lap of a woman,
not more than twenty-five years old, and also asleep.
It was this sleeping that puzzled me. Why were nine out of ten of them asleep or

trying to sleep? But it was not till afterwards that I learned. It is a law of the powers
that be that the homeless shall not sleep by night. On the pavement, by the portico
of Christ’s Church, where the stone pillars rise toward the sky in a stately row, were
whole rows of men lying asleep or drowsing, and all too deep sunk in torpor to rouse
or be made curious by our intrusion.
“A lung of London,” I said; “nay, an abscess, a great putrescent sore.”
“Oh, why did you bring me here?” demanded the burning young socialist, his delicate

face white with sickness of soul and stomach sickness.
“Those women there,” said our guide, “will sell themselves for thru’pence, or tu’pence,

or a loaf of stale bread.”
He said it with a cheerful sneer.
But what more he might have said I do not know, for the sick man cried, “For

heaven’s sake let us get out of this.”

Chapter VII — A Winner of the Victoria Cross
I have found that it is not easy to get into the casual ward of the workhouse. I have

made two attempts now, and I shall shortly make a third. The first time I started out
at seven o’clock in the evening with four shillings in my pocket. Herein I committed
two errors. In the first place, the applicant for admission to the casual ward must
be destitute, and as he is subjected to a rigorous search, he must really be destitute;
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and fourpence, much less four shillings, is sufficient affluence to disqualify him. In the
second place, I made the mistake of tardiness. Seven o’clock in the evening is too late
in the day for a pauper to get a pauper’s bed.
For the benefit of gently nurtured and innocent folk, let me explain what a ward is.

It is a building where the homeless, bedless, penniless man, if he be lucky, may casually
rest his weary bones, and then work like a navvy next day to pay for it.
My second attempt to break into the casual ward began more auspiciously. I started

in the middle of the afternoon, accompanied by the burning young socialist and another
friend, and all I had in my pocket was thru’pence. They piloted me to the Whitechapel
Workhouse, at which I peered from around a friendly corner. It was a few minutes past
five in the afternoon but already a long and melancholy line was formed, which strung
out around the corner of the building and out of sight.
It was a most woeful picture, men and women waiting in the cold grey end of the

day for a pauper’s shelter from the night, and I confess it almost unnerved me. Like the
boy before the dentist’s door, I suddenly discovered a multitude of reasons for being
elsewhere. Some hints of the struggle going on within must have shown in my face, for
one of my companions said, “Don’t funk; you can do it.”
Of course I could do it, but I became aware that even thru’pence in my pocket was

too lordly a treasure for such a throng; and, in order that all invidious distinctions
might be removed, I emptied out the coppers. Then I bade good-bye to my friends,
and with my heart going pit-a-pat, slouched down the street and took my place at the
end of the line. Woeful it looked, this line of poor folk tottering on the steep pitch to
death; how woeful it was I did not dream.
Next to me stood a short, stout man. Hale and hearty, though aged, strong-featured,

with the tough and leathery skin produced by long years of sunbeat and weatherbeat,
his was the unmistakable sea face and eyes; and at once there came to me a bit of
Kipling’s “Galley Slave”:-
“By the brand upon my shoulder, by the gall of clinging steel;

By the welt the whips have left me, by the scars that never heal;
By eyes grown old with staring through the sun-wash on the brine,
I am paid in full for service . . . ”
How correct I was in my surmise, and how peculiarly appropriate the verse was,

you shall learn.
“I won’t stand it much longer, I won’t,” he was complaining to the man on the other

side of him. “I’ll smash a windy, a big ’un, an’ get run in for fourteen days. Then I’ll
have a good place to sleep, never fear, an’ better grub than you get here. Though I’d
miss my bit of bacey” — this as an after-thought, and said regretfully and resignedly.
“I’ve been out two nights now,” he went on; “wet to the skin night before last, an’ I

can’t stand it much longer. I’m gettin’ old, an’ some mornin’ they’ll pick me up dead.”
He whirled with fierce passion on me: “Don’t you ever let yourself grow old, lad. Die

when you’re young, or you’ll come to this. I’m tellin’ you sure. Seven an’ eighty years
am I, an’ served my country like a man. Three good-conduct stripes and the Victoria
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Cross, an’ this is what I get for it. I wish I was dead, I wish I was dead. Can’t come
any too quick for me, I tell you.”
The moisture rushed into his eyes, but, before the other man could comfort him, he

began to hum a lilting sea song as though there was no such thing as heartbreak in
the world.
Given encouragement, this is the story he told while waiting in line at the workhouse

after two nights of exposure in the streets.
As a boy he had enlisted in the British navy, and for two score years and more

served faithfully and well. Names, dates, commanders, ports, ships, engagements, and
battles, rolled from his lips in a steady stream, but it is beyond me to remember them
all, for it is not quite in keeping to take notes at the poorhouse door. He had been
through the “First War in China,” as he termed it; had enlisted with the East India
Company and served ten years in India; was back in India again, in the English navy,
at the time of the Mutiny; had served in the Burmese War and in the Crimea; and all
this in addition to having fought and toiled for the English flag pretty well over the
rest of the globe.
Then the thing happened. A little thing, it could only be traced back to first causes:

perhaps the lieutenant’s breakfast had not agreed with him; or he had been up late the
night before; or his debts were pressing; or the commander had spoken brusquely to
him. The point is, that on this particular day the lieutenant was irritable. The sailor,
with others, was “setting up” the fore rigging.
Now, mark you, the sailor had been over forty years in the navy, had three good-

conduct stripes, and possessed the Victoria Cross for distinguished service in battle; so
he could not have been such an altogether bad sort of a sailorman. The lieutenant was
irritable; the lieutenant called him a name — well, not a nice sort of name. It referred
to his mother. When I was a boy it was our boys’ code to fight like little demons should
such an insult be given our mothers; and many men have died in my part of the world
for calling other men this name.
However, the lieutenant called the sailor this name. At that moment it chanced the

sailor had an iron lever or bar in his hands. He promptly struck the lieutenant over
the head with it, knocking him out of the rigging and overboard.
And then, in the man’s own words: “I saw what I had done. I knew the Regulations,

and I said to myself, ‘It’s all up with you, Jack, my boy; so here goes.’ An’ I jumped
over after him, my mind made up to drown us both. An’ I’d ha’ done it, too, only the
pinnace from the flagship was just comin’ alongside. Up we came to the top, me a hold
of him an’ punchin’ him. This was what settled for me. If I hadn’t ben strikin’ him, I
could have claimed that, seein’ what I had done, I jumped over to save him.”
Then came the court-martial, or whatever name a sea trial goes by. He recited his

sentence, word for word, as though memorised and gone over in bitterness many times.
And here it is, for the sake of discipline and respect to officers not always gentlemen,
the punishment of a man who was guilty of manhood. To be reduced to the rank
of ordinary seaman; to be debarred all prize-money due him; to forfeit all rights to
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pension; to resign the Victoria Cross; to be discharged from the navy with a good
character (this being his first offence); to receive fifty lashes; and to serve two years in
prison.
“I wish I had drowned that day, I wish to God I had,” he concluded, as the line

moved up and we passed around the corner.
At last the door came in sight, through which the paupers were being admitted in

bunches. And here I learned a surprising thing: this being Wednesday, none of us would
be released till Friday morning. Furthermore, and oh, you tobacco users, take heed: we
would not be permitted to take in any tobacco. This we would have to surrender as
we entered. Sometimes, I was told, it was returned on leaving and sometimes it was
destroyed.
The old man-of-war’s man gave me a lesson. Opening his pouch, he emptied the

tobacco (a pitiful quantity) into a piece of paper. This, snugly and flatly wrapped,
went down his sock inside his shoe. Down went my piece of tobacco inside my sock, for
forty hours without tobacco is a hardship all tobacco users will understand.
Again and again the line moved up, and we were slowly but surely approaching the

wicket. At the moment we happened to be standing on an iron grating, and a man
appearing underneath, the old sailor called down to him, —
“How many more do they want?”
“Twenty-four,” came the answer.
We looked ahead anxiously and counted. Thirty-four were ahead of us. Disappoint-

ment and consternation dawned upon the faces about me. It is not a nice thing, hungry
and penniless, to face a sleepless night in the streets. But we hoped against hope, till,
when ten stood outside the wicket, the porter turned us away.
“Full up,” was what he said, as he banged the door.
Like a flash, for all his eighty-seven years, the old sailor was speeding away on the

desperate chance of finding shelter elsewhere. I stood and debated with two other men,
wise in the knowledge of casual wards, as to where we should go. They decided on the
Poplar Workhouse, three miles away, and we started off.
As we rounded the corner, one of them said, “I could a’ got in ’ere to-day. I come

by at one o’clock, an’ the line was beginnin’ to form then — pets, that’s what they
are. They let ’m in, the same ones, night upon night.”

Chapter VIII — The Carter and the Carpenter
The Carter, with his clean-cut face, chin beard, and shaved upper lip, I should have

taken in the United States for anything from a master workman to a well-to-do farmer.
The Carpenter — well, I should have taken him for a carpenter. He looked it, lean and
wiry, with shrewd, observant eyes, and hands that had grown twisted to the handles of
tools through forty-seven years’ work at the trade. The chief difficulty with these men
was that they were old, and that their children, instead of growing up to take care of
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them, had died. Their years had told on them, and they had been forced out of the
whirl of industry by the younger and stronger competitors who had taken their places.
These two men, turned away from the casual ward of Whitechapel Workhouse, were

bound with me for Poplar Workhouse. Not much of a show, they thought, but to chance
it was all that remained to us. It was Poplar, or the streets and night. Both men were
anxious for a bed, for they were “about gone,” as they phrased it. The Carter, fifty-
eight years of age, had spent the last three nights without shelter or sleep, while the
Carpenter, sixty-five years of age, had been out five nights.
But, O dear, soft people, full of meat and blood, with white beds and airy rooms

waiting you each night, how can I make you know what it is to suffer as you would
suffer if you spent a weary night on London’s streets! Believe me, you would think a
thousand centuries had come and gone before the east paled into dawn; you would
shiver till you were ready to cry aloud with the pain of each aching muscle; and you
would marvel that you could endure so much and live. Should you rest upon a bench,
and your tired eyes close, depend upon it the policeman would rouse you and gruffly
order you to “move on.” You may rest upon the bench, and benches are few and far
between; but if rest means sleep, on you must go, dragging your tired body through
the endless streets. Should you, in desperate slyness, seek some forlorn alley or dark
passageway and lie down, the omnipresent policeman will rout you out just the same.
It is his business to rout you out. It is a law of the powers that be that you shall be
routed out.
But when the dawn came, the nightmare over, you would hale you home to refresh

yourself, and until you died you would tell the story of your adventure to groups of
admiring friends. It would grow into a mighty story. Your little eight-hour night would
become an Odyssey and you a Homer.
Not so with these homeless ones who walked to Poplar Workhouse with me. And

there are thirty-five thousand of them, men and women, in London Town this night.
Please don’t remember it as you go to bed; if you are as soft as you ought to be you
may not rest so well as usual. But for old men of sixty, seventy, and eighty, ill-fed, with
neither meat nor blood, to greet the dawn unrefreshed, and to stagger through the day
in mad search for crusts, with relentless night rushing down upon them again, and to
do this five nights and days — O dear, soft people, full of meat and blood, how can
you ever understand?
I walked up Mile End Road between the Carter and the Carpenter. Mile End Road

is a wide thoroughfare, cutting the heart of East London, and there were tens of
thousands of people abroad on it. I tell you this so that you may fully appreciate what
I shall describe in the next paragraph. As I say, we walked along, and when they grew
bitter and cursed the land, I cursed with them, cursed as an American waif would curse,
stranded in a strange and terrible land. And, as I tried to lead them to believe, and
succeeded in making them believe, they took me for a “seafaring man,” who had spent
his money in riotous living, lost his clothes (no unusual occurrence with seafaring men
ashore), and was temporarily broke while looking for a ship. This accounted for my
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ignorance of English ways in general and casual wards in particular, and my curiosity
concerning the same.
The Carter was hard put to keep the pace at which we walked (he told me that

he had eaten nothing that day), but the Carpenter, lean and hungry, his grey and
ragged overcoat flapping mournfully in the breeze, swung on in a long and tireless
stride which reminded me strongly of the plains wolf or coyote. Both kept their eyes
upon the pavement as they walked and talked, and every now and then one or the other
would stoop and pick something up, never missing the stride the while. I thought it
was cigar and cigarette stumps they were collecting, and for some time took no notice.
Then I did notice.
From the slimy, spittle-drenched, sidewalk, they were picking up bits of orange peel,

apple skin, and grape stems, and, they were eating them. The pits of greengage plums
they cracked between their teeth for the kernels inside. They picked up stray bits of
bread the size of peas, apple cores so black and dirty one would not take them to be
apple cores, and these things these two men took into their mouths, and chewed them,
and swallowed them; and this, between six and seven o’clock in the evening of August
20, year of our Lord 1902, in the heart of the greatest, wealthiest, and most powerful
empire the world has ever seen.
These two men talked. They were not fools, they were merely old. And, naturally,

their guts a-reek with pavement offal, they talked of bloody revolution. They talked as
anarchists, fanatics, and madmen would talk. And who shall blame them? In spite of my
three good meals that day, and the snug bed I could occupy if I wished, and my social
philosophy, and my evolutionary belief in the slow development and metamorphosis of
things — in spite of all this, I say, I felt impelled to talk rot with them or hold my
tongue. Poor fools! Not of their sort are revolutions bred. And when they are dead and
dust, which will be shortly, other fools will talk bloody revolution as they gather offal
from the spittle-drenched sidewalk along Mile End Road to Poplar Workhouse.
Being a foreigner, and a young man, the Carter and the Carpenter explained things

to me and advised me. Their advice, by the way, was brief, and to the point; it was
to get out of the country. “As fast as God’ll let me,” I assured them; “I’ll hit only the
high places, till you won’t be able to see my trail for smoke.” They felt the force of my
figures, rather than understood them, and they nodded their heads approvingly.
“Actually make a man a criminal against ’is will,” said the Carpenter. “’Ere I am,

old, younger men takin’ my place, my clothes gettin’ shabbier an’ shabbier, an’ makin’
it ’arder every day to get a job. I go to the casual ward for a bed. Must be there by
two or three in the afternoon or I won’t get in. You saw what happened to-day. What
chance does that give me to look for work? S’pose I do get into the casual ward? Keep
me in all day to-morrow, let me out mornin’ o’ next day. What then? The law sez
I can’t get in another casual ward that night less’n ten miles distant. Have to hurry
an’ walk to be there in time that day. What chance does that give me to look for a
job? S’pose I don’t walk. S’pose I look for a job? In no time there’s night come, an’
no bed. No sleep all night, nothin’ to eat, what shape am I in the mornin’ to look for
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work? Got to make up my sleep in the park somehow” (the vision of Christ’s Church,
Spitalfield, was strong on me) “an’ get something to eat. An’ there I am! Old, down,
an’ no chance to get up.”
“Used to be a toll-gate ’ere,” said the Carter. “Many’s the time I’ve paid my toll ’ere

in my cartin’ days.”
“I’ve ’ad three ’a’penny rolls in two days,” the Carpenter announced, after a long

pause in the conversation. “Two of them I ate yesterday, an’ the third to-day,” he
concluded, after another long pause.
“I ain’t ’ad anything to-day,” said the Carter. “An’ I’m fagged out. My legs is hurtin’

me something fearful.”
“The roll you get in the ‘spike’ is that ’ard you can’t eat it nicely with less’n a pint

of water,” said the Carpenter, for my benefit. And, on asking him what the “spike” was,
he answered, “The casual ward. It’s a cant word, you know.”
But what surprised me was that he should have the word “cant” in his vocabulary,

a vocabulary that I found was no mean one before we parted.
I asked them what I might expect in the way of treatment, if we succeeded in getting

into the Poplar Workhouse, and between them I was supplied with much information.
Having taken a cold bath on entering, I would be given for supper six ounces of bread
and “three parts of skilly.” “Three parts” means three-quarters of a pint, and “skilly” is
a fluid concoction of three quarts of oatmeal stirred into three buckets and a half of
hot water.
“Milk and sugar, I suppose, and a silver spoon?” I queried.
“No fear. Salt’s what you’ll get, an’ I’ve seen some places where you’d not get any

spoon. ’Old ’er up an’ let ’er run down, that’s ’ow they do it.”
“You do get good skilly at ’Ackney,” said the Carter.
“Oh, wonderful skilly, that,” praised the Carpenter, and each looked eloquently at

the other.
“Flour an’ water at St. George’s in the East,” said the Carter.
The Carpenter nodded. He had tried them all.
“Then what?” I demanded
And I was informed that I was sent directly to bed. “Call you at half after five in

the mornin’, an’ you get up an’ take a ‘sluice’ — if there’s any soap. Then breakfast,
same as supper, three parts o’ skilly an’ a six-ounce loaf.”
“’Tisn’t always six ounces,” corrected the Carter.
“’Tisn’t, no; an’ often that sour you can ’ardly eat it. When first I started I couldn’t

eat the skilly nor the bread, but now I can eat my own an’ another man’s portion.”
“I could eat three other men’s portions,” said the Carter. “I ’aven’t ’ad a bit this

blessed day.”
“Then what?”
“Then you’ve got to do your task, pick four pounds of oakum, or clean an’ scrub,

or break ten to eleven hundredweight o’ stones. I don’t ’ave to break stones; I’m past
sixty, you see. They’ll make you do it, though. You’re young an’ strong.”
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“What I don’t like,” grumbled the Carter, “is to be locked up in a cell to pick oakum.
It’s too much like prison.”
“But suppose, after you’ve had your night’s sleep, you refuse to pick oakum, or break

stones, or do any work at all?” I asked.
“No fear you’ll refuse the second time; they’ll run you in,” answered the Carpenter.

“Wouldn’t advise you to try it on, my lad.”
“Then comes dinner,” he went on. “Eight ounces of bread, one and a arf ounces of

cheese, an’ cold water. Then you finish your task an’ ’ave supper, same as before, three
parts o’ skilly any six ounces o’ bread. Then to bed, six o’clock, an’ next mornin’ you’re
turned loose, provided you’ve finished your task.”
We had long since left Mile End Road, and after traversing a gloomy maze of

narrow, winding streets, we came to Poplar Workhouse. On a low stone wall we spread
our handkerchiefs, and each in his handkerchief put all his worldly possessions, with
the exception of the “bit o’ baccy” down his sock. And then, as the last light was fading
from the drab-coloured sky, the wind blowing cheerless and cold, we stood, with our
pitiful little bundles in our hands, a forlorn group at the workhouse door.
Three working girls came along, and one looked pityingly at me; as she passed I

followed her with my eyes, and she still looked pityingly back at me. The old men she
did not notice. Dear Christ, she pitied me, young and vigorous and strong, but she
had no pity for the two old men who stood by my side! She was a young woman, and
I was a young man, and what vague sex promptings impelled her to pity me put her
sentiment on the lowest plane. Pity for old men is an altruistic feeling, and besides,
the workhouse door is the accustomed place for old men. So she showed no pity for
them, only for me, who deserved it least or not at all. Not in honour do grey hairs go
down to the grave in London Town.
On one side the door was a bell handle, on the other side a press button.
“Ring the bell,” said the Carter to me.
And just as I ordinarily would at anybody’s door, I pulled out the handle and rang

a peal.
“Oh! Oh!” they cried in one terrified voice. “Not so ’ard!”
I let go, and they looked reproachfully at me, as though I had imperilled their chance

for a bed and three parts of skilly. Nobody came. Luckily it was the wrong bell, and I
felt better.
“Press the button,” I said to the Carpenter.
“No, no, wait a bit,” the Carter hurriedly interposed.
From all of which I drew the conclusion that a poorhouse porter, who commonly

draws a yearly salary of from seven to nine pounds, is a very finicky and important
personage, and cannot be treated too fastidiously by — paupers.
So we waited, ten times a decent interval, when the Carter stealthily advanced a

timid forefinger to the button, and gave it the faintest, shortest possible push. I have
looked at waiting men where life or death was in the issue; but anxious suspense showed
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less plainly on their faces than it showed on the faces of these two men as they waited
on the coming of the porter.
He came. He barely looked at us. “Full up,” he said and shut the door.
“Another night of it,” groaned the Carpenter. In the dim light the Carter looked

wan and grey.
Indiscriminate charity is vicious, say the professional philanthropists. Well, I re-

solved to be vicious.
“Come on; get your knife out and come here,” I said to the Carter, drawing him into

a dark alley.
He glared at me in a frightened manner, and tried to draw back. Possibly he took

me for a latter-day Jack-the-Ripper, with a penchant for elderly male paupers. Or he
may have thought I was inveigling him into the commission of some desperate crime.
Anyway, he was frightened.
It will be remembered, at the outset, that I sewed a pound inside my stoker’s singlet

under the armpit. This was my emergency fund, and I was now called upon to use it
for the first time.
Not until I had gone through the acts of a contortionist, and shown the round coin

sewed in, did I succeed in getting the Carter’s help. Even then his hand was trembling
so that I was afraid he would cut me instead of the stitches, and I was forced to take
the knife away and do it myself. Out rolled the gold piece, a fortune in their hungry
eyes; and away we stampeded for the nearest coffee-house.
Of course I had to explain to them that I was merely an investigator, a social

student, seeking to find out how the other half lived. And at once they shut up like
clams. I was not of their kind; my speech had changed, the tones of my voice were
different, in short, I was a superior, and they were superbly class conscious.
“What will you have?” I asked, as the waiter came for the order.
“Two slices an’ a cup of tea,” meekly said the Carter.
“Two slices an’ a cup of tea,” meekly said the Carpenter.
Stop a moment, and consider the situation. Here were two men, invited by me into

the coffee-house. They had seen my gold piece, and they could understand that I was
no pauper. One had eaten a ha’penny roll that day, the other had eaten nothing. And
they called for “two slices an’ a cup of tea!” Each man had given a tu’penny order.
“Two slices,” by the way, means two slices of bread and butter.
This was the same degraded humility that had characterised their attitude toward

the poorhouse porter. But I wouldn’t have it. Step by step I increased their order —
eggs, rashers of bacon, more eggs, more bacon, more tea, more slices and so forth —
they denying wistfully all the while that they cared for anything more, and devouring
it ravenously as fast as it arrived.
“First cup o’ tea I’ve ’ad in a fortnight,” said the Carter.
“Wonderful tea, that,” said the Carpenter.
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They each drank two pints of it, and I assure you that it was slops. It resembled
tea less than lager beer resembles champagne. Nay, it was “water-bewitched,” and did
not resemble tea at all.
It was curious, after the first shock, to notice the effect the food had on them.

At first they were melancholy, and talked of the divers times they had contemplated
suicide. The Carter, not a week before, had stood on the bridge and looked at the
water, and pondered the question. Water, the Carpenter insisted with heat, was a bad
route. He, for one, he knew, would struggle. A bullet was “’andier,” but how under the
sun was he to get hold of a revolver? That was the rub.
They grew more cheerful as the hot “tea” soaked in, and talked more about them-

selves. The Carter had buried his wife and children, with the exception of one son, who
grew to manhood and helped him in his little business. Then the thing happened. The
son, a man of thirty-one, died of the smallpox. No sooner was this over than the father
came down with fever and went to the hospital for three months. Then he was done
for. He came out weak, debilitated, no strong young son to stand by him, his little
business gone glimmering, and not a farthing. The thing had happened, and the game
was up. No chance for an old man to start again. Friends all poor and unable to help.
He had tried for work when they were putting up the stands for the first Coronation
parade. “An’ I got fair sick of the answer: ‘No! no! no!’ It rang in my ears at night when
I tried to sleep, always the same, ‘No! no! no!’ ” Only the past week he had answered
an advertisement in Hackney, and on giving his age was told, “Oh, too old, too old by
far.”
The Carpenter had been born in the army, where his father had served twenty-two

years. Likewise, his two brothers had gone into the army; one, troop sergeant-major
of the Seventh Hussars, dying in India after the Mutiny; the other, after nine years
under Roberts in the East, had been lost in Egypt. The Carpenter had not gone into
the army, so here he was, still on the planet.
“But ’ere, give me your ’and,” he said, ripping open his ragged shirt. “I’m fit for the

anatomist, that’s all. I’m wastin’ away, sir, actually wastin’ away for want of food. Feel
my ribs an’ you’ll see.”
I put my hand under his shirt and felt. The skin was stretched like parchment over

the bones, and the sensation produced was for all the world like running one’s hand
over a washboard.
“Seven years o’ bliss I ’ad,” he said. “A good missus and three bonnie lassies. But

they all died. Scarlet fever took the girls inside a fortnight.”
“After this, sir,” said the Carter, indicating the spread, and desiring to turn the con-

versation into more cheerful channels; “after this, I wouldn’t be able to eat a workhouse
breakfast in the morning.”
“Nor I,” agreed the Carpenter, and they fell to discussing belly delights and the fine

dishes their respective wives had cooked in the old days.
“I’ve gone three days and never broke my fast,” said the Carter.
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“And I, five,” his companion added, turning gloomy with the memory of it. “Five
days once, with nothing on my stomach but a bit of orange peel, an’ outraged nature
wouldn’t stand it, sir, an’ I near died. Sometimes, walkin’ the streets at night, I’ve ben
that desperate I’ve made up my mind to win the horse or lose the saddle. You know
what I mean, sir — to commit some big robbery. But when mornin’ come, there was
I, too weak from ’unger an’ cold to ’arm a mouse.”
As their poor vitals warmed to the food, they began to expand and wax boastful,

and to talk politics. I can only say that they talked politics as well as the average
middle-class man, and a great deal better than some of the middle-class men I have
heard. What surprised me was the hold they had on the world, its geography and
peoples, and on recent and contemporaneous history. As I say, they were not fools,
these two men. They were merely old, and their children had undutifully failed to
grow up and give them a place by the fire.
One last incident, as I bade them good-bye on the corner, happy with a couple of

shillings in their pockets and the certain prospect of a bed for the night. Lighting a
cigarette, I was about to throw away the burning match when the Carter reached for
it. I proffered him the box, but he said, “Never mind, won’t waste it, sir.” And while
he lighted the cigarette I had given him, the Carpenter hurried with the filling of his
pipe in order to have a go at the same match.
“It’s wrong to waste,” said he.
“Yes,” I said, but I was thinking of the wash-board ribs over which I had run my

hand.

Chapter IX — The Spike
First of all, I must beg forgiveness of my body for the vileness through which I have

dragged it, and forgiveness of my stomach for the vileness which I have thrust into it.
I have been to the spike, and slept in the spike, and eaten in the spike; also, I have
run away from the spike.
After my two unsuccessful attempts to penetrate the Whitechapel casual ward, I

started early, and joined the desolate line before three o’clock in the afternoon. They
did not “let in” till six, but at that early hour I was number twenty, while the news
had gone forth that only twenty-two were to be admitted. By four o’clock there were
thirty-four in line, the last ten hanging on in the slender hope of getting in by some
kind of a miracle. Many more came, looked at the line, and went away, wise to the
bitter fact that the spike would be “full up.”
Conversation was slack at first, standing there, till the man on one side of me and

the man on the other side of me discovered that they had been in the smallpox hospital
at the same time, though a full house of sixteen hundred patients had prevented their
becoming acquainted. But they made up for it, discussing and comparing the more
loathsome features of their disease in the most cold-blooded, matter-of-fact way. I
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learned that the average mortality was one in six, that one of them had been in three
months and the other three months and a half, and that they had been “rotten wi’ it.”
Whereat my flesh began to creep and crawl, and I asked them how long they had been
out. One had been out two weeks, and the other three weeks. Their faces were badly
pitted (though each assured the other that this was not so), and further, they showed
me in their hands and under the nails the smallpox “seeds” still working out. Nay, one
of them worked a seed out for my edification, and pop it went, right out of his flesh
into the air. I tried to shrink up smaller inside my clothes, and I registered a fervent
though silent hope that it had not popped on me.
In both instances, I found that the smallpox was the cause of their being “on the

doss,” which means on the tramp. Both had been working when smitten by the disease,
and both had emerged from the hospital “broke,” with the gloomy task before them of
hunting for work. So far, they had not found any, and they had come to the spike for
a “rest up” after three days and nights on the street.
It seems that not only the man who becomes old is punished for his involuntary

misfortune, but likewise the man who is struck by disease or accident. Later on, I
talked with another man — “Ginger” we called him — who stood at the head of the
line — a sure indication that he had been waiting since one o’clock. A year before, one
day, while in the employ of a fish dealer, he was carrying a heavy box of fish which was
too much for him. Result: “something broke,” and there was the box on the ground,
and he on the ground beside it.
At the first hospital, whither he was immediately carried, they said it was a rupture,

reduced the swelling, gave him some vaseline to rub on it, kept him four hours, and
told him to get along. But he was not on the streets more than two or three hours
when he was down on his back again. This time he went to another hospital and was
patched up. But the point is, the employer did nothing, positively nothing, for the man
injured in his employment, and even refused him “a light job now and again,” when he
came out. As far as Ginger is concerned, he is a broken man. His only chance to earn
a living was by heavy work. He is now incapable of performing heavy work, and from
now until he dies, the spike, the peg, and the streets are all he can look forward to in
the way of food and shelter. The thing happened — that is all. He put his back under
too great a load of fish, and his chance for happiness in life was crossed off the books.
Several men in the line had been to the United States, and they were wishing that

they had remained there, and were cursing themselves for their folly in ever having
left. England had become a prison to them, a prison from which there was no hope of
escape. It was impossible for them to get away. They could neither scrape together the
passage money, nor get a chance to work their passage. The country was too overrun
by poor devils on that “lay.”
I was on the seafaring-man-who-had-lost-his-clothes-and-money tack, and they all

condoled with me and gave me much sound advice. To sum it up, the advice was
something like this: To keep out of all places like the spike. There was nothing good in
it for me. To head for the coast and bend every effort to get away on a ship. To go to
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work, if possible, and scrape together a pound or so, with which I might bribe some
steward or underling to give me chance to work my passage. They envied me my youth
and strength, which would sooner or later get me out of the country. These they no
longer possessed. Age and English hardship had broken them, and for them the game
was played and up.
There was one, however, who was still young, and who, I am sure, will in the end

make it out. He had gone to the United States as a young fellow, and in fourteen years’
residence the longest period he had been out of work was twelve hours. He had saved
his money, grown too prosperous, and returned to the mother-country. Now he was
standing in line at the spike.
For the past two years, he told me, he had been working as a cook. His hours had

been from 7 a.m. to 10.30 p.m., and on Saturday to 12.30 p.m. — ninety-five hours
per week, for which he had received twenty shillings, or five dollars.
“But the work and the long hours was killing me,” he said, “and I had to chuck the

job. I had a little money saved, but I spent it living and looking for another place.”
This was his first night in the spike, and he had come in only to get rested. As

soon as he emerged, he intended to start for Bristol, a one-hundred-and-ten-mile walk,
where he thought he would eventually get a ship for the States.
But the men in the line were not all of this calibre. Some were poor, wretched beasts,

inarticulate and callous, but for all of that, in many ways very human. I remember a
carter, evidently returning home after the day’s work, stopping his cart before us so
that his young hopeful, who had run to meet him, could climb in. But the cart was big,
the young hopeful little, and he failed in his several attempts to swarm up. Whereupon
one of the most degraded-looking men stepped out of the line and hoisted him in. Now
the virtue and the joy of this act lies in that it was service of love, not hire. The carter
was poor, and the man knew it; and the man was standing in the spike line, and the
carter knew it; and the man had done the little act, and the carter had thanked him,
even as you and I would have done and thanked.
Another beautiful touch was that displayed by the “Hopper” and his “ole woman.” He

had been in line about half-an-hour when the “ole woman” (his mate) came up to him.
She was fairly clad, for her class, with a weather-worn bonnet on her grey head and a
sacking-covered bundle in her arms. As she talked to him, he reached forward, caught
the one stray wisp of the white hair that was flying wild, deftly twirled it between
his fingers, and tucked it back properly behind her ear. From all of which one may
conclude many things. He certainly liked her well enough to wish her to be neat and
tidy. He was proud of her, standing there in the spike line, and it was his desire that
she should look well in the eyes of the other unfortunates who stood in the spike line.
But last and best, and underlying all these motives, it was a sturdy affection he bore
her; for man is not prone to bother his head over neatness and tidiness in a woman for
whom he does not care, nor is he likely to be proud of such a woman.
And I found myself questioning why this man and his mate, hard workers I knew

from their talk, should have to seek a pauper lodging. He had pride, pride in his old
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woman and pride in himself. When I asked him what he thought I, a greenhorn, might
expect to earn at “hopping,” he sized me up, and said that it all depended. Plenty of
people were too slow to pick hops and made a failure of it. A man, to succeed, must
use his head and be quick with his fingers, must be exceeding quick with his fingers.
Now he and his old woman could do very well at it, working the one bin between them
and not going to sleep over it; but then, they had been at it for years.
“I ’ad a mate as went down last year,” spoke up a man. “It was ’is fust time, but ’e

come back wi’ two poun’ ten in ’is pockit, an’ ’e was only gone a month.”
“There you are,” said the Hopper, a wealth of admiration in his voice. “’E was quick.

’E was jest nat’rally born to it, ’e was.”
Two pound ten — twelve dollars and a half — for a month’s work when one is “jest

nat’rally born to it!” And in addition, sleeping out without blankets and living the
Lord knows how. There are moments when I am thankful that I was not “jest nat’rally
born” a genius for anything, not even hop-picking,
In the matter of getting an outfit for “the hops,” the Hopper gave me some sterling

advice, to which same give heed, you soft and tender people, in case you should ever
be stranded in London Town.
“If you ain’t got tins an’ cookin’ things, all as you can get’ll be bread and cheese. No

bloomin’ good that! You must ’ave ’ot tea, an’ wegetables, an’ a bit o’ meat, now an’
again, if you’re goin’ to do work as is work. Cawn’t do it on cold wittles. Tell you wot
you do, lad. Run around in the mornin’ an’ look in the dust pans. You’ll find plenty
o’ tins to cook in. Fine tins, wonderful good some o’ them. Me an’ the ole woman got
ours that way.” (He pointed at the bundle she held, while she nodded proudly, beaming
on me with good-nature and consciousness of success and prosperity.) “This overcoat
is as good as a blanket,” he went on, advancing the skirt of it that I might feel its
thickness. “An’ ’oo knows, I may find a blanket before long.”
Again the old woman nodded and beamed, this time with the dead certainty that

he would find a blanket before long.
“I call it a ’oliday, ’oppin’,” he concluded rapturously. “A tidy way o’ gettin’ two or

three pounds together an’ fixin’ up for winter. The only thing I don’t like” — and here
was the rift within the lute — “is paddin’ the ’oof down there.”
It was plain the years were telling on this energetic pair, and while they enjoyed

the quick work with the fingers, “paddin’ the ’oof,” which is walking, was beginning to
bear heavily upon them. And I looked at their grey hairs, and ahead into the future
ten years, and wondered how it would be with them.
I noticed another man and his old woman join the line, both of them past fifty. The

woman, because she was a woman, was admitted into the spike; but he was too late,
and, separated from his mate, was turned away to tramp the streets all night.
The street on which we stood, from wall to wall, was barely twenty feet wide. The

sidewalks were three feet wide. It was a residence street. At least workmen and their
families existed in some sort of fashion in the houses across from us. And each day
and every day, from one in the afternoon till six, our ragged spike line is the principal
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feature of the view commanded by their front doors and windows. One workman sat
in his door directly opposite us, taking his rest and a breath of air after the toil of the
day. His wife came to chat with him. The doorway was too small for two, so she stood
up. Their babes sprawled before them. And here was the spike line, less than a score
of feet away — neither privacy for the workman, nor privacy for the pauper. About
our feet played the children of the neighbourhood. To them our presence was nothing
unusual. We were not an intrusion. We were as natural and ordinary as the brick walls
and stone curbs of their environment. They had been born to the sight of the spike
line, and all their brief days they had seen it.
At six o’clock the line moved up, and we were admitted in groups of three. Name,

age, occupation, place of birth, condition of destitution, and the previous night’s “doss,”
were taken with lightning-like rapidity by the superintendent; and as I turned I was
startled by a man’s thrusting into my hand something that felt like a brick, and
shouting into my ear, “any knives, matches, or tobacco?” “No, sir,” I lied, as lied every
man who entered. As I passed downstairs to the cellar, I looked at the brick in my
hand, and saw that by doing violence to the language it might be called “bread.” By
its weight and hardness it certainly must have been unleavened.
The light was very dim down in the cellar, and before I knew it some other man

had thrust a pannikin into my other hand. Then I stumbled on to a still darker room,
where were benches and tables and men. The place smelled vilely, and the sombre
gloom, and the mumble of voices from out of the obscurity, made it seem more like
some anteroom to the infernal regions.
Most of the men were suffering from tired feet, and they prefaced the meal by

removing their shoes and unbinding the filthy rags with which their feet were wrapped.
This added to the general noisomeness, while it took away from my appetite.
In fact, I found that I had made a mistake. I had eaten a hearty dinner five hours

before, and to have done justice to the fare before me I should have fasted for a couple
of days. The pannikin contained skilly, three-quarters of a pint, a mixture of Indian
corn and hot water. The men were dipping their bread into heaps of salt scattered over
the dirty tables. I attempted the same, but the bread seemed to stick in my mouth,
and I remembered the words of the Carpenter, “You need a pint of water to eat the
bread nicely.”
I went over into a dark corner where I had observed other men going and found the

water. Then I returned and attacked the skilly. It was coarse of texture, unseasoned,
gross, and bitter. This bitterness which lingered persistently in the mouth after the
skilly had passed on, I found especially repulsive. I struggled manfully, but was mas-
tered by my qualms, and half-a-dozen mouthfuls of skilly and bread was the measure
of my success. The man beside me ate his own share, and mine to boot, scraped the
pannikins, and looked hungrily for more.
“I met a ‘towny,’ and he stood me too good a dinner,” I explained.
“An’ I ’aven’t ’ad a bite since yesterday mornin’,” he replied.
“How about tobacco?” I asked. “Will the bloke bother with a fellow now?”
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“Oh no,” he answered me. “No bloomin’ fear. This is the easiest spike goin’. Y’oughto
see some of them. Search you to the skin.”
The pannikins scraped clean, conversation began to spring up. “This super’tendent

’ere is always writin’ to the papers ’bout us mugs,” said the man on the other side of
me.
“What does he say?” I asked.
“Oh, ’e sez we’re no good, a lot o’ blackguards an’ scoundrels as won’t work. Tells

all the ole tricks I’ve bin ’earin’ for twenty years an’ w’ich I never seen a mug ever
do. Las’ thing of ’is I see, ’e was tellin’ ’ow a mug gets out o’ the spike, wi’ a crust in
’is pockit. An’ w’en ’e sees a nice ole gentleman comin’ along the street ’e chucks the
crust into the drain, an’ borrows the old gent’s stick to poke it out. An’ then the ole
gent gi’es ’im a tanner.”
A roar of applause greeted the time-honoured yarn, and from somewhere over in

the deeper darkness came another voice, orating angrily:
“Talk o’ the country bein’ good for tommy [food]; I’d like to see it. I jest came up

from Dover, an’ blessed little tommy I got. They won’t gi’ ye a drink o’ water, they
won’t, much less tommy.”
“There’s mugs never go out of Kent,” spoke a second voice, “they live bloomin’ fat

all along.”
“I come through Kent,” went on the first voice, still more angrily, “an’ Gawd blimey

if I see any tommy. An’ I always notices as the blokes as talks about ’ow much they
can get, w’en they’re in the spike can eat my share o’ skilly as well as their bleedin’
own.”
“There’s chaps in London,” said a man across the table from me, “that get all the

tommy they want, an’ they never think o’ goin’ to the country. Stay in London the
year ’round. Nor do they think of lookin’ for a kip [place to sleep], till nine or ten
o’clock at night.”
A general chorus verified this statement
“But they’re bloomin’ clever, them chaps,” said an admiring voice.
“Course they are,” said another voice. “But it’s not the likes of me an’ you can do

it. You got to be born to it, I say. Them chaps ’ave ben openin’ cabs an’ sellin’ papers
since the day they was born, an’ their fathers an’ mothers before ’em. It’s all in the
trainin’, I say, an’ the likes of me an’ you ’ud starve at it.”
This also was verified by the general chorus, and likewise the statement that there

were “mugs as lives the twelvemonth ’round in the spike an’ never get a blessed bit o’
tommy other than spike skilly an’ bread.”
“I once got arf a crown in the Stratford spike,” said a new voice. Silence fell on the

instant, and all listened to the wonderful tale. “There was three of us breakin’ stones.
Winter-time, an’ the cold was cruel. T’other two said they’d be blessed if they do it,
an’ they didn’t; but I kept wearin’ into mine to warm up, you know. An’ then the
guardians come, an’ t’other chaps got run in for fourteen days, an’ the guardians, w’en
they see wot I’d been doin’, gives me a tanner each, five o’ them, an’ turns me up.”
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The majority of these men, nay, all of them, I found, do not like the spike, and only
come to it when driven in. After the “rest up” they are good for two or three days and
nights on the streets, when they are driven in again for another rest. Of course, this
continuous hardship quickly breaks their constitutions, and they realise it, though only
in a vague way; while it is so much the common run of things that they do not worry
about it.
“On the doss,” they call vagabondage here, which corresponds to “on the road” in the

United States. The agreement is that kipping, or dossing, or sleeping, is the hardest
problem they have to face, harder even than that of food. The inclement weather and
the harsh laws are mainly responsible for this, while the men themselves ascribe their
homelessness to foreign immigration, especially of Polish and Russian Jews, who take
their places at lower wages and establish the sweating system.
By seven o’clock we were called away to bathe and go to bed. We stripped our

clothes, wrapping them up in our coats and buckling our belts about them, and de-
posited them in a heaped rack and on the floor — a beautiful scheme for the spread
of vermin. Then, two by two, we entered the bathroom. There were two ordinary tubs,
and this I know: the two men preceding had washed in that water, we washed in the
same water, and it was not changed for the two men that followed us. This I know;
but I am also certain that the twenty-two of us washed in the same water.
I did no more than make a show of splashing some of this dubious liquid at myself,

while I hastily brushed it off with a towel wet from the bodies of other men. My
equanimity was not restored by seeing the back of one poor wretch a mass of blood
from attacks of vermin and retaliatory scratching.
A shirt was handed me — which I could not help but wonder how many other men

had worn; and with a couple of blankets under my arm I trudged off to the sleeping
apartment. This was a long, narrow room, traversed by two low iron rails. Between
these rails were stretched, not hammocks, but pieces of canvas, six feet long and less
than two feet wide. These were the beds, and they were six inches apart and about
eight inches above the floor. The chief difficulty was that the head was somewhat
higher than the feet, which caused the body constantly to slip down. Being slung to
the same rails, when one man moved, no matter how slightly, the rest were set rocking;
and whenever I dozed somebody was sure to struggle back to the position from which
he had slipped, and arouse me again.
Many hours passed before I won to sleep. It was only seven in the evening, and the

voices of children, in shrill outcry, playing in the street, continued till nearly midnight.
The smell was frightful and sickening, while my imagination broke loose, and my skin
crept and crawled till I was nearly frantic. Grunting, groaning, and snoring arose like
the sounds emitted by some sea monster, and several times, afflicted by nightmare,
one or another, by his shrieks and yells, aroused the lot of us. Toward morning I was
awakened by a rat or some similar animal on my breast. In the quick transition from
sleep to waking, before I was completely myself, I raised a shout to wake the dead. At
any rate, I woke the living, and they cursed me roundly for my lack of manners.
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But morning came, with a six o’clock breakfast of bread and skilly, which I gave
away, and we were told off to our various tasks. Some were set to scrubbing and
cleaning, others to picking oakum, and eight of us were convoyed across the street to
the Whitechapel Infirmary where we were set at scavenger work. This was the method
by which we paid for our skilly and canvas, and I, for one, know that I paid in full
many times over.
Though we had most revolting tasks to perform, our allotment was considered the

best and the other men deemed themselves lucky in being chosen to perform it.
“Don’t touch it, mate, the nurse sez it’s deadly,” warned my working partner, as I

held open a sack into which he was emptying a garbage can.
It came from the sick wards, and I told him that I purposed neither to touch it, nor

to allow it to touch me. Nevertheless, I had to carry the sack, and other sacks, down
five flights of stairs and empty them in a receptacle where the corruption was speedily
sprinkled with strong disinfectant.
Perhaps there is a wise mercy in all this. These men of the spike, the peg, and the

street, are encumbrances. They are of no good or use to any one, nor to themselves.
They clutter the earth with their presence, and are better out of the way. Broken by
hardship, ill fed, and worse nourished, they are always the first to be struck down by
disease, as they are likewise the quickest to die.
They feel, themselves, that the forces of society tend to hurl them out of existence.

We were sprinkling disinfectant by the mortuary, when the dead waggon drove up and
five bodies were packed into it. The conversation turned to the “white potion” and
“black jack,” and I found they were all agreed that the poor person, man or woman,
who in the Infirmary gave too much trouble or was in a bad way, was “polished off.”
That is to say, the incurables and the obstreperous were given a dose of “black jack” or
the “white potion,” and sent over the divide. It does not matter in the least whether
this be actually so or not. The point is, they have the feeling that it is so, and they
have created the language with which to express that feeling — “black jack” “white
potion,” “polishing off.”
At eight o’clock we went down into a cellar under the infirmary, where tea was

brought to us, and the hospital scraps. These were heaped high on a huge platter in
an indescribable mess — pieces of bread, chunks of grease and fat pork, the burnt skin
from the outside of roasted joints, bones, in short, all the leavings from the fingers
and mouths of the sick ones suffering from all manner of diseases. Into this mess the
men plunged their hands, digging, pawing, turning over, examining, rejecting, and
scrambling for. It wasn’t pretty. Pigs couldn’t have done worse. But the poor devils
were hungry, and they ate ravenously of the swill, and when they could eat no more
they bundled what was left into their handkerchiefs and thrust it inside their shirts.
“Once, w’en I was ’ere before, wot did I find out there but a ’ole lot of pork-ribs,”

said Ginger to me. By “out there” he meant the place where the corruption was dumped
and sprinkled with strong disinfectant. “They was a prime lot, no end o’ meat on ’em,
an’ I ’ad ’em into my arms an’ was out the gate an’ down the street, a-lookin’ for some
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’un to gi’ ’em to. Couldn’t see a soul, an’ I was runnin’ ’round clean crazy, the bloke
runnin’ after me an’ thinkin’ I was ‘slingin’ my ’ook’ [running away]. But jest before
’e got me, I got a ole woman an’ poked ’em into ’er apron.”
O Charity, O Philanthropy, descend to the spike and take a lesson from Ginger. At

the bottom of the Abyss he performed as purely an altruistic act as was ever performed
outside the Abyss. It was fine of Ginger, and if the old woman caught some contagion
from the “no end o’ meat” on the pork-ribs, it was still fine, though not so fine. But
the most salient thing in this incident, it seems to me, is poor Ginger, “clean crazy” at
sight of so much food going to waste.
It is the rule of the casual ward that a man who enters must stay two nights and a

day; but I had seen sufficient for my purpose, had paid for my skilly and canvas, and
was preparing to run for it.
“Come on, let’s sling it,” I said to one of my mates, pointing toward the open gate

through which the dead waggon had come.
“An’ get fourteen days?”
“No; get away.”
“Aw, I come ’ere for a rest,” he said complacently. “An’ another night’s kip won’t

’urt me none.”
They were all of this opinion, so I was forced to “sling it” alone.
“You cawn’t ever come back ’ere again for a doss,” they warned me.
“No fear,” said I, with an enthusiasm they could not comprehend; and, dodging out

the gate, I sped down the street.
Straight to my room I hurried, changed my clothes, and less than an hour from

my escape, in a Turkish bath, I was sweating out whatever germs and other things
had penetrated my epidermis, and wishing that I could stand a temperature of three
hundred and twenty rather than two hundred and twenty.

Chapter X — Carrying the Banner
“To carry the banner” means to walk the streets all night; and I, with the figurative

emblem hoisted, went out to see what I could see. Men and women walk the streets
at night all over this great city, but I selected the West End, making Leicester Square
my base, and scouting about from the Thames Embankment to Hyde Park.
The rain was falling heavily when the theatres let out, and the brilliant throng

which poured from the places of amusement was hard put to find cabs. The streets
were so many wild rivers of cabs, most of which were engaged, however; and here I
saw the desperate attempts of ragged men and boys to get a shelter from the night
by procuring cabs for the cabless ladies and gentlemen. I use the word “desperate”
advisedly, for these wretched, homeless ones were gambling a soaking against a bed;
and most of them, I took notice, got the soaking and missed the bed. Now, to go
through a stormy night with wet clothes, and, in addition, to be ill nourished and not
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to have tasted meat for a week or a month, is about as severe a hardship as a man can
undergo. Well fed and well clad, I have travelled all day with the spirit thermometer
down to seventy-four degrees below zero — one hundred and six degrees of frost {1};
and though I suffered, it was a mere nothing compared with carrying the banner for a
night, ill fed, ill clad, and soaking wet.
The streets grew very quiet and lonely after the theatre crowd had gone home. Only

were to be seen the ubiquitous policemen, flashing their dark lanterns into doorways
and alleys, and men and women and boys taking shelter in the lee of buildings from
the wind and rain. Piccadilly, however, was not quite so deserted. Its pavements were
brightened by well-dressed women without escort, and there was more life and action
there than elsewhere, due to the process of finding escort. But by three o’clock the last
of them had vanished, and it was then indeed lonely.
At half-past one the steady downpour ceased, and only showers fell thereafter. The

homeless folk came away from the protection of the buildings, and slouched up and
down and everywhere, in order to rush up the circulation and keep warm.
One old woman, between fifty and sixty, a sheer wreck, I had noticed earlier in the

night standing in Piccadilly, not far from Leicester Square. She seemed to have neither
the sense nor the strength to get out of the rain or keep walking, but stood stupidly,
whenever she got the chance, meditating on past days, I imagine, when life was young
and blood was warm. But she did not get the chance often. She was moved on by
every policeman, and it required an average of six moves to send her doddering off
one man’s beat and on to another’s. By three o’clock, she had progressed as far as St.
James Street, and as the clocks were striking four I saw her sleeping soundly against
the iron railings of Green Park. A brisk shower was falling at the time, and she must
have been drenched to the skin.
Now, said I, at one o’clock, to myself; consider that you are a poor young man,

penniless, in London Town, and that to-morrow you must look for work. It is necessary,
therefore, that you get some sleep in order that you may have strength to look for work
and to do work in case you find it.
So I sat down on the stone steps of a building. Five minutes later a policeman

was looking at me. My eyes were wide open, so he only grunted and passed on. Ten
minutes later my head was on my knees, I was dozing, and the same policeman was
saying gruffly, “’Ere, you, get outa that!”
I got. And, like the old woman, I continued to get; for every time I dozed, a policeman

was there to rout me along again. Not long after, when I had given this up, I was
walking with a young Londoner (who had been out to the colonies and wished he were
out to them again), when I noticed an open passage leading under a building and
disappearing in darkness. A low iron gate barred the entrance.
“Come on,” I said. “Let’s climb over and get a good sleep.”
“Wot?” he answered, recoiling from me. “An’ get run in fer three months! Blimey if

I do!”
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Later on I was passing Hyde Park with a young boy of fourteen or fifteen, a most
wretched-looking youth, gaunt and hollow-eyed and sick.
“Let’s go over the fence,” I proposed, “and crawl into the shrubbery for a sleep. The

bobbies couldn’t find us there.”
“No fear,” he answered. “There’s the park guardians, and they’d run you in for six

months.”
Times have changed, alas! When I was a youngster I used to read of homeless boys

sleeping in doorways. Already the thing has become a tradition. As a stock situation it
will doubtless linger in literature for a century to come, but as a cold fact it has ceased
to be. Here are the doorways, and here are the boys, but happy conjunctions are no
longer effected. The doorways remain empty, and the boys keep awake and carry the
banner.
“I was down under the arches,” grumbled another young fellow. By “arches” he meant

the shore arches where begin the bridges that span the Thames. “I was down under
the arches wen it was ryning its ’ardest, an’ a bobby comes in an’ chyses me out. But
I come back, an’ ’e come too. ‘’Ere,’ sez ’e, ‘wot you doin’ ’ere?’ An’ out I goes, but I
sez, ‘Think I want ter pinch [steal] the bleedin’ bridge?’ ”
Among those who carry the banner, Green Park has the reputation of opening its

gates earlier than the other parks, and at quarter-past four in the morning, I, and
many more, entered Green Park. It was raining again, but they were worn out with
the night’s walking, and they were down on the benches and asleep at once. Many of
the men stretched out full length on the dripping wet grass, and, with the rain falling
steadily upon them, were sleeping the sleep of exhaustion.
And now I wish to criticise the powers that be. They are the powers, therefore they

may decree whatever they please; so I make bold only to criticise the ridiculousness
of their decrees. All night long they make the homeless ones walk up and down. They
drive them out of doors and passages, and lock them out of the parks. The evident
intention of all this is to deprive them of sleep. Well and good, the powers have the
power to deprive them of sleep, or of anything else for that matter; but why under
the sun do they open the gates of the parks at five o’clock in the morning and let the
homeless ones go inside and sleep? If it is their intention to deprive them of sleep, why
do they let them sleep after five in the morning? And if it is not their intention to
deprive them of sleep, why don’t they let them sleep earlier in the night?
In this connection, I will say that I came by Green Park that same day, at one in

the afternoon, and that I counted scores of the ragged wretches asleep in the grass.
It was Sunday afternoon, the sun was fitfully appearing, and the well-dressed West
Enders, with their wives and progeny, were out by thousands, taking the air. It was
not a pleasant sight for them, those horrible, unkempt, sleeping vagabonds; while the
vagabonds themselves, I know, would rather have done their sleeping the night before.
And so, dear soft people, should you ever visit London Town, and see these men

asleep on the benches and in the grass, please do not think they are lazy creatures,
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preferring sleep to work. Know that the powers that be have kept them walking all the
night long, and that in the day they have nowhere else to sleep.

Chapter XI — The Peg
But, after carrying the banner all night, I did not sleep in Green Park when morning

dawned. I was wet to the skin, it is true, and I had had no sleep for twenty-four hours;
but, still adventuring as a penniless man looking for work, I had to look about me,
first for a breakfast, and next for the work.
During the night I had heard of a place over on the Surrey side of the Thames, where

the Salvation Army every Sunday morning gave away a breakfast to the unwashed.
(And, by the way, the men who carry the banner are unwashed in the morning, and
unless it is raining they do not have much show for a wash, either.) This, thought I, is
the very thing — breakfast in the morning, and then the whole day in which to look
for work.
It was a weary walk. Down St. James Street I dragged my tired legs, along Pall Mall,

past Trafalgar Square, to the Strand. I crossed the Waterloo Bridge to the Surrey side,
cut across to Blackfriars Road, coming out near the Surrey Theatre, and arrived at the
Salvation Army barracks before seven o’clock. This was “the peg.” And by “the peg,”
in the argot, is meant the place where a free meal may be obtained.
Here was a motley crowd of woebegone wretches who had spent the night in the

rain. Such prodigious misery! and so much of it! Old men, young men, all manner of
men, and boys to boot, and all manner of boys. Some were drowsing standing up; half
a score of them were stretched out on the stone steps in most painful postures, all of
them sound asleep, the skin of their bodies showing red through the holes, and rents
in their rags. And up and down the street and across the street for a block either way,
each doorstep had from two to three occupants, all asleep, their heads bent forward on
their knees. And, it must be remembered, these are not hard times in England. Things
are going on very much as they ordinarily do, and times are neither hard nor easy.
And then came the policeman. “Get outa that, you bloomin’ swine! Eigh! eigh! Get

out now!” And like swine he drove them from the doorways and scattered them to the
four winds of Surrey. But when he encountered the crowd asleep on the steps he was
astounded. “Shocking!” he exclaimed. “Shocking! And of a Sunday morning! A pretty
sight! Eigh! eigh! Get outa that, you bleeding nuisances!”
Of course it was a shocking sight, I was shocked myself. And I should not care to

have my own daughter pollute her eyes with such a sight, or come within half a mile
of it; but — and there we were, and there you are, and “but” is all that can be said.
The policeman passed on, and back we clustered, like flies around a honey jar.

For was there not that wonderful thing, a breakfast, awaiting us? We could not have
clustered more persistently and desperately had they been giving away million-dollar
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bank-notes. Some were already off to sleep, when back came the policeman and away
we scattered only to return again as soon as the coast was clear.
At half-past seven a little door opened, and a Salvation Army soldier stuck out his

head. “Ayn’t no sense blockin’ the wy up that wy,” he said. “Those as ’as tickets cawn
come hin now, an’ those as ’asn’t cawn’t come hin till nine.”
Oh, that breakfast! Nine o’clock! An hour and a half longer! The men who held tick-

ets were greatly envied. They were permitted to go inside, have a wash, and sit down
and rest until breakfast, while we waited for the same breakfast on the street. The tick-
ets had been distributed the previous night on the streets and along the Embankment,
and the possession of them was not a matter of merit, but of chance.
At eight-thirty, more men with tickets were admitted, and by nine the little gate was

opened to us. We crushed through somehow, and found ourselves packed in a courtyard
like sardines. On more occasions than one, as a Yankee tramp in Yankeeland, I have
had to work for my breakfast; but for no breakfast did I ever work so hard as for this
one. For over two hours I had waited outside, and for over another hour I waited in this
packed courtyard. I had had nothing to eat all night, and I was weak and faint, while
the smell of the soiled clothes and unwashed bodies, steaming from pent animal heat,
and blocked solidly about me, nearly turned my stomach. So tightly were we packed,
that a number of the men took advantage of the opportunity and went soundly asleep
standing up.
Now, about the Salvation Army in general I know nothing, and whatever criticism I

shall make here is of that particular portion of the Salvation Army which does business
on Blackfriars Road near the Surrey Theatre. In the first place, this forcing of men
who have been up all night to stand on their feet for hours longer, is as cruel as it is
needless. We were weak, famished, and exhausted from our night’s hardship and lack
of sleep, and yet there we stood, and stood, and stood, without rhyme or reason.
Sailors were very plentiful in this crowd. It seemed to me that one man in four was

looking for a ship, and I found at least a dozen of them to be American sailors. In
accounting for their being “on the beach,” I received the same story from each and
all, and from my knowledge of sea affairs this story rang true. English ships sign their
sailors for the voyage, which means the round trip, sometimes lasting as long as three
years; and they cannot sign off and receive their discharges until they reach the home
port, which is England. Their wages are low, their food is bad, and their treatment
worse. Very often they are really forced by their captains to desert in the New World or
the colonies, leaving a handsome sum of wages behind them — a distinct gain, either
to the captain or the owners, or to both. But whether for this reason alone or not, it is
a fact that large numbers of them desert. Then, for the home voyage, the ship engages
whatever sailors it can find on the beach. These men are engaged at the somewhat
higher wages that obtain in other portions of the world, under the agreement that
they shall sign off on reaching England. The reason for this is obvious; for it would be
poor business policy to sign them for any longer time, since seamen’s wages are low
in England, and England is always crowded with sailormen on the beach. So this fully
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accounted for the American seamen at the Salvation Army barracks. To get off the
beach in other outlandish places they had come to England, and gone on the beach in
the most outlandish place of all.
There were fully a score of Americans in the crowd, the non-sailors being “tramps

royal,” the men whose “mate is the wind that tramps the world.” They were all cheerful,
facing things with the pluck which is their chief characteristic and which seems never to
desert them, withal they were cursing the country with lurid metaphors quite refreshing
after a month of unimaginative, monotonous Cockney swearing. The Cockney has one
oath, and one oath only, the most indecent in the language, which he uses on any
and every occasion. Far different is the luminous and varied Western swearing, which
runs to blasphemy rather than indecency. And after all, since men will swear, I think I
prefer blasphemy to indecency; there is an audacity about it, an adventurousness and
defiance that is better than sheer filthiness.
There was one American tramp royal whom I found particularly enjoyable. I first

noticed him on the street, asleep in a doorway, his head on his knees, but a hat on
his head that one does not meet this side of the Western Ocean. When the policeman
routed him out, he got up slowly and deliberately, looked at the policeman, yawned
and stretched himself, looked at the policeman again as much as to say he didn’t know
whether he would or wouldn’t, and then sauntered leisurely down the sidewalk. At the
outset I was sure of the hat, but this made me sure of the wearer of the hat.
In the jam inside I found myself alongside of him, and we had quite a chat. He

had been through Spain, Italy, Switzerland, and France, and had accomplished the
practically impossible feat of beating his way three hundred miles on a French railway
without being caught at the finish. Where was I hanging out? he asked. And how did
I manage for “kipping”? — which means sleeping. Did I know the rounds yet? He was
getting on, though the country was “horstyl” and the cities were “bum.” Fierce, wasn’t
it? Couldn’t “batter” (beg) anywhere without being “pinched.” But he wasn’t going to
quit it. Buffalo Bill’s Show was coming over soon, and a man who could drive eight
horses was sure of a job any time. These mugs over here didn’t know beans about
driving anything more than a span. What was the matter with me hanging on and
waiting for Buffalo Bill? He was sure I could ring in somehow.
And so, after all, blood is thicker than water. We were fellow-countrymen and

strangers in a strange land. I had warmed to his battered old hat at sight of it, and he
was as solicitous for my welfare as if we were blood brothers. We swapped all manner
of useful information concerning the country and the ways of its people, methods by
which to obtain food and shelter and what not, and we parted genuinely sorry at
having to say good-bye.
One thing particularly conspicuous in this crowd was the shortness of stature. I,

who am but of medium height, looked over the heads of nine out of ten. The natives
were all short, as were the foreign sailors. There were only five or six in the crowd who
could be called fairly tall, and they were Scandinavians and Americans. The tallest
man there, however, was an exception. He was an Englishman, though not a Londoner.
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“Candidate for the Life Guards,” I remarked to him. “You’ve hit it, mate,” was his reply;
“I’ve served my bit in that same, and the way things are I’ll be back at it before long.”
For an hour we stood quietly in this packed courtyard. Then the men began to

grow restless. There was pushing and shoving forward, and a mild hubbub of voices.
Nothing rough, however, nor violent; merely the restlessness of weary and hungry men.
At this juncture forth came the adjutant. I did not like him. His eyes were not good.
There was nothing of the lowly Galilean about him, but a great deal of the centurion
who said: “For I am a man in authority, having soldiers under me; and I say to this
man, Go, and he goeth; and to another, Come, and he cometh; and to my servant, Do
this, and he doeth it.”
Well, he looked at us in just that way, and those nearest to him quailed. Then he

lifted his voice.
“Stop this ’ere, now, or I’ll turn you the other wy an’ march you out, an’ you’ll get

no breakfast.”
I cannot convey by printed speech the insufferable way in which he said this. He

seemed to me to revel in that he was a man in authority, able to say to half a thousand
ragged wretches, “you may eat or go hungry, as I elect.”
To deny us our breakfast after standing for hours! It was an awful threat, and the

pitiful, abject silence which instantly fell attested its awfulness. And it was a cowardly
threat. We could not strike back, for we were starving; and it is the way of the world
that when one man feeds another he is that man’s master. But the centurion — I mean
the adjutant — was not satisfied. In the dead silence he raised his voice again, and
repeated the threat, and amplified it.
At last we were permitted to enter the feasting hall, where we found the “ticket men”

washed but unfed. All told, there must have been nearly seven hundred of us who sat
down — not to meat or bread, but to speech, song, and prayer. From all of which
I am convinced that Tantalus suffers in many guises this side of the infernal regions.
The adjutant made the prayer, but I did not take note of it, being too engrossed with
the massed picture of misery before me. But the speech ran something like this: “You
will feast in Paradise. No matter how you starve and suffer here, you will feast in
Paradise, that is, if you will follow the directions.” And so forth and so forth. A clever
bit of propaganda, I took it, but rendered of no avail for two reasons. First, the men
who received it were unimaginative and materialistic, unaware of the existence of any
Unseen, and too inured to hell on earth to be frightened by hell to come. And second,
weary and exhausted from the night’s sleeplessness and hardship, suffering from the
long wait upon their feet, and faint from hunger, they were yearning, not for salvation,
but for grub. The “soul-snatchers” (as these men call all religious propagandists), should
study the physiological basis of psychology a little, if they wish to make their efforts
more effective.
All in good time, about eleven o’clock, breakfast arrived. It arrived, not on plates,

but in paper parcels. I did not have all I wanted, and I am sure that no man there
had all he wanted, or half of what he wanted or needed. I gave part of my bread to
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the tramp royal who was waiting for Buffalo Bill, and he was as ravenous at the end
as he was in the beginning. This is the breakfast: two slices of bread, one small piece
of bread with raisins in it and called “cake,” a wafer of cheese, and a mug of “water
bewitched.” Numbers of the men had been waiting since five o’clock for it, while all
of us had waited at least four hours; and in addition, we had been herded like swine,
packed like sardines, and treated like curs, and been preached at, and sung to, and
prayed for. Nor was that all.
No sooner was breakfast over (and it was over almost as quickly as it takes to tell),

than the tired heads began to nod and droop, and in five minutes half of us were sound
asleep. There were no signs of our being dismissed, while there were unmistakable signs
of preparation for a meeting. I looked at a small clock hanging on the wall. It indicated
twenty-five minutes to twelve. Heigh-ho, thought I, time is flying, and I have yet to
look for work.
“I want to go,” I said to a couple of waking men near me.
“Got ter sty fer the service,” was the answer.
“Do you want to stay?” I asked.
They shook their heads.
“Then let us go and tell them we want to get out,” I continued. “Come on.”
But the poor creatures were aghast. So I left them to their fate, and went up to the

nearest Salvation Army man.
“I want to go,” I said. “I came here for breakfast in order that I might be in shape

to look for work. I didn’t think it would take so long to get breakfast. I think I have
a chance for work in Stepney, and the sooner I start, the better chance I’ll have of
getting it.”
He was really a good fellow, though he was startled by my request. “Wy,” he said,

“we’re goin’ to ’old services, and you’d better sty.”
“But that will spoil my chances for work,” I urged. “And work is the most important

thing for me just now.”
As he was only a private, he referred me to the adjutant, and to the adjutant I

repeated my reasons for wishing to go, and politely requested that he let me go.
“But it cawn’t be done,” he said, waxing virtuously indignant at such ingratitude.

“The idea!” he snorted. “The idea!”
“Do you mean to say that I can’t get out of here?” I demanded. “That you will keep

me here against my will?”
“Yes,” he snorted.
I do not know what might have happened, for I was waxing indignant myself; but

the “congregation” had “piped” the situation, and he drew me over to a corner of the
room, and then into another room. Here he again demanded my reasons for wishing
to go.
“I want to go,” I said, “because I wish to look for work over in Stepney, and every

hour lessens my chance of finding work. It is now twenty-five minutes to twelve. I did
not think when I came in that it would take so long to get a breakfast.”
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“You ’ave business, eh?” he sneered. “A man of business you are, eh? Then wot did
you come ’ere for?”
“I was out all night, and I needed a breakfast in order to strengthen me to find work.

That is why I came here.”
“A nice thing to do,” he went on in the same sneering manner. “A man with business

shouldn’t come ’ere. You’ve tyken some poor man’s breakfast ’ere this morning, that’s
wot you’ve done.”
Which was a lie, for every mother’s son of us had come in.
Now I submit, was this Christian-like, or even honest? — after I had plainly stated

that I was homeless and hungry, and that I wished to look for work, for him to call
my looking for work “business,” to call me therefore a business man, and to draw the
corollary that a man of business, and well off, did not require a charity breakfast, and
that by taking a charity breakfast I had robbed some hungry waif who was not a man
of business.
I kept my temper, but I went over the facts again, and clearly and concisely demon-

strated to him how unjust he was and how he had perverted the facts. As I manifested
no signs of backing down (and I am sure my eyes were beginning to snap), he led me
to the rear of the building where, in an open court, stood a tent. In the same sneering
tone he informed a couple of privates standing there that “’ere is a fellow that ’as
business an’ ’e wants to go before services.”
They were duly shocked, of course, and they looked unutterable horror while he

went into the tent and brought out the major. Still in the same sneering manner,
laying particular stress on the “business,” he brought my case before the commanding
officer. The major was of a different stamp of man. I liked him as soon as I saw him,
and to him I stated my case in the same fashion as before.
“Didn’t you know you had to stay for services?” he asked.
“Certainly not,” I answered, “or I should have gone without my breakfast. You have

no placards posted to that effect, nor was I so informed when I entered the place.”
He meditated a moment. “You can go,” he said.
It was twelve o’clock when I gained the street, and I couldn’t quite make up my

mind whether I had been in the army or in prison. The day was half gone, and it was
a far fetch to Stepney. And besides, it was Sunday, and why should even a starving
man look for work on Sunday? Furthermore, it was my judgment that I had done a
hard night’s work walking the streets, and a hard day’s work getting my breakfast; so
I disconnected myself from my working hypothesis of a starving young man in search
of employment, hailed a bus, and climbed aboard.
After a shave and a bath, with my clothes all off, I got in between clean white sheets

and went to sleep. It was six in the evening when I closed my eyes. When they opened
again, the clocks were striking nine next morning. I had slept fifteen straight hours.
And as I lay there drowsily, my mind went back to the seven hundred unfortunates I
had left waiting for services. No bath, no shave for them, no clean white sheets and
all clothes off, and fifteen hours’ straight sleep. Services over, it was the weary streets
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again, the problem of a crust of bread ere night, and the long sleepless night in the
streets, and the pondering of the problem of how to obtain a crust at dawn.

Chapter XII — Coronation Day
O thou that sea-walls sever

From lands unwalled by seas!
Wilt thou endure forever,
O Milton’s England, these?
Thou that wast his Republic,
Wilt thou clasp their knees?
These royalties rust-eaten,
These worm-corroded lies
That keep thy head storm-beaten,
And sun-like strength of eyes
From the open air and heaven
Of intercepted skies!
SWINBURNE.
Vivat Rex Eduardus! They crowned a king this day, and there has been great

rejoicing and elaborate tomfoolery, and I am perplexed and saddened. I never saw
anything to compare with the pageant, except Yankee circuses and Alhambra ballets;
nor did I ever see anything so hopeless and so tragic.
To have enjoyed the Coronation procession, I should have come straight from Amer-

ica to the Hotel Cecil, and straight from the Hotel Cecil to a five-guinea seat among
the washed. My mistake was in coming from the unwashed of the East End. There
were not many who came from that quarter. The East End, as a whole, remained in
the East End and got drunk. The Socialists, Democrats, and Republicans went off to
the country for a breath of fresh air, quite unaffected by the fact that four hundred mil-
lions of people were taking to themselves a crowned and anointed ruler. Six thousand
five hundred prelates, priests, statesmen, princes, and warriors beheld the crowning
and anointing, and the rest of us the pageant as it passed.
I saw it at Trafalgar Square, “the most splendid site in Europe,” and the very

innermost heart of the empire. There were many thousands of us, all checked and held
in order by a superb display of armed power. The line of march was double-walled with
soldiers. The base of the Nelson Column was triple-fringed with bluejackets. Eastward,
at the entrance to the square, stood the Royal Marine Artillery. In the triangle of Pall
Mall and Cockspur Street, the statue of George III. was buttressed on either side by
the Lancers and Hussars. To the west were the red-coats of the Royal Marines, and
from the Union Club to the embouchure of Whitehall swept the glittering, massive
curve of the 1st Life Guards — gigantic men mounted on gigantic chargers, steel-
breastplated, steel-helmeted, steel-caparisoned, a great war-sword of steel ready to the
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hand of the powers that be. And further, throughout the crowd, were flung long lines
of the Metropolitan Constabulary, while in the rear were the reserves — tall, well-fed
men, with weapons to wield and muscles to wield them in ease of need.
And as it was thus at Trafalgar Square, so was it along the whole line of march —

force, overpowering force; myriads of men, splendid men, the pick of the people, whose
sole function in life is blindly to obey, and blindly to kill and destroy and stamp out
life. And that they should be well fed, well clothed, and well armed, and have ships to
hurl them to the ends of the earth, the East End of London, and the “East End” of all
England, toils and rots and dies.
There is a Chinese proverb that if one man lives in laziness another will die of

hunger; and Montesquieu has said, “The fact that many men are occupied in making
clothes for one individual is the cause of there being many people without clothes.”
So one explains the other. We cannot understand the starved and runty {2} toiler
of the East End (living with his family in a one-room den, and letting out the floor
space for lodgings to other starved and runty toilers) till we look at the strapping Life
Guardsmen of the West End, and come to know that the one must feed and clothe
and groom the other.
And while in Westminster Abbey the people were taking unto themselves a king, I,

jammed between the Life Guards and Constabulary of Trafalgar Square, was dwelling
upon the time when the people of Israel first took unto themselves a king. You all
know how it runs. The elders came to the prophet Samuel, and said: “Make us a king
to judge us like all the nations.”
And the Lord said unto Samuel: Now therefore hearken unto their voice; howbeit

thou shalt show them the manner of the king that shall reign over them.
And Samuel told all the words of the Lord unto the people that asked of him a king,

and he said:
This will be the manner of the king that shall reign over you; he will take your sons,

and appoint them unto him, for his chariots, and to be his horsemen, and they shall
run before his chariots.
And he will appoint them unto him for captains of thousands, and captains of fifties;

and he will set some to plough his ground, and to reap his harvest, and to make his
instruments of war, and the instruments of his chariots.
And he will take your daughters to be confectionaries, and to be cooks, and to be

bakers.
And he will take your fields and your vineyards, and your oliveyards, even the best

of them, and give them to his servants.
And he will take a tenth of your seed, and of your vineyards, and give to his officers,

and to his servants.
And he will take your menservants, and your maidservants, and your goodliest

young men, and your asses, and put them to his work.
He will take a tenth of your flocks; and ye shall be his servants.
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And ye shall call out in that day because of your king which ye shall have chosen
you; and the Lord will not answer you in that day.
All of which came to pass in that ancient day, and they did cry out to Samuel,

saying: “Pray for thy servants unto the Lord thy God, that we die not; for we have
added unto all our sins this evil, to ask us a king.” And after Saul, David, and Solomon,
came Rehoboam, who “answered the people roughly, saying: My father made your yoke
heavy, but I will add to your yoke; my father chastised you with whips, but I will
chastise you with scorpions.”
And in these latter days, five hundred hereditary peers own one-fifth of England;

and they, and the officers and servants under the King, and those who go to compose
the powers that be, yearly spend in wasteful luxury $1,850,000,000, or £370,000,000,
which is thirty-two per cent. of the total wealth produced by all the toilers of the
country.
At the Abbey, clad in wonderful golden raiment, amid fanfare of trumpets and

throbbing of music, surrounded by a brilliant throng of masters, lords, and rulers, the
King was being invested with the insignia of his sovereignty. The spurs were placed to
his heels by the Lord Great Chamberlain, and a sword of state, in purple scabbard,
was presented him by the Archbishop of Canterbury, with these words:-
Receive this kingly sword brought now from the altar of God, and delivered to you

by the hands of the bishops and servants of God, though unworthy.
Whereupon, being girded, he gave heed to the Archbishop’s exhortation:-
With this sword do justice, stop the growth of iniquity, protect the Holy Church of

God, help and defend widows and orphans, restore the things that are gone to decay,
maintain the things that are restored, punish and reform what is amiss, and confirm
what is in good order.
But hark! There is cheering down Whitehall; the crowd sways, the double walls

of soldiers come to attention, and into view swing the King’s watermen, in fantastic
mediaeval garbs of red, for all the world like the van of a circus parade. Then a royal
carriage, filled with ladies and gentlemen of the household, with powdered footmen and
coachmen most gorgeously arrayed. More carriages, lords, and chamberlains, viscounts,
mistresses of the robes — lackeys all. Then the warriors, a kingly escort, generals,
bronzed and worn, from the ends of the earth come up to London Town, volunteer
officers, officers of the militia and regular forces; Spens and Plumer, Broadwood and
Cooper who relieved Ookiep, Mathias of Dargai, Dixon of Vlakfontein; General Gaselee
and Admiral Seymour of China; Kitchener of Khartoum; Lord Roberts of India and all
the world — the fighting men of England, masters of destruction, engineers of death!
Another race of men from those of the shops and slums, a totally different race of men.
But here they come, in all the pomp and certitude of power, and still they come,

these men of steel, these war lords and world harnessers. Pell-mell, peers and common-
ers, princes and maharajahs, Equerries to the King and Yeomen of the Guard. And here
the colonials, lithe and hardy men; and here all the breeds of all the world-soldiers from
Canada, Australia, New Zealand; from Bermuda, Borneo, Fiji, and the Gold Coast;
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from Rhodesia, Cape Colony, Natal, Sierra Leone and Gambia, Nigeria, and Uganda;
from Ceylon, Cyprus, Hong-Kong, Jamaica, and Wei-Hai-Wei; from Lagos, Malta, St.
Lucia, Singapore, Trinidad. And here the conquered men of Ind, swarthy horsemen
and sword wielders, fiercely barbaric, blazing in crimson and scarlet, Sikhs, Rajputs,
Burmese, province by province, and caste by caste.
And now the Horse Guards, a glimpse of beautiful cream ponies, and a golden

panoply, a hurricane of cheers, the crashing of bands — “The King! the King! God
save the King!” Everybody has gone mad. The contagion is sweeping me off my feet
— I, too, want to shout, “The King! God save the King!” Ragged men about me, tears
in their eyes, are tossing up their hats and crying ecstatically, “Bless ’em! Bless ’em!
Bless ’em!” See, there he is, in that wondrous golden coach, the great crown flashing
on his head, the woman in white beside him likewise crowned.
And I check myself with a rush, striving to convince myself that it is all real and

rational, and not some glimpse of fairyland. This I cannot succeed in doing, and it
is better so. I much prefer to believe that all this pomp, and vanity, and show, and
mumbo-jumbo foolery has come from fairyland, than to believe it the performance of
sane and sensible people who have mastered matter and solved the secrets of the stars.
Princes and princelings, dukes, duchesses, and all manner of coroneted folk of the

royal train are flashing past; more warriors, and lackeys, and conquered peoples, and
the pagent is over. I drift with the crowd out of the square into a tangle of narrow
streets, where the public-houses are a-roar with drunkenness, men, women, and chil-
dren mixed together in colossal debauch. And on every side is rising the favourite song
of the Coronation:-
“Oh! on Coronation Day, on Coronation Day,

We’ll have a spree, a jubilee, and shout, Hip, hip, hooray,
For we’ll all be marry, drinking whisky, wine, and sherry,
We’ll all be merry on Coronation Day.”
The rain is pouring down. Up the street come troops of the auxiliaries, black Africans

and yellow Asiatics, beturbaned and befezed, and coolies swinging along with machine
guns and mountain batteries on their heads, and the bare feet of all, in quick rhythm,
going slish, slish, slish through the pavement mud. The public-houses empty by magic,
and the swarthy allegiants are cheered by their British brothers, who return at once
to the carouse.
“And how did you like the procession, mate?” I asked an old man on a bench in

Green Park.
“’Ow did I like it? A bloomin’ good chawnce, sez I to myself, for a sleep, wi’ all the

coppers aw’y, so I turned into the corner there, along wi’ fifty others. But I couldn’t
sleep, a-lyin’ there an’ thinkin’ ’ow I’d worked all the years o’ my life an’ now ’ad no
plyce to rest my ’ead; an’ the music comin’ to me, an’ the cheers an’ cannon, till I got
almost a hanarchist an’ wanted to blow out the brains o’ the Lord Chamberlain.”
Why the Lord Chamberlain I could not precisely see, nor could he, but that was

the way he felt, he said conclusively, and them was no more discussion.
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As night drew on, the city became a blaze of light. Splashes of colour, green, amber,
and ruby, caught the eye at every point, and “E. R.,” in great crystal letters and backed
by flaming gas, was everywhere. The crowds in the streets increased by hundreds of
thousands, and though the police sternly put down mafficking, drunkenness and rough
play abounded. The tired workers seemed to have gone mad with the relaxation and
excitement, and they surged and danced down the streets, men and women, old and
young, with linked arms and in long rows, singing, “I may be crazy, but I love you,”
“Dolly Gray,” and “The Honeysuckle and the Bee” — the last rendered something like
this:-
“Yew aw the enny, ennyseckle, Oi em ther bee,

Oi’d like ter sip ther enny from those red lips, yew see.”
I sat on a bench on the Thames Embankment, looking across the illuminated water.

It was approaching midnight, and before me poured the better class of merrymakers,
shunning the more riotous streets and returning home. On the bench beside me sat
two ragged creatures, a man and a woman, nodding and dozing. The woman sat with
her arms clasped across the breast, holding tightly, her body in constant play — now
dropping forward till it seemed its balance would be overcome and she would fall to
the pavement; now inclining to the left, sideways, till her head rested on the man’s
shoulder; and now to the right, stretched and strained, till the pain of it awoke her
and she sat bolt upright. Whereupon the dropping forward would begin again and go
through its cycle till she was aroused by the strain and stretch.
Every little while boys and young men stopped long enough to go behind the bench

and give vent to sudden and fiendish shouts. This always jerked the man and woman
abruptly from their sleep; and at sight of the startled woe upon their faces the crowd
would roar with laughter as it flooded past.
This was the most striking thing, the general heartlessness exhibited on every hand.

It is a commonplace, the homeless on the benches, the poor miserable folk who may
be teased and are harmless. Fifty thousand people must have passed the bench while
I sat upon it, and not one, on such a jubilee occasion as the crowning of the King,
felt his heart-strings touched sufficiently to come up and say to the woman: “Here’s
sixpence; go and get a bed.” But the women, especially the young women, made witty
remarks upon the woman nodding, and invariably set their companions laughing.
To use a Briticism, it was “cruel”; the corresponding Americanism was more ap-

propriate — it was “fierce.” I confess I began to grow incensed at this happy crowd
streaming by, and to extract a sort of satisfaction from the London statistics which
demonstrate that one in every four adults is destined to die on public charity, either
in the workhouse, the infirmary, or the asylum.
I talked with the man. He was fifty-four and a broken-down docker. He could only

find odd work when there was a large demand for labour, for the younger and stronger
men were preferred when times were slack. He had spent a week, now, on the benches
of the Embankment; but things looked brighter for next week, and he might possibly
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get in a few days’ work and have a bed in some doss-house. He had lived all his life in
London, save for five years, when, in 1878, he saw foreign service in India.
Of course he would eat; so would the girl. Days like this were uncommon hard on

such as they, though the coppers were so busy poor folk could get in more sleep. I
awoke the girl, or woman, rather, for she was “Eyght an’ twenty, sir,” and we started
for a coffee-house.
“Wot a lot o’ work puttin’ up the lights,” said the man at sight of some building

superbly illuminated. This was the keynote of his being. All his life he had worked,
and the whole objective universe, as well as his own soul, he could express in terms
only of work. “Coronations is some good,” he went on. “They give work to men.”
“But your belly is empty,” I said.
“Yes,” he answered. “I tried, but there wasn’t any chawnce. My age is against me.

Wot do you work at? Seafarin’ chap, eh? I knew it from yer clothes.”
“I know wot you are,” said the girl, “an Eyetalian.”
“No ’e ayn’t,” the man cried heatedly. “’E’s a Yank, that’s wot ’e is. I know.”
“Lord lumne, look a’ that,” she exclaimed, as we debauched upon the Strand, choked

with the roaring, reeling Coronation crowd, the men bellowing and the girls singing in
high throaty notes:-
“Oh! on Coronation D’y, on Coronation D’y,

We’ll ’ave a spree, a jubilee, an’ shout ’Ip, ’ip, ’ooray;
For we’ll all be merry, drinkin’ whisky, wine, and sherry,
We’ll all be merry on Coronation D’y.”
“’Ow dirty I am, bein’ around the w’y I ’ave,” the woman said, as she sat down in a

coffee-house, wiping the sleep and grime from the corners of her eyes. “An’ the sights I
’ave seen this d’y, an’ I enjoyed it, though it was lonesome by myself. An’ the duchesses
an’ the lydies ’ad sich gran’ w’ite dresses. They was jest bu’ful, bu’ful.”
“I’m Irish,” she said, in answer to a question. “My nyme’s Eyethorne.”
“What?” I asked.
“Eyethorne, sir; Eyethorne.”
“Spell it.”
“H-a-y-t-h-o-r-n-e, Eyethorne.’
“Oh,” I said, “Irish Cockney.”
“Yes, sir, London-born.”
She had lived happily at home till her father died, killed in an accident, when she

had found herself on the world. One brother was in the army, and the other brother,
engaged in keeping a wife and eight children on twenty shillings a week and unsteady
employment, could do nothing for her. She had been out of London once in her life, to
a place in Essex, twelve miles away, where she had picked fruit for three weeks: “An’ I
was as brown as a berry w’en I come back. You won’t b’lieve it, but I was.”
The last place in which she had worked was a coffee-house, hours from seven in

the morning till eleven at night, and for which she had received five shillings a week
and her food. Then she had fallen sick, and since emerging from the hospital had been
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unable to find anything to do. She wasn’t feeling up to much, and the last two nights
had been spent in the street.
Between them they stowed away a prodigious amount of food, this man and woman,

and it was not till I had duplicated and triplicated their original orders that they
showed signs of easing down.
Once she reached across and felt the texture of my coat and shirt, and remarked

upon the good clothes the Yanks wore. My rags good clothes! It put me to the blush;
but, on inspecting them more closely and on examining the clothes worn by the man
and woman, I began to feel quite well dressed and respectable.
“What do you expect to do in the end?” I asked them. “You know you’re growing

older every day.”
“Work’ouse,” said he.
“Gawd blimey if I do,” said she. “There’s no ’ope for me, I know, but I’ll die on the

streets. No work’ouse for me, thank you. No, indeed,” she sniffed in the silence that
fell.
“After you have been out all night in the streets,” I asked, “what do you do in the

morning for something to eat?”
“Try to get a penny, if you ’aven’t one saved over,” the man explained. “Then go to

a coffee-’ouse an’ get a mug o’ tea.”
“But I don’t see how that is to feed you,” I objected.
The pair smiled knowingly.
“You drink your tea in little sips,” he went on, “making it last its longest. An’ you

look sharp, an’ there’s some as leaves a bit be’ind ’em.”
“It’s s’prisin’, the food wot some people leaves,” the woman broke in.
“The thing,” said the man judicially, as the trick dawned upon me, “is to get ’old o’

the penny.”
As we started to leave, Miss Haythorne gathered up a couple of crusts from the

neighbouring tables and thrust them somewhere into her rags.
“Cawn’t wyste ’em, you know,” said she; to which the docker nodded, tucking away

a couple of crusts himself.
At three in the morning I strolled up the Embankment. It was a gala night for the

homeless, for the police were elsewhere; and each bench was jammed with sleeping
occupants. There were as many women as men, and the great majority of them, male
and female, were old. Occasionally a boy was to be seen. On one bench I noticed a
family, a man sitting upright with a sleeping babe in his arms, his wife asleep, her
head on his shoulder, and in her lap the head of a sleeping youngster. The man’s eyes
were wide open. He was staring out over the water and thinking, which is not a good
thing for a shelterless man with a family to do. It would not be a pleasant thing to
speculate upon his thoughts; but this I know, and all London knows, that the cases of
out-of-works killing their wives and babies is not an uncommon happening.
One cannot walk along the Thames Embankment, in the small hours of morning,

from the Houses of Parliament, past Cleopatra’s Needle, to Waterloo Bridge, without
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being reminded of the sufferings, seven and twenty centuries old, recited by the author
of “Job”:-
There are that remove the landmarks; they violently take away flocks and feed them.
They drive away the ass of the fatherless, they take the widow’s ox for a pledge.
They turn the needy out of the way; the poor of the earth hide themselves together.
Behold, as wild asses in the desert they go forth to their work, seeking diligently

for meat; the wilderness yieldeth them food for their children.
They cut their provender in the field, and they glean the vintage of the wicked.
They lie all night naked without clothing, and have no covering in the cold.
They are wet with the showers of the mountains, and embrace the rock for want of

a shelter.
There are that pluck the fatherless from the breast, and take a pledge of the poor.
So that they go about naked without clothing, and being an hungered they carry

the sheaves. — Job xxiv. 2-10.
Seven and twenty centuries agone! And it is all as true and apposite to-day in the

innermost centre of this Christian civilisation whereof Edward VII. is king.

Chapter XIII — Dan Cullen, Docker
I stood, yesterday, in a room in one of the “Municipal Dwellings,” not far from

Leman Street. If I looked into a dreary future and saw that I would have to live in
such a room until I died, I should immediately go down, plump into the Thames, and
cut the tenancy short.
It was not a room. Courtesy to the language will no more permit it to be called a

room than it will permit a hovel to be called a mansion. It was a den, a lair. Seven feet
by eight were its dimensions, and the ceiling was so low as not to give the cubic air
space required by a British soldier in barracks. A crazy couch, with ragged coverlets,
occupied nearly half the room. A rickety table, a chair, and a couple of boxes left little
space in which to turn around. Five dollars would have purchased everything in sight.
The floor was bare, while the walls and ceiling were literally covered with blood marks
and splotches. Each mark represented a violent death — of an insect, for the place
swarmed with vermin, a plague with which no person could cope single-handed.
The man who had occupied this hole, one Dan Cullen, docker, was dying in hospital.

Yet he had impressed his personality on his miserable surroundings sufficiently to give
an inkling as to what sort of man he was. On the walls were cheap pictures of Garibaldi,
Engels, Dan Burns, and other labour leaders, while on the table lay one of Walter
Besant’s novels. He knew his Shakespeare, I was told, and had read history, sociology,
and economics. And he was self-educated.
On the table, amidst a wonderful disarray, lay a sheet of paper on which was

scrawled: Mr. Cullen, please return the large white jug and corkscrew I lent you —
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articles loaned, during the first stages of his sickness, by a woman neighbour, and de-
manded back in anticipation of his death. A large white jug and a corkscrew are far
too valuable to a creature of the Abyss to permit another creature to die in peace. To
the last, Dan Cullen’s soul must be harrowed by the sordidness out of which it strove
vainly to rise.
It is a brief little story, the story of Dan Cullen, but there is much to read between

the lines. He was born lowly, in a city and land where the lines of caste are tightly
drawn. All his days he toiled hard with his body; and because he had opened the books,
and been caught up by the fires of the spirit, and could “write a letter like a lawyer,”
he had been selected by his fellows to toil hard for them with his brain. He became a
leader of the fruit-porters, represented the dockers on the London Trades Council, and
wrote trenchant articles for the labour journals.
He did not cringe to other men, even though they were his economic masters, and

controlled the means whereby he lived, and he spoke his mind freely, and fought the
good fight. In the “Great Dock Strike” he was guilty of taking a leading part. And that
was the end of Dan Cullen. From that day he was a marked man, and every day, for
ten years and more, he was “paid off” for what he had done.
A docker is a casual labourer. Work ebbs and flows, and he works or does not work

according to the amount of goods on hand to be moved. Dan Cullen was discriminated
against. While he was not absolutely turned away (which would have caused trouble,
and which would certainly have been more merciful), he was called in by the foreman
to do not more than two or three days’ work per week. This is what is called being
“disciplined,” or “drilled.” It means being starved. There is no politer word. Ten years
of it broke his heart, and broken-hearted men cannot live.
He took to his bed in his terrible den, which grew more terrible with his helplessness.

He was without kith or kin, a lonely old man, embittered and pessimistic, fighting
vermin the while and looking at Garibaldi, Engels, and Dan Burns gazing down at him
from the blood-bespattered walls. No one came to see him in that crowded municipal
barracks (he had made friends with none of them), and he was left to rot.
But from the far reaches of the East End came a cobbler and his son, his sole friends.

They cleansed his room, brought fresh linen from home, and took from off his limbs the
sheets, greyish-black with dirt. And they brought to him one of the Queen’s Bounty
nurses from Aldgate.
She washed his face, shook up his conch, and talked with him. It was interesting to

talk with him — until he learned her name. Oh, yes, Blank was her name, she replied
innocently, and Sir George Blank was her brother. Sir George Blank, eh? thundered
old Dan Cullen on his death-bed; Sir George Blank, solicitor to the docks at Cardiff,
who, more than any other man, had broken up the Dockers’ Union of Cardiff, and was
knighted? And she was his sister? Thereupon Dan Cullen sat up on his crazy couch
and pronounced anathema upon her and all her breed; and she fled, to return no more,
strongly impressed with the ungratefulness of the poor.
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Dan Cullen’s feet became swollen with dropsy. He sat up all day on the side of the
bed (to keep the water out of his body), no mat on the floor, a thin blanket on his
legs, and an old coat around his shoulders. A missionary brought him a pair of paper
slippers, worth fourpence (I saw them), and proceeded to offer up fifty prayers or so
for the good of Dan Cullen’s soul. But Dan Cullen was the sort of man that wanted
his soul left alone. He did not care to have Tom, Dick, or Harry, on the strength of
fourpenny slippers, tampering with it. He asked the missionary kindly to open the
window, so that he might toss the slippers out. And the missionary went away, to
return no more, likewise impressed with the ungratefulness of the poor.
The cobbler, a brave old hero himself, though unaneled and unsung, went privily to

the head office of the big fruit brokers for whom Dan Cullen had worked as a casual
labourer for thirty years. Their system was such that the work was almost entirely
done by casual hands. The cobbler told them the man’s desperate plight, old, broken,
dying, without help or money, reminded them that he had worked for them thirty
years, and asked them to do something for him.
“Oh,” said the manager, remembering Dan Cullen without having to refer to the

books, “you see, we make it a rule never to help casuals, and we can do nothing.”
Nor did they do anything, not even sign a letter asking for Dan Cullen’s admission to

a hospital. And it is not so easy to get into a hospital in London Town. At Hampstead,
if he passed the doctors, at least four months would elapse before he could get in,
there were so many on the books ahead of him. The cobbler finally got him into the
Whitechapel Infirmary, where he visited him frequently. Here he found that Dan Cullen
had succumbed to the prevalent feeling, that, being hopeless, they were hurrying him
out of the way. A fair and logical conclusion, one must agree, for an old and broken
man to arrive at, who has been resolutely “disciplined” and “drilled” for ten years. When
they sweated him for Bright’s disease to remove the fat from the kidneys, Dan Cullen
contended that the sweating was hastening his death; while Bright’s disease, being a
wasting away of the kidneys, there was therefore no fat to remove, and the doctor’s
excuse was a palpable lie. Whereupon the doctor became wroth, and did not come
near him for nine days.
Then his bed was tilted up so that his feet and legs were elevated. At once dropsy

appeared in the body, and Dan Cullen contended that the thing was done in order to
run the water down into his body from his legs and kill him more quickly. He demanded
his discharge, though they told him he would die on the stairs, and dragged himself,
more dead than alive, to the cobbler’s shop. At the moment of writing this, he is dying
at the Temperance Hospital, into which place his staunch friend, the cobbler, moved
heaven and earth to have him admitted.
Poor Dan Cullen! A Jude the Obscure, who reached out after knowledge; who toiled

with his body in the day and studied in the watches of the night; who dreamed his
dream and struck valiantly for the Cause; a patriot, a lover of human freedom, and
a fighter unafraid; and in the end, not gigantic enough to beat down the conditions
which baffled and stifled him, a cynic and a pessimist, gasping his final agony on a
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pauper’s couch in a charity ward, — “For a man to die who might have been wise and
was not, this I call a tragedy.”

Chapter XIV — Hops and Hoppers
So far has the divorcement of the worker from the soil proceeded, that the farming

districts, the civilised world over, are dependent upon the cities for the gathering of
the harvests. Then it is, when the land is spilling its ripe wealth to waste, that the
street folk, who have been driven away from the soil, are called back to it again. But
in England they return, not as prodigals, but as outcasts still, as vagrants and pariahs,
to be doubted and flouted by their country brethren, to sleep in jails and casual wards,
or under the hedges, and to live the Lord knows how.
It is estimated that Kent alone requires eighty thousand of the street people to pick

her hops. And out they come, obedient to the call, which is the call of their bellies
and of the lingering dregs of adventure-lust still in them. Slum, stews, and ghetto pour
them forth, and the festering contents of slum, stews, and ghetto are undiminished.
Yet they overrun the country like an army of ghouls, and the country does not want
them. They are out of place. As they drag their squat, misshapen bodies along the
highways and byways, they resemble some vile spawn from underground. Their very
presence, the fact of their existence, is an outrage to the fresh, bright sun and the
green and growing things. The clean, upstanding trees cry shame upon them and their
withered crookedness, and their rottenness is a slimy desecration of the sweetness and
purity of nature.
Is the picture overdrawn? It all depends. For one who sees and thinks life in terms

of shares and coupons, it is certainly overdrawn. But for one who sees and thinks life
in terms of manhood and womanhood, it cannot be overdrawn. Such hordes of beastly
wretchedness and inarticulate misery are no compensation for a millionaire brewer who
lives in a West End palace, sates himself with the sensuous delights of London’s golden
theatres, hobnobs with lordlings and princelings, and is knighted by the king. Wins
his spurs — God forbid! In old time the great blonde beasts rode in the battle’s van
and won their spurs by cleaving men from pate to chine. And, after all, it is finer to
kill a strong man with a clean-slicing blow of singing steel than to make a beast of
him, and of his seed through the generations, by the artful and spidery manipulation
of industry and politics.
But to return to the hops. Here the divorcement from the soil is as apparent as

in every other agricultural line in England. While the manufacture of beer steadily
increases, the growth of hops steadily decreases. In 1835 the acreage under hops was
71,327. To-day it stands at 48,024, a decrease of 3103 from the acreage of last year.
Small as the acreage is this year, a poor summer and terrible storms reduced the

yield. This misfortune is divided between the people who own hops and the people
who pick hops. The owners perforce must put up with less of the nicer things of life,
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the pickers with less grub, of which, in the best of times, they never get enough. For
weary weeks headlines like the following have appeared in the London papers.-
TRAMPS PLENTIFUL, BUT THE HOPS ARE FEW AND NOT YET READY.
Then there have been numberless paragraphs like this:-
From the neighbourhood of the hop fields comes news of a distressing nature. The

bright outburst of the last two days has sent many hundreds of hoppers into Kent, who
will have to wait till the fields are ready for them. At Dover the number of vagrants
in the workhouse is treble the number there last year at this time, and in other towns
the lateness of the season is responsible for a large increase in the number of casuals.
To cap their wretchedness, when at last the picking had begun, hops and hoppers

were well-nigh swept away by a frightful storm of wind, rain, and hail. The hops were
stripped clean from the poles and pounded into the earth, while the hoppers, seeking
shelter from the stinging hail, were close to drowning in their huts and camps on the
low-lying ground. Their condition after the storm was pitiable, their state of vagrancy
more pronounced than ever; for, poor crop that it was, its destruction had taken away
the chance of earning a few pennies, and nothing remained for thousands of them but
to “pad the hoof” back to London.
“We ayn’t crossin’-sweepers,” they said, turning away from the ground, carpeted

ankle-deep with hops.
Those that remained grumbled savagely among the half-stripped poles at the seven

bushels for a shilling — a rate paid in good seasons when the hops are in prime
condition, and a rate likewise paid in bad seasons by the growers because they cannot
afford more.
I passed through Teston and East and West Farleigh shortly after the storm, and

listened to the grumbling of the hoppers and saw the hops rotting on the ground. At
the hothouses of Barham Court, thirty thousand panes of glass had been broken by
the hail, while peaches, plums, pears, apples, rhubarb, cabbages, mangolds, everything,
had been pounded to pieces and torn to shreds.
All of which was too bad for the owners, certainly; but at the worst, not one of

them, for one meal, would have to go short of food or drink. Yet it was to them that
the newspapers devoted columns of sympathy, their pecuniary losses being detailed at
harrowing length. “Mr. Herbert L—calculates his loss at £8000;” “Mr. F—, of brewery
fame, who rents all the land in this parish, loses £10,000;” and “Mr. L—, the Watering-
bury brewer, brother to Mr. Herbert L—, is another heavy loser.” As for the hoppers,
they did not count. Yet I venture to assert that the several almost-square meals lost
by underfed William Buggles, and underfed Mrs. Buggles, and the underfed Buggles
kiddies, was a greater tragedy than the £10,000 lost by Mr. F—. And in addition,
underfed William Buggles’ tragedy might be multiplied by thousands where Mr. F—’s
could not be multiplied by five.
To see how William Buggles and his kind fared, I donned my seafaring togs and

started out to get a job. With me was a young East London cobbler, Bert, who had
yielded to the lure of adventure and joined me for the trip. Acting on my advice, he
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had brought his “worst rags,” and as we hiked up the London road out of Maidstone
he was worrying greatly for fear we had come too ill-dressed for the business.
Nor was he to be blamed. When we stopped in a tavern the publican eyed us gingerly,

nor did his demeanour brighten till we showed him the colour of our cash. The natives
along the coast were all dubious; and “bean-feasters” from London, dashing past in
coaches, cheered and jeered and shouted insulting things after us. But before we were
done with the Maidstone district my friend found that we were as well clad, if not
better, than the average hopper. Some of the bunches of rags we chanced upon were
marvellous.
“The tide is out,” called a gypsy-looking woman to her mates, as we came up a long

row of bins into which the pickers were stripping the hops.
“Do you twig?” Bert whispered. “She’s on to you.”
I twigged. And it must be confessed the figure was an apt one. When the tide is out

boats are left on the beach and do not sail, and a sailor, when the tide is out, does not
sail either. My seafaring togs and my presence in the hop field proclaimed that I was
a seaman without a ship, a man on the beach, and very like a craft at low water.
“Can yer give us a job, governor?” Bert asked the bailiff, a kindly faced and elderly

man who was very busy.
His “No” was decisively uttered; but Bert clung on and followed him about, and I

followed after, pretty well all over the field. Whether our persistency struck the bailiff
as anxiety to work, or whether he was affected by our hard-luck appearance and tale,
neither Bert nor I succeeded in making out; but in the end he softened his heart and
found us the one unoccupied bin in the place — a bin deserted by two other men, from
what I could learn, because of inability to make living wages.
“No bad conduct, mind ye,” warned the bailiff, as he left us at work in the midst of

the women.
It was Saturday afternoon, and we knew quitting time would come early; so we

applied ourselves earnestly to the task, desiring to learn if we could at least make our
salt. It was simple work, woman’s work, in fact, and not man’s. We sat on the edge of
the bin, between the standing hops, while a pole-puller supplied us with great fragrant
branches. In an hour’s time we became as expert as it is possible to become. As soon as
the fingers became accustomed automatically to differentiate between hops and leaves
and to strip half-a-dozen blossoms at a time there was no more to learn.
We worked nimbly, and as fast as the women themselves, though their bins filled

more rapidly because of their swarming children, each of which picked with two hands
almost as fast as we picked.
“Don’tcher pick too clean, it’s against the rules,” one of the women informed us; and

we took the tip and were grateful.
As the afternoon wore along, we realised that living wages could not be made —

by men. Women could pick as much as men, and children could do almost as well as
women; so it was impossible for a man to compete with a woman and half-a-dozen
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children. For it is the woman and the half-dozen children who count as a unit, and by
their combined capacity determine the unit’s pay.
“I say, matey, I’m beastly hungry,” said I to Bert. We had not had any dinner.
“Blimey, but I could eat the ’ops,” he replied.
Whereupon we both lamented our negligence in not rearing up a numerous progeny

to help us in this day of need. And in such fashion we whiled away the time and talked
for the edification of our neighbours. We quite won the sympathy of the pole-puller, a
young country yokel, who now and again emptied a few picked blossoms into our bin,
it being part of his business to gather up the stray clusters torn off in the process of
pulling.
With him we discussed how much we could “sub,” and were informed that while we

were being paid a shilling for seven bushels, we could only “sub,” or have advanced to
us, a shilling for every twelve bushels. Which is to say that the pay for five out of every
twelve bushels was withheld — a method of the grower to hold the hopper to his work
whether the crop runs good or bad, and especially if it runs bad.
After all, it was pleasant sitting there in the bright sunshine, the golden pollen

showering from our hands, the pungent aromatic odour of the hops biting our nostrils,
and the while remembering dimly the sounding cities whence these people came. Poor
street people! Poor gutter folk! Even they grow earth-hungry, and yearn vaguely for
the soil from which they have been driven, and for the free life in the open, and the
wind and rain and sun all undefiled by city smirches. As the sea calls to the sailor, so
calls the land to them; and, deep down in their aborted and decaying carcasses, they
are stirred strangely by the peasant memories of their forbears who lived before cities
were. And in incomprehensible ways they are made glad by the earth smells and sights
and sounds which their blood has not forgotten though unremembered by them.
“No more ’ops, matey,” Bert complained.
It was five o’clock, and the pole-pullers had knocked off, so that everything could

be cleaned up, there being no work on Sunday. For an hour we were forced idly to wait
the coming of the measurers, our feet tingling with the frost which came on the heels of
the setting sun. In the adjoining bin, two women and half-a-dozen children had picked
nine bushels: so that the five bushels the measurers found in our bin demonstrated
that we had done equally well, for the half-dozen children had ranged from nine to
fourteen years of age.
Five bushels! We worked it out to eight-pence ha’penny, or seventeen cents, for

two men working three hours and a half. Fourpence farthing apiece! a little over a
penny an hour! But we were allowed only to “sub” fivepence of the total sum, though
the tally-keeper, short of change, gave us sixpence. Entreaty was in vain. A hard-luck
story could not move him. He proclaimed loudly that we had received a penny more
than our due, and went his way.
Granting, for the sake of the argument, that we were what we represented ourselves

to be — namely, poor men and broke — then here was out position: night was coming
on; we had had no supper, much less dinner; and we possessed sixpence between us. I
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was hungry enough to eat three sixpenn’orths of food, and so was Bert. One thing was
patent. By doing 16.3 per cent. justice to our stomachs, we would expend the sixpence,
and our stomachs would still be gnawing under 83.3 per cent. injustice. Being broke
again, we could sleep under a hedge, which was not so bad, though the cold would
sap an undue portion of what we had eaten. But the morrow was Sunday, on which
we could do no work, though our silly stomachs would not knock off on that account.
Here, then, was the problem: how to get three meals on Sunday, and two on Monday
(for we could not make another “sub” till Monday evening).
We knew that the casual wards were overcrowded; also, that if we begged from

farmer or villager, there was a large likelihood of our going to jail for fourteen days.
What was to be done? We looked at each other in despair —
— Not a bit of it. We joyfully thanked God that we were not as other men, especially

hoppers, and went down the road to Maidstone, jingling in our pockets the half-crowns
and florins we had brought from London.

Chapter XV — The Sea Wife
You might not expect to find the Sea Wife in the heart of Kent, but that is where I

found her, in a mean street, in the poor quarter of Maidstone. In her window she had
no sign of lodgings to let, and persuasion was necessary before she could bring herself
to let me sleep in her front room. In the evening I descended to the semi-subterranean
kitchen, and talked with her and her old man, Thomas Mugridge by name.
And as I talked to them, all the subtleties and complexities of this tremendous

machine civilisation vanished away. It seemed that I went down through the skin
and the flesh to the naked soul of it, and in Thomas Mugridge and his old woman
gripped hold of the essence of this remarkable English breed. I found there the spirit
of the wanderlust which has lured Albion’s sons across the zones; and I found there
the colossal unreckoning which has tricked the English into foolish squabblings and
preposterous fights, and the doggedness and stubbornness which have brought them
blindly through to empire and greatness; and likewise I found that vast, incomprehen-
sible patience which has enabled the home population to endure under the burden of
it all, to toil without complaint through the weary years, and docilely to yield the best
of its sons to fight and colonise to the ends of the earth.
Thomas Mugridge was seventy-one years old and a little man. It was because he

was little that he had not gone for a soldier. He had remained at home and worked.
His first recollections were connected with work. He knew nothing else but work. He
had worked all his days, and at seventy-one he still worked. Each morning saw him up
with the lark and afield, a day labourer, for as such he had been born. Mrs. Mugridge
was seventy-three. From seven years of age she had worked in the fields, doing a boy’s
work at first, and later a man’s. She still worked, keeping the house shining, washing,
boiling, and baking, and, with my advent, cooking for me and shaming me by making
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my bed. At the end of threescore years and more of work they possessed nothing, had
nothing to look forward to save more work. And they were contented. They expected
nothing else, desired nothing else.
They lived simply. Their wants were few — a pint of beer at the end of the day,

sipped in the semi-subterranean kitchen, a weekly paper to pore over for seven nights
hand-running, and conversation as meditative and vacant as the chewing of a heifer’s
cud. From a wood engraving on the wall a slender, angelic girl looked down upon them,
and underneath was the legend: “Our Future Queen.” And from a highly coloured
lithograph alongside looked down a stout and elderly lady, with underneath: “Our
Queen — Diamond Jubilee.”
“What you earn is sweetest,” quoth Mrs. Mugridge, when I suggested that it was

about time they took a rest.
“No, an’ we don’t want help,” said Thomas Mugridge, in reply to my question as to

whether the children lent them a hand.
“We’ll work till we dry up and blow away, mother an’ me,” he added; and Mrs.

Mugridge nodded her head in vigorous indorsement.
Fifteen children she had borne, and all were away and gone, or dead. The “baby,”

however, lived in Maidstone, and she was twenty-seven. When the children married
they had their hands full with their own families and troubles, like their fathers and
mothers before them.
Where were the children? Ah, where were they not? Lizzie was in Australia; Mary

was in Buenos Ayres; Poll was in New York; Joe had died in India — and so they
called them up, the living and the dead, soldier and sailor, and colonist’s wife, for the
traveller’s sake who sat in their kitchen.
They passed me a photograph. A trim young fellow, in soldier’s garb looked out at

me.
“And which son is this?” I asked.
They laughed a hearty chorus. Son! Nay, grandson, just back from Indian service

and a soldier-trumpeter to the King. His brother was in the same regiment with him.
And so it ran, sons and daughters, and grand sons and daughters, world-wanderers
and empire-builders, all of them, while the old folks stayed at home and worked at
building empire too.
“There dwells a wife by the Northern Gate,

And a wealthy wife is she;
She breeds a breed o’ rovin’ men
And casts them over sea.
“And some are drowned in deep water,

And some in sight of shore;
And word goes back to the weary wife,
And ever she sends more.”
But the Sea Wife’s child-bearing is about done. The stock is running out, and the

planet is filling up. The wives of her sons may carry on the breed, but her work is past.
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The erstwhile men of England are now the men of Australia, of Africa, of America.
England has sent forth “the best she breeds” for so long, and has destroyed those that
remained so fiercely, that little remains for her to do but to sit down through the long
nights and gaze at royalty on the wall.
The true British merchant seaman has passed away. The merchant service is no

longer a recruiting ground for such sea dogs as fought with Nelson at Trafalgar and
the Nile. Foreigners largely man the merchant ships, though Englishmen still continue
to officer them and to prefer foreigners for’ard. In South Africa the colonial teaches
the islander how to shoot, and the officers muddle and blunder; while at home the
street people play hysterically at mafficking, and the War Office lowers the stature for
enlistment.
It could not be otherwise. The most complacent Britisher cannot hope to draw

off the life-blood, and underfeed, and keep it up forever. The average Mrs. Thomas
Mugridge has been driven into the city, and she is not breeding very much of anything
save an anaemic and sickly progeny which cannot find enough to eat. The strength of
the English-speaking race to-day is not in the tight little island, but in the New World
overseas, where are the sons and daughters of Mrs. Thomas Mugridge. The Sea Wife
by the Northern Gate has just about done her work in the world, though she does not
realize it. She must sit down and rest her tired loins for a space; and if the casual ward
and the workhouse do not await her, it is because of the sons and daughters she has
reared up against the day of her feebleness and decay.

Chapter XVI — Property Versus Person
In a civilisation frankly materialistic and based upon property, not soul, it is in-

evitable that property shall be exalted over soul, that crimes against property shall
be considered far more serious than crimes against the person. To pound one’s wife
to a jelly and break a few of her ribs is a trivial offence compared with sleeping out
under the naked stars because one has not the price of a doss. The lad who steals
a few pears from a wealthy railway corporation is a greater menace to society than
the young brute who commits an unprovoked assault upon an old man over seventy
years of age. While the young girl who takes a lodging under the pretence that she has
work commits so dangerous an offence, that, were she not severely punished, she and
her kind might bring the whole fabric of property clattering to the ground. Had she
unholily tramped Piccadilly and the Strand after midnight, the police would not have
interfered with her, and she would have been able to pay for her lodging.
The following illustrative cases are culled from the police-court reports for a single

week:-
Widnes Police Court. Before Aldermen Gossage and Neil. Thomas Lynch, charged

with being drunk and disorderly and with assaulting a constable. Defendant rescued a
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woman from custody, kicked the constable, and threw stones at him. Fined 3s. 6d. for
the first offence, and 10s. and costs for the assault.
Glasgow Queen’s Park Police Court. Before Baillie Norman Thompson. John Kane

pleaded guilty to assaulting his wife. There were five previous convictions. Fined £2,
2s.
Taunton County Petty Sessions. John Painter, a big, burly fellow, described as a

labourer, charged with assaulting his wife. The woman received two severe black eyes,
and her face was badly swollen. Fined £1, 8s., including costs, and bound over to keep
the peace.
Widnes Police Court. Richard Bestwick and George Hunt, charged with trespassing

in search of game. Hunt fined £1 and costs, Bestwick £2 and costs; in default, one
month.
Shaftesbury Police Court. Before the Mayor (Mr. A. T. Carpenter). Thomas Baker,

charged with sleeping out. Fourteen days.
Glasgow Central Police Court. Before Bailie Dunlop. Edward Morrison, a lad, con-

victed of stealing fifteen pears from a lorry at the railroad station. Seven days.
Doncaster Borough Police Court. Before Alderman Clark and other magistrates.

James M’Gowan, charged under the Poaching Prevention Act with being found in
possession of poaching implements and a number of rabbits. Fined £2 and costs, or
one month.
Dunfermline Sheriff Court. Before Sheriff Gillespie. John Young, a pit-head worker,

pleaded guilty to assaulting Alexander Storrar by beating him about the head and
body with his fists, throwing him on the ground, and also striking him with a pit prop.
Fined £1.
Kirkcaldy Police Court. Before Bailie Dishart. Simon Walker pleaded guilty to as-

saulting a man by striking and knocking him down. It was an unprovoked assault, and
the magistrate described the accused as a perfect danger to the community. Fined 30s.
Mansfield Police Court. Before the Mayor, Messrs. F. J. Turner, J. Whitaker, F.

Tidsbury, E. Holmes, and Dr. R. Nesbitt. Joseph Jackson, charged with assaulting
Charles Nunn. Without any provocation, defendant struck the complainant a violent
blow in the face, knocking him down, and then kicked him on the side of the head. He
was rendered unconscious, and he remained under medical treatment for a fortnight.
Fined 21s.
Perth Sheriff Court. Before Sheriff Sym. David Mitchell, charged with poaching.

There were two previous convictions, the last being three years ago. The sheriff was
asked to deal leniently with Mitchell, who was sixty-two years of age, and who offered
no resistance to the gamekeeper. Four months.
Dundee Sheriff Court. Before Hon. Sheriff-Substitute R. C. Walker. John Murray,

Donald Craig, and James Parkes, charged with poaching. Craig and Parkes fined £1
each or fourteen days; Murray, £5 or one month.
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Reading Borough Police Court. Before Messrs. W. B. Monck, F. B. Parfitt, H. M.
Wallis, and G. Gillagan. Alfred Masters, aged sixteen, charged with sleeping out on a
waste piece of ground and having no visible means of subsistence. Seven days.
Salisbury City Petty Sessions. Before the Mayor, Messrs. C. Hoskins, G. Fullford, E.

Alexander, and W. Marlow. James Moore, charged with stealing a pair of boots from
outside a shop. Twenty-one days.
Horncastle Police Court. Before the Rev. W. F. Massingberd, the Rev. J. Graham,

and Mr. N. Lucas Calcraft. George Brackenbury, a young labourer, convicted of what
the magistrates characterised as an altogether unprovoked and brutal assault upon
James Sargeant Foster, a man over seventy years of age. Fined £1 and 5s. 6d. costs.
Worksop Petty Sessions. Before Messrs. F. J. S. Foljambe, R. Eddison, and S. Smith.

John Priestley, charged with assaulting the Rev. Leslie Graham. Defendant, who was
drunk, was wheeling a perambulator and pushed it in front of a lorry, with the result
that the perambulator was overturned and the baby in it thrown out. The lorry passed
over the perambulator, but the baby was uninjured. Defendant then attacked the driver
of the lorry, and afterwards assaulted the complainant, who remonstrated with him
upon his conduct. In consequence of the injuries defendant inflicted, complainant had
to consult a doctor. Fined 40s. and costs.
Rotherham West Riding Police Court. Before Messrs. C. Wright and G. Pugh and

Colonel Stoddart. Benjamin Storey, Thomas Brammer, and Samuel Wilcock, charged
with poaching. One month each.
Southampton County Police Court. Before Admiral J. C. Rowley, Mr. H. H. Culme-

Seymour, and other magistrates. Henry Thorrington, charged with sleeping out. Seven
days.
Eckington Police Court. Before Major L. B. Bowden, Messrs. R. Eyre, and H. A.

Fowler, and Dr. Court. Joseph Watts, charged with stealing nine ferns from a garden.
One month.
Ripley Petty Sessions. Before Messrs. J. B. Wheeler, W. D. Bembridge, and M.

Hooper. Vincent Allen and George Hall, charged under the Poaching Prevention Act
with being found in possession of a number of rabbits, and John Sparham, charged
with aiding and abetting them. Hall and Sparham fined £1, 17s. 4d., and Allen £2,
17s. 4d., including costs; the former committed for fourteen days and the latter for one
month in default of payment.
South-western Police Court, London. Before Mr. Rose. John Probyn, charged with

doing grievous bodily harm to a constable. Prisoner had been kicking his wife, and also
assaulting another woman who protested against his brutality. The constable tried to
persuade him to go inside his house, but prisoner suddenly turned upon him, knocking
him down by a blow on the face, kicking him as he lay on the ground, and attempting
to strangle him. Finally the prisoner deliberately kicked the officer in a dangerous part,
inflicting an injury which will keep him off duty for a long time to come. Six weeks.
Lambeth Police Court, London. Before Mr. Hopkins. “Baby” Stuart, aged nineteen,

described as a chorus girl, charged with obtaining food and lodging to the value of 5s. by
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false pretences, and with intent to defraud Emma Brasier. Emma Brasier, complainant,
lodging-house keeper of Atwell Road. Prisoner took apartments at her house on the
representation that she was employed at the Crown Theatre. After prisoner had been
in her house two or three days, Mrs. Brasier made inquiries, and, finding the girl’s
story untrue, gave her into custody. Prisoner told the magistrate that she would have
worked had she not had such bad health. Six weeks’ hard labour.

Chapter XVII — Inefficiency
I stopped a moment to listen to an argument on the Mile End Waste. It was night-

time, and they were all workmen of the better class. They had surrounded one of their
number, a pleasant-faced man of thirty, and were giving it to him rather heatedly.
“But ’ow about this ’ere cheap immigration?” one of them demanded. “The Jews of

Whitechapel, say, a-cutting our throats right along?”
“You can’t blame them,” was the answer. “They’re just like us, and they’ve got to

live. Don’t blame the man who offers to work cheaper than you and gets your job.”
“But ’ow about the wife an’ kiddies?” his interlocutor demanded.
“There you are,” came the answer. “How about the wife and kiddies of the man who

works cheaper than you and gets your job? Eh? How about his wife and kiddies? He’s
more interested in them than in yours, and he can’t see them starve. So he cuts the
price of labour and out you go. But you mustn’t blame him, poor devil. He can’t help
it. Wages always come down when two men are after the same job. That’s the fault of
competition, not of the man who cuts the price.”
“But wyges don’t come down where there’s a union,” the objection was made.
“And there you are again, right on the head. The union cheeks competition among

the labourers, but makes it harder where there are no unions. There’s where your cheap
labour of Whitechapel comes in. They’re unskilled, and have no unions, and cut each
other’s throats, and ours in the bargain, if we don’t belong to a strong union.”
Without going further into the argument, this man on the Mile End Waste pointed

the moral that when two men were after the one job wages were bound to fall. Had
he gone deeper into the matter, he would have found that even the union, say twenty
thousand strong, could not hold up wages if twenty thousand idle men were trying
to displace the union men. This is admirably instanced, just now, by the return and
disbandment of the soldiers from South Africa. They find themselves, by tens of thou-
sands, in desperate straits in the army of the unemployed. There is a general decline in
wages throughout the land, which, giving rise to labour disputes and strikes, is taken
advantage of by the unemployed, who gladly pick up the tools thrown down by the
strikers.
Sweating, starvation wages, armies of unemployed, and great numbers of the home-

less and shelterless are inevitable when there are more men to do work than there is
work for men to do. The men and women I have met upon the streets, and in the
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spikes and pegs, are not there because as a mode of life it may be considered a “soft
snap.” I have sufficiently outlined the hardships they undergo to demonstrate that their
existence is anything but “soft.”
It is a matter of sober calculation, here in England, that it is softer to work for

twenty shillings a week, and have regular food, and a bed at night, than it is to walk
the streets. The man who walks the streets suffers more, and works harder, for far
less return. I have depicted the nights they spend, and how, driven in by physical
exhaustion, they go to the casual ward for a “rest up.” Nor is the casual ward a soft
snap. To pick four pounds of oakum, break twelve hundredweight of stones, or perform
the most revolting tasks, in return for the miserable food and shelter they receive, is
an unqualified extravagance on the part of the men who are guilty of it. On the part
of the authorities it is sheer robbery. They give the men far less for their labour than
do the capitalistic employers. The wage for the same amount of labour, performed for
a private employer, would buy them better beds, better food, more good cheer, and,
above all, greater freedom.
As I say, it is an extravagance for a man to patronise a casual ward. And that they

know it themselves is shown by the way these men shun it till driven in by physical
exhaustion. Then why do they do it? Not because they are discouraged workers. The
very opposite is true; they are discouraged vagabonds. In the United States the tramp
is almost invariably a discouraged worker. He finds tramping a softer mode of life than
working. But this is not true in England. Here the powers that be do their utmost to
discourage the tramp and vagabond, and he is, in all truth, a mightily discouraged
creature. He knows that two shillings a day, which is only fifty cents, will buy him
three fair meals, a bed at night, and leave him a couple of pennies for pocket money.
He would rather work for those two shillings than for the charity of the casual ward;
for he knows that he would not have to work so hard, and that he would not be so
abominably treated. He does not do so, however, because there are more men to do
work than there is work for men to do.
When there are more men than there is work to be done, a sifting-out process must

obtain. In every branch of industry the less efficient are crowded out. Being crowded
out because of inefficiency, they cannot go up, but must descend, and continue to
descend, until they reach their proper level, a place in the industrial fabric where they
are efficient. It follows, therefore, and it is inexorable, that the least efficient must
descend to the very bottom, which is the shambles wherein they perish miserably.
A glance at the confirmed inefficients at the bottom demonstrates that they are,

as a rule, mental, physical, and moral wrecks. The exceptions to the rule are the late
arrivals, who are merely very inefficient, and upon whom the wrecking process is just
beginning to operate. All the forces here, it must be remembered, are destructive. The
good body (which is there because its brain is not quick and capable) is speedily
wrenched and twisted out of shape; the clean mind (which is there because of its weak
body) is speedily fouled and contaminated.
The mortality is excessive, but, even then, they die far too lingering deaths.
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Here, then, we have the construction of the Abyss and the shambles. Throughout the
whole industrial fabric a constant elimination is going on. The inefficient are weeded
out and flung downward. Various things constitute inefficiency. The engineer who is
irregular or irresponsible will sink down until he finds his place, say as a casual labourer,
an occupation irregular in its very nature and in which there is little or no responsibility.
Those who are slow and clumsy, who suffer from weakness of body or mind, or who lack
nervous, mental, and physical stamina, must sink down, sometimes rapidly, sometimes
step by step, to the bottom. Accident, by disabling an efficient worker, will make him
inefficient, and down he must go. And the worker who becomes aged, with failing energy
and numbing brain, must begin the frightful descent which knows no stopping-place
short of the bottom and death.
In this last instance, the statistics of London tell a terrible tale. The population of

London is one-seventh of the total population of the United Kingdom, and in London,
year in and year out, one adult in every four dies on public charity, either in the
workhouse, the hospital, or the asylum. When the fact that the well-to-do do not end
thus is taken into consideration, it becomes manifest that it is the fate of at least one
in every three adult workers to die on public charity.
As an illustration of how a good worker may suddenly become inefficient, and what

then happens to him, I am tempted to give the case of M’Garry, a man thirty-two years
of age, and an inmate of the workhouse. The extracts are quoted from the annual report
of the trade union.
I worked at Sullivan’s place in Widnes, better known as the British Alkali Chemical

Works. I was working in a shed, and I had to cross the yard. It was ten o’clock at night,
and there was no light about. While crossing the yard I felt something take hold of
my leg and screw it off. I became unconscious; I didn’t know what became of me for
a day or two. On the following Sunday night I came to my senses, and found myself
in the hospital. I asked the nurse what was to do with my legs, and she told me both
legs were off.
There was a stationary crank in the yard, let into the ground; the hole was 18

inches long, 15 inches deep, and 15 inches wide. The crank revolved in the hole three
revolutions a minute. There was no fence or covering over the hole. Since my accident
they have stopped it altogether, and have covered the hole up with a piece of sheet
iron. . . . They gave me £25. They didn’t reckon that as compensation; they said it
was only for charity’s sake. Out of that I paid £9 for a machine by which to wheel
myself about.
I was labouring at the time I got my legs off. I got twenty-four shillings a week,

rather better pay than the other men, because I used to take shifts. When there was
heavy work to be done I used to be picked out to do it. Mr. Manton, the manager,
visited me at the hospital several times. When I was getting better, I asked him if he
would be able to find me a job. He told me not to trouble myself, as the firm was not
cold-hearted. I would be right enough in any case . . . Mr. Manton stopped coming
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to see me; and the last time, he said he thought of asking the directors to give me a
fifty-pound note, so I could go home to my friends in Ireland.
Poor M’Garry! He received rather better pay than the other men because he was

ambitious and took shifts, and when heavy work was to be done he was the man
picked out to do it. And then the thing happened, and he went into the workhouse.
The alternative to the workhouse is to go home to Ireland and burden his friends for
the rest of his life. Comment is superfluous.
It must be understood that efficiency is not determined by the workers themselves,

but is determined by the demand for labour. If three men seek one position, the
most efficient man will get it. The other two, no matter how capable they may be,
will none the less be inefficients. If Germany, Japan, and the United States should
capture the entire world market for iron, coal, and textiles, at once the English workers
would be thrown idle by hundreds of thousands. Some would emigrate, but the rest
would rush their labour into the remaining industries. A general shaking up of the
workers from top to bottom would result; and when equilibrium had been restored,
the number of the inefficients at the bottom of the Abyss would have been increased
by hundreds of thousands. On the other hand, conditions remaining constant and all
the workers doubling their efficiency, there would still be as many inefficients, though
each inefficient were twice as capable as he had been and more capable than many of
the efficients had previously been.
When there are more men to work than there is work for men to do, just as many

men as are in excess of work will be inefficients, and as inefficients they are doomed
to lingering and painful destruction. It shall be the aim of future chapters to show,
by their work and manner of living, not only how the inefficients are weeded out and
destroyed, but to show how inefficients are being constantly and wantonly created by
the forces of industrial society as it exists to-day.

Chapter XVIII — Wages
When I learned that in Lesser London there were 1,292,737 people who received

twenty-one shillings or less a week per family, I became interested as to how the wages
could best be spent in order to maintain the physical efficiency of such families. Families
of six, seven, eight or ten being beyond consideration, I have based the following table
upon a family of five — a father, mother, and three children; while I have made twenty-
one shillings equivalent to $5.25, though actually, twenty-one shillings are equivalent
to about $5.11.
Rent $1.50 or 6/0
Bread 1.00 “ 4/0
Meat O.87.5 “ 3/6
Vegetables O.62.5 “ 2/6
Coals 0.25 “ 1/0

77



Tea 0.18 “ 0/9
Oil 0.16 “ 0/8
Sugar 0.18 “ 0/9
Milk 0.12 “ 0/6
Soap 0.08 “ 0/4
Butter 0.20 “ 0/10
Firewood 0.08 “ 0/4
Total $5.25 21/2
An analysis of one item alone will show how little room there is for waste. Bread,

$1: for a family of five, for seven days, one dollar’s worth of bread will give each a daily
ration of 2.8 cents; and if they eat three meals a day, each may consume per meal 9.5
mills’ worth of bread, a little less than one halfpennyworth. Now bread is the heaviest
item. They will get less of meat per mouth each meal, and still less of vegetates; while
the smaller items become too microscopic for consideration. On the other hand, these
food articles are all bought at small retail, the most expensive and wasteful method of
purchasing.
While the table given above will permit no extravagance, no overloading of stomachs,

it will be noticed that there is no surplus. The whole guinea is spent for food and rent.
There is no pocket-money left over. Does the man buy a glass of beer, the family must
eat that much less; and in so far as it eats less, just that far will it impair its physical
efficiency. The members of this family cannot ride in busses or trams, cannot write
letters, take outings, go to a “tu’penny gaff” for cheap vaudeville, join social or benefit
clubs, nor can they buy sweetmeats, tobacco, books, or newspapers.
And further, should one child (and there are three) require a pair of shoes, the

family must strike meat for a week from its bill of fare. And since there are five pairs
of feet requiring shoes, and five heads requiring hats, and five bodies requiring clothes,
and since there are laws regulating indecency, the family must constantly impair its
physical efficiency in order to keep warm and out of jail. For notice, when rent, coals,
oil, soap, and firewood are extracted from the weekly income, there remains a daily
allowance for food of 4.5d. to each person; and that 4.5d. cannot be lessened by buying
clothes without impairing the physical efficiency.
All of which is hard enough. But the thing happens; the husband and father breaks

his leg or his neck. No 4.5d. a day per mouth for food is coming in; no halfpennyworth
of bread per meal; and, at the end of the week, no six shillings for rent. So out they
must go, to the streets or the workhouse, or to a miserable den, somewhere, in which
the mother will desperately endeavour to hold the family together on the ten shillings
she may possibly be able to earn.
While in London there are 1,292,737 people who receive twenty-one shillings or less

a week per family, it must be remembered that we have investigated a family of five
living on a twenty-one shilling basis. There are larger families, there are many families
that live on less than twenty-one shillings, and there is much irregular employment.
The question naturally arises, How do they live? The answer is that they do not live.
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They do not know what life is. They drag out a subterbestial existence until mercifully
released by death.
Before descending to the fouler depths, let the case of the telephone girls be cited.

Here are clean, fresh English maids, for whom a higher standard of living than that
of the beasts is absolutely necessary. Otherwise they cannot remain clean, fresh En-
glish maids. On entering the service, a telephone girl receives a weekly wage of eleven
shillings. If she be quick and clever, she may, at the end of five years, attain a minimum
wage of one pound. Recently a table of such a girl’s weekly expenditure was furnished
to Lord Londonderry. Here it is:-
s. d.
Rent, fire, and light 7 6
Board at home 3 6
Board at the office 4 6
Street car fare 1 6
Laundry 1 0
Total 18 0
This leaves nothing for clothes, recreation, or sickness. And yet many of the girls

are receiving, not eighteen shillings, but eleven shillings, twelve shillings, and fourteen
shillings per week. They must have clothes and recreation, and —
Man to Man so oft unjust,

Is always so to Woman.
At the Trades Union Congress now being held in London, the Gasworkers’ Union

moved that instructions be given the Parliamentary Committee to introduce a Bill to
prohibit the employment of children under fifteen years of age. Mr. Shackleton, Mem-
ber of Parliament and a representative of the Northern Counties Weavers, opposed
the resolution on behalf of the textile workers, who, he said, could not dispense with
the earnings of their children and live on the scale of wages which obtained. The rep-
resentatives of 514,000 workers voted against the resolution, while the representatives
of 535,000 workers voted in favour of it. When 514,000 workers oppose a resolution
prohibiting child-labour under fifteen, it is evident that a less-than-living wage is being
paid to an immense number of the adult workers of the country.
I have spoken with women in Whitechapel who receive right along less than one

shilling for a twelve-hour day in the coat-making sweat shops; and with women trousers
finishers who receive an average princely and weekly wage of three to four shillings.
A case recently cropped up of men, in the employ of a wealthy business house,

receiving their board and six shillings per week for six working days of sixteen hours
each. The sandwich men get fourteenpence per day and find themselves. The average
weekly earnings of the hawkers and costermongers are not more than ten to twelve
shillings. The average of all common labourers, outside the dockers, is less than sixteen
shillings per week, while the dockers average from eight to nine shillings. These figures
are taken from a royal commission report and are authentic.
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Conceive of an old woman, broken and dying, supporting herself and four children,
and paying three shillings per week rent, by making match boxes at 2.25d. per gross.
Twelve dozen boxes for 2.25d., and, in addition, finding her own paste and thread! She
never knew a day off, either for sickness, rest, or recreation. Each day and every day,
Sundays as well, she toiled fourteen hours. Her day’s stint was seven gross, for which
she received 1s. 3.75d. In the week of ninety-eight hours’ work, she made 7066 match
boxes, and earned 4s. 10.25d., less per paste and thread.
Last year, Mr. Thomas Holmes, a police-court missionary of note, after writing

about the condition of the women workers, received the following letter, dated April
18, 1901:-
Sir, — Pardon the liberty I am taking, but, having read what you said about poor

women working fourteen hours a day for ten shillings per week, I beg to state my case.
I am a tie-maker, who, after working all the week, cannot earn more than five shillings,
and I have a poor afflicted husband to keep who hasn’t earned a penny for more than
ten years.
Imagine a woman, capable of writing such a clear, sensible, grammatical letter,

supporting her husband and self on five shillings per week! Mr. Holmes visited her. He
had to squeeze to get into the room. There lay her sick husband; there she worked
all day long; there she cooked, ate, washed, and slept; and there her husband and she
performed all the functions of living and dying. There was no space for the missionary
to sit down, save on the bed, which was partially covered with ties and silk. The sick
man’s lungs were in the last stages of decay. He coughed and expectorated constantly,
the woman ceasing from her work to assist him in his paroxysms. The silken fluff from
the ties was not good for his sickness; nor was his sickness good for the ties, and the
handlers and wearers of the ties yet to come.
Another case Mr. Holmes visited was that of a young girl, twelve years of age,

charged in the police court with stealing food. He found her the deputy mother of a
boy of nine, a crippled boy of seven, and a younger child. Her mother was a widow
and a blouse-maker. She paid five shillings a week rent. Here are the last items in her
housekeeping account: Tea. 0.5d.; sugar, 0.5d.; bread, 0.25d.; margarine, 1d.; oil, 1.5d.;
and firewood, 1d. Good housewives of the soft and tender folk, imagine yourselves
marketing and keeping house on such a scale, setting a table for five, and keeping an
eye on your deputy mother of twelve to see that she did not steal food for her little
brothers and sisters, the while you stitched, stitched, stitched at a nightmare line of
blouses, which stretched away into the gloom and down to the pauper’s coffin a-yawn
for you.
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Chapter XIX — The Ghetto
Is it well that while we range with Science, glorying in the time,

City children soak and blacken soul and sense in city slime?
There among the gloomy alleys Progress halts on palsied feet;
Crime and hunger cast out maidens by the thousand on the street;
There the master scrimps his haggard seamstress of her daily bread;

There the single sordid attic holds the living and the dead;
There the smouldering fire of fever creeps across the rotted floor,
And the crowded couch of incest, in the warrens of the poor.
At one time the nations of Europe confined the undesirable Jews in city ghettos.

But to-day the dominant economic class, by less arbitrary but none the less rigorous
methods, has confined the undesirable yet necessary workers into ghettos of remarkable
meanness and vastness. East London is such a ghetto, where the rich and the powerful
do not dwell, and the traveller cometh not, and where two million workers swarm,
procreate, and die.
It must not be supposed that all the workers of London are crowded into the East

End, but the tide is setting strongly in that direction. The poor quarters of the city
proper are constantly being destroyed, and the main stream of the unhoused is toward
the east. In the last twelve years, one district, “London over the Border,” as it is called,
which lies well beyond Aldgate, Whitechapel, and Mile End, has increased 260,000, or
over sixty per cent. The churches in this district, by the way, can seat but one in every
thirty-seven of the added population.
The City of Dreadful Monotony, the East End is often called, especially by well-fed,

optimistic sightseers, who look over the surface of things and are merely shocked by the
intolerable sameness and meanness of it all. If the East End is worthy of no worse title
than The City of Dreadful Monotony, and if working people are unworthy of variety
and beauty and surprise, it would not be such a bad place in which to live. But the
East End does merit a worse title. It should be called The City of Degradation.
While it is not a city of slums, as some people imagine, it may well be said to be

one gigantic slum. From the standpoint of simple decency and clean manhood and
womanhood, any mean street, of all its mean streets, is a slum. Where sights and
sounds abound which neither you nor I would care to have our children see and hear is
a place where no man’s children should live, and see, and hear. Where you and I would
not care to have our wives pass their lives is a place where no other man’s wife should
have to pass her life. For here, in the East End, the obscenities and brute vulgarities
of life are rampant. There is no privacy. The bad corrupts the good, and all fester
together. Innocent childhood is sweet and beautiful: but in East London innocence is
a fleeting thing, and you must catch them before they crawl out of the cradle, or you
will find the very babes as unholily wise as you.
The application of the Golden Rule determines that East London is an unfit place

in which to live. Where you would not have your own babe live, and develop, and
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gather to itself knowledge of life and the things of life, is not a fit place for the babes
of other men to live, and develop, and gather to themselves knowledge of life and the
things of life. It is a simple thing, this Golden Rule, and all that is required. Political
economy and the survival of the fittest can go hang if they say otherwise. What is not
good enough for you is not good enough for other men, and there’s no more to be said.
There are 300,000 people in London, divided into families, that live in one-room ten-

ements. Far, far more live in two and three rooms and are as badly crowded, regardless
of sex, as those that live in one room. The law demands 400 cubic feet of space for
each person. In army barracks each soldier is allowed 600 cubic feet. Professor Huxley,
at one time himself a medical officer in East London, always held that each person
should have 800 cubic feet of space, and that it should be well ventilated with pure air.
Yet in London there are 900,000 people living in less than the 400 cubic feet prescribed
by the law.
Mr. Charles Booth, who engaged in a systematic work of years in charting and

classifying the toiling city population, estimates that there are 1,800,000 people in
London who are poor and very poor. It is of interest to mark what he terms poor. By
poor he means families which have a total weekly income of from eighteen to twenty-one
shillings. The very poor fall greatly below this standard.
The workers, as a class, are being more and more segregated by their economic

masters; and this process, with its jamming and overcrowding, tends not so much
toward immorality as unmorality. Here is an extract from a recent meeting of the
London County Council, terse and bald, but with a wealth of horror to be read between
the lines:-
Mr. Bruce asked the Chairman of the Public Health Committee whether his atten-

tion had been called to a number of cases of serious overcrowding in the East End. In
St. Georges-in-the-East a man and his wife and their family of eight occupied one small
room. This family consisted of five daughters, aged twenty, seventeen, eight, four, and
an infant; and three sons, aged fifteen, thirteen, and twelve. In Whitechapel a man
and his wife and their three daughters, aged sixteen, eight, and four, and two sons,
aged ten and twelve years, occupied a smaller room. In Bethnal Green a man and his
wife, with four sons, aged twenty-three, twenty-one, nineteen, and sixteen, and two
daughters, aged fourteen and seven, were also found in one room. He asked whether it
was not the duty of the various local authorities to prevent such serious overcrowding.
But with 900,000 people actually living under illegal conditions, the authorities have

their hands full. When the overcrowded folk are ejected they stray off into some other
hole; and, as they move their belongings by night, on hand-barrows (one hand-barrow
accommodating the entire household goods and the sleeping children), it is next to
impossible to keep track of them. If the Public Health Act of 1891 were suddenly and
completely enforced, 900,000 people would receive notice to clear out of their houses
and go on to the streets, and 500,000 rooms would have to be built before they were
all legally housed again.
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The mean streets merely look mean from the outside, but inside the walls are to be
found squalor, misery, and tragedy. While the following tragedy may be revolting to
read, it must not be forgotten that the existence of it is far more revolting.
In Devonshire Place, Lisson Grove, a short while back died an old woman of seventy-

five years of age. At the inquest the coroner’s officer stated that “all he found in the
room was a lot of old rags covered with vermin. He had got himself smothered with
the vermin. The room was in a shocking condition, and he had never seen anything
like it. Everything was absolutely covered with vermin.”
The doctor said: “He found deceased lying across the fender on her back. She had one

garment and her stockings on. The body was quite alive with vermin, and all the clothes
in the room were absolutely grey with insects. Deceased was very badly nourished
and was very emaciated. She had extensive sores on her legs, and her stockings were
adherent to those sores. The sores were the result of vermin.”
A man present at the inquest wrote: “I had the evil fortune to see the body of

the unfortunate woman as it lay in the mortuary; and even now the memory of that
gruesome sight makes me shudder. There she lay in the mortuary shell, so starved
and emaciated that she was a mere bundle of skin and bones. Her hair, which was
matted with filth, was simply a nest of vermin. Over her bony chest leaped and rolled
hundreds, thousands, myriads of vermin!”
If it is not good for your mother and my mother so to die, then it is not good for

this woman, whosoever’s mother she might be, so to die.
Bishop Wilkinson, who has lived in Zululand, recently said, “No human of an African

village would allow such a promiscuous mixing of young men and women, boys and
girls.” He had reference to the children of the overcrowded folk, who at five have nothing
to learn and much to unlearn which they will never unlearn.
It is notorious that here in the Ghetto the houses of the poor are greater profit

earners than the mansions of the rich. Not only does the poor worker have to live like
a beast, but he pays proportionately more for it than does the rich man for his spacious
comfort. A class of house-sweaters has been made possible by the competition of the
poor for houses. There are more people than there is room, and numbers are in the
workhouse because they cannot find shelter elsewhere. Not only are houses let, but
they are sublet, and sub-sublet down to the very rooms.
“A part of a room to let.” This notice was posted a short while ago in a window not

five minutes’ walk from St. James’s Hall. The Rev. Hugh Price Hughes is authority for
the statement that beds are let on the three-relay system — that is, three tenants to
a bed, each occupying it eight hours, so that it never grows cold; while the floor space
underneath the bed is likewise let on the three-relay system. Health officers are not at
all unused to finding such cases as the following: in one room having a cubic capacity
of 1000 feet, three adult females in the bed, and two adult females under the bed; and
in one room of 1650 cubic feet, one adult male and two children in the bed, and two
adult females under the bed.
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Here is a typical example of a room on the more respectable two-relay system. It
is occupied in the daytime by a young woman employed all night in a hotel. At seven
o’clock in the evening she vacates the room, and a bricklayer’s labourer comes in. At
seven in the morning he vacates, and goes to his work, at which time she returns from
hers.
The Rev. W. N. Davies, rector of Spitalfields, took a census of some of the alleys in

his parish. He says:-
In one alley there are ten houses — fifty-one rooms, nearly all about 8 feet by 9

feet — and 254 people. In six instances only do 2 people occupy one room; and in
others the number varied from 3 to 9. In another court with six houses and twenty-two
rooms were 84 people — again 6, 7, 8, and 9 being the number living in one room, in
several instances. In one house with eight rooms are 45 people — one room containing
9 persons, one 8, two 7, and another 6.
This Ghetto crowding is not through inclination, but compulsion. Nearly fifty per

cent. of the workers pay from one-fourth to one-half of their earnings for rent. The
average rent in the larger part of the East End is from four to six shillings per week for
one room, while skilled mechanics, earning thirty-five shillings per week, are forced to
part with fifteen shillings of it for two or three pokey little dens, in which they strive
desperately to obtain some semblance of home life. And rents are going up all the
time. In one street in Stepney the increase in only two years has been from thirteen
to eighteen shillings; in another street from eleven to sixteen shillings; and in another
street, from eleven to fifteen shillings; while in Whitechapel, two-room houses that
recently rented for ten shillings are now costing twenty-one shillings. East, west, north,
and south the rents are going up. When land is worth from £20,000 to £30,000 an
acre, some one must pay the landlord.
Mr. W. C. Steadman, in the House of Commons, in a speech concerning his con-

stituency in Stepney, related the following:-
This morning, not a hundred yards from where I am myself living, a widow stopped

me. She has six children to support, and the rent of her house was fourteen shillings per
week. She gets her living by letting the house to lodgers and doing a day’s washing or
charring. That woman, with tears in her eyes, told me that the landlord had increased
the rent from fourteen shillings to eighteen shillings. What could the woman do? There
is no accommodation in Stepney. Every place is taken up and overcrowded.
Class supremacy can rest only on class degradation; and when the workers are

segregated in the Ghetto, they cannot escape the consequent degradation. A short
and stunted people is created — a breed strikingly differentiated from their masters’
breed, a pavement folk, as it were lacking stamina and strength. The men become
caricatures of what physical men ought to be, and their women and children are pale
and anaemic, with eyes ringed darkly, who stoop and slouch, and are early twisted out
of all shapeliness and beauty.
To make matters worse, the men of the Ghetto are the men who are left — a

deteriorated stock, left to undergo still further deterioration. For a hundred and fifty
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years, at least, they have been drained of their best. The strong men, the men of pluck,
initiative, and ambition, have been faring forth to the fresher and freer portions of
the globe, to make new lands and nations. Those who are lacking, the weak of heart
and head and hand, as well as the rotten and hopeless, have remained to carry on the
breed. And year by year, in turn, the best they breed are taken from them. Wherever
a man of vigour and stature manages to grow up, he is haled forthwith into the army.
A soldier, as Bernard Shaw has said, “ostensibly a heroic and patriotic defender of his
country, is really an unfortunate man driven by destitution to offer himself as food for
powder for the sake of regular rations, shelter, and clothing.”
This constant selection of the best from the workers has impoverished those who are

left, a sadly degraded remainder, for the great part, which, in the Ghetto, sinks to the
deepest depths. The wine of life has been drawn off to spill itself in blood and progeny
over the rest of the earth. Those that remain are the lees, and they are segregated and
steeped in themselves. They become indecent and bestial. When they kill, they kill
with their hands, and then stupidly surrender themselves to the executioners. There
is no splendid audacity about their transgressions. They gouge a mate with a dull
knife, or beat his head in with an iron pot, and then sit down and wait for the police.
Wife-beating is the masculine prerogative of matrimony. They wear remarkable boots
of brass and iron, and when they have polished off the mother of their children with
a black eye or so, they knock her down and proceed to trample her very much as a
Western stallion tramples a rattlesnake.
A woman of the lower Ghetto classes is as much the slave of her husband as is the

Indian squaw. And I, for one, were I a woman and had but the two choices, should
prefer being a squaw. The men are economically dependent on their masters, and the
women are economically dependent on the men. The result is, the woman gets the
beating the man should give his master, and she can do nothing. There are the kiddies,
and he is the bread-winner, and she dare not send him to jail and leave herself and
children to starve. Evidence to convict can rarely be obtained when such cases come
into the courts; as a rule, the trampled wife and mother is weeping and hysterically
beseeching the magistrate to let her husband off for the kiddies’ sakes.
The wives become screaming harridans or, broken-spirited and doglike, lose what

little decency and self-respect they have remaining over from their maiden days, and
all sink together, unheeding, in their degradation and dirt.
Sometimes I become afraid of my own generalizations upon the massed misery of

this Ghetto life, and feel that my impressions are exaggerated, that I am too close to
the picture and lack perspective. At such moments I find it well to turn to the testimony
of other men to prove to myself that I am not becoming over-wrought and addle-pated.
Frederick Harrison has always struck me as being a level-headed, well-controlled man,
and he says:-
To me, at least, it would be enough to condemn modern society as hardly an advance

on slavery or serfdom, if the permanent condition of industry were to be that which
we behold, that ninety per cent. of the actual producers of wealth have no home that
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they can call their own beyond the end of the week; have no bit of soil, or so much
as a room that belongs to them; have nothing of value of any kind, except as much
old furniture as will go into a cart; have the precarious chance of weekly wages, which
barely suffice to keep them in health; are housed, for the most part, in places that no
man thinks fit for his horse; are separated by so narrow a margin from destitution that
a month of bad trade, sickness, or unexpected loss brings them face to face with hunger
and pauperism . . . But below this normal state of the average workman in town and
country, there is found the great band of destitute outcasts — the camp followers of the
army of industry — at least one-tenth the whole proletarian population, whose normal
condition is one of sickening wretchedness. If this is to be the permanent arrangement
of modern society, civilization must be held to bring a curse on the great majority of
mankind.
Ninety per cent.! The figures are appalling, yet Mr. Stopford Brooke, after drawing

a frightful London picture, finds himself compelled to multiply it by half a million.
Here it is:-
I often used to meet, when I was curate at Kensington, families drifting into London

along the Hammersmith Road. One day there came along a labourer and his wife, his
son and two daughters. Their family had lived for a long time on an estate in the
country, and managed, with the help of the common-land and their labour, to get
on. But the time came when the common was encroached upon, and their labour was
not needed on the estate, and they were quietly turned out of their cottage. Where
should they go? Of course to London, where work was thought to be plentiful. They
had a little savings, and they thought they could get two decent rooms to live in. But
the inexorable land question met them in London. They tried the decent courts for
lodgings, and found that two rooms would cost ten shillings a week. Food was dear
and bad, water was bad, and in a short time their health suffered. Work was hard to
get, and its wage was so low that they were soon in debt. They became more ill and
more despairing with the poisonous surroundings, the darkness, and the long hours of
work; and they were driven forth to seek a cheaper lodging. They found it in a court
I knew well — a hotbed of crime and nameless horrors. In this they got a single room
at a cruel rent, and work was more difficult for them to get now, as they came from a
place of such bad repute, and they fell into the hands of those who sweat the last drop
out of man and woman and child, for wages which are the food only of despair. And
the darkness and the dirt, the bad food and the sickness, and the want of water was
worse than before; and the crowd and the companionship of the court robbed them
of the last shreds of self-respect. The drink demon seized upon them. Of course there
was a public-house at both ends of the court. There they fled, one and all, for shelter,
and warmth, and society, and forgetfulness. And they came out in deeper debt, with
inflamed senses and burning brains, and an unsatisfied craving for drink they would
do anything to satiate. And in a few months the father was in prison, the wife dying,
the son a criminal, and the daughters on the street. Multiply this by half a million,
and you will be beneath the truth.
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No more dreary spectacle can be found on this earth than the whole of the “awful
East,” with its Whitechapel, Hoxton, Spitalfields, Bethnal Green, and Wapping to
the East India Docks. The colour of life is grey and drab. Everything is helpless,
hopeless, unrelieved, and dirty. Bath tubs are a thing totally unknown, as mythical
as the ambrosia of the gods. The people themselves are dirty, while any attempt at
cleanliness becomes howling farce, when it is not pitiful and tragic. Strange, vagrant
odours come drifting along the greasy wind, and the rain, when it falls, is more like
grease than water from heaven. The very cobblestones are scummed with grease.
Here lives a population as dull and unimaginative as its long grey miles of dingy

brick. Religion has virtually passed it by, and a gross and stupid materialism reigns,
fatal alike to the things of the spirit and the finer instincts of life.
It used to be the proud boast that every Englishman’s home was his castle. But

to-day it is an anachronism. The Ghetto folk have no homes. They do not know the
significance and the sacredness of home life. Even the municipal dwellings, where live
the better-class workers, are overcrowded barracks. They have no home life. The very
language proves it. The father returning from work asks his child in the street where
her mother is; and back the answer comes, “In the buildings.”
A new race has sprung up, a street people. They pass their lives at work and

in the streets. They have dens and lairs into which to crawl for sleeping purposes,
and that is all. One cannot travesty the word by calling such dens and lairs “homes.”
The traditional silent and reserved Englishman has passed away. The pavement folk
are noisy, voluble, high-strung, excitable — when they are yet young. As they grow
older they become steeped and stupefied in beer. When they have nothing else to do,
they ruminate as a cow ruminates. They are to be met with everywhere, standing
on curbs and corners, and staring into vacancy. Watch one of them. He will stand
there, motionless, for hours, and when you go away you will leave him still staring into
vacancy. It is most absorbing. He has no money for beer, and his lair is only for sleeping
purposes, so what else remains for him to do? He has already solved the mysteries of
girl’s love, and wife’s love, and child’s love, and found them delusions and shams, vain
and fleeting as dew-drops, quick-vanishing before the ferocious facts of life.
As I say, the young are high-strung, nervous, excitable; the middle-aged are empty-

headed, stolid, and stupid. It is absurd to think for an instant that they can compete
with the workers of the New World. Brutalised, degraded, and dull, the Ghetto folk
will be unable to render efficient service to England in the world struggle for industrial
supremacy which economists declare has already begun. Neither as workers nor as
soldiers can they come up to the mark when England, in her need, calls upon them,
her forgotten ones; and if England be flung out of the world’s industrial orbit, they will
perish like flies at the end of summer. Or, with England critically situated, and with
them made desperate as wild beasts are made desperate, they may become a menace
and go “swelling” down to the West End to return the “slumming” the West End has
done in the East. In which case, before rapid-fire guns and the modern machinery of
warfare, they will perish the more swiftly and easily.
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Chapter XX — Coffee-houses and Doss-houses
Another phrase gone glimmering, shorn of romance and tradition and all that goes

to make phrases worth keeping! For me, henceforth, “coffee-house” will possess anything
but an agreeable connotation. Over on the other side of the world, the mere mention
of the word was sufficient to conjure up whole crowds of its historic frequenters, and to
send trooping through my imagination endless groups of wits and dandies, pamphle-
teers and bravos, and bohemians of Grub Street.
But here, on this side of the world, alas and alack, the very name is a misnomer.

Coffee-house: a place where people drink coffee. Not at all. You cannot obtain coffee
in such a place for love or money. True, you may call for coffee, and you will have
brought you something in a cup purporting to be coffee, and you will taste it and be
disillusioned, for coffee it certainly is not.
And what is true of the coffee is true of the coffee-house. Working-men, in the main,

frequent these places, and greasy, dirty places they are, without one thing about them
to cherish decency in a man or put self-respect into him. Table-cloths and napkins are
unknown. A man eats in the midst of the débris left by his predecessor, and dribbles his
own scraps about him and on the floor. In rush times, in such places, I have positively
waded through the muck and mess that covered the floor, and I have managed to eat
because I was abominably hungry and capable of eating anything.
This seems to be the normal condition of the working-man, from the zest with which

he addresses himself to the board. Eating is a necessity, and there are no frills about
it. He brings in with him a primitive voraciousness, and, I am confident, carries away
with him a fairly healthy appetite. When you see such a man, on his way to work in
the morning, order a pint of tea, which is no more tea than it is ambrosia, pull a hunk
of dry bread from his pocket, and wash the one down with the other, depend upon it,
that man has not the right sort of stuff in his belly, nor enough of the wrong sort of
stuff, to fit him for big day’s work. And further, depend upon it, he and a thousand
of his kind will not turn out the quantity or quality of work that a thousand men will
who have eaten heartily of meat and potatoes, and drunk coffee that is coffee.
As a vagrant in the “Hobo” of a California jail, I have been served better food and

drink than the London workman receives in his coffee-houses; while as an American
labourer I have eaten a breakfast for twelvepence such as the British labourer would
not dream of eating. Of course, he will pay only three or four pence for his; which is,
however, as much as I paid, for I would be earning six shillings to his two or two and
a half. On the other hand, though, and in return, I would turn out an amount of work
in the course of the day that would put to shame the amount he turned out. So there
are two sides to it. The man with the high standard of living will always do more work
and better than the man with the low standard of living.
There is a comparison which sailormen make between the English and American

merchant services. In an English ship, they say, it is poor grub, poor pay, and easy
work; in an American ship, good grub, good pay, and hard work. And this is applicable
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to the working populations of both countries. The ocean greyhounds have to pay for
speed and steam, and so does the workman. But if the workman is not able to pay
for it, he will not have the speed and steam, that is all. The proof of it is when the
English workman comes to America. He will lay more bricks in New York than he will
in London, still more bricks in St. Louis, and still more bricks when he gets to San
Francisco. {3} His standard of living has been rising all the time.
Early in the morning, along the streets frequented by workmen on the way to work,

many women sit on the sidewalk with sacks of bread beside them. No end of workmen
purchase these, and eat them as they walk along. They do not even wash the dry bread
down with the tea to be obtained for a penny in the coffee-houses. It is incontestable
that a man is not fit to begin his day’s work on a meal like that; and it is equally
incontestable that the loss will fall upon his employer and upon the nation. For some
time, now, statesmen have been crying, “Wake up, England!” It would show more
hard-headed common sense if they changed the tune to “Feed up, England!”
Not only is the worker poorly fed, but he is filthily fed. I have stood outside a butcher-

shop and watched a horde of speculative housewives turning over the trimmings and
scraps and shreds of beef and mutton — dog-meat in the States. I would not vouch for
the clean fingers of these housewives, no more than I would vouch for the cleanliness
of the single rooms in which many of them and their families lived; yet they raked,
and pawed, and scraped the mess about in their anxiety to get the worth of their
coppers. I kept my eye on one particularly offensive-looking bit of meat, and followed
it through the clutches of over twenty women, till it fell to the lot of a timid-appearing
little woman whom the butcher bluffed into taking it. All day long this heap of scraps
was added to and taken away from, the dust and dirt of the street falling upon it, flies
settling on it, and the dirty fingers turning it over and over.
The costers wheel loads of specked and decaying fruit around in the barrows all day,

and very often store it in their one living and sleeping room for the night. There it is
exposed to the sickness and disease, the effluvia and vile exhalations of overcrowded
and rotten life, and next day it is carted about again to be sold.
The poor worker of the East End never knows what it is to eat good, wholesome

meat or fruit — in fact, he rarely eats meat or fruit at all; while the skilled workman has
nothing to boast of in the way of what he eats. Judging from the coffee-houses, which
is a fair criterion, they never know in all their lives what tea, coffee, or cocoa tastes
like. The slops and water-witcheries of the coffee-houses, varying only in sloppiness
and witchery, never even approximate or suggest what you and I are accustomed to
drink as tea and coffee.
A little incident comes to me, connected with a coffee-house not far from Jubilee

Street on the Mile End Road.
“Cawn yer let me ’ave somethin’ for this, daughter? Anythin’, Hi don’t mind. Hi

’aven’t ’ad a bite the blessed dy, an’ Hi’m that fynt . . . ”
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She was an old woman, clad in decent black rags, and in her hand she held a penny.
The one she had addressed as “daughter” was a careworn woman of forty, proprietress
and waitress of the house.
I waited, possibly as anxiously as the old woman, to see how the appeal would

be received. It was four in the afternoon, and she looked faint and sick. The woman
hesitated an instant, then brought a large plate of “stewed lamb and young peas.” I
was eating a plate of it myself, and it is my judgment that the lamb was mutton and
that the peas might have been younger without being youthful. However, the point is,
the dish was sold at sixpence, and the proprietress gave it for a penny, demonstrating
anew the old truth that the poor are the most charitable.
The old woman, profuse in her gratitude, took a seat on the other side of the narrow

table and ravenously attacked the smoking stew. We ate steadily and silently, the pair
of us, when suddenly, explosively and most gleefully, she cried out to me, —
“Hi sold a box o’ matches! Yus,” she confirmed, if anything with greater and more

explosive glee. “Hi sold a box o’ matches! That’s ’ow Hi got the penny.”
“You must be getting along in years,” I suggested.
“Seventy-four yesterday,” she replied, and returned with gusto to her plate.
“Blimey, I’d like to do something for the old girl, that I would, but this is the first

I’ve ’ad to-dy,” the young fellow alongside volunteered to me. “An’ I only ’ave this
because I ’appened to make an odd shilling washin’ out, Lord lumme! I don’t know
’ow many pots.”
“No work at my own tryde for six weeks,” he said further, in reply to my questions;

“nothin’ but odd jobs a blessed long wy between.”
* * * * *
One meets with all sorts of adventures in coffee-house, and I shall not soon forget

a Cockney Amazon in a place near Trafalgar Square, to whom I tendered a sovereign
when paying my score. (By the way, one is supposed to pay before he begins to eat,
and if he be poorly dressed he is compelled to pay before he eats).
The girl bit the gold piece between her teeth, rang it on the counter, and then

looked me and my rags witheringly up and down.
“Where’d you find it?” she at length demanded.
“Some mug left it on the table when he went out, eh, don’t you think?” I retorted.
“Wot’s yer gyme?” she queried, looking me calmly in the eyes.
“I makes ’em,” quoth I.
She sniffed superciliously and gave me the change in small silver, and I had my

revenge by biting and ringing every piece of it.
“I’ll give you a ha’penny for another lump of sugar in the tea,” I said.
“I’ll see you in ’ell first,” came the retort courteous. Also, she amplified the retort

courteous in divers vivid and unprintable ways.
I never had much talent for repartee, but she knocked silly what little I had, and I

gulped down my tea a beaten man, while she gloated after me even as I passed out to
the street.
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While 300,000 people of London live in one-room tenements, and 900,000 are illegally
and viciously housed, 38,000 more are registered as living in common lodging-houses
— known in the vernacular as “doss-houses.” There are many kinds of doss-houses, but
in one thing they are all alike, from the filthy little ones to the monster big ones paying
five per cent. and blatantly lauded by smug middle-class men who know but one thing
about them, and that one thing is their uninhabitableness. By this I do not mean that
the roofs leak or the walls are draughty; but what I do mean is that life in them is
degrading and unwholesome.
“The poor man’s hotel,” they are often called, but the phrase is caricature. Not to

possess a room to one’s self, in which sometimes to sit alone; to be forced out of bed
willy-nilly, the first thing in the morning; to engage and pay anew for a bed each night;
and never to have any privacy, surely is a mode of existence quite different from that
of hotel life.
This must not be considered a sweeping condemnation of the big private and munic-

ipal lodging-houses and working-men’s homes. Far from it. They have remedied many
of the atrocities attendant upon the irresponsible small doss-houses, and they give the
workman more for his money than he ever received before; but that does not make
them as habitable or wholesome as the dwelling-place of a man should be who does
his work in the world.
The little private doss-houses, as a rule, are unmitigated horrors. I have slept in

them, and I know; but let me pass them by and confine myself to the bigger and
better ones. Not far from Middlesex Street, Whitechapel, I entered such a house, a
place inhabited almost entirely by working men. The entrance was by way of a flight
of steps descending from the sidewalk to what was properly the cellar of the building.
Here were two large and gloomily lighted rooms, in which men cooked and ate. I had
intended to do some cooking myself, but the smell of the place stole away my appetite,
or, rather, wrested it from me; so I contented myself with watching other men cook
and eat.
One workman, home from work, sat down opposite me at the rough wooden table,

and began his meal. A handful of salt on the not over-clean table constituted his butter.
Into it he dipped his bread, mouthful by mouthful, and washed it down with tea from
a big mug. A piece of fish completed his bill of fare. He ate silently, looking neither to
right nor left nor across at me. Here and there, at the various tables, other men were
eating, just as silently. In the whole room there was hardly a note of conversation. A
feeling of gloom pervaded the ill-lighted place. Many of them sat and brooded over the
crumbs of their repast, and made me wonder, as Childe Roland wondered, what evil
they had done that they should be punished so.
From the kitchen came the sounds of more genial life, and I ventured into the range

where the men were cooking. But the smell I had noticed on entering was stronger
here, and a rising nausea drove me into the street for fresh air.
On my return I paid fivepence for a “cabin,” took my receipt for the same in the

form of a huge brass check, and went upstairs to the smoking-room. Here, a couple of
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small billiard tables and several checkerboards were being used by young working-men,
who waited in relays for their turn at the games, while many men were sitting around,
smoking, reading, and mending their clothes. The young men were hilarious, the old
men were gloomy. In fact, there were two types of men, the cheerful and the sodden
or blue, and age seemed to determine the classification.
But no more than the two cellar rooms did this room convey the remotest suggestion

of home. Certainly there could be nothing home-like about it to you and me, who know
what home really is. On the walls were the most preposterous and insulting notices
regulating the conduct of the guests, and at ten o’clock the lights were put out, and
nothing remained but bed. This was gained by descending again to the cellar, by
surrendering the brass check to a burly doorkeeper, and by climbing a long flight of
stairs into the upper regions. I went to the top of the building and down again, passing
several floors filled with sleeping men. The “cabins” were the best accommodation, each
cabin allowing space for a tiny bed and room alongside of it in which to undress. The
bedding was clean, and with neither it nor the bed do I find any fault. But there was
no privacy about it, no being alone.
To get an adequate idea of a floor filled with cabins, you have merely to magnify

a layer of the pasteboard pigeon-holes of an egg-crate till each pigeon-hole is seven
feet in height and otherwise properly dimensioned, then place the magnified layer on
the floor of a large, barnlike room, and there you have it. There are no ceilings to the
pigeon-holes, the walls are thin, and the snores from all the sleepers and every move
and turn of your nearer neighbours come plainly to your ears. And this cabin is yours
only for a little while. In the morning out you go. You cannot put your trunk in it, or
come and go when you like, or lock the door behind you, or anything of the sort. In
fact, there is no door at all, only a doorway. If you care to remain a guest in this poor
man’s hotel, you must put up with all this, and with prison regulations which impress
upon you constantly that you are nobody, with little soul of your own and less to say
about it.
Now I contend that the least a man who does his day’s work should have is a room

to himself, where he can lock the door and be safe in his possessions; where he can
sit down and read by a window or look out; where he can come and go whenever he
wishes; where he can accumulate a few personal belongings other than those he carries
about with him on his back and in his pockets; where he can hang up pictures of his
mother, sister, sweet-heart, ballet dancers, or bulldogs, as his heart listeth — in short,
one place of his own on the earth of which he can say: “This is mine, my castle; the
world stops at the threshold; here am I lord and master.” He will be a better citizen,
this man; and he will do a better day’s work.
I stood on one floor of the poor man’s hotel and listened. I went from bed to bed

and looked at the sleepers. They were young men, from twenty to forty, most of them.
Old men cannot afford the working-man’s home. They go to the workhouse. But I
looked at the young men, scores of them, and they were not bad-looking fellows. Their
faces were made for women’s kisses, their necks for women’s arms. They were lovable,
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as men are lovable. They were capable of love. A woman’s touch redeems and softens,
and they needed such redemption and softening instead of each day growing harsh and
harsher. And I wondered where these women were, and heard a “harlot’s ginny laugh.”
Leman Street, Waterloo Road, Piccadilly, The Strand, answered me, and I knew where
they were.

Chapter XXI — The Precariousness of Life
I was talking with a very vindictive man. In his opinion, his wife had wronged him

and the law had wronged him. The merits and morals of the case are immaterial. The
meat of the matter is that she had obtained a separation, and he was compelled to
pay ten shillings each week for the support of her and the five children. “But look you,”
said he to me, “wot’ll ’appen to ’er if I don’t py up the ten shillings? S’posin’, now,
just s’posin’ a accident ’appens to me, so I cawn’t work. S’posin’ I get a rupture, or
the rheumatics, or the cholera. Wot’s she goin’ to do, eh? Wot’s she goin’ to do?”
He shook his head sadly. “No ’ope for ’er. The best she cawn do is the work’ouse,

an’ that’s ’ell. An’ if she don’t go to the work’ouse, it’ll be a worse ’ell. Come along
’ith me an’ I’ll show you women sleepin’ in a passage, a dozen of ’em. An’ I’ll show
you worse, wot she’ll come to if anythin’ ’appens to me and the ten shillings.”
The certitude of this man’s forecast is worthy of consideration. He knew conditions

sufficiently to know the precariousness of his wife’s grasp on food and shelter. For
her game was up when his working capacity was impaired or destroyed. And when
this state of affairs is looked at in its larger aspect, the same will be found true of
hundreds of thousands and even millions of men and women living amicably together
and co-operating in the pursuit of food and shelter.
The figures are appalling: 1,800,000 people in London live on the poverty line and

below it, and 1,000,000 live with one week’s wages between them and pauperism. In all
England and Wales, eighteen per cent. of the whole population are driven to the parish
for relief, and in London, according to the statistics of the London County Council,
twenty-one per cent. of the whole population are driven to the parish for relief. Between
being driven to the parish for relief and being an out-and-out pauper there is a great
difference, yet London supports 123,000 paupers, quite a city of folk in themselves.
One in every four in London dies on public charity, while 939 out of every 1000 in
the United Kingdom die in poverty; 8,000,000 simply struggle on the ragged edge of
starvation, and 20,000,000 more are not comfortable in the simple and clean sense of
the word.
It is interesting to go more into detail concerning the London people who die on

charity.
In 1886, and up to 1893, the percentage of pauperism to population was less in Lon-

don than in all England; but since 1893, and for every succeeding year, the percentage
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of pauperism to population has been greater in London than in all England. Yet, from
the Registrar-General’s Report for 1886, the following figures are taken:-
Out of 81,951 deaths in London (1884):-
In workhouses 9,909
In hospitals 6,559
In lunatic asylums 278
Total in public refuges 16,746
Commenting on these figures, a Fabian writer says: “Considering that comparatively

few of these are children, it is probable that one in every three London adults will be
driven into one of these refuges to die, and the proportion in the case of the manual
labour class must of course be still larger.”
These figures serve somewhat to indicate the proximity of the average worker to

pauperism. Various things make pauperism. An advertisement, for instance, such as
this, appearing in yesterday morning’s paper:-
“Clerk wanted, with knowledge of shorthand, typewriting, and invoicing: wages ten

shillings ($2.50) a week. Apply by letter,” &c.
And in to-day’s paper I read of a clerk, thirty-five years of age and an inmate of

a London workhouse, brought before a magistrate for non-performance of task. He
claimed that he had done his various tasks since he had been an inmate; but when the
master set him to breaking stones, his hands blistered, and he could not finish the task.
He had never been used to an implement heavier than a pen, he said. The magistrate
sentenced him and his blistered hands to seven days’ hard labour.
Old age, of course, makes pauperism. And then there is the accident, the thing

happening, the death or disablement of the husband, father, and bread-winner. Here
is a man, with a wife and three children, living on the ticklish security of twenty
shillings per week — and there are hundreds of thousands of such families in London.
Perforce, to even half exist, they must live up to the last penny of it, so that a week’s
wages (one pound) is all that stands between this family and pauperism or starvation.
The thing happens, the father is struck down, and what then? A mother with three
children can do little or nothing. Either she must hand her children over to society
as juvenile paupers, in order to be free to do something adequate for herself, or she
must go to the sweat-shops for work which she can perform in the vile den possible
to her reduced income. But with the sweat-shops, married women who eke out their
husband’s earnings, and single women who have but themselves miserably to support,
determine the scale of wages. And this scale of wages, so determined, is so low that the
mother and her three children can live only in positive beastliness and semi-starvation,
till decay and death end their suffering.
To show that this mother, with her three children to support, cannot compete in the

sweating industries, I instance from the current newspapers the two following cases:-
A father indignantly writes that his daughter and a girl companion receive 8.5d.

per gross for making boxes. They made each day four gross. Their expenses were 8d.
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for car fare, 2d. for stamps, 2.5d. for glue, and 1d. for string, so that all they earned
between them was 1s. 9d., or a daily wage each of 10.5d.
In the second ewe, before the Luton Guardians a few days ago, an old woman of

seventy-two appeared, asking for relief. “She was a straw-hat maker, but had been
compelled to give up the work owing to the price she obtained for them — namely,
2.25d. each. For that price she had to provide plait trimmings and make and finish the
hats.”
Yet this mother and her three children we are considering have done no wrong that

they should be so punished. They have not sinned. The thing happened, that is all;
the husband, father and bread-winner, was struck down. There is no guarding against
it. It is fortuitous. A family stands so many chances of escaping the bottom of the
Abyss, and so many chances of falling plump down to it. The chance is reducible to
cold, pitiless figures, and a few of these figures will not be out of place.
Sir A. Forwood calculates that —
1 of every 1400 workmen is killed annually.

1 of every 2500 workmen is totally disabled.
1 of every 300 workmen is permanently partially disabled.
1 of every 8 workmen is temporarily disabled 3 or 4 weeks.
But these are only the accidents of industry. The high mortality of the people who

live in the Ghetto plays a terrible part. The average age at death among the people of
the West End is fifty-five years; the average age at death among the people of the East
End is thirty years. That is to say, the person in the West End has twice the chance for
life that the person has in the East End. Talk of war! The mortality in South Africa
and the Philippines fades away to insignificance. Here, in the heart of peace, is where
the blood is being shed; and here not even the civilised rules of warfare obtain, for the
women and children and babes in the arms are killed just as ferociously as the men are
killed. War! In England, every year, 500,000 men, women, and children, engaged in the
various industries, are killed and disabled, or are injured to disablement by disease.
In the West End eighteen per cent. of the children die before five years of age; in

the East End fifty-five per cent. of the children die before five years of age. And there
are streets in London where out of every one hundred children born in a year, fifty die
during the next year; and of the fifty that remain, twenty-five die before they are five
years old. Slaughter! Herod did not do quite so badly.
That industry causes greater havoc with human life than battle does no better

substantiation can be given than the following extract from a recent report of the
Liverpool Medical Officer, which is not applicable to Liverpool alone:-
In many instances little if any sunlight could get to the courts, and the atmosphere

within the dwellings was always foul, owing largely to the saturated condition of the
walls and ceilings, which for so many years had absorbed the exhalations of the occu-
pants into their porous material. Singular testimony to the absence of sunlight in these
courts was furnished by the action of the Parks and Gardens Committee, who desired
to brighten the homes of the poorest class by gifts of growing flowers and window-
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boxes; but these gifts could not be made in courts such as these, as flowers and plants
were susceptible to the unwholesome surroundings, and would not live.
Mr. George Haw has compiled the following table on the three St. George’s parishes

(London parishes):-
Percentage of
Population Death-rate
Overcrowded per 1000
St. George’s West 10 13.2
St. George’s South 35 23.7
St. George’s East 40 26.4
Then there are the “dangerous trades,” in which countless workers are employed.

Their hold on life is indeed precarious — far, far more precarious than the hold of the
twentieth-century soldier on life. In the linen trade, in the preparation of the flax, wet
feet and wet clothes cause an unusual amount of bronchitis, pneumonia, and severe
rheumatism; while in the carding and spinning departments the fine dust produces lung
disease in the majority of cases, and the woman who starts carding at seventeen or
eighteen begins to break up and go to pieces at thirty. The chemical labourers, picked
from the strongest and most splendidly-built men to be found, live, on an average, less
than forty-eight years.
Says Dr. Arlidge, of the potter’s trade: “Potter’s dust does not kill suddenly, but

settles, year after year, a little more firmly into the lungs, until at length a case of
plaster is formed. Breathing becomes more and more difficult and depressed, and finally
ceases.”
Steel dust, stone dust, clay dust, alkali dust, fluff dust, fibre dust — all these things

kill, and they are more deadly than machine-guns and pom-poms. Worst of all is the
lead dust in the white-lead trades. Here is a description of the typical dissolution of a
young, healthy, well-developed girl who goes to work in a white-lead factory:-
Here, after a varying degree of exposure, she becomes anaemic. It may be that

her gums show a very faint blue line, or perchance her teeth and gums are perfectly
sound, and no blue line is discernible. Coincidently with the anaemia she has been
getting thinner, but so gradually as scarcely to impress itself upon her or her friends.
Sickness, however, ensues, and headaches, growing in intensity, are developed. These
are frequently attended by obscuration of vision or temporary blindness. Such a girl
passes into what appears to her friends and medical adviser as ordinary hysteria. This
gradually deepens without warning, until she is suddenly seized with a convulsion,
beginning in one half of the face, then involving the arm, next the leg of the same
side of the body, until the convulsion, violent and purely epileptic form in character,
becomes universal. This is attended by loss of consciousness, out of which she passes
into a series of convulsions, gradually increasing in severity, in one of which she dies —
or consciousness, partial or perfect, is regained, either, it may be, for a few minutes, a
few hours, or days, during which violent headache is complained of, or she is delirious
and excited, as in acute mania, or dull and sullen as in melancholia, and requires to be
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roused, when she is found wandering, and her speech is somewhat imperfect. Without
further warning, save that the pulse, which has become soft, with nearly the normal
number of beats, all at once becomes low and hard; she is suddenly seized with another
convulsion, in which she dies, or passes into a state of coma from which she never rallies.
In another case the convulsions will gradually subside, the headache disappears and
the patient recovers, only to find that she has completely lost her eyesight, a loss that
may be temporary or permanent.
And here are a few specific cases of white-lead poisoning:-
Charlotte Rafferty, a fine, well-grown young woman with a splendid constitution —

who had never had a day’s illness in her life — became a white-lead worker. Convulsions
seized her at the foot of the ladder in the works. Dr. Oliver examined her, found the
blue line along her gums, which shows that the system is under the influence of the
lead. He knew that the convulsions would shortly return. They did so, and she died.
Mary Ann Toler — a girl of seventeen, who had never had a fit in her life — three

times became ill, and had to leave off work in the factory. Before she was nineteen she
showed symptoms of lead poisoning — had fits, frothed at the mouth, and died.
Mary A., an unusually vigorous woman, was able to work in the lead factory for

twenty years, having colic once only during that time. Her eight children all died in
early infancy from convulsions. One morning, whilst brushing her hair, this woman
suddenly lost all power in both her wrists.
Eliza H., aged twenty-five, after five months at lead works, was seized with colic.

She entered another factory (after being refused by the first one) and worked on un-
interruptedly for two years. Then the former symptoms returned, she was seized with
convulsions, and died in two days of acute lead poisoning.
Mr. Vaughan Nash, speaking of the unborn generation, says: “The children of the

white-lead worker enter the world, as a rule, only to die from the convulsions of lead
poisoning — they are either born prematurely, or die within the first year.”
And, finally, let me instance the case of Harriet A. Walker, a young girl of seventeen,

killed while leading a forlorn hope on the industrial battlefield. She was employed as an
enamelled ware brusher, wherein lead poisoning is encountered. Her father and brother
were both out of employment. She concealed her illness, walked six miles a day to and
from work, earned her seven or eight shillings per week, and died, at seventeen.
Depression in trade also plays an important part in hurling the workers into the

Abyss. With a week’s wages between a family and pauperism, a month’s enforced
idleness means hardship and misery almost indescribable, and from the ravages of
which the victims do not always recover when work is to be had again. Just now the
daily papers contain the report of a meeting of the Carlisle branch of the Dockers’
Union, wherein it is stated that many of the men, for months past, have not averaged
a weekly income of more than from four to five shillings. The stagnated state of the
shipping industry in the port of London is held accountable for this condition of affairs.
To the young working-man or working-woman, or married couple, there is no assur-

ance of happy or healthy middle life, nor of solvent old age. Work as they will, they
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cannot make their future secure. It is all a matter of chance. Everything depends upon
the thing happening, the thing with which they have nothing to do. Precaution cannot
fend it off, nor can wiles evade it. If they remain on the industrial battlefield they must
face it and take their chance against heavy odds. Of course, if they are favourably made
and are not tied by kinship duties, they may run away from the industrial battlefield.
In which event the safest thing the man can do is to join the army; and for the woman,
possibly, to become a Red Cross nurse or go into a nunnery. In either case they must
forego home and children and all that makes life worth living and old age other than
a nightmare.

Chapter XXII — Suicide
With life so precarious, and opportunity for the happiness of life so remote, it is

inevitable that life shall be cheap and suicide common. So common is it, that one
cannot pick up a daily paper without running across it; while an attempt-at-suicide
case in a police court excites no more interest than an ordinary “drunk,” and is handled
with the same rapidity and unconcern.
I remember such a case in the Thames Police Court. I pride myself that I have good

eyes and ears, and a fair working knowledge of men and things; but I confess, as I
stood in that court-room, that I was half bewildered by the amazing despatch with
which drunks, disorderlies, vagrants, brawlers, wife-beaters, thieves, fences, gamblers,
and women of the street went through the machine of justice. The dock stood in the
centre of the court (where the light is best), and into it and out again stepped men,
women, and children, in a stream as steady as the stream of sentences which fell from
the magistrate’s lips.
I was still pondering over a consumptive “fence” who had pleaded inability to work

and necessity for supporting wife and children, and who had received a year at hard
labour, when a young boy of about twenty appeared in the dock. “Alfred Freeman,” I
caught his name, but failed to catch the charge. A stout and motherly-looking woman
bobbed up in the witness-box and began her testimony. Wife of the Britannia lock-
keeper, I learned she was. Time, night; a splash; she ran to the lock and found the
prisoner in the water.
I flashed my gaze from her to him. So that was the charge, self-murder. He stood

there dazed and unheeding, his bonny brown hair rumpled down his forehead, his face
haggard and careworn and boyish still.
“Yes, sir,” the lock-keeper’s wife was saying. “As fast as I pulled to get ’im out, ’e

crawled back. Then I called for ’elp, and some workmen ’appened along, and we got
’im out and turned ’im over to the constable.”
The magistrate complimented the woman on her muscular powers, and the court-

room laughed; but all I could see was a boy on the threshold of life, passionately
crawling to muddy death, and there was no laughter in it.
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A man was now in the witness-box, testifying to the boy’s good character and giving
extenuating evidence. He was the boy’s foreman, or had been. Alfred was a good boy,
but he had had lots of trouble at home, money matters. And then his mother was sick.
He was given to worrying, and he worried over it till he laid himself out and wasn’t fit
for work. He (the foreman), for the sake of his own reputation, the boy’s work being
bad, had been forced to ask him to resign.
“Anything to say?” the magistrate demanded abruptly.
The boy in the dock mumbled something indistinctly. He was still dazed.
“What does he say, constable?” the magistrate asked impatiently.
The stalwart man in blue bent his ear to the prisoner’s lips, and then replied loudly,

“He says he’s very sorry, your Worship.”
“Remanded,” said his Worship; and the next case was under way, the first witness

already engaged in taking the oath. The boy, dazed and unheeding, passed out with
the jailer. That was all, five minutes from start to finish; and two hulking brutes in the
dock were trying strenuously to shift the responsibility of the possession of a stolen
fishing-pole, worth probably ten cents.
The chief trouble with these poor folk is that they do not know how to commit

suicide, and usually have to make two or three attempts before they succeed. This,
very naturally, is a horrid nuisance to the constables and magistrates, and gives them
no end of trouble. Sometimes, however, the magistrates are frankly outspoken about
the matter, and censure the prisoners for the slackness of their attempts. For instance
Mr. R. S—, chairman of the S—B—magistrates, in the case the other day of Ann
Wood, who tried to make away with herself in the canal: “If you wanted to do it, why
didn’t you do it and get it done with?” demanded the indignant Mr. R. S—. “Why did
you not get under the water and make an end of it, instead of giving us all this trouble
and bother?”
Poverty, misery, and fear of the workhouse, are the principal causes of suicide among

the working classes. “I’ll drown myself before I go into the workhouse,” said Ellen
Hughes Hunt, aged fifty-two. Last Wednesday they held an inquest on her body at
Shoreditch. Her husband came from the Islington Workhouse to testify. He had been a
cheesemonger, but failure in business and poverty had driven him into the workhouse,
whither his wife had refused to accompany him.
She was last seen at one in the morning. Three hours later her hat and jacket were

found on the towing path by the Regent’s Canal, and later her body was fished from
the water. Verdict: Suicide during temporary insanity.
Such verdicts are crimes against truth. The Law is a lie, and through it men lie most

shamelessly. For instance, a disgraced woman, forsaken and spat upon by kith and kin,
doses herself and her baby with laudanum. The baby dies; but she pulls through after
a few weeks in hospital, is charged with murder, convicted, and sentenced to ten years’
penal servitude. Recovering, the Law holds her responsible for her actions; yet, had
she died, the same Law would have rendered a verdict of temporary insanity.
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Now, considering the case of Ellen Hughes Hunt, it is as fair and logical to say that
her husband was suffering from temporary insanity when he went into the Islington
Workhouse, as it is to say that she was suffering from temporary insanity when she
went into the Regent’s Canal. As to which is the preferable sojourning place is a
matter of opinion, of intellectual judgment. I, for one, from what I know of canals and
workhouses, should choose the canal, were I in a similar position. And I make bold to
contend that I am no more insane than Ellen Hughes Hunt, her husband, and the rest
of the human herd.
Man no longer follows instinct with the old natural fidelity. He has developed into a

reasoning creature, and can intellectually cling to life or discard life just as life happens
to promise great pleasure or pain. I dare to assert that Ellen Hughes Hunt, defrauded
and bilked of all the joys of life which fifty-two years’ service in the world has earned,
with nothing but the horrors of the workhouse before her, was very rational and level-
headed when she elected to jump into the canal. And I dare to assert, further, that
the jury had done a wiser thing to bring in a verdict charging society with temporary
insanity for allowing Ellen Hughes Hunt to be defrauded and bilked of all the joys of
life which fifty-two years’ service in the world had earned.
Temporary insanity! Oh, these cursed phrases, these lies of language, under which

people with meat in their bellies and whole shirts on their backs shelter themselves,
and evade the responsibility of their brothers and sisters, empty of belly and without
whole shirts on their backs.
From one issue of the Observer, an East End paper, I quote the following common-

place events:-
A ship’s fireman, named Johnny King, was charged with attempting to commit

suicide. On Wednesday defendant went to Bow Police Station and stated that he had
swallowed a quantity of phosphor paste, as he was hard up and unable to obtain work.
King was taken inside and an emetic administered, when he vomited up a quantity of
the poison. Defendant now said he was very sorry. Although he had sixteen years’ good
character, he was unable to obtain work of any kind. Mr. Dickinson had defendant put
back for the court missionary to see him.
Timothy Warner, thirty-two, was remanded for a similar offence. He jumped off

Limehouse Pier, and when rescued, said, “I intended to do it.”
A decent-looking young woman, named Ellen Gray, was remanded on a charge of

attempting to commit suicide. About half-past eight on Sunday morning Constable
834 K found defendant lying in a doorway in Benworth Street, and she was in a
very drowsy condition. She was holding an empty bottle in one hand, and stated that
some two or three hours previously she had swallowed a quantity of laudanum. As she
was evidently very ill, the divisional surgeon was sent for, and having administered
some coffee, ordered that she was to be kept awake. When defendant was charged, she
stated that the reason why she attempted to take her life was she had neither home
nor friends.
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I do not say that all people who commit suicide are sane, no more than I say that all
people who do not commit suicide are sane. Insecurity of food and shelter, by the way,
is a great cause of insanity among the living. Costermongers, hawkers, and pedlars, a
class of workers who live from hand to mouth more than those of any other class, form
the highest percentage of those in the lunatic asylums. Among the males each year,
26.9 per 10,000 go insane, and among the women, 36.9. On the other hand, of soldiers,
who are at least sure of food and shelter, 13 per 10,000 go insane; and of farmers and
graziers, only 5.1. So a coster is twice as likely to lose his reason as a soldier, and five
times as likely as a farmer.
Misfortune and misery are very potent in turning people’s heads, and drive one

person to the lunatic asylum, and another to the morgue or the gallows. When the
thing happens, and the father and husband, for all of his love for wife and children and
his willingness to work, can get no work to do, it is a simple matter for his reason to
totter and the light within his brain go out. And it is especially simple when it is taken
into consideration that his body is ravaged by innutrition and disease, in addition to
his soul being torn by the sight of his suffering wife and little ones.
“He is a good-looking man, with a mass of black hair, dark, expressive eyes, delicately

chiselled nose and chin, and wavy, fair moustache.” This is the reporter’s description
of Frank Cavilla as he stood in court, this dreary month of September, “dressed in a
much worn grey suit, and wearing no collar.”
Frank Cavilla lived and worked as a house decorator in London. He is described

as a good workman, a steady fellow, and not given to drink, while all his neighbours
unite in testifying that he was a gentle and affectionate husband and father.
His wife, Hannah Cavilla, was a big, handsome, light-hearted woman. She saw to it

that his children were sent neat and clean (the neighbours all remarked the fact) to the
Childeric Road Board School. And so, with such a man, so blessed, working steadily
and living temperately, all went well, and the goose hung high.
Then the thing happened. He worked for a Mr. Beck, builder, and lived in one of

his master’s houses in Trundley Road. Mr. Beck was thrown from his trap and killed.
The thing was an unruly horse, and, as I say, it happened. Cavilla had to seek fresh
employment and find another house.
This occurred eighteen months ago. For eighteen months he fought the big fight.

He got rooms in a little house in Batavia Road, but could not make both ends meet.
Steady work could not be obtained. He struggled manfully at casual employment of all
sorts, his wife and four children starving before his eyes. He starved himself, and grew
weak, and fell ill. This was three months ago, and then there was absolutely no food
at all. They made no complaint, spoke no word; but poor folk know. The housewives
of Batavia Road sent them food, but so respectable were the Cavillas that the food
was sent anonymously, mysteriously, so as not to hurt their pride.
The thing had happened. He had fought, and starved, and suffered for eighteen

months. He got up one September morning, early. He opened his pocket-knife. He cut
the throat of his wife, Hannah Cavilla, aged thirty-three. He cut the throat of his first-
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born, Frank, aged twelve. He cut the throat of his son, Walter, aged eight. He cut the
throat of his daughter, Nellie, aged four. He cut the throat of his youngest-born, Ernest,
aged sixteen months. Then he watched beside the dead all day until the evening, when
the police came, and he told them to put a penny in the slot of the gas-meter in order
that they might have light to see.
Frank Cavilla stood in court, dressed in a much worn grey suit, and wearing no

collar. He was a good-looking man, with a mass of black hair, dark, expressive eyes,
delicately chiselled nose and chin, and wavy, fair moustache.

Chapter XXIII — The Children
“Where home is a hovel, and dull we grovel,

Forgetting the world is fair.”
There is one beautiful sight in the East End, and only one, and it is the children

dancing in the street when the organ-grinder goes his round. It is fascinating to watch
them, the new-born, the next generation, swaying and stepping, with pretty little
mimicries and graceful inventions all their own, with muscles that move swiftly and
easily, and bodies that leap airily, weaving rhythms never taught in dancing school.
I have talked with these children, here, there, and everywhere, and they struck me as

being bright as other children, and in many ways even brighter. They have most active
little imaginations. Their capacity for projecting themselves into the realm of romance
and fantasy is remarkable. A joyous life is romping in their blood. They delight in
music, and motion, and colour, and very often they betray a startling beauty of face
and form under their filth and rags.
But there is a Pied Piper of London Town who steals them all away. They disappear.

One never sees them again, or anything that suggests them. You may look for them in
vain amongst the generation of grown-ups. Here you will find stunted forms, ugly faces,
and blunt and stolid minds. Grace, beauty, imagination, all the resiliency of mind and
muscle, are gone. Sometimes, however, you may see a woman, not necessarily old, but
twisted and deformed out of all womanhood, bloated and drunken, lift her draggled
skirts and execute a few grotesque and lumbering steps upon the pavement. It is a
hint that she was once one of those children who danced to the organ-grinder. Those
grotesque and lumbering steps are all that is left of the promise of childhood. In the
befogged recesses of her brain has arisen a fleeting memory that she was once a girl.
The crowd closes in. Little girls are dancing beside her, about her, with all the pretty
graces she dimly recollects, but can no more than parody with her body. Then she
pants for breath, exhausted, and stumbles out through the circle. But the little girls
dance on.
The children of the Ghetto possess all the qualities which make for noble man-

hood and womanhood; but the Ghetto itself, like an infuriated tigress turning on its
young, turns upon and destroys all these qualities, blots out the light and laughter,
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and moulds those it does not kill into sodden and forlorn creatures, uncouth, degraded,
and wretched below the beasts of the field.
As to the manner in which this is done, I have in previous chapters described it at

length; here let Professor Huxley describe it in brief:-
“Any one who is acquainted with the state of the population of all great industrial

centres, whether in this or other countries, is aware that amidst a large and increasing
body of that population there reigns supreme . . . that condition which the French call
la misère, a word for which I do not think there is any exact English equivalent. It is
a condition in which the food, warmth, and clothing which are necessary for the mere
maintenance of the functions of the body in their normal state cannot be obtained;
in which men, women, and children are forced to crowd into dens wherein decency is
abolished, and the most ordinary conditions of healthful existence are impossible of
attainment; in which the pleasures within reach are reduced to brutality and drunken-
ness; in which the pains accumulate at compound interest in the shape of starvation,
disease, stunted development, and moral degradation; in which the prospect of even
steady and honest industry is a life of unsuccessful battling with hunger, rounded by
a pauper’s grave.”
In such conditions, the outlook for children is hopeless. They die like flies, and

those that survive, survive because they possess excessive vitality and a capacity of
adaptation to the degradation with which they are surrounded. They have no home
life. In the dens and lairs in which they live they are exposed to all that is obscene
and indecent. And as their minds are made rotten, so are their bodies made rotten by
bad sanitation, overcrowding, and underfeeding. When a father and mother live with
three or four children in a room where the children take turn about in sitting up to
drive the rats away from the sleepers, when those children never have enough to eat
and are preyed upon and made miserable and weak by swarming vermin, the sort of
men and women the survivors will make can readily be imagined.
“Dull despair and misery

Lie about them from their birth;
Ugly curses, uglier mirth,
Are their earliest lullaby.”
A man and a woman marry and set up housekeeping in one room. Their income

does not increase with the years, though their family does, and the man is exceedingly
lucky if he can keep his health and his job. A baby comes, and then another. This
means that more room should be obtained; but these little mouths and bodies mean
additional expense and make it absolutely impossible to get more spacious quarters.
More babies come. There is not room in which to turn around. The youngsters run the
streets, and by the time they are twelve or fourteen the room-issue comes to a head,
and out they go on the streets for good. The boy, if he be lucky, can manage to make
the common lodging-houses, and he may have any one of several ends. But the girl of
fourteen or fifteen, forced in this manner to leave the one room called home, and able
to earn at the best a paltry five or six shillings per week, can have but one end. And
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the bitter end of that one end is such as that of the woman whose body the police
found this morning in a doorway in Dorset Street, Whitechapel. Homeless, shelterless,
sick, with no one with her in her last hour, she had died in the night of exposure. She
was sixty-two years old and a match vendor. She died as a wild animal dies.
Fresh in my mind is the picture of a boy in the dock of an East End police court.

His head was barely visible above the railing. He was being proved guilty of stealing
two shillings from a woman, which he had spent, not for candy and cakes and a good
time, but for food.
“Why didn’t you ask the woman for food?” the magistrate demanded, in a hurt sort

of tone. “She would surely have given you something to eat.”
“If I ’ad arsked ’er, I’d got locked up for beggin’,” was the boy’s reply.
The magistrate knitted his brows and accepted the rebuke. Nobody knew the boy,

nor his father or mother. He was without beginning or antecedent, a waif, a stray, a
young cub seeking his food in the jungle of empire, preying upon the weak and being
preyed upon by the strong.
The people who try to help, who gather up the Ghetto children and send them away

on a day’s outing to the country, believe that not very many children reach the age
of ten without having had at least one day there. Of this, a writer says: “The mental
change caused by one day so spent must not be undervalued. Whatever the circum-
stances, the children learn the meaning of fields and woods, so that descriptions of
country scenery in the books they read, which before conveyed no impression, become
now intelligible.”
One day in the fields and woods, if they are lucky enough to be picked up by the

people who try to help! And they are being born faster every day than they can be
carted off to the fields and woods for the one day in their lives. One day! In all their
lives, one day! And for the rest of the days, as the boy told a certain bishop, “At
ten we ’ops the wag; at thirteen we nicks things; an’ at sixteen we bashes the copper.”
Which is to say, at ten they play truant, at thirteen steal, and at sixteen are sufficiently
developed hooligans to smash the policemen.
The Rev. J. Cartmel Robinson tells of a boy and girl of his parish who set out to

walk to the forest. They walked and walked through the never-ending streets, expecting
always to see it by-and-by; until they sat down at last, faint and despairing, and were
rescued by a kind woman who brought them back. Evidently they had been overlooked
by the people who try to help.
The same gentleman is authority for the statement that in a street in Hoxton (a

district of the vast East End), over seven hundred children, between five and thirteen
years, live in eighty small houses. And he adds: “It is because London has largely
shut her children in a maze of streets and houses and robbed them of their rightful
inheritance in sky and field and brook, that they grow up to be men and women
physically unfit.”
He tells of a member of his congregation who let a basement room to a married

couple. “They said they had two children; when they got possession it turned out that
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they had four. After a while a fifth appeared, and the landlord gave them notice to
quit. They paid no attention to it. Then the sanitary inspector who has to wink at the
law so often, came in and threatened my friend with legal proceedings. He pleaded that
he could not get them out. They pleaded that nobody would have them with so many
children at a rental within their means, which is one of the commonest complaints of
the poor, by-the-bye. What was to be done? The landlord was between two millstones.
Finally he applied to the magistrate, who sent up an officer to inquire into the case.
Since that time about twenty days have elapsed, and nothing has yet been done. Is
this a singular case? By no means; it is quite common.”
Last week the police raided a disorderly house. In one room were found two young

children. They were arrested and charged with being inmates the same as the women
had been. Their father appeared at the trial. He stated that himself and wife and two
older children, besides the two in the dock, occupied that room; he stated also that he
occupied it because he could get no other room for the half-crown a week he paid for
it. The magistrate discharged the two juvenile offenders and warned the father that he
was bringing his children up unhealthily.
But there is no need further to multiply instances. In London the slaughter of the

innocents goes on on a scale more stupendous than any before in the history of the
world. And equally stupendous is the callousness of the people who believe in Christ,
acknowledge God, and go to church regularly on Sunday. For the rest of the week they
riot about on the rents and profits which come to them from the East End stained
with the blood of the children. Also, at times, so peculiarly are they made, they will
take half a million of these rents and profits and send it away to educate the black
boys of the Soudan.

Chapter XXIV — A Vision of the Night
All these were years ago little red-coloured, pulpy infants, capable of being kneaded,

baked, into any social form you chose. — CARLYLE.
Late last night I walked along Commercial Street from Spitalfields to Whitechapel,

and still continuing south, down Leman Street to the docks. And as I walked I smiled
at the East End papers, which, filled with civic pride, boastfully proclaim that there
is nothing the matter with the East End as a living place for men and women.
It is rather hard to tell a tithe of what I saw. Much of it is untenable. But in

a general way I may say that I saw a nightmare, a fearful slime that quickened the
pavement with life, a mess of unmentionable obscenity that put into eclipse the “nightly
horror” of Piccadilly and the Strand. It was a menagerie of garmented bipeds that
looked something like humans and more like beasts, and to complete the picture, brass-
buttoned keepers kept order among them when they snarled too fiercely.
I was glad the keepers were there, for I did not have on my “seafaring” clothes, and

I was what is called a “mark” for the creatures of prey that prowled up and down.
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At times, between keepers, these males looked at me sharply, hungrily, gutter-wolves
that they were, and I was afraid of their hands, of their naked hands, as one may be
afraid of the paws of a gorilla. They reminded me of gorillas. Their bodies were small,
ill-shaped, and squat. There were no swelling muscles, no abundant thews and wide-
spreading shoulders. They exhibited, rather, an elemental economy of nature, such as
the cave-men must have exhibited. But there was strength in those meagre bodies,
the ferocious, primordial strength to clutch and gripe and tear and rend. When they
spring upon their human prey they are known even to bend the victim backward and
double its body till the back is broken. They possess neither conscience nor sentiment,
and they will kill for a half-sovereign, without fear or favour, if they are given but
half a chance. They are a new species, a breed of city savages. The streets and houses,
alleys and courts, are their hunting grounds. As valley and mountain are to the natural
savage, street and building are valley and mountain to them. The slum is their jungle,
and they live and prey in the jungle.
The dear soft people of the golden theatres and wonder-mansions of the West End

do not see these creatures, do not dream that they exist. But they are here, alive, very
much alive in their jungle. And woe the day, when England is fighting in her last trench,
and her able-bodied men are on the firing line! For on that day they will crawl out of
their dens and lairs, and the people of the West End will see them, as the dear soft
aristocrats of Feudal France saw them and asked one another, “Whence came they?”
“Are they men?”
But they were not the only beasts that ranged the menagerie. They were only here

and there, lurking in dark courts and passing like grey shadows along the walls; but
the women from whose rotten loins they spring were everywhere. They whined inso-
lently, and in maudlin tones begged me for pennies, and worse. They held carouse in
every boozing ken, slatternly, unkempt, bleary-eyed, and towsled, leering and gibber-
ing, overspilling with foulness and corruption, and, gone in debauch, sprawling across
benches and bars, unspeakably repulsive, fearful to look upon.
And there were others, strange, weird faces and forms and twisted monstrosities

that shouldered me on every side, inconceivable types of sodden ugliness, the wrecks
of society, the perambulating carcasses, the living deaths — women, blasted by disease
and drink till their shame brought not tuppence in the open mart; and men, in fantastic
rags, wrenched by hardship and exposure out of all semblance of men, their faces in
a perpetual writhe of pain, grinning idiotically, shambling like apes, dying with every
step they took and each breath they drew. And there were young girls, of eighteen
and twenty, with trim bodies and faces yet untouched with twist and bloat, who had
fetched the bottom of the Abyss plump, in one swift fall. And I remember a lad of
fourteen, and one of six or seven, white-faced and sickly, homeless, the pair of them,
who sat upon the pavement with their backs against a railing and watched it all.
The unfit and the unneeded! Industry does not clamour for them. There are no jobs

going begging through lack of men and women. The dockers crowd at the entrance gate,
and curse and turn away when the foreman does not give them a call. The engineers
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who have work pay six shillings a week to their brother engineers who can find nothing
to do; 514,000 textile workers oppose a resolution condemning the employment of
children under fifteen. Women, and plenty to spare, are found to toil under the sweat-
shop masters for tenpence a day of fourteen hours. Alfred Freeman crawls to muddy
death because he loses his job. Ellen Hughes Hunt prefers Regent’s Canal to Islington
Workhouse. Frank Cavilla cuts the throats of his wife and children because he cannot
find work enough to give them food and shelter.
The unfit and the unneeded! The miserable and despised and forgotten, dying in the

social shambles. The progeny of prostitution — of the prostitution of men and women
and children, of flesh and blood, and sparkle and spirit; in brief, the prostitution of
labour. If this is the best that civilisation can do for the human, then give us howling
and naked savagery. Far better to be a people of the wilderness and desert, of the cave
and the squatting-place, than to be a people of the machine and the Abyss.

Chapter XXV — The Hunger Wail
“My father has more stamina than I, for he is country-born.”
The speaker, a bright young East Ender, was lamenting his poor physical develop-

ment.
“Look at my scrawny arm, will you.” He pulled up his sleeve. “Not enough to eat,

that’s what’s the matter with it. Oh, not now. I have what I want to eat these days.
But it’s too late. It can’t make up for what I didn’t have to eat when I was a kiddy.
Dad came up to London from the Fen Country. Mother died, and there were six of us
kiddies and dad living in two small rooms.
“He had hard times, dad did. He might have chucked us, but he didn’t. He slaved

all day, and at night he came home and cooked and cared for us. He was father and
mother, both. He did his best, but we didn’t have enough to eat. We rarely saw meat,
and then of the worst. And it is not good for growing kiddies to sit down to a dinner
of bread and a bit of cheese, and not enough of it.
“And what’s the result? I am undersized, and I haven’t the stamina of my dad. It

was starved out of me. In a couple of generations there’ll be no more of me here in
London. Yet there’s my younger brother; he’s bigger and better developed. You see,
dad and we children held together, and that accounts for it.”
“But I don’t see,” I objected. “I should think, under such conditions, that the vitality

should decrease and the younger children be born weaker and weaker.”
“Not when they hold together,” he replied. “Whenever you come along in the East

End and see a child of from eight to twelve, good-sized, well-developed, and healthy-
looking, just you ask and you will find that it is the youngest in the family, or at least
is one of the younger. The way of it is this: the older children starve more than the
younger ones. By the time the younger ones come along, the older ones are starting to
work, and there is more money coming in, and more food to go around.”
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He pulled down his sleeve, a concrete instance of where chronic semi-starvation kills
not, but stunts. His voice was but one among the myriads that raise the cry of the
hunger wail in the greatest empire in the world. On any one day, over 1,000,000 people
are in receipt of poor-law relief in the United Kingdom. One in eleven of the whole
working-class receive poor-law relief in the course of the year; 37,500,000 people receive
less than £12 per month, per family; and a constant army of 8,000,000 lives on the
border of starvation.
A committee of the London County school board makes this declaration: “At times,

when there is no special distress, 55,000 children in a state of hunger, which makes it
useless to attempt to teach them, are in the schools of London alone.” The italics are
mine. “When there is no special distress” means good times in England; for the people
of England have come to look upon starvation and suffering, which they call “distress,”
as part of the social order. Chronic starvation is looked upon as a matter of course. It
is only when acute starvation makes its appearance on a large scale that they think
something is unusual
I shall never forget the bitter wail of a blind man in a little East End shop at the

close of a murky day. He had been the eldest of five children, with a mother and no
father. Being the eldest, he had starved and worked as a child to put bread into the
mouths of his little brothers and sisters. Not once in three months did he ever taste
meat. He never knew what it was to have his hunger thoroughly appeased. And he
claimed that this chronic starvation of his childhood had robbed him of his sight. To
support the claim, he quoted from the report of the Royal Commission on the Blind,
“Blindness is more prevalent in poor districts, and poverty accelerates this dreadful
affliction.”
But he went further, this blind man, and in his voice was the bitterness of an

afflicted man to whom society did not give enough to eat. He was one of an enormous
army of blind in London, and he said that in the blind homes they did not receive half
enough to eat. He gave the diet for a day:-
Breakfast — 0.75 pint of skilly and dry bread.
Dinner — 3 oz. meat.
1 slice of bread.
0.5 lb. potatoes.
Supper — 0.75 pint of skilly and dry bread.
Oscar Wilde, God rest his soul, voices the cry of the prison child, which, in varying

degree, is the cry of the prison man and woman:-
“The second thing from which a child suffers in prison is hunger. The food that is

given to it consists of a piece of usually bad-baked prison bread and a tin of water
for breakfast at half-past seven. At twelve o’clock it gets dinner, composed of a tin
of coarse Indian meal stirabout (skilly), and at half-past five it gets a piece of dry
bread and a tin of water for its supper. This diet in the case of a strong grown man is
always productive of illness of some kind, chiefly of course diarrhoea, with its attendant
weakness. In fact, in a big prison astringent medicines are served out regularly by the
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warders as a matter of course. In the case of a child, the child is, as a rule, incapable
of eating the food at all. Any one who knows anything about children knows how
easily a child’s digestion is upset by a fit of crying, or trouble and mental distress of
any kind. A child who has been crying all day long, and perhaps half the night, in a
lonely dim-lit cell, and is preyed upon by terror, simply cannot eat food of this coarse,
horrible kind. In the case of the little child to whom Warder Martin gave the biscuits,
the child was crying with hunger on Tuesday morning, and utterly unable to eat the
bread and water served to it for its breakfast. Martin went out after the breakfasts had
been served and bought the few sweet biscuits for the child rather than see it starving.
It was a beautiful action on his part, and was so recognised by the child, who, utterly
unconscious of the regulations of the Prison Board, told one of the senior wardens how
kind this junior warden had been to him. The result was, of course, a report and a
dismissal.”
Robert Blatchford compares the workhouse pauper’s daily diet with the soldier’s,

which, when he was a soldier, was not considered liberal enough, and yet is twice as
liberal as the pauper’s.
PAUPER DIET SOLDIER
3.25 oz. Meat 12 oz.
15.5 oz. Bread 24 oz.
6 oz. Vegetables 8 oz.
The adult male pauper gets meat (outside of soup) but once a week, and the paupers

“have nearly all that pallid, pasty complexion which is the sure mark of starvation.”
Here is a table, comparing the workhouse officer’s weekly allowance:-
OFFICER DIET PAUPER
7 lb. Bread 6.75 lb.
5 lb. Meat 1 lb. 2 oz.
12 oz. Bacon 2.5 oz.
8 oz. Cheese 2 oz.
7 lb. Potatoes 1.5 lb.
6 lb. Vegetables none.
1 lb. Flour none.
2 oz. Lard none.
12 oz. Butter 7 oz.
none. Rice Pudding 1 lb.
And as the same writer remarks: “The officer’s diet is still more liberal than the

pauper’s; but evidently it is not considered liberal enough, for a footnote is added to
the officer’s table saying that ‘a cash payment of two shillings and sixpence a week is
also made to each resident officer and servant.’ If the pauper has ample food, why does
the officer have more? And if the officer has not too much, can the pauper be properly
fed on less than half the amount?”
But it is not alone the Ghetto-dweller, the prisoner, and the pauper that starve.

Hodge, of the country, does not know what it is always to have a full belly. In truth,
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it is his empty belly which has driven him to the city in such great numbers. Let us
investigate the way of living of a labourer from a parish in the Bradfield Poor Law
Union, Berks. Supposing him to have two children, steady work, a rent-free cottage,
and an average weekly wage of thirteen shillings, which is equivalent to $3.25, then
here is his weekly budget:-
s. d.
Bread (5 quarterns) 1 10
Flour (0.5 gallon) 0 4
Tea (0.25 lb.) 0 6
Butter (1 lb.) 1 3
Lard (1 lb.) 0 6
Sugar (6 lb.) 1 0
Bacon or other meat (about 0.25 lb.) 2 8
Cheese (1 lb.) 0 8
Milk (half-tin condensed) 0 3.25
Coal 1 6
Beer none
Tobacco none
Insurance (“Prudential”) 0 3
Labourers’ Union 0 1
Wood, tools, dispensary, &c. 0 6
Insurance (“Foresters”) and margin 1 1.75
for clothes
Total 13 0
The guardians of the workhouse in the above Union pride themselves on their rigid

economy. It costs per pauper per week:-
s. d.
Men 6 1.5
Women 5 6.5
Children 5 1.25
If the labourer whose budget has been described should quit his toil and go into the

workhouse, he would cost the guardians for
s. d.
Himself 6 1.5
Wife 5 6.5
Two children 10 2.5
Total 21 10.5
Or roughly, $5.46
It would require more than a guinea for the workhouse to care for him and his

family, which he, somehow, manages to do on thirteen shillings. And in addition, it is
an understood fact that it is cheaper to cater for a large number of people — buying,
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cooking, and serving wholesale — than it is to cater for a small number of people, say
a family.
Nevertheless, at the time this budget was compiled, there was in that parish another

family, not of four, but eleven persons, who had to live on an income, not of thirteen
shillings, but of twelve shillings per week (eleven shillings in winter), and which had,
not a rent-free cottage, but a cottage for which it paid three shillings per week.
This must be understood, and understood clearly: Whatever is true of London in

the way of poverty and degradation, is true of all England. While Paris is not by any
means France, the city of London is England. The frightful conditions which mark
London an inferno likewise mark the United Kingdom an inferno. The argument that
the decentralisation of London would ameliorate conditions is a vain thing and false.
If the 6,000,000 people of London were separated into one hundred cities each with a
population of 60,000, misery would be decentralised but not diminished. The sum of
it would remain as large.
In this instance, Mr. B. S. Rowntree, by an exhaustive analysis, has proved for

the country town what Mr. Charles Booth has proved for the metropolis, that fully
one-fourth of the dwellers are condemned to a poverty which destroys them physically
and spiritually; that fully one-fourth of the dwellers do not have enough to eat, are
inadequately clothed, sheltered, and warmed in a rigorous climate, and are doomed to
a moral degeneracy which puts them lower than the savage in cleanliness and decency.
After listening to the wail of an old Irish peasant in Kerry, Robert Blatchford asked

him what he wanted. “The old man leaned upon his spade and looked out across the
black peat fields at the lowering skies. ‘What is it that I’m wantun?’ he said; then in a
deep plaintive tone he continued, more to himself than to me, ‘All our brave bhoys and
dear gurrls is away an’ over the says, an’ the agent has taken the pig off me, an’ the
wet has spiled the praties, an’ I’m an owld man, an’ I want the Day av Judgment.’ ”
The Day of Judgment! More than he want it. From all the land rises the hunger

wail, from Ghetto and countryside, from prison and casual ward, from asylum and
workhouse — the cry of the people who have not enough to eat. Millions of people,
men, women, children, little babes, the blind, the deaf, the halt, the sick, vagabonds
and toilers, prisoners and paupers, the people of Ireland, England, Scotland, Wales,
who have not enough to eat. And this, in face of the fact that five men can produce
bread for a thousand; that one workman can produce cotton cloth for 250 people,
woollens for 300, and boots and shoes for 1000. It would seem that 40,000,000 people
are keeping a big house, and that they are keeping it badly. The income is all right,
but there is something criminally wrong with the management. And who dares to say
that it is not criminally mismanaged, this big house, when five men can produce bread
for a thousand, and yet millions have not enough to eat?
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Chapter XXVI — Drink, Temperance, and Thrift
The English working classes may be said to be soaked in beer. They are made dull

and sodden by it. Their efficiency is sadly impaired, and they lose whatever imagination,
invention, and quickness may be theirs by right of race. It may hardly be called an
acquired habit, for they are accustomed to it from their earliest infancy. Children are
begotten in drunkenness, saturated in drink before they draw their first breath, born
to the smell and taste of it, and brought up in the midst of it.
The public-house is ubiquitous. It flourishes on every corner and between corners,

and it is frequented almost as much by women as by men. Children are to be found
in it as well, waiting till their fathers and mothers are ready to go home, sipping
from the glasses of their elders, listening to the coarse language and degrading conver-
sation, catching the contagion of it, familiarising themselves with licentiousness and
debauchery.
Mrs. Grundy rules as supremely over the workers as she does over the bourgeoisie;

but in the case of the workers, the one thing she does not frown upon is the public-
house. No disgrace or shame attaches to it, nor to the young woman or girl who makes
a practice of entering it.
I remember a girl in a coffee-house saying, “I never drink spirits when in a public-

’ouse.” She was a young and pretty waitress, and she was laying down to another
waitress her pre-eminent respectability and discretion. Mrs. Grundy drew the line at
spirits, but allowed that it was quite proper for a clean young girl to drink beer, and
to go into a public-house to drink it.
Not only is this beer unfit for the people to drink, but too often the men and

women are unfit to drink it. On the other hand, it is their very unfitness that drives
them to drink it. Ill-fed, suffering from innutrition and the evil effects of overcrowding
and squalor, their constitutions develop a morbid craving for the drink, just as the
sickly stomach of the overstrung Manchester factory operative hankers after excessive
quantities of pickles and similar weird foods. Unhealthy working and living engenders
unhealthy appetites and desires. Man cannot be worked worse than a horse is worked,
and be housed and fed as a pig is housed and fed, and at the same time have clean
and wholesome ideals and aspirations.
As home-life vanishes, the public-house appears. Not only do men and women abnor-

mally crave drink, who are overworked, exhausted, suffering from deranged stomachs
and bad sanitation, and deadened by the ugliness and monotony of existence, but the
gregarious men and women who have no home-life flee to the bright and clattering
public-house in a vain attempt to express their gregariousness. And when a family is
housed in one small room, home-life is impossible.
A brief examination of such a dwelling will serve to bring to light one important

cause of drunkenness. Here the family arises in the morning, dresses, and makes its
toilet, father, mother, sons, and daughters, and in the same room, shoulder to shoulder
(for the room is small), the wife and mother cooks the breakfast. And in the same room,
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heavy and sickening with the exhalations of their packed bodies throughout the night,
that breakfast is eaten. The father goes to work, the elder children go to school or
into the street, and the mother remains with her crawling, toddling youngsters to do
her housework — still in the same room. Here she washes the clothes, filling the pent
space with soapsuds and the smell of dirty clothes, and overhead she hangs the wet
linen to dry.
Here, in the evening, amid the manifold smells of the day, the family goes to its

virtuous couch. That is to say, as many as possible pile into the one bed (if bed they
have), and the surplus turns in on the floor. And this is the round of their existence,
month after month, year after year, for they never get a vacation save when they are
evicted. When a child dies, and some are always bound to die, since fifty-five per cent.
of the East End children die before they are five years old, the body is laid out in the
same room. And if they are very poor, it is kept for some time until they can bury it.
During the day it lies on the bed; during the night, when the living take the bed, the
dead occupies the table, from which, in the morning, when the dead is put back into
the bed, they eat their breakfast. Sometimes the body is placed on the shelf which
serves as a pantry for their food. Only a couple of weeks ago, an East End woman was
in trouble, because, in this fashion, being unable to bury it, she had kept her dead
child three weeks.
Now such a room as I have described is not home but horror; and the men and

women who flee away from it to the public-house are to be pitied, not blamed. There
are 300,000 people, in London, divided into families that live in single rooms, while
there are 900,000 who are illegally housed according to the Public Health Act of 1891
— a respectable recruiting-ground for the drink traffic.
Then there are the insecurity of happiness, the precariousness of existence, the well-

founded fear of the future — potent factors in driving people to drink. Wretchedness
squirms for alleviation, and in the public-house its pain is eased and forgetfulness
is obtained. It is unhealthy. Certainly it is, but everything else about their lives is
unhealthy, while this brings the oblivion that nothing else in their lives can bring.
It even exalts them, and makes them feel that they are finer and better, though at
the same time it drags them down and makes them more beastly than ever. For the
unfortunate man or woman, it is a race between miseries that ends with death.
It is of no avail to preach temperance and teetotalism to these people. The drink

habit may be the cause of many miseries; but it is, in turn, the effect of other and
prior miseries. The temperance advocates may preach their hearts out over the evils of
drink, but until the evils that cause people to drink are abolished, drink and its evils
will remain.
Until the people who try to help realise this, their well-intentioned efforts will be

futile, and they will present a spectacle fit only to set Olympus laughing. I have gone
through an exhibition of Japanese art, got up for the poor of Whitechapel with the
idea of elevating them, of begetting in them yearnings for the Beautiful and True and
Good. Granting (what is not so) that the poor folk are thus taught to know and yearn
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after the Beautiful and True and Good, the foul facts of their existence and the social
law that dooms one in three to a public-charity death, demonstrate that this knowledge
and yearning will be only so much of an added curse to them. They will have so much
more to forget than if they had never known and yearned. Did Destiny to-day bind me
down to the life of an East End slave for the rest of my years, and did Destiny grant
me but one wish, I should ask that I might forget all about the Beautiful and True
and Good; that I might forget all I had learned from the open books, and forget the
people I had known, the things I had heard, and the lands I had seen. And if Destiny
didn’t grant it, I am pretty confident that I should get drunk and forget it as often as
possible.
These people who try to help! Their college settlements, missions, charities, and

what not, are failures. In the nature of things they cannot but be failures. They are
wrongly, though sincerely, conceived. They approach life through a misunderstanding
of life, these good folk. They do not understand the West End, yet they come down to
the East End as teachers and savants. They do not understand the simple sociology
of Christ, yet they come to the miserable and the despised with the pomp of social
redeemers. They have worked faithfully, but beyond relieving an infinitesimal fraction
of misery and collecting a certain amount of data which might otherwise have been
more scientifically and less expensively collected, they have achieved nothing.
As some one has said, they do everything for the poor except get off their backs.

The very money they dribble out in their child’s schemes has been wrung from the
poor. They come from a race of successful and predatory bipeds who stand between
the worker and his wages, and they try to tell the worker what he shall do with the
pitiful balance left to him. Of what use, in the name of God, is it to establish nurseries
for women workers, in which, for instance, a child is taken while the mother makes
violets in Islington at three farthings a gross, when more children and violet-makers
than they can cope with are being born right along? This violet-maker handles each
flower four times, 576 handlings for three farthings, and in the day she handles the
flowers 6912 times for a wage of ninepence. She is being robbed. Somebody is on her
back, and a yearning for the Beautiful and True and Good will not lighten her burden.
They do nothing for her, these dabblers; and what they do not do for the mother,
undoes at night, when the child comes home, all that they have done for the child in
the day.
And one and all, they join in teaching a fundamental lie. They do not know it is

a lie, but their ignorance does not make it more of a truth. And the lie they preach
is “thrift.” An instant will demonstrate it. In overcrowded London, the struggle for a
chance to work is keen, and because of this struggle wages sink to the lowest means
of subsistence. To be thrifty means for a worker to spend less than his income — in
other words, to live on less. This is equivalent to a lowering of the standard of living.
In the competition for a chance to work, the man with a lower standard of living will
underbid the man with a higher standard. And a small group of such thrifty workers
in any overcrowded industry will permanently lower the wages of that industry. And
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the thrifty ones will no longer be thrifty, for their income will have been reduced till
it balances their expenditure.
In short, thrift negates thrift. If every worker in England should heed the preachers

of thrift and cut expenditure in half, the condition of there being more men to work
than there is work to do would swiftly cut wages in half. And then none of the workers
of England would be thrifty, for they would be living up to their diminished incomes.
The short-sighted thrift-preachers would naturally be astounded at the outcome. The
measure of their failure would be precisely the measure of the success of their propa-
ganda. And, anyway, it is sheer bosh and nonsense to preach thrift to the 1,800,000
London workers who are divided into families which have a total income of less than
21s. per week, one quarter to one half of which must be paid for rent.
Concerning the futility of the people who try to help, I wish to make one notable,

noble exception, namely, the Dr. Barnardo Homes. Dr. Barnardo is a child-catcher.
First, he catches them when they are young, before they are set, hardened, in the
vicious social mould; and then he sends them away to grow up and be formed in
another and better social mould. Up to date he has sent out of the country 13,340
boys, most of them to Canada, and not one in fifty has failed. A splendid record, when
it is considered that these lads are waifs and strays, homeless and parentless, jerked
out from the very bottom of the Abyss, and forty-nine out of fifty of them made into
men.
Every twenty-four hours in the year Dr. Barnardo snatches nine waifs from the

streets; so the enormous field he has to work in may be comprehended. The people
who try to help have something to learn from him. He does not play with palliatives.
He traces social viciousness and misery to their sources. He removes the progeny of the
gutter-folk from their pestilential environment, and gives them a healthy, wholesome
environment in which to be pressed and prodded and moulded into men.
When the people who try to help cease their playing and dabbling with day nurseries

and Japanese art exhibits and go back and learn their West End and the sociology of
Christ, they will be in better shape to buckle down to the work they ought to be doing
in the world. And if they do buckle down to the work, they will follow Dr. Barnardo’s
lead, only on a scale as large as the nation is large. They won’t cram yearnings for
the Beautiful, and True, and Good down the throat of the woman making violets
for three farthings a gross, but they will make somebody get off her back and quit
cramming himself till, like the Romans, he must go to a bath and sweat it out. And
to their consternation, they will find that they will have to get off that woman’s back
themselves, as well as the backs of a few other women and children they did not dream
they were riding upon.
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Chapter XXVII — The Management
In this final chapter it were well to look at the Social Abyss in its widest aspect,

and to put certain questions to Civilisation, by the answers to which Civilisation must
stand or fall. For instance, has Civilisation bettered the lot of man? “Man,” I use in
its democratic sense, meaning the average man. So the question re-shapes itself: Has
Civilisation bettered the lot of the average man?
Let us see. In Alaska, along the banks of the Yukon River, near its mouth, live

the Innuit folk. They are a very primitive people, manifesting but mere glimmering
adumbrations of that tremendous artifice, Civilisation. Their capital amounts possibly
to £2 per head. They hunt and fish for their food with bone-headed spews and arrows.
They never suffer from lack of shelter. Their clothes, largely made from the skins
of animals, are warm. They always have fuel for their fires, likewise timber for their
houses, which they build partly underground, and in which they lie snugly during the
periods of intense cold. In the summer they live in tents, open to every breeze and
cool. They are healthy, and strong, and happy. Their one problem is food. They have
their times of plenty and times of famine. In good times they feast; in bad times they
die of starvation. But starvation, as a chronic condition, present with a large number
of them all the time, is a thing unknown. Further, they have no debts.
In the United Kingdom, on the rim of the Western Ocean, live the English folk. They

are a consummately civilised people. Their capital amounts to at least £300 per head.
They gain their food, not by hunting and fishing, but by toil at colossal artifices. For
the most part, they suffer from lack of shelter. The greater number of them are vilely
housed, do not have enough fuel to keep them warm, and are insufficiently clothed. A
constant number never have any houses at all, and sleep shelterless under the stars.
Many are to be found, winter and summer, shivering on the streets in their rags. They
have good times and bad. In good times most of them manage to get enough to eat,
in bad times they die of starvation. They are dying now, they were dying yesterday
and last year, they will die to-morrow and next year, of starvation; for they, unlike
the Innuit, suffer from a chronic condition of starvation. There are 40,000,000 of the
English folk, and 939 out of every 1000 of them die in poverty, while a constant army of
8,000,000 struggles on the ragged edge of starvation. Further, each babe that is born,
is born in debt to the sum of £22. This is because of an artifice called the National
Debt.
In a fair comparison of the average Innuit and the average Englishman, it will be

seen that life is less rigorous for the Innuit; that while the Innuit suffers only during
bad times from starvation, the Englishman suffers during good times as well; that no
Innuit lacks fuel, clothing, or housing, while the Englishman is in perpetual lack of
these three essentials. In this connection it is well to instance the judgment of a man
such as Huxley. From the knowledge gained as a medical officer in the East End of
London, and as a scientist pursuing investigations among the most elemental savages,
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he concludes, “Were the alternative presented to me, I would deliberately prefer the
life of the savage to that of those people of Christian London.”
The creature comforts man enjoys are the products of man’s labour. Since Civilisa-

tion has failed to give the average Englishman food and shelter equal to that enjoyed
by the Innuit, the question arises: Has Civilisation increased the producing power of
the average man? If it has not increased man’s producing power, then Civilisation
cannot stand.
But, it will be instantly admitted, Civilisation has increased man’s producing power.

Five men can produce bread for a thousand. One man can produce cotton cloth for
250 people, woollens for 300, and boots and shoes for 1000. Yet it has been shown
throughout the pages of this book that English folk by the millions do not receive
enough food, clothes, and boots. Then arises the third and inexorable question: If
Civilisation has increased the producing power of the average man, why has it not
bettered the lot of the average man?
There can be one answer only — MISMANAGEMENT. Civilisation has made pos-

sible all manner of creature comforts and heart’s delights. In these the average English-
man does not participate. If he shall be forever unable to participate, then Civilisation
falls. There is no reason for the continued existence of an artifice so avowed a failure.
But it is impossible that men should have reared this tremendous artifice in vain. It
stuns the intellect. To acknowledge so crushing a defeat is to give the death-blow to
striving and progress.
One other alternative, and one other only, presents itself. Civilisation must be com-

pelled to better the lot of the average men. This accepted, it becomes at once a
question of business management. Things profitable must be continued; things unprof-
itable must be eliminated. Either the Empire is a profit to England, or it is a loss. If
it is a loss, it must be done away with. If it is a profit, it must be managed so that the
average man comes in for a share of the profit.
If the struggle for commercial supremacy is profitable, continue it. If it is not, if it

hurts the worker and makes his lot worse than the lot of a savage, then fling foreign
markets and industrial empire overboard. For it is a patent fact that if 40,000,000
people, aided by Civilisation, possess a greater individual producing power than the
Innuit, then those 40,000,000 people should enjoy more creature comforts and heart’s
delights than the Innuits enjoy.
If the 400,000 English gentlemen, “of no occupation,” according to their own state-

ment in the Census of 1881, are unprofitable, do away with them. Set them to work
ploughing game preserves and planting potatoes. If they are profitable, continue them
by all means, but let it be seen to that the average Englishman shares somewhat in
the profits they produce by working at no occupation.
In short, society must be reorganised, and a capable management put at the head.

That the present management is incapable, there can be no discussion. It has drained
the United Kingdom of its life-blood. It has enfeebled the stay-at-home folk till they
are unable longer to struggle in the van of the competing nations. It has built up a
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West End and an East End as large as the Kingdom is large, in which one end is
riotous and rotten, the other end sickly and underfed.
A vast empire is foundering on the hands of this incapable management. And by

empire is meant the political machinery which holds together the English-speaking
people of the world outside of the United States. Nor is this charged in a pessimistic
spirit. Blood empire is greater than political empire, and the English of the New
World and the Antipodes are strong and vigorous as ever. But the political empire
under which they are nominally assembled is perishing. The political machine known
as the British Empire is running down. In the hands of its management it is losing
momentum every day.
It is inevitable that this management, which has grossly and criminally misman-

aged, shall be swept away. Not only has it been wasteful and inefficient, but it has
misappropriated the funds. Every worn-out, pasty-faced pauper, every blind man, ev-
ery prison babe, every man, woman, and child whose belly is gnawing with hunger
pangs, is hungry because the funds have been misappropriated by the management.
Nor can one member of this managing class plead not guilty before the judgment

bar of Man. “The living in their houses, and in their graves the dead,” are challenged
by every babe that dies of innutrition, by every girl that flees the sweater’s den to
the nightly promenade of Piccadilly, by every worked-out toiler that plunges into the
canal. The food this managing class eats, the wine it drinks, the shows it makes, and
the fine clothes it wears, are challenged by eight million mouths which have never had
enough to fill them, and by twice eight million bodies which have never been sufficiently
clothed and housed.
There can be no mistake. Civilisation has increased man’s producing power an

hundred-fold, and through mismanagement the men of Civilisation live worse than
the beasts, and have less to eat and wear and protect them from the elements than
the savage Innuit in a frigid climate who lives to-day as he lived in the stone age ten
thousand years ago.

Challenge
I have a vague remembrance

Of a story that is told
In some ancient Spanish legend
Or chronicle of old.
It was when brave King Sanche

Was before Zamora slain,
And his great besieging army
Lay encamped upon the plain.
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Don Diego de Ordenez
Sallied forth in front of all,
And shouted loud his challenge
To the warders on the wall.
All the people of Zamora,

Both the born and the unborn,
As traitors did he challenge
With taunting words of scorn.
The living in their houses,

And in their graves the dead,
And the waters in their rivers,
And their wine, and oil, and bread.
There is a greater army

That besets us round with strife,
A starving, numberless army
At all the gates of life.
The poverty-stricken millions

Who challenge our wine and bread,
And impeach us all as traitors,
Both the living and the dead.
And whenever I sit at the banquet,

Where the feast and song are high,
Amid the mirth and music
I can hear that fearful cry.
And hollow and haggard faces

Look into the lighted hall,
And wasted hands are extended
To catch the crumbs that fall
And within there is light and plenty,

And odours fill the air;
But without there is cold and darkness,
And hunger and despair.
And there in the camp of famine,

In wind, and cold, and rain,
Christ, the great Lord of the Army,
Lies dead upon the plain.
LONGFELLOW
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War of the Classes

This collection of seven essays was first published in 1905.

Preface
When I was a youngster I was looked upon as a weird sort of creature, because,

forsooth, I was a socialist. Reporters from local papers interviewed me, and the inter-
views, when published, were pathological studies of a strange and abnormal specimen
of man. At that time (nine or ten years ago), because I made a stand in my native town
for municipal ownership of public utilities, I was branded a “red-shirt,” a “dynamiter,”
and an “anarchist”; and really decent fellows, who liked me very well, drew the line at
my appearing in public with their sisters.
But the times changed. There came a day when I heard, in my native town, a

Republican mayor publicly proclaim that “municipal ownership was a fixed American
policy.” And in that day I found myself picking up in the world. No longer did the
pathologist study me, while the really decent fellows did not mind in the least the
propinquity of myself and their sisters in the public eye. My political and sociological
ideas were ascribed to the vagaries of youth, and good-natured elderly men patronized
me and told me that I would grow up some day and become an unusually intelligent
member of the community. Also they told me that my views were biassed by my empty
pockets, and that some day, when I had gathered to me a few dollars, my views would
be wholly different, — in short, that my views would be their views.
And then came the day when my socialism grew respectable, — still a vagary of

youth, it was held, but romantically respectable. Romance, to the bourgeois mind, was
respectable because it was not dangerous. As a “red-shirt,” with bombs in all his pockets,
I was dangerous. As a youth with nothing more menacing than a few philosophical
ideas, Germanic in their origin, I was an interesting and pleasing personality.
Through all this experience I noted one thing. It was not I that changed, but the

community. In fact, my socialistic views grew solider and more pronounced. I repeat, it
was the community that changed, and to my chagrin I discovered that the community
changed to such purpose that it was not above stealing my thunder. The community
branded me a “red-shirt” because I stood for municipal ownership; a little later it
applauded its mayor when he proclaimed municipal ownership to be a fixed American
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policy. He stole my thunder, and the community applauded the theft. And today the
community is able to come around and give me points on municipal ownership.
What happened to me has been in no wise different from what has happened to the

socialist movement as a whole in the United States. In the bourgeois mind socialism
has changed from a terrible disease to a youthful vagary, and later on had its thunder
stolen by the two old parties, — socialism, like a meek and thrifty workingman, being
exploited became respectable.
Only dangerous things are abhorrent. The thing that is not dangerous is always

respectable. And so with socialism in the United States. For several years it has been
very respectable, — a sweet and beautiful Utopian dream, in the bourgeois mind, yet a
dream, only a dream. During this period, which has just ended, socialism was tolerated
because it was impossible and non-menacing. Much of its thunder had been stolen, and
the workingmen had been made happy with full dinner-pails. There was nothing to
fear. The kind old world spun on, coupons were clipped, and larger profits than ever
were extracted from the toilers. Coupon-clipping and profit-extracting would continue
to the end of time. These were functions divine in origin and held by divine right. The
newspapers, the preachers, and the college presidents said so, and what they say, of
course, is so — to the bourgeois mind.
Then came the presidential election of 1904. Like a bolt out of a clear sky was the

socialist vote of 435,000, — an increase of nearly 400 per cent in four years, the largest
third-party vote, with one exception, since the Civil War. Socialism had shown that
it was a very live and growing revolutionary force, and all its old menace revived. I
am afraid that neither it nor I are any longer respectable. The capitalist press of the
country confirms me in my opinion, and herewith I give a few post-election utterances
of the capitalist press: —
“The Democratic party of the constitution is dead. The Social-Democratic party

of continental Europe, preaching discontent and class hatred, assailing law, property,
and personal rights, and insinuating confiscation and plunder, is here.” — Chicago
Chronicle.
“That over forty thousand votes should have been cast in this city to make such a

person as Eugene V. Debs the President of the United States is about the worst kind
of advertising that Chicago could receive.” — Chicago Inter-Ocean.
“We cannot blink the fact that socialism is making rapid growth in this country,

where, of all others, there would seem to be less inspiration for it.” — Brooklyn Daily
Eagle.
“Upon the hands of the Republican party an awful responsibility was placed last

Tuesday. . . It knows that reforms — great, far-sweeping reforms — are necessary, and
it has the power to make them. God help our civilization if it does not! . . . It must
repress the trusts or stand before the world responsible for our system of government
being changed into a social republic. The arbitrary cutting down of wages must cease,
or socialism will seize another lever to lift itself into power.” — The Chicago New
World.
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“Scarcely any phase of the election is more sinisterly interesting than the increase
in the socialist vote. Before election we said that we could not afford to give aid and
comfort to the socialists in any manner. . . It (socialism) must be fought in all its
phases, in its every manifestation.” — San Francisco Argonaut.
And far be it from me to deny that socialism is a menace. It is its purpose to wipe

out, root and branch, all capitalistic institutions of present-day society. It is distinctly
revolutionary, and in scope and depth is vastly more tremendous than any revolution
that has ever occurred in the history of the world. It presents a new spectacle to the
astonished world, — that of an organized, international, revolutionary movement. In
the bourgeois mind a class struggle is a terrible and hateful thing, and yet that is
precisely what socialism is, — a world-wide class struggle between the propertyless
workers and the propertied masters of workers. It is the prime preachment of socialism
that the struggle is a class struggle. The working class, in the process of social evolution,
(in the very nature of things), is bound to revolt from the sway of the capitalist class
and to overthrow the capitalist class. This is the menace of socialism, and in affirming
it and in tallying myself an adherent of it, I accept my own consequent unrespectability.
As yet, to the average bourgeois mind, socialism is merely a menace, vague and

formless. The average member of the capitalist class, when he discusses socialism, is
condemned an ignoramus out of his own mouth. He does not know the literature of
socialism, its philosophy, nor its politics. He wags his head sagely and rattles the dry
bones of dead and buried ideas. His lips mumble mouldy phrases, such as, “Men are
not born equal and never can be;” “It is Utopian and impossible;” “Abstinence should
be rewarded;” “Man will first have to be born again;” “Coöperative colonies have always
failed;” and “What if we do divide up? in ten years there would be rich and poor men
such as there are today.”
It surely is time that the capitalists knew something about this socialism that they

feel menaces them. And it is the hope of the writer that the socialistic studies in this
volume may in some slight degree enlighten a few capitalistic minds. The capitalist
must learn, first and for always, that socialism is based, not upon the equality, but
upon the inequality, of men. Next, he must learn that no new birth into spiritual purity
is necessary before socialism becomes possible. He must learn that socialism deals
with what is, not with what ought to be; and that the material with which it deals is
the “clay of the common road,” the warm human, fallible and frail, sordid and petty,
absurd and contradictory, even grotesque, and yet, withal, shot through with flashes
and glimmerings of something finer and God-like, with here and there sweetnesses of
service and unselfishness, desires for goodness, for renunciation and sacrifice, and with
conscience, stern and awful, at times blazingly imperious, demanding the right, — the
right, nothing more nor less than the right.
JACK LONDON.
Oakland, California.

January 12, 1905.
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The Class Struggle
Unfortunately or otherwise, people are prone to believe in the reality of the things

they think ought to be so. This comes of the cheery optimism which is innate with life
itself; and, while it may sometimes be deplored, it must never be censured, for, as a
rule, it is productive of more good than harm, and of about all the achievement there
is in the world. There are cases where this optimism has been disastrous, as with the
people who lived in Pompeii during its last quivering days; or with the aristocrats of the
time of Louis XVI, who confidently expected the Deluge to overwhelm their children,
or their children’s children, but never themselves. But there is small likelihood that
the case of perverse optimism here to be considered will end in such disaster, while
there is every reason to believe that the great change now manifesting itself in society
will be as peaceful and orderly in its culmination as it is in its present development.
Out of their constitutional optimism, and because a class struggle is an abhorred

and dangerous thing, the great American people are unanimous in asserting that there
is no class struggle. And by “American people” is meant the recognized and authori-
tative mouth-pieces of the American people, which are the press, the pulpit, and the
university. The journalists, the preachers, and the professors are practically of one
voice in declaring that there is no such thing as a class struggle now going on, much
less that a class struggle will ever go on, in the United States. And this declaration
they continually make in the face of a multitude of facts which impeach, not so much
their sincerity, as affirm, rather, their optimism.
There are two ways of approaching the subject of the class struggle. The existence

of this struggle can be shown theoretically, and it can be shown actually. For a class
struggle to exist in society there must be, first, a class inequality, a superior class
and an inferior class (as measured by power); and, second, the outlets must be closed
whereby the strength and ferment of the inferior class have been permitted to escape.
That there are even classes in the United States is vigorously denied by many; but

it is incontrovertible, when a group of individuals is formed, wherein the members are
bound together by common interests which are peculiarly their interests and not the
interests of individuals outside the group, that such a group is a class. The owners of
capital, with their dependents, form a class of this nature in the United States; the
working people form a similar class. The interest of the capitalist class, say, in the
matter of income tax, is quite contrary to the interest of the laboring class; and, vice
versa, in the matter of poll-tax.
If between these two classes there be a clear and vital conflict of interest, all the

factors are present which make a class struggle; but this struggle will lie dormant
if the strong and capable members of the inferior class be permitted to leave that
class and join the ranks of the superior class. The capitalist class and the working
class have existed side by side and for a long time in the United States; but hitherto
all the strong, energetic members of the working class have been able to rise out
of their class and become owners of capital. They were enabled to do this because
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an undeveloped country with an expanding frontier gave equality of opportunity to
all. In the almost lottery-like scramble for the ownership of vast unowned natural
resources, and in the exploitation of which there was little or no competition of capital,
(the capital itself rising out of the exploitation), the capable, intelligent member of
the working class found a field in which to use his brains to his own advancement.
Instead of being discontented in direct ratio with his intelligence and ambitions, and
of radiating amongst his fellows a spirit of revolt as capable as he was capable, he left
them to their fate and carved his own way to a place in the superior class.
But the day of an expanding frontier, of a lottery-like scramble for the ownership

of natural resources, and of the upbuilding of new industries, is past. Farthest West
has been reached, and an immense volume of surplus capital roams for investment
and nips in the bud the patient efforts of the embryo capitalist to rise through slow
increment from small beginnings. The gateway of opportunity after opportunity has
been closed, and closed for all time. Rockefeller has shut the door on oil, the American
Tobacco Company on tobacco, and Carnegie on steel. After Carnegie came Morgan,
who triple-locked the door. These doors will not open again, and before them pause
thousands of ambitious young men to read the placard: No Thorough-fare.
And day by day more doors are shut, while the ambitious young men continue to

be born. It is they, denied the opportunity to rise from the working class, who preach
revolt to the working class. Had he been born fifty years later, Andrew Carnegie, the
poor Scotch boy, might have risen to be president of his union, or of a federation of
unions; but that he would never have become the builder of Homestead and the founder
of multitudinous libraries, is as certain as it is certain that some other man would have
developed the steel industry had Andrew Carnegie never been born.
Theoretically, then, there exist in the United States all the factors which go to make

a class struggle. There are the capitalists and working classes, the interests of which
conflict, while the working class is no longer being emasculated to the extent it was
in the past by having drawn off from it its best blood and brains. Its more capable
members are no longer able to rise out of it and leave the great mass leaderless and
helpless. They remain to be its leaders.
But the optimistic mouthpieces of the great American people, who are themselves

deft theoreticians, are not to be convinced by mere theoretics. So it remains to demon-
strate the existence of the class struggle by a marshalling of the facts.
When nearly two millions of men, finding themselves knit together by certain in-

terests peculiarly their own, band together in a strong organization for the aggressive
pursuit of those interests, it is evident that society has within it a hostile and warring
class. But when the interests which this class aggressively pursues conflict sharply and
vitally with the interests of another class, class antagonism arises and a class struggle
is the inevitable result. One great organization of labor alone has a membership of
1,700,000 in the United States. This is the American Federation of Labor, and out-
side of it are many other large organizations. All these men are banded together for
the frank purpose of bettering their condition, regardless of the harm worked thereby
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upon all other classes. They are in open antagonism with the capitalist class, while
the manifestos of their leaders state that the struggle is one which can never end until
the capitalist class is exterminated.
Their leaders will largely deny this last statement, but an examination of their

utterances, their actions, and the situation will forestall such denial. In the first place,
the conflict between labor and capital is over the division of the join product. Capital
and labor apply themselves to raw material and make it into a finished product. The
difference between the value of the raw material and the value of the finished product
is the value they have added to it by their joint effort. This added value is, therefore,
their joint product, and it is over the division of this joint product that the struggle
between labor and capital takes place. Labor takes its share in wages; capital takes
its share in profits. It is patent, if capital took in profits the whole joint product, that
labor would perish. And it is equally patent, if labor took in wages the whole joint
product, that capital would perish. Yet this last is the very thing labor aspires to do,
and that it will never be content with anything less than the whole joint product is
evidenced by the words of its leaders.
Mr. Samuel Gompers, president of the American Federation of Labor, has said: “The

workers want more wages; more of the comforts of life; more leisure; more chance for self-
improvement as men, as trade-unionists, as citizens. These were the wants of yesterday;
they are the wants of today; they will be the wants of tomorrow, and of tomorrow’s
morrow. The struggle may assume new forms, but the issue is the immemorial one,
— an effort of the producers to obtain an increasing measure of the wealth that flows
from their production.”
Mr. Henry White, secretary of the United Garment Workers of America and a

member of the Industrial Committee of the National Civic Federation, speaking of
the National Civic Federation soon after its inception, said: “To fall into one another’s
arms, to avow friendship, to express regret at the injury which has been done, would
not alter the facts of the situation. Workingmen will continue to demand more pay, and
the employer will naturally oppose them. The readiness and ability of the workmen to
fight will, as usual, largely determine the amount of their wages or their share in the
product. . . But when it comes to dividing the proceeds, there is the rub. We can also
agree that the larger the product through the employment of labor-saving methods the
better, as there will be more to be divided, but again the question of the division. . . .
A Conciliation Committee, having the confidence of the community, and composed of
men possessing practical knowledge of industrial affairs, can therefore aid in mitigating
this antagonism, in preventing avoidable conflicts, in bringing about a truce; I use the
word ‘truce’ because understandings can only be temporary.”
Here is a man who might have owned cattle on a thousand hills, been a lumber

baron or a railroad king, had he been born a few years sooner. As it is, he remains in
his class, is secretary of the United Garment Workers of America, and is so thoroughly
saturated with the class struggle that he speaks of the dispute between capital and
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labor in terms of war, — workmen fight with employers; it is possible to avoid some
conflicts; in certain cases truces may be, for the time being, effected.
Man being man and a great deal short of the angels, the quarrel over the division

of the joint product is irreconcilable. For the last twenty years in the United States,
there has been an average of over a thousand strikes per year; and year by year these
strikes increase in magnitude, and the front of the labor army grows more imposing.
And it is a class struggle, pure and simple. Labor as a class is fighting with capital as
a class.
Workingmen will continue to demand more pay, and employers will continue to op-

pose them. This is the key-note to laissez faire, — everybody for himself and devil take
the hindmost. It is upon this that the rampant individualist bases his individualism. It
is the let-alone policy, the struggle for existence, which strengthens the strong, destroys
the weak, and makes a finer and more capable breed of men. But the individual has
passed away and the group has come, for better or worse, and the struggle has become,
not a struggle between individuals, but a struggle between groups. So the query rises:
Has the individualist never speculated upon the labor group becoming strong enough
to destroy the capitalist group, and take to itself and run for itself the machinery of
industry? And, further, has the individualist never speculated upon this being still a
triumphant expression of individualism, — of group individualism, — if the confusion
of terms may be permitted?
But the facts of the class struggle are deeper and more significant than have so far

been presented. A million or so of workmen may organize for the pursuit of interests
which engender class antagonism and strife, and at the same time be unconscious of
what is engendered. But when a million or so of workmen show unmistakable signs
of being conscious of their class, — of being, in short, class conscious, — then the
situation grows serious. The uncompromising and terrible hatred of the trade-unionist
for a scab is the hatred of a class for a traitor to that class, — while the hatred of a
trade-unionist for the militia is the hatred of a class for a weapon wielded by the class
with which it is fighting. No workman can be true to his class and at the same time
be a member of the militia: this is the dictum of the labor leaders.
In the town of the writer, the good citizens, when they get up a Fourth of July parade

and invite the labor unions to participate, are informed by the unions that they will
not march in the parade if the militia marches. Article 8 of the constitution of the
Painters’ and Decorators’ Union of Schenectady provides that a member must not be
a “militiaman, special police officer, or deputy marshal in the employ of corporations
or individuals during strikes, lockouts, or other labor difficulties, and any member
occupying any of the above positions will be debarred from membership.” Mr. William
Potter was a member of this union and a member of the National Guard. As a result,
because he obeyed the order of the Governor when his company was ordered out
to suppress rioting, he was expelled from his union. Also his union demanded his
employers, Shafer & Barry, to discharge him from their service. This they complied
with, rather than face the threatened strike.
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Mr. Robert L. Walker, first lieutenant of the Light Guards, a New Haven militia
company, recently resigned. His reason was, that he was a member of the Car Builders’
Union, and that the two organizations were antagonistic to each other. During a New
Orleans street-car strike not long ago, a whole company of militia, called out to protect
non-union men, resigned in a body. Mr. John Mulholland, president of the International
Association of Allied Metal Mechanics, has stated that he does not want the members
to join the militia. The Local Trades’ Assembly of Syracuse, New York, has passed a
resolution, by unanimous vote, requiring union men who are members of the National
Guard to resign, under pain of expulsion, from the unions. The Amalgamated Sheet
Metal Workers’ Association has incorporated in its constitution an amendment exclud-
ing from membership in its organization “any person a member of the regular army, or
of the State militia or naval reserve.” The Illinois State Federation of Labor, at a recent
convention, passed without a dissenting vote a resolution declaring that membership
in military organizations is a violation of labor union obligations, and requesting all
union men to withdraw from the militia. The president of the Federation, Mr. Albert
Young, declared that the militia was a menace not only to unions, but to all workers
throughout the country.
These instances may be multiplied a thousand fold. The union workmen are becom-

ing conscious of their class, and of the struggle their class is waging with the capitalist
class. To be a member of the militia is to be a traitor to the union, for the militia is
a weapon wielded by the employers to crush the workers in the struggle between the
warring groups.
Another interesting, and even more pregnant, phase of the class struggle is the

political aspect of it as displayed by the socialists. Five men, standing together, may
perform prodigies; 500 men, marching as marched the historic Five Hundred of Mar-
seilles, may sack a palace and destroy a king; while 500,000 men, passionately preaching
the propaganda of a class struggle, waging a class struggle along political lines, and
backed by the moral and intellectual support of 10,000,000 more men of like convic-
tions throughout the world, may come pretty close to realizing a class struggle in these
United States of ours.
In 1900 these men cast 150,000 votes; two years later, in 1902, they cast 300,000

votes; and in 1904 they cast 450,000. They have behind them a most imposing philo-
sophic and scientific literature; they own illustrated magazines and reviews, high in
quality, dignity, and restraint; they possess countless daily and weekly papers which
circulate throughout the land, and single papers which have subscribers by the hun-
dreds of thousands; and they literally swamp the working classes in a vast sea of tracts
and pamphlets. No political party in the United States, no church organization nor
mission effort, has as indefatigable workers as has the socialist party. They multiply
themselves, know of no effort nor sacrifice too great to make for the Cause; and “Cause,”
with them, is spelled out in capitals. They work for it with a religious zeal, and would
die for it with a willingness similar to that of the Christian martyrs.
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These men are preaching an uncompromising and deadly class struggle. In fact, they
are organized upon the basis of a class struggle. “The history of society,” they say, “is
a history of class struggles. Patrician struggled with plebeian in early Rome; the king
and the burghers, with the nobles in the Middle Ages; later on, the king and the nobles
with the bourgeoisie; and today the struggle is on between the triumphant bourgeoisie
and the rising proletariat. By ‘proletariat’ is meant the class of people without capital
which sells its labor for a living.
“That the proletariat shall conquer,” (mark the note of fatalism), “is as certain

as the rising sun. Just as the bourgeoisie of the eighteenth century wanted democracy
applied to politics, so the proletariat of the twentieth century wants democracy applied
to industry. As the bourgeoisie complained against the government being run by and
for the nobles, so the proletariat complains against the government and industry being
run by and for the bourgeoisie; and so, following in the footsteps of its predecessor, the
proletariat will possess itself of the government, apply democracy to industry, abolish
wages, which are merely legalized robbery, and run the business of the country in its
own interest.”
“Their aim,” they say, “is to organize the working class, and those in sympathy with

it, into a political party, with the object of conquering the powers of government and
of using them for the purpose of transforming the present system of private ownership
of the means of production and distribution into collective ownership by the entire
people.”
Briefly stated, this is the battle plan of these 450,000 men who call themselves

“socialists.” And, in the face of the existence of such an aggressive group of men, a
class struggle cannot very well be denied by the optimistic Americans who say: “A
class struggle is monstrous. Sir, there is no class struggle.” The class struggle is here,
and the optimistic American had better gird himself for the fray and put a stop to it,
rather than sit idly declaiming that what ought not to be is not, and never will be.
But the socialists, fanatics and dreamers though they may well be, betray a foresight

and insight, and a genius for organization, which put to shame the class with which
they are openly at war. Failing of rapid success in waging a sheer political propaganda,
and finding that they were alienating the most intelligent and most easily organized
portion of the voters, the socialists lessoned from the experience and turned their
energies upon the trade-union movement. To win the trade unions was well-nigh to
win the war, and recent events show that they have done far more winning in this
direction than have the capitalists.
Instead of antagonizing the unions, which had been their previous policy, the social-

ists proceeded to conciliate the unions. “Let every good socialist join the union of his
trade,” the edict went forth. “Bore from within and capture the trade-union movement.”
And this policy, only several years old, has reaped fruits far beyond their fondest expec-
tations. Today the great labor unions are honeycombed with socialists, “boring from
within,” as they picturesquely term their undermining labor. At work and at play, at
business meeting and council, their insidious propaganda goes on. At the shoulder of
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the trade-unionist is the socialist, sympathizing with him, aiding him with head and
hand, suggesting — perpetually suggesting — the necessity for political action. As the
Journal, of Lansing, Michigan, a republican paper, has remarked: “The socialists in
the labor unions are tireless workers. They are sincere, energetic, and self-sacrificing.
. . . They stick to the union and work all the while, thus making a showing which,
reckoned by ordinary standards, is out of all proportion to their numbers. Their cause
is growing among union laborers, and their long fight, intended to turn the Federation
into a political organization, is likely to win.”
They miss no opportunity of driving home the necessity for political action, the

necessity for capturing the political machinery of society whereby they may master
society. As an instance of this is the avidity with which the American socialists seized
upon the famous Taft-Vale Decision in England, which was to the effect that an unin-
corporated union could be sued and its treasury rifled by process of law. Throughout
the United States, the socialists pointed the moral in similar fashion to the way it was
pointed by the Social-Democratic Herald, which advised the trade-unionists, in view
of the decision, to stop trying to fight capital with money, which they lacked, and to
begin fighting with the ballot, which was their strongest weapon.
Night and day, tireless and unrelenting, they labor at their self-imposed task of

undermining society. Mr. M. G. Cunniff, who lately made an intimate study of trade-
unionism, says: “All through the unions socialism filters. Almost every other man is
a socialist, preaching that unionism is but a makeshift.” “Malthus be damned,” they
told him, “for the good time was coming when every man should be able to rear his
family in comfort.” In one union, with two thousand members, Mr. Cunniff found every
man a socialist, and from his experiences Mr. Cunniff was forced to confess, “I lived
in a world that showed our industrial life a-tremble from beneath with a never-ceasing
ferment.”
The socialists have already captured the Western Federation of Miners, the Western

Hotel and Restaurant Employees’ Union, and the Patternmakers’ National Association.
The Western Federation of Miners, at a recent convention, declared: “The strike has
failed to secure to the working classes their liberty; we therefore call upon the workers
to strike as one man for their liberties at the ballot box. . . . We put ourselves on
record as committed to the programme of independent political action. . . . We indorse
the platform of the socialist party, and accept it as the declaration of principles of
our organization. We call upon our members as individuals to commence immediately
the organization of the socialist movement in their respective towns and states, and
to coöperate in every way for the furtherance of the principles of socialism and of the
socialist party. In states where the socialist party has not perfected its organization, we
advise that every assistance be given by our members to that end. . . . We therefore call
for organizers, capable and well-versed in the whole programme of the labor movement,
to be sent into each state to preach the necessity of organization on the political as
well as on the economic field.”
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The capitalist class has a glimmering consciousness of the class struggle which is
shaping itself in the midst of society; but the capitalists, as a class, seem to lack the
ability for organizing, for coming together, such as is possessed by the working class. No
American capitalist ever aids an English capitalist in the common fight, while workmen
have formed international unions, the socialists a world-wide international organization,
and on all sides space and race are bridged in the effort to achieve solidarity. Resolutions
of sympathy, and, fully as important, donations of money, pass back and forth across
the sea to wherever labor is fighting its pitched battles.
For divers reasons, the capitalist class lacks this cohesion or solidarity, chief among

which is the optimism bred of past success. And, again, the capitalist class is divided;
it has within itself a class struggle of no mean proportions, which tends to irritate and
harass it and to confuse the situation. The small capitalist and the large capitalist are
grappled with each other, struggling over what Achille Loria calls the “bi-partition of
the revenues.” Such a struggle, though not precisely analogous, was waged between the
landlords and manufacturers of England when the one brought about the passage of
the Factory Acts and the other the abolition of the Corn Laws.
Here and there, however, certain members of the capitalist class see clearly the

cleavage in society along which the struggle is beginning to show itself, while the press
and magazines are beginning to raise an occasional and troubled voice. Two leagues of
class-conscious capitalists have been formed for the purpose of carrying on their side of
the struggle. Like the socialists, they do not mince matters, but state boldly and plainly
that they are fighting to subjugate the opposing class. It is the barons against the
commons. One of these leagues, the National Association of Manufacturers, is stopping
short of nothing in what it conceives to be a life-and-death struggle. Mr. D. M. Parry,
who is the president of the league, as well as president of the National Metal Trades’
Association, is leaving no stone unturned in what he feels to be a desperate effort to
organize his class. He has issued the call to arms in terms everything but ambiguous:
“There is still time in the United States to head off the socialistic programme, which,
unrestrained, is sure to wreck our country.”
As he says, the work is for “federating employers in order that we may meet with

a united front all issues that affect us. We must come to this sooner or later. . . . The
work immediately before the National Association of Manufacturers is, first, keep the
vicious eight-hour Bill off the books; second, to destroy the Anti-injunction Bill, which
wrests your business from you and places it in the hands of your employees; third,
to secure the passage of the Department of Commerce and Industry Bill; the latter
would go through with a rush were it not for the hectoring opposition of Organized
Labor.” By this department, he further says, “business interests would have direct and
sympathetic representation at Washington.”
In a later letter, issued broadcast to the capitalists outside the League, President

Parry points out the success which is already beginning to attend the efforts of the
League at Washington. “We have contributed more than any other influence to the
quick passage of the new Department of Commerce Bill. It is said that the activities
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of this office are numerous and satisfactory; but of that I must not say too much —
or anything. . . . At Washington the Association is not represented too much, either
directly or indirectly. Sometimes it is known in a most powerful way that it is repre-
sented vigorously and unitedly. Sometimes it is not known that it is represented at
all.”
The second class-conscious capitalist organization is called the National Economic

League. It likewise manifests the frankness of men who do not dilly-dally with terms,
but who say what they mean, and who mean to settle down to a long, hard fight.
Their letter of invitation to prospective members opens boldly. “We beg to inform you
that the National Economic League will render its services in an impartial educational
movement to oppose socialism and class hatred.” Among its class-conscious members,
men who recognize that the opening guns of the class struggle have been fired, may
be instanced the following names: Hon. Lyman J. Gage, Ex-Secretary U. S. Treasury;
Hon. Thomas Jefferson Coolidge, Ex-Minister to France; Rev. Henry C. Potter, Bishop
New York Diocese; Hon. John D. Long, Ex-Secretary U. S. Navy; Hon. Levi P. Morton,
Ex-Vice President United States; Henry Clews; John F. Dryden, President Prudential
Life Insurance Co.; John A. McCall, President New York Life Insurance Co.; J. L.
Greatsinger, President Brooklyn Rapid Transit Co.; the shipbuilding firm of William
Cramp & Sons, the Southern Railway system, and the Atchison, Topeka, & Santa Fé
Railway Company.
Instances of the troubled editorial voice have not been rare during the last several

years. There were many cries from the press during the last days of the anthracite coal
strike that the mine owners, by their stubbornness, were sowing the regrettable seeds
of socialism. The World’s Work for December, 1902, said: “The next significant fact
is the recommendation by the Illinois State Federation of Labor that all members of
labor unions who are also members of the state militia shall resign from the militia.
This proposition has been favorably regarded by some other labor organizations. It has
done more than any other single recent declaration or action to cause a public distrust
of such unions as favor it. It hints of a class separation that in turn hints of anarchy.”
The Outlook, February 14, 1903, in reference to the rioting at Waterbury, remarks,

“That all this disorder should have occurred in a city of the character and intelligence
of Waterbury indicates that the industrial war spirit is by no means confined to the
immigrant or ignorant working classes.”
That President Roosevelt has smelt the smoke from the firing line of the class

struggle is evidenced by his words, “Above all we need to remember that any kind of
class animosity in the political world is, if possible, even more destructive to national
welfare than sectional, race, or religious animosity.” The chief thing to be noted here
is President Roosevelt’s tacit recognition of class animosity in the industrial world,
and his fear, which language cannot portray stronger, that this class animosity may
spread to the political world. Yet this is the very policy which the socialists have
announced in their declaration of war against present-day society — to capture the
political machinery of society and by that machinery destroy present-day society.
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The New York Independent for February 12, 1903, recognized without qualification
the class struggle. “It is impossible fairly to pass upon the methods of labor unions, or to
devise plans for remedying their abuses, until it is recognized, to begin with, that unions
are based upon class antagonism and that their policies are dictated by the necessities
of social warfare. A strike is a rebellion against the owners of property. The rights of
property are protected by government. And a strike, under certain provocation, may
extend as far as did the general strike in Belgium a few years since, when practically
the entire wage-earning population stopped work in order to force political concessions
from the property-owning classes. This is an extreme case, but it brings out vividly the
real nature of labor organization as a species of warfare whose object is the coercion
of one class by another class.”
It has been shown, theoretically and actually, that there is a class struggle in the

United States. The quarrel over the division of the joint product is irreconcilable. The
working class is no longer losing its strongest and most capable members. These men,
denied room for their ambition in the capitalist ranks, remain to be the leaders of the
workers, to spur them to discontent, to make them conscious of their class, to lead
them to revolt.
This revolt, appearing spontaneously all over the industrial field in the form of

demands for an increased share of the joint product, is being carefully and shrewdly
shaped for a political assault upon society. The leaders, with the carelessness of fatalists,
do not hesitate for an instant to publish their intentions to the world. They intend
to direct the labor revolt to the capture of the political machinery of society. With
the political machinery once in their hands, which will also give them the control of
the police, the army, the navy, and the courts, they will confiscate, with or without
remuneration, all the possessions of the capitalist class which are used in the production
and distribution of the necessaries and luxuries of life. By this, they mean to apply
the law of eminent domain to the land, and to extend the law of eminent domain till
it embraces the mines, the factories, the railroads, and the ocean carriers. In short,
they intend to destroy present-day society, which they contend is run in the interest
of another class, and from the materials to construct a new society, which will be run
in their interest.
On the other hand, the capitalist class is beginning to grow conscious of itself and of

the struggle which is being waged. It is already forming offensive and defensive leagues,
while some of the most prominent figures in the nation are preparing to lead it in the
attack upon socialism.
The question to be solved is not one of Malthusianism, “projected efficiency,” nor

ethics. It is a question of might. Whichever class is to win, will win by virtue of superior
strength; for the workers are beginning to say, as they said to Mr. Cunniff, “Malthus
be damned.” In their own minds they find no sanction for continuing the individual
struggle for the survival of the fittest. As Mr. Gompers has said, they want more,
and more, and more. The ethical import of Mr. Kidd’s plan of the present generation
putting up with less in order that race efficiency may be projected into a remote future,
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has no bearing upon their actions. They refuse to be the “glad perishers” so glowingly
described by Nietzsche.
It remains to be seen how promptly the capitalist class will respond to the call to

arms. Upon its promptness rests its existence, for if it sits idly by, soothfully proclaim-
ing that what ought not to be cannot be, it will find the roof beams crashing about
its head. The capitalist class is in the numerical minority, and bids fair to be outvoted
if it does not put a stop to the vast propaganda being waged by its enemy. It is no
longer a question of whether or not there is a class struggle. The question now is, what
will be the outcome of the class struggle?

The Tramp
Mr. Francis O’Neil, General Superintendent of Police, Chicago, speaking of the

tramp, says: “Despite the most stringent police regulations, a great city will have a
certain number of homeless vagrants to shelter through the winter.” “Despite,” — mark
the word, a confession of organized helplessness as against unorganized necessity. If
police regulations are stringent and yet fail, then that which makes them fail, namely,
the tramp, must have still more stringent reasons for succeeding. This being so, it
should be of interest to inquire into these reasons, to attempt to discover why the
nameless and homeless vagrant sets at naught the right arm of the corporate power of
our great cities, why all that is weak and worthless is stronger than all that is strong
and of value.
Mr. O’Neil is a man of wide experience on the subject of tramps. He may be called

a specialist. As he says of himself: “As an old-time desk sergeant and police captain,
I have had almost unlimited opportunity to study and analyze this class of floating
population, which seeks the city in winter and scatters abroad through the country
in the spring.” He then continues: “This experience reiterated the lesson that the vast
majority of these wanderers are of the class with whom a life of vagrancy is a chosen
means of living without work.” Not only is it to be inferred from this that there is
a large class in society which lives without work, for Mr. O’Neil’s testimony further
shows that this class is forced to live without work.
He says: “I have been astonished at the multitude of those who have unfortunately

engaged in occupations which practically force them to become loafers for at least a
third of the year. And it is from this class that the tramps are largely recruited. I
recall a certain winter when it seemed to me that a large portion of the inhabitants of
Chicago belonged to this army of unfortunates. I was stationed at a police station not
far from where an ice harvest was ready for the cutters. The ice company advertised
for helpers, and the very night this call appeared in the newspapers our station was
packed with homeless men, who asked shelter in order to be at hand for the morning’s
work. Every foot of floor space was given over to these lodgers and scores were still
unaccommodated.”
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And again: “And it must be confessed that the man who is willing to do honest
labor for food and shelter is a rare specimen in this vast army of shabby and tattered
wanderers who seek the warmth of the city with the coming of the first snow.” Taking
into consideration the crowd of honest laborers that swamped Mr. O’Neil’s station-
house on the way to the ice-cutting, it is patent, if all tramps were looking for honest
labor instead of a small minority, that the honest laborers would have a far harder
task finding something honest to do for food and shelter. If the opinion of the honest
laborers who swamped Mr. O’Neil’s station-house were asked, one could rest confident
that each and every man would express a preference for fewer honest laborers on the
morrow when he asked the ice foreman for a job.
And, finally, Mr. O’Neil says: “The humane and generous treatment which this

city has accorded the great army of homeless unfortunates has made it the victim of
wholesale imposition, and this well-intended policy of kindness has resulted in making
Chicago the winter Mecca of a vast and undesirable floating population.” That is to
say, because of her kindness, Chicago had more than her fair share of tramps; because
she was humane and generous she suffered whole-sale imposition. From this we must
conclude that it does not do to be humane and generous to our fellow-men — when
they are tramps. Mr. O’Neil is right, and that this is no sophism it is the intention of
this article, among other things, to show.
In a general way we may draw the following inferences from the remarks of Mr.

O’Neil: (1) The tramp is stronger than organized society and cannot be put down;
(2) The tramp is “shabby,” “tattered,” “homeless,” “unfortunate”; (3) There is a “vast”
number of tramps; (4) Very few tramps are willing to do honest work; (5) Those tramps
who are willing to do honest work have to hunt very hard to find it; (6) The tramp is
undesirable.
To this last let the contention be appended that the tramp is only personally un-

desirable; that he is negatively desirable; that the function he performs in society is a
negative function; and that he is the by-product of economic necessity.
It is very easy to demonstrate that there are more men than there is work for men

to do. For instance, what would happen tomorrow if one hundred thousand tramps
should become suddenly inspired with an overmastering desire for work? It is a fair
question. “Go to work” is preached to the tramp every day of his life. The judge on
the bench, the pedestrian in the street, the housewife at the kitchen door, all unite in
advising him to go to work. So what would happen tomorrow if one hundred thousand
tramps acted upon this advice and strenuously and indomitably sought work? Why, by
the end of the week one hundred thousand workers, their places taken by the tramps,
would receive their time and be “hitting the road” for a job.
Ella Wheeler Wilcox unwittingly and uncomfortably demonstrated the disparity

between men and work. She made a casual reference, in a newspaper column she
conducts, to the difficulty two business men found in obtaining good employees. The
first morning mail brought her seventy-five applications for the position, and at the
end of two weeks over two hundred people had applied.
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Still more strikingly was the same proposition recently demonstrated in San Fran-
cisco. A sympathetic strike called out a whole federation of trades’ unions. Thousands
of men, in many branches of trade, quit work, — draymen, sand teamsters, porters
and packers, longshoremen, stevedores, warehousemen, stationary engineers, sailors,
marine firemen, stewards, sea-cooks, and so forth, — an interminable list. It was a
strike of large proportions. Every Pacific coast shipping city was involved, and the
entire coasting service, from San Diego to Puget Sound, was virtually tied up. The
time was considered auspicious. The Philippines and Alaska had drained the Pacific
coast of surplus labor. It was summer-time, when the agricultural demand for laborers
was at its height, and when the cities were bare of their floating populations. And yet
there remained a body of surplus labor sufficient to take the places of the strikers. No
matter what occupation, sea-cook or stationary engineer, sand teamster or warehouse-
man, in every case there was an idle worker ready to do the work. And not only ready
but anxious. They fought for a chance to work. Men were killed, hundreds of heads
were broken, the hospitals were filled with injured men, and thousands of assaults were
committed. And still surplus laborers, “scabs,” came forward to replace the strikers.
The question arises: Whence came this second army of workers to replace the first

army? One thing is certain: the trades’ unions did not scab on one another. Another
thing is certain: no industry on the Pacific slope was crippled in the slightest degree by
its workers being drawn away to fill the places of the strikers. A third thing is certain:
the agricultural workers did not flock to the cities to replace the strikers. In this last
instance it is worth while to note that the agricultural laborers wailed to High Heaven
when a few of the strikers went into the country to compete with them in unskilled
employments. So there is no accounting for this second army of workers. It simply was.
It was there all this time, a surplus labor army in the year of our Lord 1901, a year
adjudged most prosperous in the annals of the United States.
The existence of the surplus labor army being established, there remains to be es-

tablished the economic necessity for the surplus labor army. The simplest and most
obvious need is that brought about by the fluctuation of production. If, when produc-
tion is at low ebb, all men are at work, it necessarily follows that when production
increases there will be no men to do the increased work. This may seem almost childish,
and, if not childish, at least easily remedied. At low ebb let the men work shorter time;
at high flood let them work overtime. The main objection to this is, that it is not done,
and that we are considering what is, not what might be or should be.
Then there are great irregular and periodical demands for labor which must be met.

Under the first head come all the big building and engineering enterprises. When a
canal is to be dug or a railroad put through, requiring thousands of laborers, it would
be hurtful to withdraw these laborers from the constant industries. And whether it is
a canal to be dug or a cellar, whether five thousand men are required or five, it is well,
in society as at present organized, that they be taken from the surplus labor army. The
surplus labor army is the reserve fund of social energy, and this is one of the reasons
for its existence.
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Under the second head, periodical demands, come the harvests. Throughout the
year, huge labor tides sweep back and forth across the United States. That which is
sown and tended by few men, comes to sudden ripeness and must be gathered by many
men; and it is inevitable that these many men form floating populations. In the late
spring the berries must be picked, in the summer the grain garnered, in the fall, the
hops gathered, in the winter the ice harvested. In California a man may pick berries
in Siskiyou, peaches in Santa Clara, grapes in the San Joaquin, and oranges in Los
Angeles, going from job to job as the season advances, and travelling a thousand miles
ere the season is done. But the great demand for agricultural labor is in the summer.
In the winter, work is slack, and these floating populations eddy into the cities to eke
out a precarious existence and harrow the souls of the police officers until the return
of warm weather and work. If there were constant work at good wages for every man,
who would harvest the crops?
But the last and most significant need for the surplus labor army remains to be

stated. This surplus labor acts as a check upon all employed labor. It is the lash by
which the masters hold the workers to their tasks, or drive them back to their tasks
when they have revolted. It is the goad which forces the workers into the compulsory
“free contracts” against which they now and again rebel. There is only one reason under
the sun that strikes fail, and that is because there are always plenty of men to take
the strikers’ places.
The strength of the union today, other things remaining equal, is proportionate to

the skill of the trade, or, in other words, proportionate to the pressure the surplus labor
army can put upon it. If a thousand ditch-diggers strike, it is easy to replace them,
wherefore the ditch-diggers have little or no organized strength. But a thousand highly
skilled machinists are somewhat harder to replace, and in consequence the machinist
unions are strong. The ditch-diggers are wholly at the mercy of the surplus labor army,
the machinists only partly. To be invincible, a union must be a monopoly. It must
control every man in its particular trade, and regulate apprentices so that the supply
of skilled workmen may remain constant; this is the dream of the “Labor Trust” on the
part of the captains of labor.
Once, in England, after the Great Plague, labor awoke to find there was more work

for men than there were men to work. Instead of workers competing for favors from
employers, employers were competing for favors from the workers. Wages went up and
up, and continued to go up, until the workers demanded the full product of their toil.
Now it is clear that, when labor receives its full product capital must perish. And so
the pygmy capitalists of that post-Plague day found their existence threatened by this
untoward condition of affairs. To save themselves, they set a maximum wage, restrained
the workers from moving about from place to place, smashed incipient organization,
refused to tolerate idlers, and by most barbarous legal penalties punished those who
disobeyed. After that, things went on as before.
The point of this, of course, is to demonstrate the need of the surplus labor army.

Without such an army, our present capitalist society would be powerless. Labor would
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organize as it never organized before, and the last least worker would be gathered into
the unions. The full product of toil would be demanded, and capitalist society would
crumble away. Nor could capitalist society save itself as did the post-Plague capitalist
society. The time is past when a handful of masters, by imprisonment and barbarous
punishment, can drive the legions of the workers to their tasks. Without a surplus labor
army, the courts, police, and military are impotent. In such matters the function of the
courts, police, and military is to preserve order, and to fill the places of strikers with
surplus labor. If there be no surplus labor to instate, there is no function to perform;
for disorder arises only during the process of instatement, when the striking labor army
and the surplus labor army clash together. That is to say, that which maintains the
integrity of the present industrial society more potently than the courts, police, and
military is the surplus labor army.
* * * * *
It has been shown that there are more men than there is work for men, and that the

surplus labor army is an economic necessity. To show how the tramp is a by-product
of this economic necessity, it is necessary to inquire into the composition of the surplus
labor army. What men form it? Why are they there? What do they do?
In the first place, since the workers must compete for employment, it inevitably

follows that it is the fit and efficient who find employment. The skilled worker holds
his place by virtue of his skill and efficiency. Were he less skilled, or were he unre-
liable or erratic, he would be swiftly replaced by a stronger competitor. The skilled
and steady employments are not cumbered with clowns and idiots. A man finds his
place according to his ability and the needs of the system, and those without abil-
ity, or incapable of satisfying the needs of the system, have no place. Thus, the poor
telegrapher may develop into an excellent wood-chopper. But if the poor telegrapher
cherishes the delusion that he is a good telegrapher, and at the same time disdains
all other employments, he will have no employment at all, or he will be so poor at all
other employments that he will work only now and again in lieu of better men. He
will be among the first let off when times are dull, and among the last taken on when
times are good. Or, to the point, he will be a member of the surplus labor army.
So the conclusion is reached that the less fit and less efficient, or the unfit and

inefficient, compose the surplus labor army. Here are to be found the men who have
tried and failed, the men who cannot hold jobs, — the plumber apprentice who could
not become a journeyman, and the plumber journeyman too clumsy and dull to retain
employment; switchmen who wreck trains; clerks who cannot balance books; black-
smiths who lame horses; lawyers who cannot plead; in short, the failures of every trade
and profession, and failures, many of them, in divers trades and professions. Failure
is writ large, and in their wretchedness they bear the stamp of social disapprobation.
Common work, any kind of work, wherever or however they can obtain it, is their
portion.
But these hereditary inefficients do not alone compose the surplus labor army. There

are the skilled but unsteady and unreliable men; and the old men, once skilled, but, with
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dwindling powers, no longer skilled. And there are good men, too, splendidly skilled
and efficient, but thrust out of the employment of dying or disaster-smitten industries.
In this connection it is not out of place to note the misfortune of the workers in the
British iron trades, who are suffering because of American inroads. And, last of all,
are the unskilled laborers, the hewers of wood and drawers of water, the ditch-diggers,
the men of pick and shovel, the helpers, lumpers, roustabouts. If trade is slack on
a seacoast of two thousand miles, or the harvests are light in a great interior valley,
myriads of these laborers lie idle, or make life miserable for their fellows in kindred
unskilled employments.
A constant filtration goes on in the working world, and good material is continually

drawn from the surplus labor army. Strikes and industrial dislocations shake up the
workers, bring good men to the surface and sink men as good or not so good. The hope
of the skilled striker is in that the scabs are less skilled, or less capable of becoming
skilled; yet each strike attests to the efficiency that lurks beneath. After the Pullman
strike, a few thousand railroad men were chagrined to find the work they had flung
down taken up by men as good as themselves.
But one thing must be considered here. Under the present system, if the weakest

and least fit were as strong and fit as the best, and the best were correspondingly
stronger and fitter, the same condition would obtain. There would be the same army
of employed labor, the same army of surplus labor. The whole thing is relative. There
is no absolute standard of efficiency.
* * * * *
Comes now the tramp. And all conclusions may be anticipated by saying at once

that he is a tramp because some one has to be a tramp. If he left the “road” and became
a very efficient common laborer, some ordinarily efficient common laborer would have
to take to the “road.” The nooks and crannies are crowded by the surplus laborers;
and when the first snow flies, and the tramps are driven into the cities, things become
overcrowded and stringent police regulations are necessary.
The tramp is one of two kinds of men: he is either a discouraged worker or a

discouraged criminal. Now a discouraged criminal, on investigation, proves to be a dis-
couraged worker, or the descendant of discouraged workers; so that, in the last analysis,
the tramp is a discouraged worker. Since there is not work for all, discouragement for
some is unavoidable. How, then, does this process of discouragement operate?
The lower the employment in the industrial scale, the harder the conditions. The

finer, the more delicate, the more skilled the trade, the higher is it lifted above the
struggle. There is less pressure, less sordidness, less savagery. There are fewer glass-
blowers proportionate to the needs of the glass-blowing industry than there are ditch-
diggers proportionate to the needs of the ditch-digging industry. And not only this, for
it requires a glass-blower to take the place of a striking glass-blower, while any kind of
a striker or out-of-work can take the place of a ditch-digger. So the skilled trades are
more independent, have more individuality and latitude. They may confer with their
masters, make demands, assert themselves. The unskilled laborers, on the other hand,
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have no voice in their affairs. The settlement of terms is none of their business. “Free
contract” is all that remains to them. They may take what is offered, or leave it. There
are plenty more of their kind. They do not count. They are members of the surplus
labor army, and must be content with a hand-to-mouth existence.
The reward is likewise proportioned. The strong, fit worker in a skilled trade, where

there is little labor pressure, is well compensated. He is a king compared with his less
fortunate brothers in the unskilled occupations where the labor pressure is great. The
mediocre worker not only is forced to be idle a large portion of the time, but when
employed is forced to accept a pittance. A dollar a day on some days and nothing on
other days will hardly support a man and wife and send children to school. And not
only do the masters bear heavily upon him, and his own kind struggle for the morsel
at his mouth, but all skilled and organized labor adds to his woe. Union men do not
scab on one another, but in strikes, or when work is slack, it is considered “fair” for
them to descend and take away the work of the common laborers. And take it away
they do; for, as a matter of fact, a well-fed, ambitious machinist or a core-maker will
transiently shovel coal better than an ill-fed, spiritless laborer.
Thus there is no encouragement for the unfit, inefficient, and mediocre. Their very

inefficiency and mediocrity make them helpless as cattle and add to their misery. And
the whole tendency for such is downward, until, at the bottom of the social pit, they
are wretched, inarticulate beasts, living like beasts, breeding like beasts, dying like
beasts. And how do they fare, these creatures born mediocre, whose heritage is neither
brains nor brawn nor endurance? They are sweated in the slums in an atmosphere of
discouragement and despair. There is no strength in weakness, no encouragement in
foul air, vile food, and dank dens. They are there because they are so made that they
are not fit to be higher up; but filth and obscenity do not strengthen the neck, nor
does chronic emptiness of belly stiffen the back.
For the mediocre there is no hope. Mediocrity is a sin. Poverty is the penalty of

failure, — poverty, from whose loins spring the criminal and the tramp, both failures,
both discouraged workers. Poverty is the inferno where ignorance festers and vice
corrodes, and where the physical, mental, and moral parts of nature are aborted and
denied.
That the charge of rashness in splashing the picture be not incurred, let the following

authoritative evidence be considered: first, the work and wages of mediocrity and
inefficiency, and, second, the habitat:
The New York Sun of February 28, 1901, describes the opening of a factory in

New York City by the American Tobacco Company. Cheroots were to be made in this
factory in competition with other factories which refused to be absorbed by the trust.
The trust advertised for girls. The crowd of men and boys who wanted work was so
great in front of the building that the police were forced with their clubs to clear them
away. The wage paid the girls was $2.50 per week, sixty cents of which went for car
fare.
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Miss Nellie Mason Auten, a graduate student of the department of sociology at the
University of Chicago, recently made a thorough investigation of the garment trades
of Chicago. Her figures were published in the American Journal of Sociology, and
commented upon by the Literary Digest. She found women working ten hours a day,
six days a week, for forty cents per week (a rate of two-thirds of a cent an hour). Many
women earned less than a dollar a week, and none of them worked every week. The
following table will best summarize Miss Auten’s investigations among a portion of
the garment-workers:
Industry
Average Individual Weekly Wages
Average Number Of Weeks Employed
Average Yearly Earnings
Dressmakers
$.90
42.
$37.00
Pants-Finishers
1.31
27.58
42.41
Housewives and Pants-Finishers
1.58
30.21
47.49
Seamstresses
2.03
32.78
64.10
Pants-makers
2.13
30.77
75.61
Miscellaneous
2.77
29.
81.80
Tailors
6.22
31.96
211.92
General Averages
2.48
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31.18
76.74
Walter A. Wyckoff, who is as great an authority upon the worker as Josiah Flynt

is on the tramp, furnishes the following Chicago experience:
“Many of the men were so weakened by the want and hardship of the winter that

they were no longer in condition for effective labor. Some of the bosses who were in
need of added hands were obliged to turn men away because of physical incapacity.
One instance of this I shall not soon forget. It was when I overheard, early one morning
at a factory gate, an interview between a would-be laborer and the boss. I knew the
applicant for a Russian Jew, who had at home an old mother and a wife and two young
children to support. He had had intermittent employment throughout the winter in a
sweater’s den, barely enough to keep them all alive, and, after the hardships of the
cold season, he was again in desperate straits for work.
“The boss had all but agreed to take him on for some sort of unskilled labor, when,

struck by the cadaverous look of the man, he told him to bare his arm. Up went the
sleeve of his coat and his ragged flannel shirt, exposing a naked arm with the muscles
nearly gone, and the blue-white transparent skin stretched over sinews and the outlines
of the bones. Pitiful beyond words was his effort to give a semblance of strength to the
biceps which rose faintly to the upward movement of the forearm. But the boss sent
him off with an oath and a contemptuous laugh; and I watched the fellow as he turned
down the street, facing the fact of his starving family with a despair at his heart which
only mortal man can feel and no mortal tongue can speak.”
Concerning habitat, Mr. Jacob Riis has stated that in New York City, in the block

bounded by Stanton, Houston, Attorney, and Ridge streets, the size of which is 200 by
300, there is a warren of 2244 human beings.
In the block bounded by Sixty-first and Sixty-second streets, and Amsterdam and

West End avenues, are over four thousand human creatures, — quite a comfortable
New England village to crowd into one city block.
The Rev. Dr. Behrends, speaking of the block bounded by Canal, Hester, Eldridge,

and Forsyth streets, says: “In a room 12 by 8 and 5½ feet high, it was found that nine
persons slept and prepared their food. . . . In another room, located in a dark cellar,
without screens or partitions, were together two men with their wives and a girl of
fourteen, two single men and a boy of seventeen, two women and four boys, — nine,
ten, eleven, and fifteen years old, — fourteen persons in all.”
Here humanity rots. Its victims, with grim humor, call it “tenant-house rot.” Or, as

a legislative report puts it: “Here infantile life unfolds its bud, but perishes before its
first anniversary. Here youth is ugly with loathsome disease, and the deformities which
follow physical degeneration.”
These are the men and women who are what they are because they were not better

born, or because they happened to be unluckily born in time and space. Gauged by
the needs of the system, they are weak and worthless. The hospital and the pauper’s
grave await them, and they offer no encouragement to the mediocre worker who has
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failed higher up in the industrial structure. Such a worker, conscious that he has failed,
conscious from the hard fact that he cannot obtain work in the higher employments,
finds several courses open to him. He may come down and be a beast in the social
pit, for instance; but if he be of a certain caliber, the effect of the social pit will be to
discourage him from work. In his blood a rebellion will quicken, and he will elect to
become either a felon or a tramp.
If he have fought the hard fight he is not unacquainted with the lure of the “road.”

When out of work and still undiscouraged, he has been forced to “hit the road” between
large cities in his quest for a job. He has loafed, seen the country and green things,
laughed in joy, lain on his back and listened to the birds singing overhead, unannoyed
by factory whistles and bosses’ harsh commands; and, most significant of all, he has
lived! That is the point! He has not starved to death. Not only has he been care-free
and happy, but he has lived! And from the knowledge that he has idled and is still
alive, he achieves a new outlook on life; and the more he experiences the unenviable
lot of the poor worker, the more the blandishments of the “road” take hold of him. And
finally he flings his challenge in the face of society, imposes a valorous boycott on all
work, and joins the far-wanderers of Hoboland, the gypsy folk of this latter day.
But the tramp does not usually come from the slums. His place of birth is ordinarily

a bit above, and sometimes a very great bit above. A confessed failure, he yet refuses to
accept the punishment, and swerves aside from the slum to vagabondage. The average
beast in the social pit is either too much of a beast, or too much of a slave to the
bourgeois ethics and ideals of his masters, to manifest this flicker of rebellion. But the
social pit, out of its discouragement and viciousness, breeds criminals, men who prefer
being beasts of prey to being beasts of work. And the mediocre criminal, in turn, the
unfit and inefficient criminal, is discouraged by the strong arm of the law and goes
over to trampdom.
These men, the discouraged worker and the discouraged criminal, voluntarily with-

draw themselves from the struggle for work. Industry does not need them. There are
no factories shut down through lack of labor, no projected railroads unbuilt for want
of pick-and-shovel men. Women are still glad to toil for a dollar a week, and men and
boys to clamor and fight for work at the factory gates. No one misses these discouraged
men, and in going away they have made it somewhat easier for those that remain.
* * * * *
So the case stands thus: There being more men than there is work for men to do, a

surplus labor army inevitably results. The surplus labor army is an economic necessity;
without it, present society would fall to pieces. Into the surplus labor army are herded
the mediocre, the inefficient, the unfit, and those incapable of satisfying the industrial
needs of the system. The struggle for work between the members of the surplus labor
army is sordid and savage, and at the bottom of the social pit the struggle is vicious and
beastly. This struggle tends to discouragement, and the victims of this discouragement
are the criminal and the tramp. The tramp is not an economic necessity such as the
surplus labor army, but he is the by-product of an economic necessity.
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The “road” is one of the safety-valves through which the waste of the social organ-
ism is given off. And being given off constitutes the negative function of the tramp.
Society, as at present organized, makes much waste of human life. This waste must
be eliminated. Chloroform or electrocution would be a simple, merciful solution of
this problem of elimination; but the ruling ethics, while permitting the human waste,
will not permit a humane elimination of that waste. This paradox demonstrates the
irreconcilability of theoretical ethics and industrial need.
And so the tramp becomes self-eliminating. And not only self! Since he is manifestly

unfit for things as they are, and since kind is prone to beget kind, it is necessary that
his kind cease with him, that his progeny shall not be, that he play the eunuch’s part
in this twentieth century after Christ. And he plays it. He does not breed. Sterility is
his portion, as it is the portion of the woman on the street. They might have been
mates, but society has decreed otherwise.
And, while it is not nice that these men should die, it is ordained that they must

die, and we should not quarrel with them if they cumber our highways and kitchen
stoops with their perambulating carcasses. This is a form of elimination we not only
countenance but compel. Therefore let us be cheerful and honest about it. Let us be
as stringent as we please with our police regulations, but for goodness’ sake let us
refrain from telling the tramp to go to work. Not only is it unkind, but it is untrue
and hypocritical. We know there is no work for him. As the scapegoat to our economic
and industrial sinning, or to the plan of things, if you will, we should give him credit.
Let us be just. He is so made. Society made him. He did not make himself.

The Scab
In a competitive society, where men struggle with one another for food and shelter,

what is more natural than that generosity, when it diminishes the food and shelter
of men other than he who is generous, should be held an accursed thing? Wise old
saws to the contrary, he who takes from a man’s purse takes from his existence. To
strike at a man’s food and shelter is to strike at his life; and in a society organized
on a tooth-and-nail basis, such an act, performed though it may be under the guise of
generosity, is none the less menacing and terrible.
It is for this reason that a laborer is so fiercely hostile to another laborer who offers

to work for less pay or longer hours. To hold his place, (which is to live), he must offset
this offer by another equally liberal, which is equivalent to giving away somewhat from
the food and shelter he enjoys. To sell his day’s work for $2, instead of $2.50, means
that he, his wife, and his children will not have so good a roof over their heads, so
warm clothes on their backs, so substantial food in their stomachs. Meat will be bought
less frequently and it will be tougher and less nutritious, stout new shoes will go less
often on the children’s feet, and disease and death will be more imminent in a cheaper
house and neighborhood.
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Thus the generous laborer, giving more of a day’s work for less return, (measured
in terms of food and shelter), threatens the life of his less generous brother laborer,
and at the best, if he does not destroy that life, he diminishes it. Whereupon the less
generous laborer looks upon him as an enemy, and, as men are inclined to do in a
tooth-and-nail society, he tries to kill the man who is trying to kill him.
When a striker kills with a brick the man who has taken his place, he has no sense of

wrong-doing. In the deepest holds of his being, though he does not reason the impulse,
he has an ethical sanction. He feels dimly that he has justification, just as the home-
defending Boer felt, though more sharply, with each bullet he fired at the invading
English. Behind every brick thrown by a striker is the selfish will “to live” of himself,
and the slightly altruistic will “to live” of his family. The family group came into the
world before the State group, and society, being still on the primitive basis of tooth
and nail, the will “to live” of the State is not so compelling to the striker as is the will
“to live” of his family and himself.
In addition to the use of bricks, clubs, and bullets, the selfish laborer finds it nec-

essary to express his feelings in speech. Just as the peaceful country-dweller calls the
sea-rover a “pirate,” and the stout burgher calls the man who breaks into his strong-
box a “robber,” so the selfish laborer applies the opprobrious epithet a “scab” to the
laborer who takes from him food and shelter by being more generous in the disposal of
his labor power. The sentimental connotation of “scab” is as terrific as that of “traitor”
or “Judas,” and a sentimental definition would be as deep and varied as the human
heart. It is far easier to arrive at what may be called a technical definition, worded
in commercial terms, as, for instance, that a scab is one who gives more value for the
same price than another.
The laborer who gives more time or strength or skill for the same wage than another,

or equal time or strength or skill for a less wage, is a scab. This generousness on his
part is hurtful to his fellow-laborers, for it compels them to an equal generousness
which is not to their liking, and which gives them less of food and shelter. But a word
may be said for the scab. Just as his act makes his rivals compulsorily generous, so do
they, by fortune of birth and training, make compulsory his act of generousness. He
does not scab because he wants to scab. No whim of the spirit, no burgeoning of the
heart, leads him to give more of his labor power than they for a certain sum.
It is because he cannot get work on the same terms as they that he is a scab. There

is less work than there are men to do work. This is patent, else the scab would not
loom so large on the labor-market horizon. Because they are stronger than he, or more
skilled, or more energetic, it is impossible for him to take their places at the same
wage. To take their places he must give more value, must work longer hours or receive
a smaller wage. He does so, and he cannot help it, for his will “to live” is driving him
on as well as they are being driven on by their will “to live”; and to live he must win
food and shelter, which he can do only by receiving permission to work from some
man who owns a bit of land or a piece of machinery. And to receive permission from
this man, he must make the transaction profitable for him.
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Viewed in this light, the scab, who gives more labor power for a certain price than
his fellows, is not so generous after all. He is no more generous with his energy than
the chattel slave and the convict laborer, who, by the way, are the almost perfect scabs.
They give their labor power for about the minimum possible price. But, within limits,
they may loaf and malinger, and, as scabs, are exceeded by the machine, which never
loafs and malingers and which is the ideally perfect scab.
It is not nice to be a scab. Not only is it not in good social taste and comradeship,

but, from the standpoint of food and shelter, it is bad business policy. Nobody desires
to scab, to give most for least. The ambition of every individual is quite the opposite,
to give least for most; and, as a result, living in a tooth-and-nail society, battle royal is
waged by the ambitious individuals. But in its most salient aspect, that of the struggle
over the division of the joint product, it is no longer a battle between individuals, but
between groups of individuals. Capital and labor apply themselves to raw material,
make something useful out of it, add to its value, and then proceed to quarrel over
the division of the added value. Neither cares to give most for least. Each is intent on
giving less than the other and on receiving more.
Labor combines into its unions, capital into partnerships, associations, corporations,

and trusts. A group-struggle is the result, in which the individuals, as individuals, play
no part. The Brotherhood of Carpenters and Joiners, for instance, serves notice on the
Master Builders’ Association that it demands an increase of the wage of its members
from $3.50 a day to $4, and a Saturday half-holiday without pay. This means that the
carpenters are trying to give less for more. Where they received $21 for six full days,
they are endeavoring to get $22 for five days and a half, — that is, they will work half
a day less each week and receive a dollar more.
Also, they expect the Saturday half-holiday to give work to one additional man for

each eleven previously employed. This last affords a splendid example of the develop-
ment of the group idea. In this particular struggle the individual has no chance at all
for life. The individual carpenter would be crushed like a mote by the Master Builders’
Association, and like a mote the individual master builder would be crushed by the
Brotherhood of Carpenters and Joiners.
In the group-struggle over the division of the joint product, labor utilizes the union

with its two great weapons, the strike and the boycott; while capital utilizes the trust
and the association, the weapons of which are the black-list, the lockout, and the scab.
The scab is by far the most formidable weapon of the three. He is the man who breaks
strikes and causes all the trouble. Without him there would be no trouble, for the
strikers are willing to remain out peacefully and indefinitely so long as other men are
not in their places, and so long as the particular aggregation of capital with which they
are fighting is eating its head off in enforced idleness.
But both warring groups have reserve weapons. Were it not for the scab, these

weapons would not be brought into play. But the scab takes the place of the striker,
who begins at once to wield a most powerful weapon, terrorism. The will “to live” of the
scab recoils from the menace of broken bones and violent death. With all due respect

145



to the labor leaders, who are not to be blamed for volubly asseverating otherwise,
terrorism is a well-defined and eminently successful policy of the labor unions. It has
probably won them more strikes than all the rest of the weapons in their arsenal. This
terrorism, however, must be clearly understood. It is directed solely against the scab,
placing him in such fear for life and limb as to drive him out of the contest. But when
terrorism gets out of hand and inoffensive non-combatants are injured, law and order
threatened, and property destroyed, it becomes an edged tool that cuts both ways.
This sort of terrorism is sincerely deplored by the labor leaders, for it has probably
lost them as many strikes as have been lost by any other single cause.
The scab is powerless under terrorism. As a rule, he is not so good nor gritty a

man as the men he is displacing, and he lacks their fighting organization. He stands
in dire need of stiffening and backing. His employers, the capitalists, draw their two
remaining weapons, the ownership of which is debatable, but which they for the time
being happen to control. These two weapons may be called the political and judicial
machinery of society. When the scab crumples up and is ready to go down before
the fists, bricks, and bullets of the labor group, the capitalist group puts the police
and soldiers into the field, and begins a general bombardment of injunctions. Victory
usually follows, for the labor group cannot withstand the combined assault of gatling
guns and injunctions.
But it has been noted that the ownership of the political and judicial machinery of

society is debatable. In the Titanic struggle over the division of the joint product, each
group reaches out for every available weapon. Nor are they blinded by the smoke of
conflict. They fight their battles as coolly and collectedly as ever battles were fought
on paper. The capitalist group has long since realized the immense importance of
controlling the political and judicial machinery of society.
Taught by gatlings and injunctions, which have smashed many an otherwise suc-

cessful strike, the labor group is beginning to realize that it all depends upon who is
behind and who is before the gatlings and the injunctions. And he who knows the
labor movement knows that there is slowly growing up and being formulated a clear
and definite policy for the capture of the political and judicial machinery.
This is the terrible spectre which Mr. John Graham Brooks sees looming porten-

tously over the twentieth century world. No man may boast a more intimate knowledge
of the labor movement than he; and he reiterates again and again the dangerous like-
lihood of the whole labor group capturing the political machinery of society. As he
says in his recent book: “It is not probable that employers can destroy unionism
in the United States. Adroit and desperate attempts will, however, be made, if we
mean by unionism the undisciplined and aggressive fact of vigorous and determined
organizations. If capital should prove too strong in this struggle, the result is easy to
predict. The employers have only to convince organized labor that it cannot hold its
own against the capitalist manager, and the whole energy that now goes to the union
will turn to an aggressive political socialism. It will not be the harmless sympathy
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with increased city and state functions which trade unions already feel; it will become
a turbulent political force bent upon using every weapon of taxation against the rich.”
This struggle not to be a scab, to avoid giving more for less and to succeed in

giving less for more, is more vital than it would appear on the surface. The capitalist
and labor groups are locked together in desperate battle, and neither side is swayed
by moral considerations more than skin-deep. The labor group hires business agents,
lawyers, and organizers, and is beginning to intimidate legislators by the strength of its
solid vote; and more directly, in the near future, it will attempt to control legislation
by capturing it bodily through the ballot-box. On the other hand, the capitalist group,
numerically weaker, hires newspapers, universities, and legislatures, and strives to bend
to its need all the forces which go to mould public opinion.
The only honest morality displayed by either side is white-hot indignation at the

iniquities of the other side. The striking teamster complacently takes a scab driver into
an alley, and with an iron bar breaks his arms, so that he can drive no more, but cries
out to high Heaven for justice when the capitalist breaks his skull by means of a club
in the hands of a policeman. Nay, the members of a union will declaim in impassioned
rhetoric for the God-given right of an eight-hour day, and at the time be working their
own business agent seventeen hours out of the twenty-four.
A capitalist such as Collis P. Huntington, and his name is Legion, after a long life

spent in buying the aid of countless legislatures, will wax virtuously wrathful, and con-
demn in unmeasured terms “the dangerous tendency of crying out to the Government
for aid” in the way of labor legislation. Without a quiver, a member of the capitalist
group will run tens of thousands of pitiful child-laborers through his life-destroying
cotton factories, and weep maudlin and constitutional tears over one scab hit in the
back with a brick. He will drive a “compulsory” free contract with an unorganized
laborer on the basis of a starvation wage, saying, “Take it or leave it,” knowing that
to leave it means to die of hunger, and in the next breath, when the organizer entices
that laborer into a union, will storm patriotically about the inalienable right of all men
to work. In short, the chief moral concern of either side is with the morals of the other
side. They are not in the business for their moral welfare, but to achieve the enviable
position of the non-scab who gets more than he gives.
But there is more to the question than has yet been discussed. The labor scab is

no more detestable to his brother laborers than is the capitalist scab to his brother
capitalists. A capitalist may get most for least in dealing with his laborers, and in so
far be a non-scab; but at the same time, in his dealings with his fellow-capitalists, he
may give most for least and be the very worst kind of scab. The most heinous crime an
employer of labor can commit is to scab on his fellow-employers of labor. Just as the
individual laborers have organized into groups to protect themselves from the peril of
the scab laborer, so have the employers organized into groups to protect themselves
from the peril of the scab employer. The employers’ federations, associations, and
trusts are nothing more nor less than unions. They are organized to destroy scabbing
amongst themselves and to encourage scabbing amongst others. For this reason they
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pool interests, determine prices, and present an unbroken and aggressive front to the
labor group.
As has been said before, nobody likes to play the compulsorily generous role of scab.

It is a bad business proposition on the face of it. And it is patent that there would be
no capitalist scabs if there were not more capital than there is work for capital to do.
When there are enough factories in existence to supply, with occasional stoppages, a
certain commodity, the building of new factories by a rival concern, for the production
of that commodity, is plain advertisement that that capital is out of a job. The first
act of this new aggregation of capital will be to cut prices, to give more for less, — in
short to scab, to strike at the very existence of the less generous aggregation of capital
the work of which it is trying to do.
No scab capitalist strives to give more for less for any other reason than that he

hopes, by undercutting a competitor and driving that competitor out of the market,
to get that market and its profits for himself. His ambition is to achieve the day when
he shall stand alone in the field both as buyer and seller, — when he will be the royal
non-scab, buying most for least, selling least for most, and reducing all about him, the
small buyers and sellers, (the consumers and the laborers), to a general condition of
scabdom. This, for example, has been the history of Mr. Rockefeller and the Standard
Oil Company. Through all the sordid villanies of scabdom he has passed, until today
he is a most regal non-scab. However, to continue in this enviable position, he must be
prepared at a moment’s notice to go scabbing again. And he is prepared. Whenever a
competitor arises, Mr. Rockefeller changes about from giving least for most and gives
most for least with such a vengeance as to drive the competitor out of existence.
The banded capitalists discriminate against a scab capitalist by refusing him trade

advantages, and by combining against him in most relentless fashion. The banded
laborers, discriminating against a scab laborer in more primitive fashion, with a club,
are no more merciless than the banded capitalists.
Mr. Casson tells of a New York capitalist who withdrew from the Sugar Union

several years ago and became a scab. He was worth something like twenty millions of
dollars. But the Sugar Union, standing shoulder to shoulder with the Railroad Union
and several other unions, beat him to his knees till he cried, “Enough.” So frightfully
did they beat him that he was obliged to turn over to his creditors his home, his
chickens, and his gold watch. In point of fact, he was as thoroughly bludgeoned by the
Federation of Capitalist Unions as ever scab workman was bludgeoned by a labor union.
The intent in either case is the same, — to destroy the scab’s producing power. The
labor scab with concussion of the brain is put out of business, and so is the capitalist
scab who has lost all his dollars down to his chickens and his watch.
But the rôle of scab passes beyond the individual. Just as individuals scab on

other individuals, so do groups scab on other groups. And the principle involved is
precisely the same as in the case of the simple labor scab. A group, in the nature of its
organization, is often compelled to give most for least, and, so doing, to strike at the life
of another group. At the present moment all Europe is appalled by that colossal scab,
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the United States. And Europe is clamorous with agitation for a Federation of National
Unions to protect her from the United States. It may be remarked, in passing, that
in its prime essentials this agitation in no wise differs from the trade-union agitation
among workmen in any industry. The trouble is caused by the scab who is giving most
for least. The result of the American scab’s nefarious actions will be to strike at the
food and shelter of Europe. The way for Europe to protect herself is to quit bickering
among her parts and to form a union against the scab. And if the union is formed,
armies and navies may be expected to be brought into play in fashion similar to the
bricks and clubs in ordinary labor struggles.
In this connection, and as one of many walking delegates for the nations, M. Leroy-

Beaulieu, the noted French economist, may well be quoted. In a letter to the Vienna
Tageblatt, he advocates an economic alliance among the Continental nations for the
purpose of barring out American goods, an economic alliance, in his own language,
“which may possibly and desirably develop into a political alliance.”
It will be noted, in the utterances of the Continental walking delegates, that, one

and all, they leave England out of the proposed union. And in England herself the
feeling is growing that her days are numbered if she cannot unite for offence and
defence with the great American scab. As Andrew Carnegie said some time ago, “The
only course for Great Britain seems to be reunion with her grandchild or sure decline
to a secondary place, and then to comparative insignificance in the future annals of
the English-speaking race.”
Cecil Rhodes, speaking of what would have obtained but for the pig-headedness of

George III, and of what will obtain when England and the United States are united,
said, “No cannon would. . . be fired on either hemisphere but by permission of The
English race.” It would seem that England, fronted by the hostile Continental Union
and flanked by the great American scab, has nothing left but to join with the scab and
play the historic labor rôle of armed Pinkerton. Granting the words of Cecil Rhodes,
the United States would be enabled to scab without let or hindrance on Europe, while
England, as professional strike-breaker and policeman, destroyed the unions and kept
order.
All this may appear fantastic and erroneous, but there is in it a soul of truth vastly

more significant than it may seem. Civilization may be expressed today in terms of
trade-unionism. Individual struggles have largely passed away, but group-struggles
increase prodigiously. And the things for which the groups struggle are the same as of
old. Shorn of all subtleties and complexities, the chief struggle of men, and of groups
of men, is for food and shelter. And, as of old they struggled with tooth and nail, so
today they struggle with teeth and nails elongated into armies and navies, machines,
and economic advantages.
Under the definition that a scab is one who gives more value for the same price

than another, it would seem that society can be generally divided into the two classes
of the scabs and the non-scabs. But on closer investigation, however, it will be seen
that the non-scab is a vanishing quantity. In the social jungle, everybody is preying
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upon everybody else. As in the case of Mr. Rockefeller, he who was a scab yesterday
is a non-scab today, and tomorrow may be a scab again.
The woman stenographer or book-keeper who receives forty dollars per month where

a man was receiving seventy-five is a scab. So is the woman who does a man’s work
at a weaving-machine, and the child who goes into the mill or factory. And the father,
who is scabbed out of work by the wives and children of other men, sends his own wife
and children to scab in order to save himself.
When a publisher offers an author better royalties than other publishers have been

paying him, he is scabbing on those other publishers. The reporter on a newspaper,
who feels he should be receiving a larger salary for his work, says so, and is shown
the door, is replaced by a reporter who is a scab; whereupon, when the belly-need
presses, the displaced reporter goes to another paper and scabs himself. The minister
who hardens his heart to a call, and waits for a certain congregation to offer him say
$500 a year more, often finds himself scabbed upon by another and more impecunious
minister; and the next time it is his turn to scab while a brother minister is hardening
his heart to a call. The scab is everywhere. The professional strike-breakers, who as a
class receive large wages, will scab on one another, while scab unions are even formed
to prevent scabbing upon scabs.
There are non-scabs, but they are usually born so, and are protected by the whole

might of society in the possession of their food and shelter. King Edward is such a
type, as are all individuals who receive hereditary food-and-shelter privileges, — such
as the present Duke of Bedford, for instance, who yearly receives $75,000 from the
good people of London because some former king gave some former ancestor of his the
market privileges of Covent Garden. The irresponsible rich are likewise non-scabs, —
and by them is meant that coupon-clipping class which hires its managers and brains
to invest the money usually left it by its ancestors.
Outside these lucky creatures, all the rest, at one time or another in their lives, are

scabs, at one time or another are engaged in giving more for a certain price than any
one else. The meek professor in some endowed institution, by his meek suppression of
his convictions, is giving more for his salary than gave the other and more outspoken
professor whose chair he occupies. And when a political party dangles a full dinner-pail
in the eyes of the toiling masses, it is offering more for a vote than the dubious dollar
of the opposing party. Even a money-lender is not above taking a slightly lower rate
of interest and saying nothing about it.
Such is the tangle of conflicting interests in a tooth-and-nail society that people

cannot avoid being scabs, are often made so against their desires, and are often un-
consciously made so. When several trades in a certain locality demand and receive an
advance in wages, they are unwittingly making scabs of their fellow-laborers in that
district who have received no advance in wages. In San Francisco the barbers, laundry-
workers, and milk-wagon drivers received such an advance in wages. Their employers
promptly added the amount of this advance to the selling price of their wares. The
price of shaves, of washing, and of milk went up. This reduced the purchasing power
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of the unorganized laborers, and, in point of fact, reduced their wages and made them
greater scabs.
Because the British laborer is disinclined to scab, — that is, because he restricts

his output in order to give less for the wage he receives, — it is to a certain extent
made possible for the American capitalist, who receives a less restricted output from
his laborers, to play the scab on the English capitalist. As a result of this, (of course
combined with other causes), the American capitalist and the American laborer are
striking at the food and shelter of the English capitalist and laborer.
The English laborer is starving today because, among other things, he is not a scab.

He practises the policy of “ca’ canny,” which may be defined as “go easy.” In order to
get most for least, in many trades he performs but from one-fourth to one-sixth of
the labor he is well able to perform. An instance of this is found in the building of
the Westinghouse Electric Works at Manchester. The British limit per man was 400
bricks per day. The Westinghouse Company imported a “driving” American contractor,
aided by half a dozen “driving” American foremen, and the British bricklayer swiftly
attained an average of 1800 bricks per day, with a maximum of 2500 bricks for the
plainest work.
But, the British laborer’s policy of “ca’ canny,” which is the very honorable one

of giving least for most, and which is likewise the policy of the English capitalist,
is nevertheless frowned upon by the English capitalist, whose business existence is
threatened by the great American scab. From the rise of the factory system, the English
capitalist gladly embraced the opportunity, wherever he found it, of giving least for
most. He did it all over the world whenever he enjoyed a market monopoly, and he
did it at home with the laborers employed in his mills, destroying them like flies till
prevented, within limits, by the passage of the Factory Acts. Some of the proudest
fortunes of England today may trace their origin to the giving of least for most to the
miserable slaves of the factory towns. But at the present time the English capitalist
is outraged because his laborers are employing against him precisely the same policy
he employed against them, and which he would employ again did the chance present
itself.
Yet “ca’ canny” is a disastrous thing to the British laborer. It has driven ship-building

from England to Scotland, bottle-making from Scotland to Belgium, flint-glass-making
from England to Germany, and today is steadily driving industry after industry to
other countries. A correspondent from Northampton wrote not long ago: “Factories
are working half and third time. . . . There is no strike, there is no real labor trouble,
but the masters and men are alike suffering from sheer lack of employment. Markets
which were once theirs are now American.” It would seem that the unfortunate British
laborer is ’twixt the devil and the deep sea. If he gives most for least, he faces a frightful
slavery such as marked the beginning of the factory system. If he gives least for most,
he drives industry away to other countries and has no work at all.
But the union laborers of the United States have nothing of which to boast, while,

according to their trade-union ethics, they have a great deal of which to be ashamed.
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They passionately preach short hours and big wages, the shorter the hours and the
bigger the wages the better. Their hatred for a scab is as terrible as the hatred of a
patriot for a traitor, of a Christian for a Judas. And in the face of all this, they are as
colossal scabs as the United States is a colossal scab. For all of their boasted unions
and high labor ideals, they are about the most thoroughgoing scabs on the planet.
Receiving $4.50 per day, because of his proficiency and immense working power,

the American laborer has been known to scab upon scabs (so called) who took his
place and received only $0.90 per day for a longer day. In this particular instance, five
Chinese coolies, working longer hours, gave less value for the price received from their
employer than did one American laborer.
It is upon his brother laborers overseas that the American laborer most outrageously

scabs. As Mr. Casson has shown, an English nail-maker gets $3 per week, while an
American nail-maker gets $30. But the English worker turns out 200 pounds of nails
per week, while the American turns out 5500 pounds. If he were as “fair” as his English
brother, other things being equal, he would be receiving, at the English worker’s rate of
pay, $82.50. As it is, he is scabbing upon his English brother to the tune of $79.50 per
week. Dr. Schultze-Gaevernitz has shown that a German weaver produces 466 yards
of cotton a week at a cost of .303 per yard, while an American weaver produces 1200
yards at a cost of .02 per yard.
But, it may be objected, a great part of this is due to the more improved American

machinery. Very true, but none the less a great part is still due to the superior energy,
skill, and willingness of the American laborer. The English laborer is faithful to the
policy of “ca’ canny.” He refuses point-blank to get the work out of a machine that
the New World scab gets out of a machine. Mr. Maxim, observing a wasteful hand-
labor process in his English factory, invented a machine which he proved capable of
displacing several men. But workman after workman was put at the machine, and
without exception they turned out neither more nor less than a workman turned out
by hand. They obeyed the mandate of the union and went easy, while Mr. Maxim
gave up in despair. Nor will the British workman run machines at as high speed as the
American, nor will he run so many. An American workman will “give equal attention
simultaneously to three, four, or six machines or tools, while the British workman is
compelled by his trade union to limit his attention to one, so that employment may
be given to half a dozen men.”
But for scabbing, no blame attaches itself anywhere. With rare exceptions, all the

people in the world are scabs. The strong, capable workman gets a job and holds it
because of his strength and capacity. And he holds it because out of his strength and
capacity he gives a better value for his wage than does the weaker and less capable
workman. Therefore he is scabbing upon his weaker and less capable brother workman.
He is giving more value for the price paid by the employer.
The superior workman scabs upon the inferior workman because he is so constituted

and cannot help it. The one, by fortune of birth and upbringing, is strong and capable;
the other, by fortune of birth and upbringing, is not so strong nor capable. It is for
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the same reason that one country scabs upon another. That country which has the
good fortune to possess great natural resources, a finer sun and soil, unhampering
institutions, and a deft and intelligent labor class and capitalist class is bound to scab
upon a country less fortunately situated. It is the good fortune of the United States
that is making her the colossal scab, just as it is the good fortune of one man to be
born with a straight back while his brother is born with a hump.
It is not good to give most for least, not good to be a scab. The word has gained

universal opprobrium. On the other hand, to be a non-scab, to give least for most, is
universally branded as stingy, selfish, and unchristian-like. So all the world, like the
British workman, is ’twixt the devil and the deep sea. It is treason to one’s fellows to
scab, it is unchristian-like not to scab.
Since to give least for most, and to give most for least, are universally bad, what

remains? Equity remains, which is to give like for like, the same for the same, neither
more nor less. But this equity, society, as at present constituted, cannot give. It is not
in the nature of present-day society for men to give like for like, the same for the same.
And so long as men continue to live in this competitive society, struggling tooth and
nail with one another for food and shelter, (which is to struggle tooth and nail with
one another for life), that long will the scab continue to exist. His will “to live” will
force him to exist. He may be flouted and jeered by his brothers, he may be beaten
with bricks and clubs by the men who by superior strength and capacity scab upon
him as he scabs upon them by longer hours and smaller wages, but through it all he
will persist, giving a bit more of most for least than they are giving.

The Question of the Maximum
For any social movement or development there must be a maximum limit beyond

which it cannot proceed. That civilization which does not advance must decline, and
so, when the maximum of development has been reached in any given direction, society
must either retrograde or change the direction of its advance. There are many families
of men that have failed, in the critical period of their economic evolution, to effect
a change in direction, and were forced to fall back. Vanquished at the moment of
their maximum, they have dropped out of the whirl of the world. There was no room
for them. Stronger competitors have taken their places, and they have either rotted
into oblivion or remain to be crushed under the iron heel of the dominant races in as
remorseless a struggle as the world has yet witnessed. But in this struggle fair women
and chivalrous men will play no part. Types and ideals have changed. Helens and
Launcelots are anachronisms. Blows will be given and taken, and men fight and die,
but not for faiths and altars. Shrines will be desecrated, but they will be the shrines,
not of temples, but market-places. Prophets will arise, but they will be the prophets
of prices and products. Battles will be waged, not for honor and glory, nor for thrones
and sceptres, but for dollars and cents and for marts and exchanges. Brain and not
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brawn will endure, and the captains of war will be commanded by the captains of
industry. In short, it will be a contest for the mastery of the world’s commerce and for
industrial supremacy.
It is more significant, this struggle into which we have plunged, for the fact that

it is the first struggle to involve the globe. No general movement of man has been so
wide-spreading, so far-reaching. Quite local was the supremacy of any ancient people;
likewise the rise to empire of Macedonia and Rome, the waves of Arabian valor and
fanaticism, and the mediæval crusades to the Holy Sepulchre. But since those times
the planet has undergone a unique shrinkage.
The world of Homer, limited by the coast-lines of the Mediterranean and Black seas,

was a far vaster world than ours of today, which we weigh, measure, and compute as
accurately and as easily as if it were a child’s play-ball. Steam has made its parts
accessible and drawn them closer together. The telegraph annihilates space and time.
Each morning, every part knows what every other part is thinking, contemplating,
or doing. A discovery in a German laboratory is being demonstrated in San Francisco
within twenty-four hours. A book written in South Africa is published by simultaneous
copyright in every English-speaking country, and on the day following is in the hands
of the translators. The death of an obscure missionary in China, or of a whiskey-
smuggler in the South Seas, is served, the world over, with the morning toast. The
wheat output of Argentine or the gold of Klondike are known wherever men meet and
trade. Shrinkage, or centralization, has become such that the humblest clerk in any
metropolis may place his hand on the pulse of the world. The planet has indeed grown
very small; and because of this, no vital movement can remain in the clime or country
where it takes its rise.
And so today the economic and industrial impulse is world-wide. It is a matter of

import to every people. None may be careless of it. To do so is to perish. It is become a
battle, the fruits of which are to the strong, and to none but the strongest of the strong.
As the movement approaches its maximum, centralization accelerates and competition
grows keener and closer. The competitor nations cannot all succeed. So long as the
movement continues its present direction, not only will there not be room for all, but
the room that is will become less and less; and when the moment of the maximum is
at hand, there will be no room at all. Capitalistic production will have overreached
itself, and a change of direction will then be inevitable.
Divers queries arise: What is the maximum of commercial development the world

can sustain? How far can it be exploited? How much capital is necessary? Can sufficient
capital be accumulated? A brief résumé of the industrial history of the last one hundred
years or so will be relevant at this stage of the discussion. Capitalistic production, in its
modern significance, was born of the industrial revolution in England in the latter half
of the eighteenth century. The great inventions of that period were both its father and
its mother, while, as Mr. Brooks Adams has shown, the looted treasure of India was
the potent midwife. Had there not been an unwonted increase of capital, the impetus
would not have been given to invention, while even steam might have languished for
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generations instead of at once becoming, as it did, the most prominent factor in the
new method of production. The improved application of these inventions in the first
decades of the nineteenth century mark the transition from the domestic to the factory
system of manufacture and inaugurated the era of capitalism. The magnitude of this
revolution is manifested by the fact that England alone had invented the means and
equipped herself with the machinery whereby she could overstock the world’s markets.
The home market could not consume a tithe of the home product. To manufacture this
home product she had sacrificed her agriculture. She must buy her food from abroad,
and to do so she must sell her goods abroad.
But the struggle for commercial supremacy had not yet really begun. England was

without a rival. Her navies controlled the sea. Her armies and her insular position gave
her peace at home. The world was hers to exploit. For nearly fifty years she dominated
the European, American, and Indian trade, while the great wars then convulsing society
were destroying possible competitive capital and straining consumption to its utmost.
The pioneer of the industrial nations, she thus received such a start in the new race
for wealth that it is only today the other nations have succeeded in overtaking her. In
1820 the volume of her trade (imports and exports) was £68,000,000. In 1899 it had
increased to £815,000,000, — an increase of 1200 per cent in the volume of trade.
For nearly one hundred years England has been producing surplus value. She has

been producing far more than she consumes, and this excess has swelled the volume
of her capital. This capital has been invested in her enterprises at home and abroad,
and in her shipping. In 1898 the Stock Exchange estimated British capital invested
abroad at £1,900,000,000. But hand in hand with her foreign investments have grown
her adverse balances of trade. For the ten years ending with 1868, her average yearly
adverse balance was £52,000,000; ending with 1878, £81,000,000; ending with 1888,
£101,000,000; and ending with 1898, £133,000,000. In the single year of 1897 it reached
the portentous sum of £157,000,000.
But England’s adverse balances of trade in themselves are nothing at which to be

frightened. Hitherto they have been paid from out the earnings of her shipping and
the interest on her foreign investments. But what does cause anxiety, however, is that,
relative to the trade development of other countries, her export trade is falling off,
without a corresponding diminution of her imports, and that her securities and foreign
holdings do not seem able to stand the added strain. These she is being forced to sell
in order to pull even. As the London Times gloomily remarks, “We are entering the
twentieth century on the down grade, after a prolonged period of business activity,
high wages, high profits, and overflowing revenue.” In other words, the mighty grasp
England held over the resources and capital of the world is being relaxed. The control
of its commerce and banking is slipping through her fingers. The sale of her foreign
holdings advertises the fact that other nations are capable of buying them, and, further,
that these other nations are busily producing surplus value.
The movement has become general. Today, passing from country to country, an ever-

increasing tide of capital is welling up. Production is doubling and quadrupling upon
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itself. It used to be that the impoverished or undeveloped nations turned to England
when it came to borrowing, but now Germany is competing keenly with her in this
matter. France is not averse to lending great sums to Russia, and Austria-Hungary
has capital and to spare for foreign holdings.
Nor has the United States failed to pass from the side of the debtor to that of

the creditor nations. She, too, has become wise in the way of producing surplus value.
She has been successful in her efforts to secure economic emancipation. Possessing but
5 per cent of the world’s population and producing 32 per cent of the world’s food
supply, she has been looked upon as the world’s farmer; but now, amidst general con-
sternation, she comes forward as the world’s manufacturer. In 1888 her manufactured
exports amounted to $130,300,087; in 1896, to $253,681,541; in 1897, to $279,652,721;
in 1898, to $307,924,994; in 1899, to $338,667,794; and in 1900, to $432,000,000. Re-
garding her growing favorable balances of trade, it may be noted that not only are
her imports not increasing, but they are actually falling off, while her exports in the
last decade have increased 72.4 per cent. In ten years her imports from Europe have
been reduced from $474,000,000 to $439,000,000; while in the same time her exports
have increased from $682,000,000 to $1,111,000,000. Her balance of trade in her favor
in 1895 was $75,000,000; in 1896, over $100,000,000; in 1897, nearly $300,000,000; in
1898, $615,000,000; in 1899, $530,000,000; and in 1900, $648,000,000.
In the matter of iron, the United States, which in 1840 had not dreamed of entering

the field of international competition, in 1897, as much to her own surprise as any one
else’s, undersold the English in their own London market. In 1899 there was but one
American locomotive in Great Britain; but, of the five hundred locomotives sold abroad
by the United States in 1902, England bought more than any other country. Russia is
operating a thousand of them on her own roads today. In one instance the American
manufacturers contracted to deliver a locomotive in four and one-half months for $9250,
the English manufacturers requiring twenty-four months for delivery at $14,000. The
Clyde shipbuilders recently placed orders for 150,000 tons of plates at a saving of
$250,000, and the American steel going into the making of the new London subway
is taken as a matter of course. American tools stand above competition the world
over. Ready-made boots and shoes are beginning to flood Europe, — the same with
machinery, bicycles, agricultural implements, and all kinds of manufactured goods.
A correspondent from Hamburg, speaking of the invasion of American trade, says:
“Incidentally, it may be remarked that the typewriting machine with which this article
is written, as well as the thousands — nay, hundreds of thousands — of others that
are in use throughout the world, were made in America; that it stands on an American
table, in an office furnished with American desks, bookcases, and chairs, which cannot
be made in Europe of equal quality, so practical and convenient, for a similar price.”
In 1893 and 1894, because of the distrust of foreign capital, the United States was

forced to buy back American securities held abroad; but in 1897 and 1898 she bought
back American securities held abroad, not because she had to, but because she chose
to. And not only has she bought back her own securities, but in the last eight years
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she has become a buyer of the securities of other countries. In the money markets of
London, Paris, and Berlin she is a lender of money. Carrying the largest stock of gold
in the world, the world, in moments of danger, when crises of international finance
loom large, looks to her vast lending ability for safety.
Thus, in a few swift years, has the United States drawn up to the van where the

great industrial nations are fighting for commercial and financial empire. The figures
of the race, in which she passed England, are interesting:
Year
United States Exports
United Kingdom Exports
1875
$497,263,737
$1,087,497,000
1885
673,593,506
1,037,124,000
1895
807,742,415
1,100,452,000
1896
986,830,080
1,168,671,000
1897
1,079,834,296
1,139,882,000
1898
1,233,564,828
1,135,642,000
1899
1,253,466,000
1,287,971,000
1900
1,453,013,659
1,418,348,000
As Mr. Henry Demarest Lloyd has noted, “When the news reached Germany of the

new steel trust in America, the stocks of the iron and steel mills listed on the Berlin
Bourse fell.” While Europe has been talking and dreaming of the greatness which was,
the United States has been thinking and planning and doing for the greatness to be.
Her captains of industry and kings of finance have toiled and sweated at organizing
and consolidating production and transportation. But this has been merely the de-
velopmental stage, the tuning-up of the orchestra. With the twentieth century rises
the curtain on the play, — a play which shall have much in it of comedy and a vast
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deal of tragedy, and which has been well named The Capitalistic Conquest of Eu-
rope by America. Nations do not die easily, and one of the first moves of Europe will
be the erection of tariff walls. America, however, will fittingly reply, for already her
manufacturers are establishing works in France and Germany. And when the German
trade journals refused to accept American advertisements, they found their country
flamingly bill-boarded in buccaneer American fashion.
M. Leroy-Beaulieu, the French economist, is passionately preaching a commercial

combination of the whole Continent against the United States, — a commercial al-
liance which, he boldly declares, should become a political alliance. And in this he is
not alone, finding ready sympathy and ardent support in Austria, Italy, and Germany.
Lord Rosebery said, in a recent speech before the Wolverhampton Chamber of Com-
merce: “The Americans, with their vast and almost incalculable resources, their acute-
ness and enterprise, and their huge population, which will probably be 100,000,000
in twenty years, together with the plan they have adopted for putting accumulated
wealth into great coöperative syndicates or trusts for the purpose of carrying on this
great commercial warfare, are the most formidable . . . rivals to be feared.”
The London Times says: “It is useless to disguise the fact that Great Britain is

being outdistanced. The competition does not come from the glut caused by miscal-
culation as to the home demand. Our own steel-makers know better and are alarmed.
The threatened competition in markets hitherto our own comes from efficiency in pro-
duction such as never before has been seen.” Even the British naval supremacy is in
danger, continues the same paper, “for, if we lose our engineering supremacy, our naval
supremacy will follow, unless held on sufferance by our successful rivals.”
And the Edinburgh Evening News says, with editorial gloom: “The iron and steel

trades have gone from us. When the fictitious prosperity caused by the expenditure
of our own Government and that of European nations on armaments ceases, half of
the men employed in these industries will be turned into the streets. The outlook is
appalling. What suffering will have to be endured before the workers realize that there
is nothing left for them but emigration!”
* * * * *
That there must be a limit to the accumulation of capital is obvious. The down-

ward course of the rate of interest, notwithstanding that many new employments have
been made possible for capital, indicates how large is the increase of surplus value.
This decline of the interest rate is in accord with Bohm-Bawerk’s law of “diminishing
returns.” That is, when capital, like anything else, has become over-plentiful, less lucra-
tive use can only be found for the excess. This excess, not being able to earn so much
as when capital was less plentiful, competes for safe investments and forces down the
interest rate on all capital. Mr. Charles A. Conant has well described the keenness of
the scramble for safe investments, even at the prevailing low rates of interest. At the
close of the war with Turkey, the Greek loan, guaranteed by Great Britain, France,
and Russia, was floated with striking ease. Regardless of the small return, the amount
offered at Paris, (41,000,000 francs), was subscribed for twenty-three times over. Great
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Britain, France, Germany, Holland, and the Scandinavian States, of recent years, have
all engaged in converting their securities from 5 per cents to 4 per cents, from 4½ per
cents to 3½ per cents, and the 3½ per cents into 3 per cents.
Great Britain, France, Germany, and Austria-Hungary, according to the calculation

taken in 1895 by the International Statistical Institute, hold forty-six billions of capital
invested in negotiable securities alone. Yet Paris subscribed for her portion of the Greek
loan twenty-three times over! In short, money is cheap. Andrew Carnegie and his
brother bourgeois kings give away millions annually, but still the tide wells up. These
vast accumulations have made possible “wild-catting,” fraudulent combinations, fake
enterprises, Hooleyism; but such stealings, great though they be, have little or no effect
in reducing the volume. The time is past when startling inventions, or revolutions in
the method of production, can break up the growing congestion; yet this saved capital
demands an outlet, somewhere, somehow.
When a great nation has equipped itself to produce far more than it can, under

the present division of the product, consume, it seeks other markets for its surplus
products. When a second nation finds itself similarly circumstanced, competition for
these other markets naturally follows. With the advent of a third, a fourth, a fifth, and
of divers other nations, the question of the disposal of surplus products grows serious.
And with each of these nations possessing, over and beyond its active capital, great and
growing masses of idle capital, and when the very foreign markets for which they are
competing are beginning to produce similar wares for themselves, the question passes
the serious stage and becomes critical.
Never has the struggle for foreign markets been sharper than at the present. They

are the one great outlet for congested accumulations. Predatory capital wanders the
world over, seeking where it may establish itself. This urgent need for foreign markets is
forcing upon the world-stage an era of great colonial empire. But this does not stand,
as in the past, for the subjugation of peoples and countries for the sake of gaining
their products, but for the privilege of selling them products. The theory once was,
that the colony owed its existence and prosperity to the mother country; but today
it is the mother country that owes its existence and prosperity to the colony. And
in the future, when that supporting colony becomes wise in the way of producing
surplus value and sends its goods back to sell to the mother country, what then? Then
the world will have been exploited, and capitalistic production will have attained its
maximum development.
Foreign markets and undeveloped countries largely retard that moment. The favored

portions of the earth’s surface are already occupied, though the resources of many are
yet virgin. That they have not long since been wrested from the hands of the barbarous
and decadent peoples who possess them is due, not to the military prowess of such
peoples, but to the jealous vigilance of the industrial nations. The powers hold one
another back. The Turk lives because the way is not yet clear to an amicable division
of him among the powers. And the United States, supreme though she is, opposes
the partition of China, and intervenes her huge bulk between the hungry nations and
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the mongrel Spanish republics. Capital stands in its own way, welling up and welling
up against the inevitable moment when it shall burst all bonds and sweep resistlessly
across such vast stretches as China and South America. And then there will be no more
worlds to exploit, and capitalism will either fall back, crushed under its own weight,
or a change of direction will take place which will mark a new era in history.
The Far East affords an illuminating spectacle. While the Western nations are

crowding hungrily in, while the Partition of China is commingled with the clamor for
the Spheres of Influence and the Open Door, other forces are none the less potently
at work. Not only are the young Western peoples pressing the older ones to the wall,
but the East itself is beginning to awake. American trade is advancing, and British
trade is losing ground, while Japan, China, and India are taking a hand in the game
themselves.
In 1893, 100,000 pieces of American drills were imported into China; in 1897, 349,000.

In 1893, 252,000 pieces of American sheetings were imported against 71,000 British;
but in 1897, 566,000 pieces of American sheetings were imported against only 10,000
British. The cotton goods and yarn trade (which forms 40 per cent of the whole trade
with China) shows a remarkable advance on the part of the United States. During the
last ten years America has increased her importation of plain goods by 121 per cent
in quantity and 59½ per cent in value, while that of England and India combined has
decreased 13¾ per cent in quantity and 8 per cent in value. Lord Charles Beresford,
from whose “Break-up of China” these figures are taken, states that English yarn has
receded and Indian yarn advanced to the front. In 1897, 140,000 piculs of Indian yarn
were imported, 18,000 of Japanese, 4500 of Shanghai-manufactured, and 700 of English.
Japan, who but yesterday emerged from the mediæval rule of the Shogunate and

seized in one fell swoop the scientific knowledge and culture of the Occident, is already
today showing what wisdom she has acquired in the production of surplus value, and
is preparing herself that she may tomorrow play the part to Asia that England did
to Europe one hundred years ago. That the difference in the world’s affairs wrought
by those one hundred years will prevent her succeeding is manifest; but it is equally
manifest that they cannot prevent her playing a leading part in the industrial drama
which has commenced on the Eastern stage. Her imports into the port of Newchang in
1891 amounted to but 22,000 taels; but in 1897 they had increased to 280,000 taels. In
manufactured goods, from matches, watches, and clocks to the rolling stock of railways,
she has already given stiff shocks to her competitors in the Asiatic markets; and this
while she is virtually yet in the equipment stage of production. Erelong she, too, will
be furnishing her share to the growing mass of the world’s capital.
As regards Great Britain, the giant trader who has so long overshadowed Asiatic

commerce, Lord Charles Beresford says: “But competition is telling adversely; the
energy of the British merchant is being equalled by other nationals. . . The competition
of the Chinese and the introduction of steam into the country are also combining to
produce changed conditions in China.” But far more ominous is the plaintive note he
sounds when he says: “New industries must be opened up, and I would especially direct
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the attention of the Chambers of Commerce (British) to . . . the fact that the more
the native competes with the British manufacturer in certain classes of trade, the more
machinery he will need, and the orders for such machinery will come to this country
if our machinery manufacturers are enterprising enough.”
The Orient is beginning to show what an important factor it will become, under

Western supervision, in the creation of surplus value. Even before the barriers which
restrain Western capital are removed, the East will be in a fair way toward being
exploited. An analysis of Lord Beresford’s message to the Chambers of Commerce
discloses, first, that the East is beginning to manufacture for itself; and, second, that
there is a promise of keen competition in the West for the privilege of selling the
required machinery. The inexorable query arises: What is the West to do when it has
furnished this machinery? And when not only the East, but all the now undeveloped
countries, confront, with surplus products in their hands, the old industrial nations,
capitalistic production will have attained its maximum development.
But before that time must intervene a period which bids one pause for breath. A

new romance, like unto none in all the past, the economic romance, will be born. For
the dazzling prize of world-empire will the nations of the earth go up in harness. Powers
will rise and fall, and mighty coalitions shape and dissolve in the swift whirl of events.
Vassal nations and subject territories will be bandied back and forth like so many
articles of trade. And with the inevitable displacement of economic centres, it is fair
to presume that populations will shift to and fro, as they once did from the South to
the North of England on the rise of the factory towns, or from the Old World to the
New. Colossal enterprises will be projected and carried through, and combinations of
capital and federations of labor be effected on a cyclopean scale. Concentration and
organization will be perfected in ways hitherto undreamed. The nation which would
keep its head above the tide must accurately adjust supply to demand, and eliminate
waste to the last least particle. Standards of living will most likely descend for millions
of people. With the increase of capital, the competition for safe investments, and the
consequent fall of the interest rate, the principal which today earns a comfortable
income would not then support a bare existence. Saving toward old age would cease
among the working classes. And as the merchant cities of Italy crashed when trade
slipped from their hands on the discovery of the new route to the Indies by way of
the Cape of Good Hope, so will there come times of trembling for such nations as
have failed to grasp the prize of world-empire. In that given direction they will have
attained their maximum development, before the whole world, in the same direction,
has attained its. There will no longer be room for them. But if they can survive the
shock of being flung out of the world’s industrial orbit, a change in direction may
then be easily effected. That the decadent and barbarous peoples will be crushed is
a fair presumption; likewise that the stronger breeds will survive, entering upon the
transition stage to which all the world must ultimately come.
This change of direction must be either toward industrial oligarchies or socialism.

Either the functions of private corporations will increase till they absorb the central
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government, or the functions of government will increase till it absorbs the corporations.
Much may be said on the chance of the oligarchy. Should an old manufacturing nation
lose its foreign trade, it is safe to predict that a strong effort would be made to build
a socialistic government, but it does not follow that this effort would be successful.
With the moneyed class controlling the State and its revenues and all the means of
subsistence, and guarding its own interests with jealous care, it is not at all impossible
that a strong curb could be put upon the masses till the crisis were past. It has been
done before. There is no reason why it should not be done again. At the close of the
last century, such a movement was crushed by its own folly and immaturity. In 1871
the soldiers of the economic rulers stamped out, root and branch, a whole generation
of militant socialists.
Once the crisis were past, the ruling class, still holding the curb in order to make

itself more secure, would proceed to readjust things and to balance consumption with
production. Having a monopoly of the safe investments, the great masses of unremu-
nerative capital would be directed, not to the production of more surplus value, but
to the making of permanent improvements, which would give employment to the peo-
ple, and make them content with the new order of things. Highways, parks, public
buildings, monuments, could be builded; nor would it be out of place to give better
factories and homes to the workers. Such in itself would be socialistic, save that it
would be done by the oligarchs, a class apart. With the interest rate down to zero,
and no field for the investment of sporadic capital, savings among the people would
utterly cease, and old-age pensions be granted as a matter of course. It is also a logical
necessity of such a system that, when the population began to press against the means
of subsistence, (expansion being impossible), the birth rate of the lower classes would
be lessened. Whether by their own initiative, or by the interference of the rulers, it
would have to be done, and it would be done. In other words, the oligarchy would
mean the capitalization of labor and the enslavement of the whole population. But
it would be a fairer, juster form of slavery than any the world has yet seen. The per
capita wage and consumption would be increased, and, with a stringent control of the
birth rate, there is no reason why such a country should not be so ruled through many
generations.
On the other hand, as the capitalistic exploitation of the planet approaches its

maximum, and countries are crowded out of the field of foreign exchanges, there is
a large likelihood that their change in direction will be toward socialism. Were the
theory of collective ownership and operation then to arise for the first time, such a
movement would stand small chance of success. But such is not the case. The doctrine
of socialism has flourished and grown throughout the nineteenth century; its tenets
have been preached wherever the interests of labor and capital have clashed; and it
has received exemplification time and again by the State’s assumption of functions
which had always belonged solely to the individual.
When capitalistic production has attained its maximum development, it must con-

front a dividing of the ways; and the strength of capital on the one hand, and the
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education and wisdom of the workers on the other, will determine which path society
is to travel. It is possible, considering the inertia of the masses, that the whole world
might in time come to be dominated by a group of industrial oligarchies, or by one
great oligarchy, but it is not probable. That sporadic oligarchies may flourish for def-
inite periods of time is highly possible; that they may continue to do so is as highly
improbable. The procession of the ages has marked not only the rise of man, but the
rise of the common man. From the chattel slave, or the serf chained to the soil, to the
highest seats in modern society, he has risen, rung by rung, amid the crumbling of the
divine right of kings and the crash of falling sceptres. That he has done this, only in
the end to pass into the perpetual slavery of the industrial oligarch, is something at
which his whole past cries in protest. The common man is worthy of a better future,
or else he is not worthy of his past.
* * * * *
Note. — The above article was written as long ago as 1898. The only alteration has

been the bringing up to 1900 of a few of its statistics. As a commercial venture of an
author, it has an interesting history. It was promptly accepted by one of the leading
magazines and paid for. The editor confessed that it was “one of those articles one could
not possibly let go of after it was once in his possession.” Publication was voluntarily
promised to be immediate. Then the editor became afraid of its too radical nature,
forfeited the sum paid for it, and did not publish it. Nor, offered far and wide, could
any other editor of bourgeois periodicals be found who was rash enough to publish it.
Thus, for the first time, after seven years, it appears in print.

A Review
Two remarkable books are Ghent’s “Our Benevolent Feudalism” and Brooks’s

“The Social Unrest.” In these two books the opposite sides of the labor problem
are expounded, each writer devoting himself with apprehension to the side he fears
and views with disfavor. It would appear that they have set themselves the task of
collating, as a warning, the phenomena of two counter social forces. Mr. Ghent, who is
sympathetic with the socialist movement, follows with cynic fear every aggressive act
of the capitalist class. Mr. Brooks, who yearns for the perpetuation of the capitalist
system as long as possible, follows with grave dismay each aggressive act of the labor
and socialist organizations. Mr. Ghent traces the emasculation of labor by capital, and
Mr. Brooks traces the emasculation of independent competing capital by labor. In
short, each marshals the facts of a side in the two sides which go to make a struggle so
great that even the French Revolution is insignificant beside it; for this later struggle,
for the first time in the history of struggles, is not confined to any particular portion
of the globe, but involves the whole of it.
Starting on the assumption that society is at present in a state of flux, Mr. Ghent

sees it rapidly crystallizing into a status which can best be described as something in
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the nature of a benevolent feudalism. He laughs to scorn any immediate realization
of the Marxian dream, while Tolstoyan utopias and Kropotkinian communistic unions
of shop and farm are too wild to merit consideration. The coming status which Mr.
Ghent depicts is a class domination by the capitalists. Labor will take its definite place
as a dependent class, living in a condition of machine servitude fairly analogous to the
land servitude of the Middle Ages. That is to say, labor will be bound to the machine,
though less harshly, in fashion somewhat similar to that in which the earlier serf was
bound to the soil. As he says, “Bondage to the land was the basis of villeinage in the
old regime; bondage to the job will be the basis of villeinage in the new.”
At the top of the new society will tower the magnate, the new feudal baron; at the

bottom will be found the wastrels and the inefficients. The new society he grades as
follows:
“I. The barons, graded on the basis of possessions.
“II. The court agents and retainers. (This class will include the editors of ‘re-

spectable’ and ‘safe’ newspapers, the pastors of ‘conservative’ and ‘wealthy’ churches,
the professors and teachers in endowed colleges and schools, lawyers generally, and
most judges and politicians).
“III. The workers in pure and applied science, artists, and physicians.
“IV. The entrepreneurs, the managers of the great industries, transformed into a

salaried class.
“V. The foremen and superintendents. This class has heretofore been recruited

largely from the skilled workers, but with the growth of technical education in schools
and colleges, and the development of fixed caste, it is likely to become entirely differ-
entiated.
“VI. The villeins of the cities and towns, more or less regularly employed, who do

skilled work and are partially protected by organization.
“VII. The villeins of the cities and towns who do unskilled work and are unprotected

by organization. They will comprise the laborers, domestics, and clerks.
“VIII. The villeins of the manorial estates, of the great farms, the mines, and the

forests.
“IX. The small-unit farmers (land-owning), the petty tradesmen, and manufacturers.
“X. The subtenants of the manorial estates and great farms (corresponding to the

class of ‘free tenants’ in the old Feudalism).
“XI. The cotters.
“XII. The tramps, the occasionally employed, the unemployed — the wastrels of the

city and country.”
“The new Feudalism, like most autocracies, will foster not only the arts, but also

certain kinds of learning — particularly the kinds which are unlikely to disturb the
minds of the multitude. A future Marsh, or Cope, or Le Comte will be liberally pa-
tronized and left free to discover what he will; and so, too, an Edison or a Marconi.
Only they must not meddle with anything relating to social science.”
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It must be confessed that Mr. Ghent’s arguments are cunningly contrived and ar-
rayed. They must be read to be appreciated. As an example of his style, which at the
same time generalizes a portion of his argument, the following may well be given:
“The new Feudalism will be but an orderly outgrowth of present tendencies and

conditions. All societies evolve naturally out of their predecessors. In sociology, as in
biology, there is no cell without a parent cell. The society of each generation develops
a multitude of spontaneous and acquired variations, and out of these, by a blending
process of natural and conscious selection, the succeeding society is evolved. The new
order will differ in no important respects from the present, except in the completer
development of its more salient features. The visitor from another planet who had
known the old and should see the new would note but few changes. Alter et Idem
— another yet the same — he would say. From magnate to baron, from workman to
villein, from publicist to court agent and retainer, will be changes of state and function
so slight as to elude all but the keenest eyes.”
And in conclusion, to show how benevolent and beautiful this new feudalism of

ours will be, Mr. Ghent says: “Peace and stability it will maintain at all hazards; and
the mass, remembering the chaos, the turmoil, the insecurity of the past, will bless
its reign. . . . Efficiency — the faculty of getting things — is at last rewarded as it
should be, for the efficient have inherited the earth and its fulness. The lowly, whose
happiness is greater and whose welfare is more thoroughly conserved when governed
than when governing, as a twentieth-century philosopher said of them, are settled and
happy in the state which reason and experience teach is their God-appointed lot. They
are comfortable too; and if the patriarchal ideal of a vine and fig tree for each is not
yet attained, at least each has his rented patch in the country or his rented cell in a
city building. Bread and the circus are freely given to the deserving, and as for the
undeserving, they are merely reaping the rewards of their contumacy and pride. Order
reigns, each has his justly appointed share, and the state rests, in security, ‘lapt in
universal law.’ ”
Mr. Brooks, on the other hand, sees rising and dissolving and rising again in the

social flux the ominous forms of a new society which is the direct antithesis of a
benevolent feudalism. He trembles at the rash intrepidity of the capitalists who fight the
labor unions, for by such rashness he greatly fears that labor will be driven to express
its aims and strength in political terms, which terms will inevitably be socialistic terms.
To keep down the rising tide of socialism, he preaches greater meekness and benev-

olence to the capitalists. No longer may they claim the right to run their own business,
to beat down the laborer’s standard of living for the sake of increased profits, to dic-
tate terms of employment to individual workers, to wax righteously indignant when
organized labor takes a hand in their business. No longer may the capitalist say “my”
business, or even think “my” business; he must say “our” business, and think “our”
business as well, accepting labor as a partner whose voice must be heard. And if the
capitalists do not become more meek and benevolent in their dealings with labor, la-
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bor will be antagonized and will proceed to wreak terrible political vengeance, and the
present social flux will harden into a status of socialism.
Mr. Brooks dreams of a society at which Mr. Ghent sneers as “a slightly modified

individualism, wherein each unit secures the just reward of his capacity and service.”
To attain this happy state, Mr. Brooks imposes circumspection upon the capitalists
in their relations with labor. “If the socialistic spirit is to be held in abeyance in this
country, businesses of this character (anthracite coal mining) must be handled with
extraordinary caution.” Which is to say, that to withstand the advance of socialism, a
great and greater measure of Mr. Ghent’s benevolence will be required.
Again and again, Mr. Brooks reiterates the danger he sees in harshly treating labor.

“It is not probable that employers can destroy unionism in the United States. Adroit and
desperate attempts will, however, be made, if we mean by unionism the undisciplined
and aggressive fact of vigorous and determined organizations. If capital should prove
too strong in this struggle, the result is easy to predict. The employers have only to
convince organized labor that it cannot hold its own against the capitalist manager,
and the whole energy that now goes to the union will turn to an aggressive political
socialism. It will not be the harmless sympathy with increased city and state functions
which trade unions already feel; it will become a turbulent political force bent upon
using every weapon of taxation against the rich.”
“The most concrete impulse that now favors socialism in this country is the insane

purpose to deprive labor organizations of the full and complete rights that go with
federated unionism.”
“That which teaches a union that it cannot succeed as a union turns it toward

socialism. In long strikes in towns like Marlboro and Brookfield strong unions are
defeated. Hundreds of men leave these towns for shoe-centres like Brockton, where
they are now voting the socialist ticket. The socialist mayor of this city tells me, ‘The
men who come to us now from towns where they have been thoroughly whipped in
a strike are among our most active working socialists.’ The bitterness engendered by
this sense of defeat is turned to politics, as it will throughout the whole country, if
organization of labor is deprived of its rights.”
“This enmity of capital to the trade union is watched with glee by every intelligent

socialist in our midst. Every union that is beaten or discouraged in its struggle is
ripening fruit for socialism.”
“The real peril which we now face is the threat of a class conflict. If capitalism

insists upon the policy of outraging the saving aspiration of the American workman to
raise his standard of comfort and leisure, every element of class conflict will strengthen
among us.”
“We have only to humiliate what is best in the trade union, and then every worst

feature of socialism is fastened upon us.”
This strong tendency in the ranks of the workers toward socialism is what Mr.

Brooks characterizes the “social unrest”; and he hopes to see the Republican, the
Cleveland Democrat, and the conservative and large property interests “band together
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against this common foe,” which is socialism. And he is not above feeling grave and
well-contained satisfaction wherever the socialist doctrinaire has been contradicted by
men attempting to practise coöperation in the midst of the competitive system, as in
Belgium.
Nevertheless, he catches fleeting glimpses of an extreme and tyrannically benevolent

feudalism very like to Mr. Ghent’s, as witness the following:
“I asked one of the largest employers of labor in the South if he feared the coming

of the trade union. ‘No,’ he said, ‘it is one good result of race prejudice, that the negro
will enable us in the long run to weaken the trade union so that it cannot harm us. We
can keep wages down with the negro and we can prevent too much organization.’
“It is in this spirit that the lower standards are to be used. If this purpose should

succeed, it has but one issue, — the immense strengthening of a plutocratic adminis-
tration at the top, served by an army of high-salaried helpers, with an elite of skilled
and well-paid workmen, but all resting on what would essentially be a serf class of
low-paid labor and this mass kept in order by an increased use of military force.”
In brief summary of these two notable books, it may be said that Mr. Ghent is

alarmed, (though he does not flatly say so), at the too great social restfulness in the
community, which is permitting the capitalists to form the new society to their liking;
and that Mr. Brooks is alarmed, (and he flatly says so), at the social unrest which
threatens the modified individualism into which he would like to see society evolve. Mr.
Ghent beholds the capitalist class rising to dominate the state and the working class;
Mr. Brooks beholds the working class rising to dominate the state and the capitalist
class. One fears the paternalism of a class; the other, the tyranny of the mass.

Wanted: A New Law of Development
Evolution is no longer a mere tentative hypothesis. One by one, step by step, each

division and subdivision of science has contributed its evidence, until now the case is
complete and the verdict rendered. While there is still discussion as to the method of
evolution, none the less, as a process sufficient to explain all biological phenomena, all
differentiations of life into widely diverse species, families, and even kingdoms, evolu-
tion is flatly accepted. Likewise has been accepted its law of development: That, in the
struggle for existence, the strong and fit and the progeny of the strong and fit have a
better opportunity for survival than the weak and less fit and the progeny of the weak
and less fit.
It is in the struggle of the species with other species and against all other hostile

forces in the environment, that this law operates; also in the struggle between the
individuals of the same species. In this struggle, which is for food and shelter, the
weak individuals must obviously win less food and shelter than the strong. Because of
this, their hold on life relaxes and they are eliminated. And for the same reason that
they may not win for themselves adequate food and shelter, the weak cannot give to
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their progeny the chance for survival that the strong give. And thus, since the weak are
prone to beget weakness, the species is constantly purged of its inefficient members.
Because of this, a premium is placed upon strength, and so long as the struggle

for food and shelter obtains, just so long will the average strength of each generation
increase. On the other hand, should conditions so change that all, and the progeny of
all, the weak as well as the strong, have an equal chance for survival, then, at once,
the average strength of each generation will begin to diminish. Never yet, however, in
animal life, has there been such a state of affairs. Natural selection has always obtained.
The strong and their progeny, at the expense of the weak, have always survived. This
law of development has operated down all the past upon all life; it so operates today,
and it is not rash to say that it will continue to operate in the future — at least upon
all life existing in a state of nature.
Man, preëminent though he is in the animal kingdom, capable of reacting upon and

making suitable an unsuitable environment, nevertheless remains the creature of this
same law of development. The social selection to which he is subject is merely another
form of natural selection. True, within certain narrow limits he modifies the struggle
for existence and renders less precarious the tenure of life for the weak. The extremely
weak, diseased, and inefficient are housed in hospitals and asylums. The strength of the
viciously strong, when inimical to society, is tempered by penal institutions and by the
gallows. The short-sighted are provided with spectacles, and the sickly (when they can
pay for it) with sanitariums. Pestilential marshes are drained, plagues are checked, and
disasters averted. Yet, for all that, the strong and the progeny of the strong survive,
and the weak are crushed out. The men strong of brain are masters as of yore. They
dominate society and gather to themselves the wealth of society. With this wealth
they maintain themselves and equip their progeny for the struggle. They build their
homes in healthful places, purchase the best fruits, meats, and vegetables the market
affords, and buy themselves the ministrations of the most brilliant and learned of the
professional classes. The weak man, as of yore, is the servant, the doer of things at the
master’s call. The weaker and less efficient he is, the poorer is his reward. The weakest
work for a living wage, (when they can get work), live in unsanitary slums, on vile
and insufficient food, at the lowest depths of human degradation. Their grasp on life
is indeed precarious, their mortality excessive, their infant death-rate appalling.
That some should be born to preferment and others to ignominy in order that the

race may progress, is cruel and sad; but none the less they are so born. The weeding
out of human souls, some for fatness and smiles, some for leanness and tears, is surely
a heartless selective process — as heartless as it is natural. And the human family,
for all its wonderful record of adventure and achievement, has not yet succeeded in
avoiding this process. That it is incapable of doing this is not to be hazarded. Not only
is it capable, but the whole trend of society is in that direction. All the social forces
are driving man on to a time when the old selective law will be annulled. There is no
escaping it, save by the intervention of catastrophes and cataclysms quite unthinkable.
It is inexorable. It is inexorable because the common man demands it. The twentieth
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century, the common man says, is his day; the common man’s day, or, rather, the
dawning of the common man’s day.
Nor can it be denied. The evidence is with him. The previous centuries, and more

notably the nineteenth, have marked the rise of the common man. From chattel slavery
to serfdom, and from serfdom to what he bitterly terms “wage slavery,” he has risen.
Never was he so strong as he is today, and never so menacing. He does the work of the
world, and he is beginning to know it. The world cannot get along without him, and
this also he is beginning to know. All the human knowledge of the past, all the scientific
discovery, governmental experiment, and invention of machinery, have tended to his
advancement. His standard of living is higher. His common school education would
shame princes ten centuries past. His civil and religious liberty makes him a free man,
and his ballot the peer of his betters. And all this has tended to make him conscious,
conscious of himself, conscious of his class. He looks about him and questions that
ancient law of development. It is cruel and wrong, he is beginning to declare. It is
an anachronism. Let it be abolished. Why should there be one empty belly in all the
world, when the work of ten men can feed a hundred? What if my brother be not so
strong as I? He has not sinned. Wherefore should he hunger — he and his sinless little
ones? Away with the old law. There is food and shelter for all, therefore let all receive
food and shelter.
As fast as labor has become conscious it has organized. The ambition of these class-

conscious men is that the movement shall become general, that all labor shall become
conscious of itself and its class interests. And the day that witnesses the solidarity of
labor, they triumphantly affirm, will be a day when labor dominates the world. This
growing consciousness has led to the organization of two movements, both separate
and distinct, but both converging toward a common goal — one, the labor movement,
known as Trade Unionism; the other, the political movement, known as Socialism. Both
are grim and silent forces, unheralded and virtually unknown to the general public save
in moments of stress. The sleeping labor giant receives little notice from the capitalistic
press, and when he stirs uneasily, a column of surprise, indignation, and horror suffices.
It is only now and then, after long periods of silence, that the labor movement puts

in its claim for notice. All is quiet. The kind old world spins on, and the bourgeois
masters clip their coupons in smug complacency. But the grim and silent forces are at
work.
Suddenly, like a clap of thunder from a clear sky, comes a disruption of industry.

From ocean to ocean the wheels of a great chain of railroads cease to run. A quarter
of a million miners throw down pick and shovel and outrage the sun with their pale,
bleached faces. The street railways of a swarming metropolis stand idle, or the rumble of
machinery in vast manufactories dies away to silence. There is alarm and panic. Arson
and homicide stalk forth. There is a cry in the night, and quick anger and sudden death.
Peaceful cities are affrighted by the crack of rifles and the snarl of machine-guns, and
the hearts of the shuddering are shaken by the roar of dynamite. There is hurrying and
skurrying. The wires are kept hot between the centre of government and the seat of
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trouble. The chiefs of state ponder gravely and advise, and governors of states implore.
There is assembling of militia and massing of troops, and the streets resound to the
tramp of armed men. There are separate and joint conferences between the captains
of industry and the captains of labor. And then, finally, all is quiet again, and the
memory of it is like the memory of a bad dream.
But these strikes become olympiads, things to date from; and common on the lips of

men become such phrases as “The Great Dock Strike,” “The Great Coal Strike,” “The
Great Railroad Strike.” Never before did labor do these things. After the Great Plague
in England, labor, finding itself in demand and innocently obeying the economic law,
asked higher wages. But the masters set a maximum wage, restrained workingmen from
moving about from place to place, refused to tolerate idlers, and by most barbarous
legal methods punished those who disobeyed. But labor is accorded greater respect
today. Such a policy, put into effect in this the first decade of the twentieth century,
would sweep the masters from their seats in one mighty crash. And the masters know
it and are respectful.
A fair instance of the growing solidarity of labor is afforded by an unimportant recent

strike in San Francisco. The restaurant cooks and waiters were completely unorganized,
working at any and all hours for whatever wages they could get. A representative of
the American Federation of Labor went among them and organized them. Within a
few weeks nearly two thousand men were enrolled, and they had five thousand dollars
on deposit. Then they put in their demand for increased wages and shorter hours.
Forthwith their employers organized. The demand was denied, and the Cooks’ and
Waiters’ Union walked out.
All organized employers stood back of the restaurant owners, in sympathy with

them and willing to aid them if they dared. And at the back of the Cooks’ and Waiters’
Union stood the organized labor of the city, 40,000 strong. If a business man was caught
patronizing an “unfair” restaurant, he was boycotted; if a union man was caught, he
was fined heavily by his union or expelled. The oyster companies and the slaughter
houses made an attempt to refuse to sell oysters and meat to union restaurants. The
Butchers and Meat Cutters, and the Teamsters, in retaliation, refused to work for or to
deliver to non-union restaurants. Upon this the oyster companies and slaughter houses
acknowledged themselves beaten and peace reigned. But the Restaurant Bakers in non-
union places were ordered out, and the Bakery Wagon Drivers declined to deliver to
unfair houses.
Every American Federation of Labor union in the city was prepared to strike, and

waited only the word. And behind all, a handful of men, known as the Labor Council,
directed the fight. One by one, blow upon blow, they were able if they deemed it
necessary to call out the unions — the Laundry Workers, who do the washing; the
Hackmen, who haul men to and from restaurants; the Butchers, Meat Cutters, and
Teamsters; and the Milkers, Milk Drivers, and Chicken Pickers; and after that, in
pure sympathy, the Retail Clerks, the Horse Shoers, the Gas and Electrical Fixture
Hangers, the Metal Roofers, the Blacksmiths, the Blacksmiths’ Helpers, the Stablemen,
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the Machinists, the Brewers, the Coast Seamen, the Varnishers and Polishers, the
Confectioners, the Upholsterers, the Paper Hangers and Fresco Painters, the Drug
Clerks, the Fitters and Helpers, the Metal Workers, the Boiler Makers and Iron Ship
Builders, the Assistant Undertakers, the Carriage and Wagon Workers, and so on down
the lengthy list of organizations.
For, over all these trades, over all these thousands of men, is the Labor Council.

When it speaks its voice is heard, and when it orders it is obeyed. But it, in turn, is
dominated by the National Labor Council, with which it is constantly in touch. In
this wholly unimportant little local strike it is of interest to note the stands taken by
the different sides. The legal representative and official mouthpiece of the Employers’
Association said: “This organization is formed for defensive purposes, and it may be
driven to take offensive steps, and if so, will be strong enough to follow them up. Labor
cannot be allowed to dictate to capital and say how business shall be conducted. There
is no objection to the formation of unions and trades councils, but membership must
not be compulsory. It is repugnant to the American idea of liberty and cannot be
tolerated.”
On the other hand, the president of the Team Drivers’ Union said: “The employers

of labor in this city are generally against the trade-union movement and there seems
to be a concerted effort on their part to check the progress of organized labor. Such
action as has been taken by them in sympathy with the present labor troubles may, if
continued, lead to a serious conflict, the outcome of which might be most calamitous
for the business and industrial interests of San Francisco.”
And the secretary of the United Brewery Workmen: “I regard a sympathetic strike

as the last weapon which organized labor should use in its defence. When, however, as-
sociations of employers band together to defeat organized labor, or one of its branches,
then we should not and will not hesitate ourselves to employ the same instrument in
retaliation.”
Thus, in a little corner of the world, is exemplified the growing solidarity of labor.

The organization of labor has not only kept pace with the organization of industry,
but it has gained upon it. In one winter, in the anthracite coal region, $160,000,000
in mines and $600,000,000 in transportation and distribution consolidated its owner-
ship and control. And at once, arrayed as solidly on the other side, were the 150,000
anthracite miners. The bituminous mines, however, were not consolidated; yet the
250,000 men employed therein were already combined. And not only that, but they
were also combined with the anthracite miners, these 400,000 men being under the
control and direction of one supreme labor council. And in this and the other great
councils are to be found captains of labor of splendid abilities, who, in understanding
of economic and industrial conditions, are undeniably the equals of their opponents,
the captains of industry.
The United States is honeycombed with labor organizations. And the big federations

which these go to compose aggregate millions of members, and in their various branches
handle millions of dollars yearly. And not only this; for the international brotherhoods
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and unions are forming, and moneys for the aid of strikers pass back and forth across
the seas. The Machinists, in their demand for a nine-hour day, affected 500,000 men
in the United States, Mexico, and Canada. In England the membership of working-
class organizations is approximated by Keir Hardie at 2,500,000, with reserve funds
of $18,000,000. There the coöperative movement has a membership of 1,500,000, and
every year turns over in distribution more than $100,000,000. In France, one-eighth
of the whole working class is unionized. In Belgium the unions are very rich and
powerful, and so able to defy the masters that many of the smaller manufacturers,
unable to resist, “are removing their works to other countries where the workmen’s
organizations are not so potential.” And in all other countries, according to the stage
of their economic and political development, like figures obtain. And Europe, today,
confesses that her greatest social problem is the labor problem, and that it is the one
most closely engrossing the attention of her statesmen.
The organization of labor is one of the chief acknowledged factors in the retrogression

of British trade. The workers have become class conscious as never before. The wrong
of one is the wrong of all. They have come to realize, in a short-sighted way, that
their masters’ interests are not their interests. The harder they work, they believe,
the more wealth they create for their masters. Further, the more work they do in
one day, the fewer men will be needed to do the work. So the unions place a day’s
stint upon their members, beyond which they are not permitted to go. In “A Study of
Trade Unionism,” by Benjamin Taylor in the “Nineteenth Century” of April, 1898, are
furnished some interesting corroborations. The facts here set forth were collected by
the Executive Board of the Employers’ Federation, the documentary proofs of which
are in the hands of the secretaries. In a certain firm the union workmen made eight
ammunition boxes a day. Nor could they be persuaded into making more. A young
Swiss, who could not speak English, was set to work, and in the first day he made
fifty boxes. In the same firm the skilled union hands filed up the outside handles of
one machine-gun a day. That was their stint. No one was known ever to do more. A
non-union filer came into the shop and did twelve a day. A Manchester firm found
that to plane a large bed-casting took union workmen one hundred and ninety hours,
and non-union workmen one hundred and thirty-five hours. In another instance a man,
resigning from his union, day by day did double the amount of work he had done
formerly. And to cap it all, an English gentleman, going out to look at a wall being
put up for him by union bricklayers, found one of their number with his right arm
strapped to his body, doing all the work with his left arm — forsooth, because he was
such an energetic fellow that otherwise he would involuntarily lay more bricks than his
union permitted.
All England resounds to the cry, “Wake up, England!” But the sulky giant is not

stirred. “Let England’s trade go to pot,” he says; “what have I to lose?” And England
is powerless. The capacity of her workmen is represented by 1, in comparison with
the 2¼ capacity of the American workman. And because of the solidarity of labor
and the destructiveness of strikes, British capitalists dare not even strive to emulate
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the enterprise of American capitalists. So England watches trade slipping through her
fingers and wails unavailingly. As a correspondent writes: “The enormous power of the
trade unions hangs, a sullen cloud, over the whole industrial world here, affecting men
and masters alike.”
The political movement known as Socialism is, perhaps, even less realized by the

general public. The great strides it has taken and the portentous front it today exhibits
are not comprehended; and, fastened though it is in every land, it is given little space
by the capitalistic press. For all its plea and passion and warmth, it wells upward
like a great, cold tidal wave, irresistible, inexorable, ingulfing present-day society level
by level. By its own preachment it is inexorable. Just as societies have sprung into
existence, fulfilled their function, and passed away, it claims, just as surely is present
society hastening on to its dissolution. This is a transition period — and destined to
be a very short one. Barely a century old, capitalism is ripening so rapidly that it can
never live to see a second birthday. There is no hope for it, the Socialists say. It is
doomed.
The cardinal tenet of Socialism is that forbidding doctrine, the materialistic con-

ception of history. Men are not the masters of their souls. They are the puppets of
great, blind forces. The lives they live and the deaths they die are compulsory. All
social codes are but the reflexes of existing economic conditions, plus certain survivals
of past economic conditions. The institutions men build they are compelled to build.
Economic laws determine at any given time what these institutions shall be, how long
they shall operate, and by what they shall be replaced. And so, through the economic
process, the Socialist preaches the ripening of the capitalistic society and the coming
of the new coöperative society.
The second great tenet of Socialism, itself a phase of the materialistic conception

of history, is the class struggle. In the social struggle for existence, men are forced into
classes. “The history of all society thus far is the history of class strife.” In existing
society the capitalist class exploits the working class, the proletariat. The interests of
the exploiter are not the interests of the exploited. “Profits are legitimate,” says the
one. “Profits are unpaid wages,” replies the other, when he has become conscious of
his class, “therefore profits are robbery.” The capitalist enforces his profits because he
is the legal owner of all the means of production. He is the legal owner because he
controls the political machinery of society. The Socialist sets to work to capture the
political machinery, so that he may make illegal the capitalist’s ownership of the means
of production, and make legal his own ownership of the means of production. And it
is this struggle, between these two classes, upon which the world has at last entered.
Scientific Socialism is very young. Only yesterday it was in swaddling clothes. But

today it is a vigorous young giant, well braced to battle for what it wants, and knowing
precisely what it wants. It holds its international conventions, where world-policies
are formulated by the representatives of millions of Socialists. In little Belgium there
are three-quarters of a million of men who work for the cause; in Germany, 3,000,000;
Austria, between 1895 and 1897, raised her socialist vote from 90,000 to 750,000. France
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in 1871 had a whole generation of Socialists wiped out; yet in 1885 there were 30,000,
and in 1898, 1,000,000.
Ere the last Spaniard had evacuated Cuba, Socialist groups were forming. And

from far Japan, in these first days of the twentieth century, writes one Tomoyoshi
Murai: “The interest of our people on Socialism has been greatly awakened these days,
especially among our laboring people on one hand and young students’ circle on the
other, as much as we can draw an earnest and enthusiastic audience and fill our hall,
which holds two thousand. . . . It is gratifying to say that we have a number of fine and
well-trained public orators among our leaders of Socialism in Japan. The first speaker
tonight is Mr. Kiyoshi Kawakami, editor of one of our city (Tokyo) dailies, a strong,
independent, and decidedly socialistic paper, circulated far and wide. Mr. Kawakami is
a scholar as well as a popular writer. He is going to speak tonight on the subject, ‘The
Essence of Socialism — the Fundamental Principles.’ The next speaker is Professor
Iso Abe, president of our association, whose subject of address is, ‘Socialism and the
Existing Social System.’ The third speaker is Mr. Naoe Kinosita, the editor of another
strong journal of the city. He speaks on the subject, ‘How to Realize the Socialist
Ideals and Plans.’ Next is Mr. Shigeyoshi Sugiyama, a graduate of Hartford Theological
Seminary and an advocate of Social Christianity, who is to speak on ‘Socialism and
Municipal Problems.’ And the last speaker is the editor of the ‘Labor World,’ the
foremost leader of the labor-union movement in our country, Mr. Sen Katayama, who
speaks on the subject, ‘The Outlook of Socialism in Europe and America.’ These
addresses are going to be published in book form and to be distributed among our
people to enlighten their minds on the subject.”
And in the struggle for the political machinery of society, Socialism is no longer

confined to mere propaganda. Italy, Austria, Belgium, England, have Socialist members
in their national bodies. Out of the one hundred and thirty-two members of the London
County Council, ninety-one are denounced by the conservative element as Socialists.
The Emperor of Germany grows anxious and angry at the increasing numbers which
are returned to the Reichstag. In France, many of the large cities, such as Marseilles, are
in the hands of the Socialists. A large body of them is in the Chamber of Deputies, and
Millerand, Socialist, sits in the cabinet. Of him M. Leroy-Beaulieu says with horror: “M.
Millerand is the open enemy of private property, private capital, the resolute advocate
of the socialization of production . . . a constant incitement to violence . . . a collectivist,
avowed and militant, taking part in the government, dominating the departments of
commerce and industry, preparing all the laws and presiding at the passage of all
measures which should be submitted to merchants and tradesmen.”
In the United States there are already Socialist mayors of towns and members of

State legislatures, a vast literature, and single Socialist papers with subscription lists
running up into the hundreds of thousands. In 1896, 36,000 votes were cast for the
Socialist candidate for President; in 1900, nearly 200,000; in 1904, 450,000. And the
United States, young as it is, is ripening rapidly, and the Socialists claim, according to
the materialistic conception of history, that the United States will be the first country
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in the world wherein the toilers will capture the political machinery and expropriate
the bourgeoisie.
* * * * *
But the Socialist and labor movements have recently entered upon a new phase.

There has been a remarkable change in attitude on both sides. For a long time the labor
unions refrained from going in for political action. On the other hand, the Socialists
claimed that without political action labor was powerless. And because of this there
was much ill feeling between them, even open hostilities, and no concerted action. But
now the Socialists grant that the labor movement has held up wages and decreased
the hours of labor, and the labor unions find that political action is necessary. Today
both parties have drawn closely together in the common fight. In the United States
this friendly feeling grows. The Socialist papers espouse the cause of labor, and the
unions have opened their ears once more to the wiles of the Socialists. They are all
leavened with Socialist workmen, “boring from within,” and many of their leaders
have already succumbed. In England, where class consciousness is more developed, the
name “Unionism” has been replaced by “The New Unionism,” the main object of which
is “to capture existing social structures in the interests of the wage-earners.” There
the Socialist, the trade-union, and other working-class organizations are beginning to
coöperate in securing the return of representatives to the House of Commons. And in
France, where the city councils and mayors of Marseilles and Monteaules-Mines are
Socialistic, thousands of francs of municipal money were voted for the aid of the unions
in the recent great strikes.
For centuries the world has been preparing for the coming of the common man. And

the period of preparation virtually past, labor, conscious of itself and its desires, has
begun a definite movement toward solidarity. It believes the time is not far distant when
the historian will speak not only of the dark ages of feudalism, but of the dark ages of
capitalism. And labor sincerely believes itself justified in this by the terrible indictment
it brings against capitalistic society. In the face of its enormous wealth, capitalistic
society forfeits its right to existence when it permits widespread, bestial poverty. The
philosophy of the survival of the fittest does not soothe the class-conscious worker when
he learns through his class literature that among the Italian pants-finishers of Chicago
the average weekly wage is $1.31, and the average number of weeks employed in the
year is 27.85. Likewise when he reads: “Every room in these reeking tenements houses
a family or two. In one room a missionary found a man ill with small-pox, his wife
just recovering from her confinement, and the children running about half naked and
covered with dirt. Here are seven people living in one underground kitchen, and a little
dead child lying in the same room. Here live a widow and her six children, two of whom
are ill with scarlet fever. In another, nine brothers and sisters, from twenty-nine years
of age downward, live, eat, and sleep together.” And likewise, when he reads: “When
one man, fifty years old, who has worked all his life, is compelled to beg a little money
to bury his dead baby, and another man, fifty years old, can give ten million dollars
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to enable his daughter to live in luxury and bolster up a decaying foreign aristocracy,
do you see nothing amiss?”
And on the other hand, the class-conscious worker reads the statistics of the wealthy

classes, knows what their incomes are, and how they get them. True, down all the past
he has known his own material misery and the material comfort of the dominant classes,
and often has this knowledge led him to intemperate acts and unwise rebellion. But
today, and for the first time, because both society and he have evolved, he is beginning
to see a possible way out. His ears are opening to the propaganda of Socialism, the
passionate gospel of the dispossessed. But it does not inculcate a turning back. The
way through is the way out, he understands, and with this in mind he draws up the
programme.
It is quite simple, this programme. Everything is moving in his direction, toward

the day when he will take charge. The trust? Ah, no. Unlike the trembling middle-
class man and the small capitalist, he sees nothing at which to be frightened. He likes
the trust. He exults in the trust, for it is largely doing the task for him. It socializes
production; this done, there remains nothing for him to do but socialize distribution,
and all is accomplished. The trust? “It organizes industry on an enormous, labor-saving
scale, and abolishes childish, wasteful competition.” It is a gigantic object lesson, and
it preaches his political economy far more potently than he can preach it. He points
to the trust, laughing scornfully in the face of the orthodox economists. “You told me
this thing could not be,” he thunders. “Behold, the thing is!”
He sees competition in the realm of production passing away. When the captains of

industry have thoroughly organized production, and got everything running smoothly,
it will be very easy for him to eliminate the profits by stepping in and having the thing
run for himself. And the captain of industry, if he be good, may be given the privilege of
continuing the management on a fair salary. The sixty millions of dividends which the
Standard Oil Company annually declares will be distributed among the workers. The
same with the great United States Steel Corporation. The president of that corporation
knows his business. Very good. Let him become Secretary of the Department of Iron
and Steel of the United States. But, since the chief executive of a nation of seventy-odd
millions works for $50,000 a year, the Secretary of the Department of Iron and Steel
must expect to have his salary cut accordingly. And not only will the workers take
to themselves the profits of national and municipal monopolies, but also the immense
revenues which the dominant classes today draw from rents, and mines, and factories,
and all manner of enterprises.
* * * * *
All this would seem very like a dream, even to the worker, if it were not for the fact

that like things have been done before. He points triumphantly to the aristocrat of
the eighteenth century, who fought, legislated, governed, and dominated society, but
who was shorn of power and displaced by the rising bourgeoisie. Ay, the thing was
done, he holds. And it shall be done again, but this time it is the proletariat who does
the shearing. Sociology has taught him that m-i-g-h-t spells “right.” Every society has
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been ruled by classes, and the classes have ruled by sheer strength, and have been
overthrown by sheer strength. The bourgeoisie, because it was the stronger, dragged
down the nobility of the sword; and the proletariat, because it is the strongest of all,
can and will drag down the bourgeoisie.
And in that day, for better or worse, the common man becomes the master — for

better, he believes. It is his intention to make the sum of human happiness far greater.
No man shall work for a bare living wage, which is degradation. Every man shall
have work to do, and shall be paid exceedingly well for doing it. There shall be no
slum classes, no beggars. Nor shall there be hundreds of thousands of men and women
condemned, for economic reasons, to lives of celibacy or sexual infertility. Every man
shall be able to marry, to live in healthy, comfortable quarters, and to have all he
wants to eat as many times a day as he wishes. There shall no longer be a life-and-
death struggle for food and shelter. The old heartless law of development shall be
annulled.
All of which is very good and very fine. And when these things have come to pass,

what then? Of old, by virtue of their weakness and inefficiency in the struggle for food
and shelter, the race was purged of its weak and inefficient members. But this will no
longer obtain. Under the new order the weak and the progeny of the weak will have
a chance for survival equal to that of the strong and the progeny of the strong. This
being so, the premium upon strength will have been withdrawn, and on the face of
it the average strength of each generation, instead of continuing to rise, will begin to
decline.
When the common man’s day shall have arrived, the new social institutions of that

day will prevent the weeding out of weakness and inefficiency. All, the weak and the
strong, will have an equal chance for procreation. And the progeny of all, of the weak
as well as the strong, will have an equal chance for survival. This being so, and if
no new effective law of development be put into operation, then progress must cease.
And not only progress, for deterioration would at once set in. It is a pregnant problem.
What will be the nature of this new and most necessary law of development? Can
the common man pause long enough from his undermining labors to answer? Since
he is bent upon dragging down the bourgeoisie and reconstructing society, can he so
reconstruct that a premium, in some unguessed way or other, will still be laid upon the
strong and efficient so that the human type will continue to develop? Can the common
man, or the uncommon men who are allied with him, devise such a law? Or have they
already devised one? And if so, what is it?
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How I Became a Socialist

It is quite fair to say that I became a Socialist in a fashion somewhat similar to the
way in which the Teutonic pagans became Christians — it was hammered into me. Not
only was I not looking for Socialism at the time of my conversion, but I was fighting it.
I was very young and callow, did not know much of anything, and though I had never
even heard of a school called “Individualism,” I sang the pæan of the strong with all
my heart.
This was because I was strong myself. By strong I mean that I had good health

and hard muscles, both of which possessions are easily accounted for. I had lived my
childhood on California ranches, my boyhood hustling newspapers on the streets of a
healthy Western city, and my youth on the ozone-laden waters of San Francisco Bay
and the Pacific Ocean. I loved life in the open, and I toiled in the open, at the hardest
kinds of work. Learning no trade, but drifting along from job to job, I looked on the
world and called it good, every bit of it. Let me repeat, this optimism was because
I was healthy and strong, bothered with neither aches nor weaknesses, never turned
down by the boss because I did not look fit, able always to get a job at shovelling coal,
sailorizing, or manual labor of some sort.
And because of all this, exulting in my young life, able to hold my own at work or

fight, I was a rampant individualist. It was very natural. I was a winner. Wherefore
I called the game, as I saw it played, or thought I saw it played, a very proper game
for MEN. To be a MAN was to write man in large capitals on my heart. To adventure
like a man, and fight like a man, and do a man’s work (even for a boy’s pay) —
these were things that reached right in and gripped hold of me as no other thing
could. And I looked ahead into long vistas of a hazy and interminable future, into
which, playing what I conceived to be MAN’S game, I should continue to travel with
unfailing health, without accidents, and with muscles ever vigorous. As I say, this
future was interminable. I could see myself only raging through life without end like
one of Nietzsche’s blond-beasts, lustfully roving and conquering by sheer superiority
and strength.
As for the unfortunates, the sick, and ailing, and old, and maimed, I must confess I

hardly thought of them at all, save that I vaguely felt that they, barring accidents, could
be as good as I if they wanted to real hard, and could work just as well. Accidents?
Well, they represented FATE, also spelled out in capitals, and there was no getting
around FATE. Napoleon had had an accident at Waterloo, but that did not dampen
my desire to be another and later Napoleon. Further, the optimism bred of a stomach
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which could digest scrap iron and a body which flourished on hardships did not permit
me to consider accidents as even remotely related to my glorious personality.
I hope I have made it clear that I was proud to be one of Nature’s strong-armed

noblemen. The dignity of labor was to me the most impressive thing in the world.
Without having read Carlyle, or Kipling, I formulated a gospel of work which put
theirs in the shade. Work was everything. It was sanctification and salvation. The
pride I took in a hard day’s work well done would be inconceivable to you. It is almost
inconceivable to me as I look back upon it. I was as faithful a wage slave as ever
capitalist exploited. To shirk or malinger on the man who paid me my wages was a
sin, first, against myself, and second, against him. I considered it a crime second only
to treason and just about as bad.
In short, my joyous individualism was dominated by the orthodox bourgeois ethics.

I read the bourgeois papers, listened to the bourgeois preachers, and shouted at the
sonorous platitudes of the bourgeois politicians. And I doubt not, if other events had
not changed my career, that I should have evolved into a professional strike-breaker,
(one of President Eliot’s American heroes), and had my head and my earning power
irrevocably smashed by a club in the hands of some militant trades-unionist.
Just about this time, returning from a seven months’ voyage before the mast, and

just turned eighteen, I took it into my head to go tramping. On rods and blind baggages
I fought my way from the open West where men bucked big and the job hunted the
man, to the congested labor centres of the East, where men were small potatoes and
hunted the job for all they were worth. And on this new blond-beast adventure I found
myself looking upon life from a new and totally different angle. I had dropped down
from the proletariat into what sociologists love to call the “submerged tenth,” and I
was startled to discover the way in which that submerged tenth was recruited.
I found there all sorts of men, many of whom had once been as good as myself and

just as blond-beast; sailor-men, soldier-men, labor-men, all wrenched and distorted
and twisted out of shape by toil and hardship and accident, and cast adrift by their
masters like so many old horses. I battered on the drag and slammed back gates with
them, or shivered with them in box cars and city parks, listening the while to life-
histories which began under auspices as fair as mine, with digestions and bodies equal
to and better than mine, and which ended there before my eyes in the shambles at the
bottom of the Social Pit.
And as I listened my brain began to work. The woman of the streets and the man

of the gutter drew very close to me. I saw the picture of the Social Pit as vividly as
though it were a concrete thing, and at the bottom of the Pit I saw them, myself above
them, not far, and hanging on to the slippery wall by main strength and sweat. And
I confess a terror seized me. What when my strength failed? when I should be unable
to work shoulder to shoulder with the strong men who were as yet babes unborn? And
there and then I swore a great oath. It ran something like this: All my days I have
worked hard with my body, and according to the number of days I have worked, by
just that much am I nearer the bottom of the Pit. I shall climb out of the Pit, but
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not by the muscles of my body shall I climb out. I shall do no more hard work, and
may God strike me dead if I do another day’s hard work with my body more than I
absolutely have to do. And I have been busy ever since running away from hard work.
Incidentally, while tramping some ten thousand miles through the United States and

Canada, I strayed into Niagara Falls, was nabbed by a fee-hunting constable, denied the
right to plead guilty or not guilty, sentenced out of hand to thirty days’ imprisonment
for having no fixed abode and no visible means of support, handcuffed and chained to
a bunch of men similarly circumstanced, carted down country to Buffalo, registered
at the Erie County Penitentiary, had my head clipped and my budding mustache
shaved, was dressed in convict stripes, compulsorily vaccinated by a medical student
who practised on such as we, made to march the lock-step, and put to work under
the eyes of guards armed with Winchester rifles — all for adventuring in blond-beastly
fashion. Concerning further details deponent sayeth not, though he may hint that some
of his plethoric national patriotism simmered down and leaked out of the bottom of
his soul somewhere — at least, since that experience he finds that he cares more for
men and women and little children than for imaginary geographical lines.
* * * * *
To return to my conversion. I think it is apparent that my rampant individualism

was pretty effectively hammered out of me, and something else as effectively hammered
in. But, just as I had been an individualist without knowing it, I was now a Socialist
without knowing it, withal, an unscientific one. I had been reborn, but not renamed,
and I was running around to find out what manner of thing I was. I ran back to
California and opened the books. I do not remember which ones I opened first. It is
an unimportant detail anyway. I was already It, whatever It was, and by aid of the
books I discovered that It was a Socialist. Since that day I have opened many books,
but no economic argument, no lucid demonstration of the logic and inevitableness of
Socialism affects me as profoundly and convincingly as I was affected on the day when
I first saw the walls of the Social Pit rise around me and felt myself slipping down,
down, into the shambles at the bottom.
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Revolution and Other Essays

This collection of essays was first published in 1910.

Revolution
“The present is enough for common souls,

Who, never looking forward, are indeed
Mere clay, wherein the footprints of their age
Are petrified for ever.”
I received a letter the other day. It was from a man in Arizona. It began, “Dear

Comrade.” It ended, “Yours for the Revolution.” I replied to the letter, and my letter
began, “Dear Comrade.” It ended, “Yours for the Revolution.” In the United States
there are 400,000 men, of men and women nearly 1,000,000, who begin their letters
“Dear Comrade,” and end them “Yours for the Revolution.” In Germany there are
3,000,000 men who begin their letters “Dear Comrade” and end them “Yours for the
Revolution”; in France, 1,000,000 men; in Austria, 800,000 men; in Belgium, 300,000
men; in Italy, 250,000 men; in England, 100,000 men; in Switzerland, 100,000 men;
in Denmark, 55,000 men; in Sweden, 50,000 men; in Holland, 40,000 men; in Spain,
30,000 men — comrades all, and revolutionists.
These are numbers which dwarf the grand armies of Napoleon and Xerxes. But they

are numbers not of conquest and maintenance of the established order, but of conquest
and revolution. They compose, when the roll is called, an army of 7,000,000 men, who,
in accordance with the conditions of to-day, are fighting with all their might for the
conquest of the wealth of the world and for the complete overthrow of existing society.
There has never been anything like this revolution in the history of the world. There

is nothing analogous between it and the American Revolution or the French Revolution.
It is unique, colossal. Other revolutions compare with it as asteroids compare with the
sun. It is alone of its kind, the first world-revolution in a world whose history is replete
with revolutions. And not only this, for it is the first organized movement of men to
become a world movement, limited only by the limits of the planet.
This revolution is unlike all other revolutions in many respects. It is not sporadic.

It is not a flame of popular discontent, arising in a day and dying down in a day. It
is older than the present generation. It has a history and traditions, and a martyr-roll
only less extensive possibly than the martyr-roll of Christianity. It has also a literature
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a myriad times more imposing, scientific, and scholarly than the literature of any
previous revolution.
They call themselves “comrades,” these men, comrades in the socialist revolution.

Nor is the word empty and meaningless, coined of mere lip service. It knits men to-
gether as brothers, as men should be knit together who stand shoulder to shoulder
under the red banner of revolt. This red banner, by the way, symbolizes the brother-
hood of man, and does not symbolize the incendiarism that instantly connects itself
with the red banner in the affrighted bourgeois mind. The comradeship of the revolu-
tionists is alive and warm. It passes over geographical lines, transcends race prejudice,
and has even proved itself mightier than the Fourth of July, spread-eagle Americanism
of our forefathers. The French socialist working-men and the German socialist working-
men forget Alsace and Lorraine, and, when war threatens, pass resolutions declaring
that as working-men and comrades they have no quarrel with each other. Only the
other day, when Japan and Russia sprang at each other’s throats, the revolutionists
of Japan addressed the following message to the revolutionists of Russia: “Dear Com-
rades — Your government and ours have recently plunged into war to carry out their
imperialistic tendencies, but for us socialists there are no boundaries, race, country,
or nationality. We are comrades, brothers, and sisters, and have no reason to fight.
Your enemies are not the Japanese people, but our militarism and so-called patriotism.
Patriotism and militarism are our mutual enemies.”
In January 1905, throughout the United States the socialists held mass-meetings

to express their sympathy for their struggling comrades, the revolutionists of Russia,
and, more to the point, to furnish the sinews of war by collecting money and cabling
it to the Russian leaders. The fact of this call for money, and the ready response,
and the very wording of the call, make a striking and practical demonstration of the
international solidarity of this world-revolution:
“Whatever may be the immediate results of the present revolt in Russia, the socialist

propaganda in that country has received from it an impetus unparalleled in the history
of modern class wars. The heroic battle for freedom is being fought almost exclusively
by the Russian working-class under the intellectual leadership of Russian socialists,
thus once more demonstrating the fact that the class-conscious working-men have
become the vanguard of all liberating movements of modern times.”
Here are 7,000,000 comrades in an organized, international, world-wide, revolution-

ary movement. Here is a tremendous human force. It must be reckoned with. Here is
power. And here is romance — romance so colossal that it seems to be beyond the
ken of ordinary mortals. These revolutionists are swayed by great passion. They have a
keen sense of personal right, much of reverence for humanity, but little reverence, if any
at all, for the rule of the dead. They refuse to be ruled by the dead. To the bourgeois
mind their unbelief in the dominant conventions of the established order is startling.
They laugh to scorn the sweet ideals and dear moralities of bourgeois society. They
intend to destroy bourgeois society with most of its sweet ideals and dear moralities,

182



and chiefest among these are those that group themselves under such heads as private
ownership of capital, survival of the fittest, and patriotism — even patriotism.
Such an army of revolution, 7,000,000 strong, is a thing to make rulers and ruling

classes pause and consider. The cry of this army is, “No quarter! We want all that you
possess. We will be content with nothing less than all that you possess. We want in
our hands the reins of power and the destiny of mankind. Here are our hands. They
are strong hands. We are going to take your governments, your palaces, and all your
purpled ease away from you, and in that day you shall work for your bread even as
the peasant in the field or the starved and runty clerk in your metropolises. Here are
our hands. They are strong hands.”
Well may rulers and ruling classes pause and consider. This is revolution. And,

further, these 7,000,000 men are not an army on paper. Their fighting strength in the
field is 7,000,000. To-day they cast 7,000,000 votes in the civilized countries of the
world.
Yesterday they were not so strong. To-morrow they will be still stronger. And they

are fighters. They love peace. They are unafraid of war. They intend nothing less than
to destroy existing capitalist society and to take possession of the whole world. If the
law of the land permits, they fight for this end peaceably, at the ballot-box. If the law
of the land does not permit, and if they have force meted out to them, they resort to
force themselves. They meet violence with violence. Their hands are strong and they
are unafraid. In Russia, for instance, there is no suffrage. The government executes the
revolutionists. The revolutionists kill the officers of the government. The revolutionists
meet legal murder with assassination.
Now here arises a particularly significant phase which it would be well for the rulers

to consider. Let me make it concrete. I am a revolutionist. Yet I am a fairly sane and
normal individual. I speak, and I think, of these assassins in Russia as “my comrades.”
So do all the comrades in America, and all the 7,000,000 comrades in the world. Of
what worth an organized, international, revolutionary movement if our comrades are
not backed up the world over! The worth is shown by the fact that we do back up the
assassinations by our comrades in Russia. They are not disciples of Tolstoy, nor are
we. We are revolutionists.
Our comrades in Russia have formed what they call “The Fighting Organization.”

This Fighting Organization accused, tried, found guilty, and condemned to death, one
Sipiaguin, Minister of Interior. On April 2 he was shot and killed in the Maryinsky
Palace. Two years later the Fighting Organization condemned to death and executed
another Minister of Interior, Von Plehve. Having done so, it issued a document, dated
July 29, 1904, setting forth the counts of its indictment of Von Plehve and its responsi-
bility for the assassination. Now, and to the point, this document was sent out to the
socialists of the world, and by them was published everywhere in the magazines and
newspapers. The point is, not that the socialists of the world were unafraid to do it,
not that they dared to do it, but that they did it as a matter of routine, giving publi-
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cation to what may be called an official document of the international revolutionary
movement.
These are high lights upon the revolution — granted, but they are also facts. And

they are given to the rulers and the ruling classes, not in bravado, not to frighten them,
but for them to consider more deeply the spirit and nature of this world-revolution.
The time has come for the revolution to demand consideration. It has fastened upon
every civilized country in the world. As fast as a country becomes civilized, the rev-
olution fastens upon it. With the introduction of the machine into Japan, socialism
was introduced. Socialism marched into the Philippines shoulder to shoulder with the
American soldiers. The echoes of the last gun had scarcely died away when socialist
locals were forming in Cuba and Porto Rico. Vastly more significant is the fact that of
all the countries the revolution has fastened upon, on not one has it relaxed its grip.
On the contrary, on every country its grip closes tighter year by year. As an active
movement it began obscurely over a generation ago. In 1867, its voting strength in
the world was 30,000. By 1871 its vote had increased to 1,000,000. Not till 1884 did it
pass the half-million point. By 1889 it had passed the million point, it had then gained
momentum. In 1892 the socialist vote of the world was 1,798,391; in 1893, 2,585,898;
in 1895, 3,033,718; in 1898, 4,515,591; in 1902, 5,253,054; in 1903, 6,285,374; and in
the year of our Lord 1905 it passed the seven-million mark.
Nor has this flame of revolution left the United States untouched. In 1888 there

were only 2,068 socialist votes. In 1902 there were 127,713 socialist votes. And in 1904
435,040 socialist votes were cast. What fanned this flame? Not hard times. The first
four years of the twentieth century were considered prosperous years, yet in that time
more than 300,000 men added themselves to the ranks of the revolutionists, flinging
their defiance in the teeth of bourgeois society and taking their stand under the blood-
red banner. In the state of the writer, California, one man in twelve is an avowed and
registered revolutionist.
One thing must be clearly understood. This is no spontaneous and vague uprising

of a large mass of discontented and miserable people — a blind and instinctive recoil
from hurt. On the contrary, the propaganda is intellectual; the movement is based upon
economic necessity and is in line with social evolution; while the miserable people have
not yet revolted. The revolutionist is no starved and diseased slave in the shambles at
the bottom of the social pit, but is, in the main, a hearty, well-fed working-man, who
sees the shambles waiting for him and his children and recoils from the descent. The
very miserable people are too helpless to help themselves. But they are being helped,
and the day is not far distant when their numbers will go to swell the ranks of the
revolutionists.
Another thing must be clearly understood. In spite of the fact that middle-class

men and professional men are interested in the movement, it is nevertheless a distinctly
working-class revolt. The world over, it is a working-class revolt. The workers of the
world, as a class, are fighting the capitalists of the world, as a class. The so-called great
middle class is a growing anomaly in the social struggle. It is a perishing class (wily

184



statisticians to the contrary), and its historic mission of buffer between the capitalist
and working-classes has just about been fulfilled. Little remains for it but to wail
as it passes into oblivion, as it has already begun to wail in accents Populistic and
Jeffersonian-Democratic. The fight is on. The revolution is here now, and it is the
world’s workers that are in revolt.
Naturally the question arises: Why is this so? No mere whim of the spirit can give

rise to a world-revolution. Whim does not conduce to unanimity. There must be a deep-
seated cause to make 7,000,000 men of the one mind, to make them cast off allegiance
to the bourgeois gods and lose faith in so fine a thing as patriotism. There are many
counts of the indictment which the revolutionists bring against the capitalist class, but
for present use only one need be stated, and it is a count to which capital has never
replied and can never reply.
The capitalist class has managed society, and its management has failed. And not

only has it failed in its management, but it has failed deplorably, ignobly, horribly. The
capitalist class had an opportunity such as was vouchsafed no previous ruling class in
the history of the world. It broke away from the rule of the old feudal aristocracy and
made modern society. It mastered matter, organized the machinery of life, and made
possible a wonderful era for mankind, wherein no creature should cry aloud because
it had not enough to eat, and wherein for every child there would be opportunity
for education, for intellectual and spiritual uplift. Matter being mastered, and the
machinery of life organized, all this was possible. Here was the chance, God-given, and
the capitalist class failed. It was blind and greedy. It prattled sweet ideals and dear
moralities, rubbed its eyes not once, nor ceased one whit in its greediness, and smashed
down in a failure as tremendous only as was the opportunity it had ignored.
But all this is like so much cobwebs to the bourgeois mind. As it was blind in the

past, it is blind now and cannot see nor understand. Well, then, let the indictment be
stated more definitely, in terms sharp and unmistakable. In the first place, consider the
caveman. He was a very simple creature. His head slanted back like an orang-outang’s,
and he had but little more intelligence. He lived in a hostile environment, the prey of
all manner of fierce life. He had no inventions nor artifices. His natural efficiency for
food-getting was, say, 1. He did not even till the soil. With his natural efficiency of 1,
he fought off his carnivorous enemies and got himself food and shelter. He must have
done all this, else he would not have multiplied and spread over the earth and sent his
progeny down, generation by generation, to become even you and me.
The caveman, with his natural efficiency of 1, got enough to eat most of the time,

and no caveman went hungry all the time. Also, he lived a healthy, open-air life, loafed
and rested himself, and found plenty of time in which to exercise his imagination and
invent gods. That is to say, he did not have to work all his waking moments in order
to get enough to eat. The child of the caveman (and this is true of the children of all
savage peoples) had a childhood, and by that is meant a happy childhood of play and
development.
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And now, how fares modern man? Consider the United States, the most prosperous
and most enlightened country of the world. In the United States there are 10,000,000
people living in poverty. By poverty is meant that condition in life in which, through
lack of food and adequate shelter, the mere standard of working efficiency cannot be
maintained. In the United States there are 10,000,000 people who have not enough to
eat. In the United States, because they have not enough to eat, there are 10,000,000
people who cannot keep the ordinary 1 measure of strength in their bodies. This means
that these 10,000,000 people are perishing, are dying, body and soul, slowly, because
they have not enough to eat. All over this broad, prosperous, enlightened land, are
men, women, and children who are living miserably. In all the great cities, where they
are segregated in slum ghettos by hundreds of thousands and by millions, their misery
becomes beastliness. No caveman ever starved as chronically as they starve, ever slept
as vilely as they sleep, ever festered with rottenness and disease as they fester, nor
ever toiled as hard and for as long hours as they toil.
In Chicago there is a woman who toiled sixty hours per week. She was a garment

worker. She sewed buttons on clothes. Among the Italian garment workers of Chicago,
the average weekly wage of the dressmakers is 90 cents, but they work every week
in the year. The average weekly wage of the pants finishers is $1.31, and the average
number of weeks employed in the year is 27.85. The average yearly earnings of the
dressmakers is $37; of the pants finishers, $42.41. Such wages means no childhood for
the children, beastliness of living, and starvation for all.
Unlike the caveman, modern man cannot get food and shelter whenever he feels

like working for it. Modern man has first to find the work, and in this he is often
unsuccessful. Then misery becomes acute. This acute misery is chronicled daily in the
newspapers. Let several of the countless instances be cited.
In New York City lived a woman, Mary Mead. She had three children: Mary, one

year old; Johanna, two years old; Alice, four years old. Her husband could find no
work. They starved. They were evicted from their shelter at 160 Steuben Street. Mary
Mead strangled her baby, Mary, one year old; strangled Alice, four years old; failed
to strangle Johanna, two years old, and then herself took poison. Said the father to
the police: “Constant poverty had driven my wife insane. We lived at No. 160 Steuben
Street until a week ago, when we were dispossessed. I could get no work. I could not
even make enough to put food into our mouths. The babies grew ill and weak. My wife
cried nearly all the time.”
“So overwhelmed is the Department of Charities with tens of thousands of applica-

tions from men out of work that it finds itself unable to cope with the situation.” —
New York Commercial, January 11, 1905.
In a daily paper, because he cannot get work in order to get something to eat,

modern man advertises as follows:
“Young man, good education, unable to obtain employment, will sell to physician

and bacteriologist for experimental purposes all right and title to his body. Address
for price, box 3466, Examiner.”
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“Frank A. Mallin went to the central police station Wednesday night and asked to
be locked up on a charge of vagrancy. He said he had been conducting an unsuccessful
search for work for so long that he was sure he must be a vagrant. In any event, he
was so hungry he must be fed. Police Judge Graham sentenced him to ninety days’
imprisonment.” — San Francisco Examiner.
In a room at the Soto House, 32 Fourth Street, San Francisco, was found the body

of W. G. Robbins. He had turned on the gas. Also was found his diary, from which
the following extracts are made
“March 3. — No chance of getting anything here. What will I do?
“March 7. — Cannot find anything yet.
“March 8. — Am living on doughnuts at five cents a day.
“March 9. — My last quarter gone for room rent.
“March 10. — God help me. Have only five cents left. Can get nothing to do. What

next? Starvation or — ? I have spent my last nickel to-night. What shall I do? Shall
it be steal, beg, or die? I have never stolen, begged, or starved in all my fifty years of
life, but now I am on the brink — death seems the only refuge.
“March 11. — Sick all day — burning fever this afternoon. Had nothing to eat

to-day or since yesterday noon. My head, my head. Good-bye, all.”
How fares the child of modern man in this most prosperous of lands? In the city

of New York 50,000 children go hungry to school every morning. From the same city
on January 12, a press despatch was sent out over the country of a case reported by
Dr. A. E. Daniel, of the New York Infirmary for Women and Children. The case was
that of a babe, eighteen months old, who earned by its labour fifty cents per week in
a tenement sweat-shop.
“On a pile of rags in a room bare of furniture and freezing cold, Mrs. Mary Gallin,

dead from starvation, with an emaciated baby four months old crying at her breast,
was found this morning at 513 Myrtle Avenue, Brooklyn, by Policeman McConnon of
the Flushing Avenue Station. Huddled together for warmth in another part of the room
were the father, James Gallin, and three children ranging from two to eight years of
age. The children gazed at the policeman much as ravenous animals might have done.
They were famished, and there was not a vestige of food in their comfortless home.”
— New York Journal, January 2, 1902.
In the United States 80,000 children are toiling out their lives in the textile mills

alone. In the South they work twelve-hour shifts. They never see the day. Those on
the night shift are asleep when the sun pours its life and warmth over the world, while
those on the day shift are at the machines before dawn and return to their miserable
dens, called “homes,” after dark. Many receive no more than ten cents a day. There
are babies who work for five and six cents a day. Those who work on the night shift
are often kept awake by having cold water dashed in their faces. There are children
six years of age who have already to their credit eleven months’ work on the night
shift. When they become sick, and are unable to rise from their beds to go to work,
there are men employed to go on horseback from house to house, and cajole and bully
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them into arising and going to work. Ten per cent of them contract active consumption.
All are puny wrecks, distorted, stunted, mind and body. Elbert Hubbard says of the
child-labourers of the Southern cotton-mills:
“I thought to lift one of the little toilers to ascertain his weight. Straightaway through

his thirty-five pounds of skin and bones there ran a tremor of fear, and he struggled
forward to tie a broken thread. I attracted his attention by a touch, and offered him a
silver dime. He looked at me dumbly from a face that might have belonged to a man of
sixty, so furrowed, tightly drawn, and full of pain it was. He did not reach for the money
— he did not know what it was. There were dozens of such children in this particular
mill. A physician who was with me said that they would all be dead probably in two
years, and their places filled by others — there were plenty more. Pneumonia carries
off most of them. Their systems are ripe for disease, and when it comes there is no
rebound — no response. Medicine simply does not act — nature is whipped, beaten,
discouraged, and the child sinks into a stupor and dies.”
So fares modern man and the child of modern man in the United States, most

prosperous and enlightened of all countries on earth. It must be remembered that the
instances given are instances only, but they can be multiplied myriads of times. It must
also be remembered that what is true of the United States is true of all the civilized
world. Such misery was not true of the caveman. Then what has happened? Has the
hostile environment of the caveman grown more hostile for his descendants? Has the
caveman’s natural efficiency of 1 for food-getting and shelter-getting diminished in
modern man to one-half or one-quarter?
On the contrary, the hostile environment of the caveman has been destroyed. For

modern man it no longer exists. All carnivorous enemies, the daily menace of the
younger world, have been killed off. Many of the species of prey have become extinct.
Here and there, in secluded portions of the world, still linger a few of man’s fiercer
enemies. But they are far from being a menace to mankind. Modern man, when he
wants recreation and change, goes to the secluded portions of the world for a hunt.
Also, in idle moments, he wails regretfully at the passing of the “big game,” which he
knows in the not distant future will disappear from the earth.
Nor since the day of the caveman has man’s efficiency for food-getting and shelter-

getting diminished. It has increased a thousandfold. Since the day of the caveman,
matter has been mastered. The secrets of matter have been discovered. Its laws have
been formulated. Wonderful artifices have been made, and marvellous inventions, all
tending to increase tremendously man’s natural efficiency of in every food-getting,
shelter-getting exertion, in farming, mining, manufacturing, transportation, and com-
munication.
From the caveman to the hand-workers of three generations ago, the increase in effi-

ciency for food-and shelter-getting has been very great. But in this day, by machinery,
the efficiency of the hand-worker of three generations ago has in turn been increased
many times. Formerly it required 200 hours of human labour to place 100 tons of
ore on a railroad car. To-day, aided by machinery, but two hours of human labour
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is required to do the same task. The United States Bureau of Labour is responsible
for the following table, showing the comparatively recent increase in man’s food-and
shelter-getting efficiency:
Machine Hours
Hand Hours
Barley (100 bushels)
9
211
Corn (50 bushels shelled, stalks, husks and blades cut into fodder)
34
228
Oats (160 bushels)
28
265
Wheat (50 bushels)
7
160
Loading ore (loading 100 tons iron ore on cars)
2
200
Unloading coal (transferring 200 tons from canal-boats to bins 400 feet distant)
20
240
Pitchforks (50 pitchforks, 12-inch tines)
12
200
Plough (one landside plough, oak beams and handles)
3
118
According to the same authority, under the best conditions for organization in

farming, labour can produce 20 bushels of wheat for 66 cents, or 1 bushel for 3½ cents.
This was done on a bonanza farm of 10,000 acres in California, and was the average cost
of the whole product of the farm. Mr. Carroll D. Wright says that to-day 4,500,000 men,
aided by machinery, turn out a product that would require the labour of 40,000,000
men if produced by hand. Professor Herzog, of Austria, says that 5,000,000 people with
the machinery of to-day, employed at socially useful labour, would be able to supply
a population of 20,000,000 people with all the necessaries and small luxuries of life by
working 1½ hours per day.
This being so, matter being mastered, man’s efficiency for food-and shelter-getting

being increased a thousandfold over the efficiency of the caveman, then why is it
that millions of modern men live more miserably than lived the caveman? This is the
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question the revolutionist asks, and he asks it of the managing class, the capitalist
class. The capitalist class does not answer it. The capitalist class cannot answer it.
If modern man’s food-and shelter-getting efficiency is a thousandfold greater than

that of the caveman, why, then, are there 10,000,000 people in the United States to-day
who are not properly sheltered and properly fed? If the child of the caveman did not
have to work, why, then, to-day, in the United States, are 80,000 children working out
their lives in the textile factories alone? If the child of the caveman did not have to
work, why, then, to-day, in the United States, are there 1,752,187 child-labourers?
It is a true count in the indictment. The capitalist class has mismanaged, is to-day

mismanaging. In New York City 50,000 children go hungry to school, and in New York
City there are 1,320 millionaires. The point, however, is not that the mass of mankind is
miserable because of the wealth the capitalist class has taken to itself. Far from it. The
point really is that the mass of mankind is miserable, not for want of the wealth taken
by the capitalist class, but for want of the wealth that was never created. This wealth
was never created because the capitalist class managed too wastefully and irrationally.
The capitalist class, blind and greedy, grasping madly, has not only not made the best
of its management, but made the worst of it. It is a management prodigiously wasteful.
This point cannot be emphasized too strongly.
In face of the facts that modern man lives more wretchedly than the caveman, and

that modern man’s food-and shelter-getting efficiency is a thousandfold greater than
the caveman’s, no other solution is possible than that the management is prodigiously
wasteful.
With the natural resources of the world, the machinery already invented, a rational

organization of production and distribution, and an equally rational elimination of
waste, the able-bodied workers would not have to labour more than two or three hours
per day to feed everybody, clothe everybody, house everybody, educate everybody, and
give a fair measure of little luxuries to everybody. There would be no more material
want and wretchedness, no more children toiling out their lives, no more men and
women and babes living like beasts and dying like beasts. Not only would matter be
mastered, but the machine would be mastered. In such a day incentive would be finer
and nobler than the incentive of to-day, which is the incentive of the stomach. No man,
woman, or child, would be impelled to action by an empty stomach. On the contrary,
they would be impelled to action as a child in a spelling match is impelled to action,
as boys and girls at games, as scientists formulating law, as inventors applying law,
as artists and sculptors painting canvases and shaping clay, as poets and statesmen
serving humanity by singing and by statecraft. The spiritual, intellectual, and artistic
uplift consequent upon such a condition of society would be tremendous. All the human
world would surge upward in a mighty wave.
This was the opportunity vouchsafed the capitalist class. Less blindness on its part,

less greediness, and a rational management, were all that was necessary. A wonderful
era was possible for the human race. But the capitalist class failed. It made a shambles
of civilization. Nor can the capitalist class plead not guilty. It knew of the opportu-
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nity. Its wise men told of the opportunity, its scholars and its scientists told it of the
opportunity. All that they said is there to-day in the books, just so much damning
evidence against it. It would not listen. It was too greedy. It rose up (as it rises up
to-day), shamelessly, in our legislative halls, and declared that profits were impossible
without the toil of children and babes. It lulled its conscience to sleep with prattle of
sweet ideals and dear moralities, and allowed the suffering and misery of mankind to
continue and to increase, in short, the capitalist class failed to take advantage of the
opportunity.
But the opportunity is still here. The capitalist class has been tried and found

wanting. Remains the working-class to see what it can do with the opportunity. “But
the working-class is incapable,” says the capitalist class. “What do you know about
it?” the working-class replies. “Because you have failed is no reason that we shall fail.
Furthermore, we are going to have a try at it, anyway. Seven millions of us say so. And
what have you to say to that?”
And what can the capitalist class say? Grant the incapacity of the working-class.

Grant that the indictment and the argument of the revolutionists are all wrong. The
7,000,000 revolutionists remain. Their existence is a fact. Their belief in their capacity,
and in their indictment and their argument, is a fact. Their constant growth is a fact.
Their intention to destroy present-day society is a fact, as is also their intention to take
possession of the world with all its wealth and machinery and governments. Moreover,
it is a fact that the working-class is vastly larger than the capitalist class.
The revolution is a revolution of the working-class. How can the capitalist class, in

the minority, stem this tide of revolution? What has it to offer? What does it offer?
Employers’ associations, injunctions, civil suits for plundering of the treasuries of the
labour-unions, clamour and combination for the open shop, bitter and shameless op-
position to the eight-hour day, strong efforts to defeat all reform, child-labour bills,
graft in every municipal council, strong lobbies and bribery in every legislature for the
purchase of capitalist legislation, bayonets, machine-guns, policemen’s clubs, profes-
sional strike-breakers and armed Pinkertons — these are the things the capitalist class
is dumping in front of the tide of revolution, as though, forsooth, to hold it back.
The capitalist class is as blind to-day to the menace of the revolution as it was

blind in the past to its own God-given opportunity. It cannot see how precarious is its
position, cannot comprehend the power and the portent of the revolution. It goes on
its placid way, prattling sweet ideals and dear moralities, and scrambling sordidly for
material benefits.
No overthrown ruler or class in the past ever considered the revolution that over-

threw it, and so with the capitalist class of to-day. Instead of compromising, instead of
lengthening its lease of life by conciliation and by removal of some of the harsher oppres-
sions of the working-class, it antagonizes the working-class, drives the working-class
into revolution. Every broken strike in recent years, every legally plundered trades-
union treasury, every closed shop made into an open shop, has driven the members of
the working-class directly hurt over to socialism by hundreds and thousands. Show a
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working-man that his union fails, and he becomes a revolutionist. Break a strike with
an injunction or bankrupt a union with a civil suit, and the working-men hurt thereby
listen to the siren song of the socialist and are lost for ever to the political capitalist
parties.
Antagonism never lulled revolution, and antagonism is about all the capitalist class

offers. It is true, it offers some few antiquated notions which were very efficacious in
the past, but which are no longer efficacious. Fourth-of-July liberty in terms of the
Declaration of Independence and of the French Encyclopædists is scarcely apposite
to-day. It does not appeal to the working-man who has had his head broken by a
policeman’s club, his union treasury bankrupted by a court decision, or his job taken
away from him by a labour-saving invention. Nor does the Constitution of the United
States appear so glorious and constitutional to the working-man who has experienced
a bull-pen or been unconstitutionally deported from Colorado. Nor are this particular
working-man’s hurt feelings soothed by reading in the newspapers that both the bull-
pen and the deportation were pre-eminently just, legal, and constitutional. “To hell,
then, with the Constitution!” says he, and another revolutionist has been made — by
the capitalist class.
In short, so blind is the capitalist class that it does nothing to lengthen its lease

of life, while it does everything to shorten it. The capitalist class offers nothing that
is clean, noble, and alive. The revolutionists offer everything that is clean, noble, and
alive. They offer service, unselfishness, sacrifice, martyrdom — the things that sting
awake the imagination of the people, touching their hearts with the fervour that arises
out of the impulse toward good and which is essentially religious in its nature.
But the revolutionists blow hot and blow cold. They offer facts and statistics, eco-

nomics and scientific arguments. If the working-man be merely selfish, the revolution-
ists show him, mathematically demonstrate to him, that his condition will be bettered
by the revolution. If the working-man be the higher type, moved by impulses toward
right conduct, if he have soul and spirit, the revolutionists offer him the things of the
soul and the spirit, the tremendous things that cannot be measured by dollars and
cents, nor be held down by dollars and cents. The revolutionist cries out upon wrong
and injustice, and preaches righteousness. And, most potent of all, he sings the eternal
song of human freedom — a song of all lands and all tongues and all time.
Few members of the capitalist class see the revolution. Most of them are too ignorant,

and many are too afraid to see it. It is the same old story of every perishing ruling class
in the world’s history. Fat with power and possession, drunken with success, and made
soft by surfeit and by cessation of struggle, they are like the drones clustered about
the honey vats when the worker-bees spring upon them to end their rotund existence.
President Roosevelt vaguely sees the revolution, is frightened by it, and recoils from

seeing it. As he says: “Above all, we need to remember that any kind of class animosity
in the political world is, if possible, even more wicked, even more destructive to national
welfare, than sectional, race, or religious animosity.”
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Class animosity in the political world, President Roosevelt maintains, is wicked.
But class animosity in the political world is the preachment of the revolutionists. “Let
the class wars in the industrial world continue,” they say, “but extend the class war
to the political world.” As their leader, Eugene V. Debs says: “So far as this struggle
is concerned, there is no good capitalist and no bad working-man. Every capitalist is
your enemy and every working-man is your friend.”
Here is class animosity in the political world with a vengeance. And here is revo-

lution. In 1888 there were only 2,000 revolutionists of this type in the United States;
in 1900 there were 127,000 revolutionists; in 1904, 435,000 revolutionists. Wickedness
of the President Roosevelt definition evidently flourishes and increases in the United
States. Quite so, for it is the revolution that flourishes and increases.
Here and there a member of the capitalist class catches a clear glimpse of the

revolution, and raises a warning cry. But his class does not heed. President Eliot of
Harvard raised such a cry:
“I am forced to believe there is a present danger of socialism never before so imminent

in America in so dangerous a form, because never before imminent in so well organized
a form. The danger lies in the obtaining control of the trades-unions by the socialists.”
And the capitalist employers, instead of giving heed to the warnings, are perfecting
their strike-breaking organization and combining more strongly than ever for a general
assault upon that dearest of all things to the trades-unions — the closed shop. In so far
as this assault succeeds, by just that much will the capitalist class shorten its lease of
life. It is the old, old story, over again and over again. The drunken drones still cluster
greedily about the honey vats.
Possibly one of the most amusing spectacles of to-day is the attitude of the American

press toward the revolution. It is also a pathetic spectacle. It compels the onlooker to
be aware of a distinct loss of pride in his species. Dogmatic utterance from the mouth
of ignorance may make gods laugh, but it should make men weep. And the Ameri-
can editors (in the general instance) are so impressive about it! The old “divide-up,”
“men-are-not-born-free-and-equal,” propositions are enunciated gravely and sagely, as
things white-hot and new from the forge of human wisdom. Their feeble vapourings
show no more than a schoolboy’s comprehension of the nature of the revolution. Para-
sites themselves on the capitalist class, serving the capitalist class by moulding public
opinion, they, too, cluster drunkenly about the honey vats.
Of course, this is true only of the large majority of American editors. To say that it

is true of all of them would be to cast too great obloquy upon the human race. Also, it
would be untrue, for here and there an occasional editor does see clearly — and in his
case, ruled by stomach-incentive, is usually afraid to say what he thinks about it. So
far as the science and the sociology of the revolution are concerned, the average editor
is a generation or so behind the facts. He is intellectually slothful, accepts no facts
until they are accepted by the majority, and prides himself upon his conservatism. He
is an instinctive optimist, prone to believe that what ought to be, is. The revolutionist
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gave this up long ago, and believes not that what ought to be, is, but what is, is, and
that it may not be what it ought to be at all.
Now and then, rubbing his eyes, vigorously, an editor catches a sudden glimpse of

the revolution and breaks out in naïve volubility, as, for instance, the one who wrote
the following in the Chicago Chronicle: “American socialists are revolutionists. They
know that they are revolutionists. It is high time that other people should appreciate
the fact.” A white-hot, brand-new discovery, and he proceeded to shout it out from the
housetops that we, forsooth, were revolutionists. Why, it is just what we have been
doing all these years — shouting it out from the housetops that we are revolutionists,
and stop us who can.
The time should be past for the mental attitude: “Revolution is atrocious. Sir, there

is no revolution.” Likewise should the time be past for that other familiar attitude:
“Socialism is slavery. Sir, it will never be.” It is no longer a question of dialectics,
theories, and dreams. There is no question about it. The revolution is a fact. It is here
now. Seven million revolutionists, organized, working day and night, are preaching
the revolution — that passionate gospel, the Brotherhood of Man. Not only is it a
cold-blooded economic propaganda, but it is in essence a religious propaganda with a
fervour in it of Paul and Christ. The capitalist class has been indicted. It has failed in
its management and its management is to be taken away from it. Seven million men
of the working-class say that they are going to get the rest of the working-class to join
with them and take the management away. The revolution is here, now. Stop it who
can.
Sacramento River.

March 1905.

The Somnambulists
“’Tis only fools speak evil of the clay —

The very stars are made of clay like mine.”
The mightiest and absurdest sleep-walker on the planet! Chained in the circle of his

own imaginings, man is only too keen to forget his origin and to shame that flesh of
his that bleeds like all flesh and that is good to eat. Civilization (which is part of the
circle of his imaginings) has spread a veneer over the surface of the soft-shelled animal
known as man. It is a very thin veneer; but so wonderfully is man constituted that he
squirms on his bit of achievement and believes he is garbed in armour-plate.
Yet man to-day is the same man that drank from his enemy’s skull in the dark

German forests, that sacked cities, and stole his women from neighbouring clans like
any howling aborigine. The flesh-and-blood body of man has not changed in the last
several thousand years. Nor has his mind changed. There is no faculty of the mind of
man to-day that did not exist in the minds of the men of long ago. Man has to-day
no concept that is too wide and deep and abstract for the mind of Plato or Aristotle
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to grasp. Give to Plato or Aristotle the same fund of knowledge that man to-day has
access to, and Plato and Aristotle would reason as profoundly as the man of to-day
and would achieve very similar conclusions.
It is the same old animal man, smeared over, it is true, with a veneer, thin and

magical, that makes him dream drunken dreams of self-exaltation and to sneer at the
flesh and the blood of him beneath the smear. The raw animal crouching within him
is like the earthquake monster pent in the crust of the earth. As he persuades himself
against the latter till it arouses and shakes down a city, so does he persuade himself
against the former until it shakes him out of his dreaming and he stands undisguised,
a brute like any other brute.
Starve him, let him miss six meals, and see gape through the veneer the hungry

maw of the animal beneath. Get between him and the female of his kind upon whom
his mating instinct is bent, and see his eyes blaze like an angry cat’s, hear in his throat
the scream of wild stallions, and watch his fists clench like an orang-outang’s. Maybe
he will even beat his chest. Touch his silly vanity, which he exalts into high-sounding
pride — call him a liar, and behold the red animal in him that makes a hand clutching
that is quick like the tensing of a tiger’s claw, or an eagle’s talon, incarnate with desire
to rip and tear.
It is not necessary to call him a liar to touch his vanity. Tell a plains Indian that he

has failed to steal horses from the neighbouring tribe, or tell a man living in bourgeois
society that he has failed to pay his bills at the neighbouring grocer’s, and the results
are the same. Each, plains Indian and bourgeois, is smeared with a slightly different
veneer, that is all. It requires a slightly different stick to scrape it off. The raw animals
beneath are identical.
But intrude not violently upon man, leave him alone in his somnambulism, and he

kicks out from under his feet the ladder of life up which he has climbed, constitutes
himself the centre of the universe, dreams sordidly about his own particular god, and
maunders metaphysically about his own blessed immortality.
True, he lives in a real world, breathes real air, eats real food, and sleeps under

real blankets, in order to keep real cold away. And there’s the rub. He has to effect
adjustments with the real world and at the same time maintain the sublimity of his
dream. The result of this admixture of the real and the unreal is confusion thrice
confounded. The man that walks the real world in his sleep becomes such a tangled
mass of contradictions, paradoxes, and lies that he has to lie to himself in order to stay
asleep.
In passing, it may be noted that some men are remarkably constituted in this

matter of self-deception. They excel at deceiving themselves. They believe, and they
help others to believe. It becomes their function in society, and some of them are paid
large salaries for helping their fellow-men to believe, for instance, that they are not as
other animals; for helping the king to believe, and his parasites and drudges as well,
that he is God’s own manager over so many square miles of earth-crust; for helping
the merchant and banking classes to believe that society rests on their shoulders, and
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that civilization would go to smash if they got out from under and ceased from their
exploitations and petty pilferings.
Prize-fighting is terrible. This is the dictum of the man who walks in his sleep. He

prates about it, and writes to the papers about it, and worries the legislators about it.
There is nothing of the brute about him. He is a sublimated soul that treads the heights
and breathes refined ether — in self-comparison with the prize-fighter. The man who
walks in his sleep ignores the flesh and all its wonderful play of muscle, joint, and nerve.
He feels that there is something godlike in the mysterious deeps of his being, denies
his relationship with the brute, and proceeds to go forth into the world and express
by deeds that something godlike within him.
He sits at a desk and chases dollars through the weeks and months and years of his

life. To him the life godlike resolves into a problem something like this: Since the great
mass of men toil at producing wealth, how best can he get between the great mass
of men and the wealth they produce, and get a slice for himself? With tremendous
exercise of craft, deceit, and guile, he devotes his life godlike to this purpose. As
he succeeds, his somnambulism grows profound. He bribes legislatures, buys judges,
“controls” primaries, and then goes and hires other men to tell him that it is all glorious
and right. And the funniest thing about it is that this arch-deceiver believes all that
they tell him. He reads only the newspapers and magazines that tell him what he wants
to be told, listens only to the biologists who tell him that he is the finest product of the
struggle for existence, and herds only with his own kind, where, like the monkey-folk,
they teeter up and down and tell one another how great they are.
In the course of his life godlike he ignores the flesh — until he gets to table. He raises

his hands in horror at the thought of the brutish prize-fighter, and then sits down and
gorges himself on roast beef, rare and red, running blood under every sawing thrust
of the implement called a knife. He has a piece of cloth which he calls a napkin, with
which he wipes from his lips, and from the hair on his lips, the greasy juices of the
meat.
He is fastidiously nauseated at the thought of two prize-fighters bruising each other

with their fists; and at the same time, because it will cost him some money, he will
refuse to protect the machines in his factory, though he is aware that the lack of such
protection every year mangles, batters, and destroys out of all humanness thousands of
working-men, women, and children. He will chatter about things refined and spiritual
and godlike like himself, and he and the men who herd with him will calmly adulterate
the commodities they put upon the market and which annually kill tens of thousands
of babies and young children.
He will recoil at the suggestion of the horrid spectacle of two men confronting each

other with gloved hands in the roped arena, and at the same time he will clamour
for larger armies and larger navies, for more destructive war machines, which, with
a single discharge, will disrupt and rip to pieces more human beings than have died
in the whole history of prize-fighting. He will bribe a city council for a franchise or a
state legislature for a commercial privilege; but he has never been known, in all his
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sleep-walking history, to bribe any legislative body in order to achieve any moral end,
such as, for instance, abolition of prize-fighting, child-labour laws, pure food bills, or
old age pensions.
“Ah, but we do not stand for the commercial life,” object the refined, scholarly, and

professional men. They are also sleep-walkers. They do not stand for the commercial
life, but neither do they stand against it with all their strength. They submit to it, to
the brutality and carnage of it. They develop classical economists who announce that
the only possible way for men and women to get food and shelter is by the existing
method. They produce university professors, men who claim the rôle of teachers, and
who at the same time claim that the austere ideal of learning is passionless pursuit
of passionless intelligence. They serve the men who lead the commercial life, give to
their sons somnambulistic educations, preach that sleep-walking is the only way to
walk, and that the persons who walk otherwise are atavisms or anarchists. They paint
pictures for the commercial men, write books for them, sing songs for them, act plays
for them, and dose them with various drugs when their bodies have grown gross or
dyspeptic from overeating and lack of exercise.
Then there are the good, kind somnambulists who don’t prize-fight, who don’t

play the commercial game, who don’t teach and preach somnambulism, who don’t do
anything except live on the dividends that are coined out of the wan, white fluid that
runs in the veins of little children, out of mothers’ tears, the blood of strong men,
and the groans and sighs of the old. The receiver is as bad as the thief — ay, and
the thief is finer than the receiver; he at least has the courage to run the risk. But
the good, kind people who don’t do anything won’t believe this, and the assertion
will make them angry — for a moment. They possess several magic phrases, which
are like the incantations of a voodoo doctor driving devils away. The phrases that the
good, kind people repeat to themselves and to one another sound like “abstinence,”
“temperance,” “thrift,” “virtue.” Sometimes they say them backward, when they sound
like “prodigality,” “drunkenness,” “wastefulness,” and “immorality.” They do not really
know the meaning of these phrases, but they think they do, and that is all that is
necessary for somnambulists. The calm repetition of such phrases invariably drives
away the waking devils and lulls to slumber.
Our statesmen sell themselves and their country for gold. Our municipal servants

and state legislators commit countless treasons. The world of graft! The world of be-
trayal! The world of somnambulism, whose exalted and sensitive citizens are outraged
by the knockouts of the prize-ring, and who annually not merely knock out, but kill,
thousands of babies and children by means of child labour and adulterated food. Far
better to have the front of one’s face pushed in by the fist of an honest prize-fighter
than to have the lining of one’s stomach corroded by the embalmed beef of a dishonest
manufacturer.
In a prize-fight men are classed. A lightweight fights with a light-weight; he never

fights with a heavy-weight, and foul blows are not allowed. Yet in the world of the
somnambulists, where soar the sublimated spirits, there are no classes, and foul blows
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are continually struck and never disallowed. Only they are not called foul blows. The
world of claw and fang and fist and club has passed away — so say the somnambulists.
A rebate is not an elongated claw. A Wall Street raid is not a fang slash. Dummy
boards of directors and fake accountings are not foul blows of the fist under the belt.
A present of coal stock by a mine operator to a railroad official is not a claw rip to the
bowels of a rival mine operator. The hundred million dollars with which a combination
beats down to his knees a man with a million dollars is not a club. The man who walks
in his sleep says it is not a club. So say all of his kind with which he herds. They gather
together and solemnly and gloatingly make and repeat certain noises that sound like
“discretion,” “acumen,” “initiative,” “enterprise.” These noises are especially gratifying
when they are made backward. They mean the same things, but they sound different.
And in either case, forward or backward, the spirit of the dream is not disturbed.
When a man strikes a foul blow in the prize-ring the fight is immediately stopped,

he is declared the loser, and he is hissed by the audience as he leaves the ring. But
when a man who walks in his sleep strikes a foul blow he is immediately declared the
victor and awarded the prize; and amid acclamations he forthwith turns his prize into
a seat in the United States Senate, into a grotesque palace on Fifth Avenue, and into
endowed churches, universities and libraries, to say nothing of subsidized newspapers,
to proclaim his greatness.
The red animal in the somnambulist will out. He decries the carnal combat of the

prize-ring, and compels the red animal to spiritual combat. The poisoned lie, the nasty,
gossiping tongue, the brutality of the unkind epigram, the business and social nastiness
and treachery of to-day — these are the thrusts and scratches of the red animal when
the somnambulist is in charge. They are not the upper cuts and short arm jabs and
jolts and slugging blows of the spirit. They are the foul blows of the spirit that have
never been disbarred, as the foul blows of the prize-ring have been disbarred. (Would
it not be preferable for a man to strike one full on the mouth with his fist than for him
to tell a lie about one, or malign those that are nearest and dearest?)
For these are the crimes of the spirit, and, alas! they are so much more frequent

than blows on the mouth. And whosoever exalts the spirit over the flesh, by his own
creed avers that a crime of the spirit is vastly more terrible than a crime of the flesh.
Thus stand the somnambulists convicted by their own creed — only they are not real
men, alive and awake, and they proceed to mutter magic phrases that dispel all doubt
as to their undiminished and eternal gloriousness.
It is well enough to let the ape and tiger die, but it is hardly fair to kill off the

natural and courageous apes and tigers and allow the spawn of cowardly apes and
tigers to live. The prize-fighting apes and tigers will die all in good time in the course
of natural evolution, but they will not die so long as the cowardly, somnambulistic
apes and tigers club and scratch and slash. This is not a brief for the prize-fighter. It
is a blow of the fist between the eyes of the somnambulists, teetering up and down,
muttering magic phrases, and thanking God that they are not as other animals.
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Glen Ellen, California.
June 1900.

The Dignity of Dollars
Man is a blind, helpless creature. He looks back with pride upon his goodly heritage

of the ages, and yet obeys unwittingly every mandate of that heritage; for it is incarnate
with him, and in it are embedded the deepest roots of his soul. Strive as he will, he
cannot escape it — unless he be a genius, one of those rare creations to whom alone
is granted the privilege of doing entirely new and original things in entirely new and
original ways. But the common clay-born man, possessing only talents, may do only
what has been done before him. At the best, if he work hard, and cherish himself
exceedingly, he may duplicate any or all previous performances of his kind; he may
even do some of them better; but there he stops, the composite hand of his whole
ancestry bearing heavily upon him.
And again, in the matter of his ideas, which have been thrust upon him, and which

he has been busily garnering from the great world ever since the day when his eyes
first focussed and he drew, startled, against the warm breast of his mother — the
tyranny of these he cannot shake off. Servants of his will, they at the same time master
him. They may not coerce genius, but they dictate and sway every action of the clay-
born. If he hesitate on the verge of a new departure, they whip him back into the
well-greased groove; if he pause, bewildered, at sight of some unexplored domain, they
rise like ubiquitous finger-posts and direct him by the village path to the communal
meadow. And he permits these things, and continues to permit them, for he cannot
help them, and he is a slave. Out of his ideas he may weave cunning theories, beautiful
ideals; but he is working with ropes of sand. At the slightest stress, the last least bit
of cohesion flits away, and each idea flies apart from its fellows, while all clamour that
he do this thing, or think this thing, in the ancient and time-honoured way. He is only
a clay-born; so he bends his neck. He knows further that the clay-born are a pitiful,
pitiless majority, and that he may do nothing which they do not do.
It is only in some way such as this that we may understand and explain the dignity

which attaches itself to dollars. In the watches of the night, we may assure ourselves
that there is no such dignity; but jostling with our fellows in the white light of day,
we find that it does exist, and that we ourselves measure ourselves by the dollars we
happen to possess. They give us confidence and carriage and dignity — ay, a personal
dignity which goes down deeper than the garments with which we hide our nakedness.
The world, when it knows nothing else of him, measures a man by his clothes; but
the man himself, if he be neither a genius nor a philosopher, but merely a clay-born,
measures himself by his pocket-book. He cannot help it, and can no more fling it from
him than can the bashful young man his self-consciousness when crossing a ballroom
floor.
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I remember once absenting myself from civilization for weary months. When I re-
turned, it was to a strange city in another country. The people were but slightly
removed from my own breed, and they spoke the same tongue, barring a certain bar-
barous accent which I learned was far older than the one imbibed by me with my
mother’s milk. A fur cap, soiled and singed by many camp-fires, half sheltered the
shaggy tendrils of my uncut hair. My foot-gear was of walrus hide, cunningly blended
with seal gut. The remainder of my dress was as primal and uncouth. I was a sight
to give merriment to gods and men. Olympus must have roared at my coming. The
world, knowing me not, could judge me by my clothes alone. But I refused to be so
judged. My spiritual backbone stiffened, and I held my head high, looking all men in
the eyes. And I did these things, not that I was an egotist, not that I was impervious to
the critical glances of my fellows, but because of a certain hogskin belt, plethoric and
sweat-bewrinkled, which buckled next the skin above the hips. Oh, it’s absurd, I grant,
but had that belt not been so circumstanced, and so situated, I should have shrunk
away into side streets and back alleys, walking humbly and avoiding all gregarious
humans except those who were likewise abroad without belts. Why? I do not know,
save that in such way did my fathers before me.
Viewed in the light of sober reason, the whole thing was preposterous. But I walked

down the gang-plank with the mien of a hero, of a barbarian who knew himself to be
greater than the civilization he invaded. I was possessed of the arrogance of a Roman
governor. At last I knew what it was to be born to the purple, and I took my seat
in the hotel carriage as though it were my chariot about to proceed with me to the
imperial palace. People discreetly dropped their eyes before my proud gaze, and into
their hearts I know I forced the query, What manner of man can this mortal be? I
was superior to convention, and the very garb which otherwise would have damned me
tended toward my elevation. And all this was due, not to my royal lineage, nor to the
deeds I had done and the champions I had overthrown, but to a certain hogskin belt
buckled next the skin. The sweat of months was upon it, toil had defaced it, and it was
not a creation such as would appeal to the æsthetic mind; but it was plethoric. There
was the arcanum; each yellow grain conduced to my exaltation, and the sum of these
grains was the sum of my mightiness. Had they been less, just so would have been my
stature; more, and I should have reached the sky.
And this was my royal progress through that most loyal city. I purchased a host of

things from the tradespeople, and bought me such pleasures and diversions as befitted
one who had long been denied. I scattered my gold lavishly, nor did I chaffer over prices
in mart or exchange. And, because of these things I did, I demanded homage. Nor was
it refused. I moved through wind-swept groves of limber backs; across sunny glades,
lighted by the beaming rays from a thousand obsequious eyes; and when I tired of this,
basked on the greensward of popular approval. Money was very good, I thought, and
for the time was content. But there rushed upon me the words of Erasmus, “When
I get some money I shall buy me some Greek books, and afterwards some clothes,”
and a great shame wrapped me around. But, luckily for my soul’s welfare, I reflected
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and was saved. By the clearer vision vouchsafed me, I beheld Erasmus, fire-flashing,
heaven-born, while I — I was merely a clay-born, a son of earth. For a giddy moment I
had forgotten this, and tottered. And I rolled over on my greensward, caught a glimpse
of a regiment of undulating backs, and thanked my particular gods that such moods
of madness were passing brief.
But on another day, receiving with kingly condescension the service of my good sub-

jects’ backs, I remembered the words of another man, long since laid away, who was by
birth a nobleman, by nature a philosopher and a gentleman, and who by circumstance
yielded up his head upon the block. “That a man of lead,” he once remarked, “who has
no more sense than a log of wood, and is as bad as he is foolish, should have many
wise and good men to serve him, only because he has a great heap of that metal; and
that if, by some accident or trick of law (which sometimes produces as great changes
as chance itself), all this wealth should pass from the master to the meanest varlet of
his whole family, he himself would very soon become one of his servants, as if he were
a thing that belonged to his wealth, and so was bound to follow its fortune.”
And when I had remembered this much, I unwisely failed to pause and reflect. So

I gathered my belongings together, cinched my hogskin belt tight about me, and went
away to my own country. It was a very foolish thing to do. I am sure it was. But when
I had recovered my reason, I fell upon my particular gods and berated them mightily,
and as penance for their watchlessness placed them away amongst dust and cobwebs.
Oh no, not for long. They are again enshrined, as bright and polished as of yore, and
my destiny is once more in their keeping.
It is given that travail and vicissitude mark time to man’s footsteps as he stumbles

onward toward the grave; and it is well. Without the bitter one may not know the
sweet. The other day — nay, it was but yesterday — I fell before the rhythm of
fortune. The inexorable pendulum had swung the counter direction, and there was
upon me an urgent need. The hogskin belt was flat as famine, nor did it longer gird
my loins. From my window I could descry, at no great distance, a very ordinary mortal
of a man, working industriously among his cabbages. I thought: Here am I, capable of
teaching him much concerning the field wherein he labours — the nitrogenic — why
of the fertilizer, the alchemy of the sun, the microscopic cell-structure of the plant, the
cryptic chemistry of root and runner — but thereat he straightened his work-wearied
back and rested. His eyes wandered over what he had produced in the sweat of his
brow, then on to mine. And as he stood there drearily, he became reproach incarnate.
“Unstable as water,” he said (I am sure he did) — “unstable as water, thou shalt not
excel. Man, where are your cabbages?”
I shrank back. Then I waxed rebellious. I refused to answer the question. He had

no right to ask it, and his presence was an affront upon the landscape. And a dignity
entered into me, and my neck was stiffened, my head poised. I gathered together certain
certificates of goods and chattels, pointed my heel towards him and his cabbages, and
journeyed townward. I was yet a man. There was naught in those certificates to be
ashamed of. But alack-a-day! While my heels thrust the cabbage-man beyond the
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horizon, my toes were drawing me, faltering, like a timid old beggar, into a roaring
spate of humanity — men, women, and children without end. They had no concern
with me, nor I with them. I knew it; I felt it. Like She, after her fire-bath in the womb
of the world, I dwindled in my own sight. My feet were uncertain and heavy, and my
soul became as a meal sack, limp with emptiness and tied in the middle. People looked
upon me scornfully, pitifully, reproachfully. (I can swear they did.) In every eye I read
the question, Man, where are your cabbages?
So I avoided their looks, shrinking close to the kerbstone and by furtive glances

directing my progress. At last I came hard by the place, and peering stealthily to the
right and left that none who knew might behold me, I entered hurriedly, in the manner
of one committing an abomination. ‘Fore God! I had done no evil, nor had I wronged
any man, nor did I contemplate evil; yet was I aware of evil. Why? I do not know, save
that there goes much dignity with dollars, and being devoid of the one I was destitute
of the other. The person I sought practised a profession as ancient as the oracles but far
more lucrative. It is mentioned in Exodus; so it must have been created soon after the
foundations of the world; and despite the thunder of ecclesiastics and the mailed hand
of kings and conquerors, it has endured even to this day. Nor is it unfair to presume
that the accounts of this most remarkable business will not be closed until the Trumps
of Doom are sounded and all things brought to final balance.
Wherefore it was in fear and trembling, and with great modesty of spirit, that I

entered the Presence. To confess that I was shocked were to do my feelings an injustice.
Perhaps the blame may be shouldered upon Shylock, Fagin, and their ilk; but I had
conceived an entirely different type of individual. This man — why, he was clean
to look at, his eyes were blue, with the tired look of scholarly lucubrations, and his
skin had the normal pallor of sedentary existence. He was reading a book, sober and
leather-bound, while on his finely moulded, intellectual head reposed a black skull-cap.
For all the world his look and attitude were those of a college professor. My heart
gave a great leap. Here was hope! But no; he fixed me with a cold and glittering eye,
searching with the chill of space till my financial status stood before him shivering
and ashamed. I communed with myself: By his brow he is a thinker, but his intellect
has been prostituted to a mercenary exaction of toll from misery. His nerve centres
of judgment and will have not been employed in solving the problems of life, but
in maintaining his own solvency by the insolvency of others. He trades upon sorrow
and draws a livelihood from misfortune. He transmutes tears into treasure, and from
nakedness and hunger garbs himself in clean linen and develops the round of his belly.
He is a bloodsucker and a vampire. He lays unholy hands on heaven and hell at cent.
per cent., and his very existence is a sacrilege and a blasphemy. And yet here am I,
wilting before him, an arrant coward, with no respect for him and less for myself. Why
should this shame be? Let me rouse in my strength and smite him, and, by so doing,
wipe clean one offensive page.
But no. As I said, he fixed me with a cold and glittering eye, and in it was the

aristocrat’s undisguised contempt for the canaille. Behind him was the solid phalanx
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of a bourgeois society. Law and order upheld him, while I titubated, cabbageless, on
the ragged edge. Moreover, he was possessed of a formula whereby to extract juice
from a flattened lemon, and he would do business with me.
I told him my desires humbly, in quavering syllables. In return, he craved my an-

tecedents and residence, pried into my private life, insolently demanded how many
children had I and did I live in wedlock, and asked divers other unseemly and degrad-
ing questions. Ay, I was treated like a thief convicted before the act, till I produced my
certificates of goods and chattels aforementioned. Never had they appeared so insignif-
icant and paltry as then, when he sniffed over them with the air of one disdainfully
doing a disagreeable task. It is said, “Thou shalt not lend upon usury to thy brother;
usury of money, usury of victuals, usury of anything that is lent upon usury”; but he
evidently was not my brother, for he demanded seventy per cent. I put my signature
to certain indentures, received my pottage, and fled from his presence.
Faugh! I was glad to be quit of it. How good the outside air was! I only prayed that

neither my best friend nor my worst enemy should ever become aware of what had just
transpired. Ere I had gone a block I noticed that the sun had brightened perceptibly,
the street become less sordid, the gutter mud less filthy. In people’s eyes the cabbage
question no longer brooded. And there was a spring to my body, an elasticity of step
as I covered the pavement. Within me coursed an unwonted sap, and I felt as though
I were about to burst out into leaves and buds and green things. My brain was clear
and refreshed. There was a new strength to my arm. My nerves were tingling and
I was a-pulse with the times. All men were my brothers. Save one — yes, save one.
I would go back and wreck the establishment. I would disrupt that leather-bound
volume, violate that black skullcap, burn the accounts. But before fancy could father
the act, I recollected myself and all which had passed. Nor did I marvel at my new-horn
might, at my ancient dignity which had returned. There was a tinkling chink as I ran
the yellow pieces through my fingers, and with the golden music rippling round me I
caught a deeper insight into the mystery of things.
Oakland, California.

February 1900.

Goliah
In 1924 — to be precise, on the morning of January 3 — the city of San Francisco

awoke to read in one of its daily papers a curious letter, which had been received by
Walter Bassett and which had evidently been written by some crank. Walter Bassett
was the greatest captain of industry west of the Rockies, and was one of the small
group that controlled the nation in everything but name. As such, he was the recipient
of lucubrations from countless cranks; but this particular lucubration was so different
from the average ruck of similar letters that, instead of putting it into the waste-basket,
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he had turned it over to a reporter. It was signed “Goliah,” and the superscription gave
his address as “Palgrave Island.” The letter was as follows:
“Mr. Walter Bassett,

“Dear Sir:
“I am inviting you, with nine of your fellow-captains of industry, to visit me here on

my island for the purpose of considering plans for the reconstruction of society upon a
more rational basis. Up to the present, social evolution has been a blind and aimless,
blundering thing. The time has come for a change. Man has risen from the vitalized
slime of the primeval sea to the mastery of matter; but he has not yet mastered society.
Man is to-day as much the slave to his collective stupidity, as a hundred thousand
generations ago he was a slave to matter.
“There are two theoretical methods whereby man may become the master of society,

and make of society an intelligent and efficacious device for the pursuit and capture of
happiness and laughter. The first theory advances the proposition that no government
can be wiser or better than the people that compose that government; that reform and
development must spring from the individual; that in so far as the individuals become
wiser and better, by that much will their government become wiser and better; in
short, that the majority of individuals must become wiser and better, before their
government becomes wiser and better. The mob, the political convention, the abysmal
brutality and stupid ignorance of all concourses of people, give the lie to this theory.
In a mob the collective intelligence and mercy is that of the least intelligent and most
brutal members that compose the mob. On the other hand, a thousand passengers will
surrender themselves to the wisdom and discretion of the captain, when their ship is
in a storm on the sea. In such matter, he is the wisest and most experienced among
them.
“The second theory advances the proposition that the majority of the people are

not pioneers, that they are weighted down by the inertia of the established; that the
government that is representative of them represents only their feebleness, and futility,
and brutishness; that this blind thing called government is not the serf of their wills, but
that they are the serfs of it; in short, speaking always of the great mass, that they do
not make government, but that government makes them, and that government is and
has been a stupid and awful monster, misbegotten of the glimmerings of intelligence
that come from the inertia-crushed mass.
“Personally, I incline to the second theory. Also, I am impatient. For a hundred

thousand generations, from the first social groups of our savage forbears, government
has remained a monster. To-day, the inertia-crushed mass has less laughter in it than
ever before. In spite of man’s mastery of matter, human suffering and misery and
degradation mar the fair world.
“Wherefore I have decided to step in and become captain of this world-ship for a

while. I have the intelligence and the wide vision of the skilled expert. Also, I have
the power. I shall be obeyed. The men of all the world shall perform my bidding
and make governments so that they shall become laughter-producers. These modelled
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governments I have in mind shall not make the people happy, wise, and noble by decree;
but they shall give opportunity for the people to become happy, wise, and noble.
“I have spoken. I have invited you, and nine of your fellow-captains, to confer with

me. On March third the yacht Energon will sail from San Francisco. You are requested
to be on board the night before. This is serious. The affairs of the world must be
handled for a time by a strong hand. Mine is that strong hand. If you fail to obey my
summons, you will die. Candidly, I do not expect that you will obey. But your death
for failure to obey will cause obedience on the part of those I subsequently summon.
You will have served a purpose. And please remember that I have no unscientific
sentimentality about the value of human life. I carry always in the background of my
consciousness the innumerable billions of lives that are to laugh and be happy in future
æons on the earth.
“Yours for the reconstruction of society,
“Goliah.”
The publication of this letter did not cause even local amusement. Men might have

smiled to themselves as they read it, but it was so palpably the handiwork of a crank
that it did not merit discussion. Interest did not arouse till next morning. An Associated
Press despatch to the Eastern states, followed by interviews by eager-nosed reporters,
had brought out the names of the other nine captains of industry who had received
similar letters, but who had not thought the matter of sufficient importance to be
made public. But the interest aroused was mild, and it would have died out quickly
had not Gabberton cartooned a chronic presidential aspirant as “Goliah.” Then came
the song that was sung hilariously from sea to sea, with the refrain, “Goliah will catch
you if you don’t watch out.”
The weeks passed and the incident was forgotten. Walter Bassett had forgotten

it likewise; but on the evening of February 22, he was called to the telephone by the
Collector of the Port. “I just wanted to tell you,” said the latter, “that the yacht Energon
has arrived and gone to anchor in the stream off Pier Seven.”
What happened that night Walter Bassett has never divulged. But it is known that

he rode down in his auto to the water front, chartered one of Crowley’s launches, and
was put aboard the strange yacht. It is further known that when he returned to the
shore, three hours later, he immediately despatched a sheaf of telegrams to his nine
fellow-captains of industry who had received letters from Goliah. These telegrams were
similarly worded, and read: “The yacht Energon has arrived. There is something in this.
I advise you to come.”
Bassett was laughed at for his pains. It was a huge laugh that went up (for his

telegrams had been made public), and the popular song on Goliah revived and became
more popular than ever. Goliah and Bassett were cartooned and lampooned unmerci-
fully, the former, as the Old Man of the Sea, riding on the latter’s neck. The laugh
tittered and rippled through clubs and social circles, was restrainedly merry in the
editorial columns, and broke out in loud guffaws in the comic weeklies. There was a se-
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rious side as well, and Bassett’s sanity was gravely questioned by many, and especially
by his business associates.
Bassett had ever been a short-tempered man, and after he sent the second sheaf of

telegrams to his brother captains, and had been laughed at again, he remained silent.
In this second sheaf he had said: “Come, I implore you. As you value your life, come.”
He arranged all his business affairs for an absence, and on the night of March 2 went
on board the Energon. The latter, properly cleared, sailed next morning. And next
morning the newsboys in every city and town were crying “Extra.”
In the slang of the day, Goliah had delivered the goods. The nine captains of industry

who had failed to accept his invitation were dead. A sort of violent disintegration of
the tissues was the report of the various autopsies held on the bodies of the slain
millionaires; yet the surgeons and physicians (the most highly skilled in the land had
participated) would not venture the opinion that the men had been slain. Much less
would they venture the conclusion, “at the hands of parties unknown.” It was all too
mysterious. They were stunned. Their scientific credulity broke down. They had no
warrant in the whole domain of science for believing that an anonymous person on
Palgrave Island had murdered the poor gentlemen.
One thing was quickly learned, however; namely, that Palgrave Island was no myth.

It was charted and well known to all navigators, lying on the line of 160 west longitude,
right at its intersection by the tenth parallel north latitude, and only a few miles away
from Diana Shoal. Like Midway and Fanning, Palgrave Island was isolated, volcanic
and coral in formation. Furthermore, it was uninhabited. A survey ship, in 1887, had
visited the place and reported the existence of several springs and of a good harbour
that was very dangerous of approach. And that was all that was known of the tiny
speck of land that was soon to have focussed on it the awed attention of the world.
Goliah remained silent till March 24. On the morning of that day, the newspa-

pers published his second letter, copies of which had been received by the ten chief
politicians of the United States — ten leading men in the political world who were con-
ventionally known as “statesmen.” The letter, with the same superscription as before,
was as follows:
“Dear Sir:
“I have spoken in no uncertain tone. I must be obeyed. You may consider this an

invitation or a summons; but if you still wish to tread this earth and laugh, you will
be aboard the yacht Energon, in San Francisco harbour, not later than the evening of
April 5. It is my wish and my will that you confer with me here on Palgrave Island in
the matter of reconstructing society upon some rational basis.
“Do not misunderstand me, when I tell you that I am one with a theory. I want to

see that theory work, and therefore I call upon your cooperation. In this theory of mine,
lives are but pawns; I deal with quantities of lives. I am after laughter, and those that
stand in the way of laughter must perish. The game is big. There are fifteen hundred
million human lives to-day on the planet. What is your single life against them? It is
as naught, in my theory. And remember that mine is the power. Remember that I am
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a scientist, and that one life, or one million of lives, mean nothing to me as arrayed
against the countless billions of billions of the lives of the generations to come. It is
for their laughter that I seek to reconstruct society now; and against them your own
meagre little life is a paltry thing indeed.
“Whoso has power can command his fellows. By virtue of that military device known

as the phalanx, Alexander conquered his bit of the world. By virtue of that chemical
device, gunpowder, Cortes with his several hundred cut-throats conquered the empire
of the Montezumas. Now I am in possession of a device that is all my own. In the
course of a century not more than half a dozen fundamental discoveries or inventions
are made. I have made such an invention. The possession of it gives me the mastery of
the world. I shall use this invention, not for commercial exploitation, but for the good
of humanity. For that purpose I want help — willing agents, obedient hands; and I am
strong enough to compel the service. I am taking the shortest way, though I am in no
hurry. I shall not clutter my speed with haste.
“The incentive of material gain developed man from the savage to the semi-barbarian

he is to-day. This incentive has been a useful device for the development of the human;
but it has now fulfilled its function and is ready to be cast aside into the scrap-heap
of rudimentary vestiges such as gills in the throat and belief in the divine right of
kings. Of course you do not think so; but I do not see that that will prevent you
from aiding me to fling the anachronism into the scrap-heap. For I tell you now that
the time has come when mere food and shelter and similar sordid things shall be
automatic, as free and easy and involuntary of access as the air. I shall make them
automatic, what of my discovery and the power that discovery gives me. And with food
and shelter automatic, the incentive of material gain passes away from the world for
ever. With food and shelter automatic, the higher incentives will universally obtain —
the spiritual, æsthetic, and intellectual incentives that will tend to develop and make
beautiful and noble body, mind, and spirit. Then all the world will be dominated by
happiness and laughter. It will be the reign of universal laughter.
“Yours for that day,
“Goliah.”
Still the world would not believe. The ten politicians were at Washington, so that

they did not have the opportunity of being convinced that Bassett had had, and not
one of them took the trouble to journey out to San Francisco to make the opportunity.
As for Goliah, he was hailed by the newspapers as another Tom Lawson with a panacea;
and there were specialists in mental disease who, by analysis of Goliah’s letters, proved
conclusively that he was a lunatic.
The yacht Energon arrived in the harbour of San Francisco on the afternoon of

April 5, and Bassett came ashore. But the Energon did not sail next day, for not one
of the ten summoned politicians had elected to make the journey to Palgrave Island.
The newsboys, however, called “Extra” that day in all the cities. The ten politicians
were dead. The yacht, lying peacefully at anchor in the harbour, became the centre of
excited interest. She was surrounded by a flotilla of launches and rowboats, and many
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tugs and steamboats ran excursions to her. While the rabble was firmly kept off, the
proper authorities and even reporters were permitted to board her. The mayor of San
Francisco and the chief of police reported that nothing suspicious was to be seen upon
her, and the port authorities announced that her papers were correct and in order in
every detail. Many photographs and columns of descriptive matter were run in the
newspapers.
The crew was reported to be composed principally of Scandinavians — fair-haired,

blue-eyed Swedes, Norwegians afflicted with the temperamental melancholy of their
race, stolid Russian Finns, and a slight sprinkling of Americans and English. It was
noted that there was nothing mercurial and flyaway about them. They seemed weighty
men, oppressed by a sad and stolid bovine-sort of integrity. A sober seriousness and
enormous certitude characterized all of them. They appeared men without nerves and
without fear, as though upheld by some overwhelming power or carried in the hollow
of some superhuman hand. The captain, a sad-eyed, strong-featured American, was
cartooned in the papers as “Gloomy Gus” (the pessimistic hero of the comic supple-
ment).
Some sea-captain recognized the Energon as the yacht Scud, once owned by Mer-

rivale of the New York Yacht Club. With this clue it was soon ascertained that the Scud
had disappeared several years before. The agent who sold her reported the purchaser
to be merely another agent, a man he had seen neither before nor since. The yacht
had been reconstructed at Duffey’s Shipyard in New Jersey. The change in her name
and registry occurred at that time and had been legally executed. Then the Energon
had disappeared in the shroud of mystery.
In the meantime, Bassett was going crazy — at least his friends and business asso-

ciates said so. He kept away from his vast business enterprises and said that he must
hold his hands until the other masters of the world could join with him in the recon-
struction of society — proof indubitable that Goliah’s bee had entered his bonnet. To
reporters he had little to say. He was not at liberty, he said, to relate what he had seen
on Palgrave Island; but he could assure them that the matter was serious, the most
serious thing that had ever happened. His final word was that, the world was on the
verge of a turnover, for good or ill he did not know, but, one way or the other, he was
absolutely convinced that the turnover was coming. As for business, business could go
hang. He had seen things, he had, and that was all there was to it.
There was a great telegraphing, during this period, between the local Federal officials

and the state and war departments at Washington. A secret attempt was made late one
afternoon to board the Energon and place the captain under arrest — the Attorney-
General having given the opinion that the captain could be held for the murder of the
ten “statesmen.” The government launch was seen to leave Meigg’s Wharf and steer for
the Energon, and that was the last ever seen of the launch and the men on board of
it. The government tried to keep the affair hushed up, but the cat was slipped out of
the bag by the families of the missing men, and the papers were filled with monstrous
versions of the affair.
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The government now proceeded to extreme measures. The battleship Alaska was
ordered to capture the strange yacht, or, failing that, to sink her. These were secret
instructions; but thousands of eyes, from the water front and from the shipping in the
harbour, witnessed what happened that afternoon. The battleship got under way and
steamed slowly toward the Energon. At half a mile distant the battleship blew up —
simply blew up, that was all, her shattered frame sinking to the bottom of the bay,
a riff-raff of wreckage and a few survivors strewing the surface. Among the survivors
was a young lieutenant who had had charge of the wireless on board the Alaska. The
reporters got hold of him first, and he talked. No sooner had the Alaska got under way,
he said, than a message was received from the Energon. It was in the international
code, and it was a warning to the Alaska to come no nearer than half a mile. He had
sent the message, through the speaking tube, immediately to the captain. He did not
know anything more, except that the Energon twice repeated the message and that
five minutes afterward the explosion occurred. The captain of the Alaska had perished
with his ship, and nothing more was to be learned.
The Energon, however, promptly hoisted anchor and cleared out to sea. A great

clamour was raised by the papers; the government was charged with cowardice and
vacillation in its dealings with a mere pleasure yacht and a lunatic who called himself
“Goliah,” and immediate and decisive action was demanded. Also, a great cry went
up about the loss of life, especially the wanton killing of the ten “statesmen.” Goliah
promptly replied. In fact, so prompt was his reply that the experts in wireless teleg-
raphy announced that, since it was impossible to send wireless messages so great a
distance, Goliah was in their very midst and not on Palgrave Island. Goliah’s letter
was delivered to the Associated Press by a messenger boy who had been engaged on
the street. The letter was as follows:
“What are a few paltry lives? In your insane wars you destroy millions of lives and

think nothing of it. In your fratricidal commercial struggle you kill countless babes,
women, and men, and you triumphantly call the shambles ‘individualism.’ I call it
anarchy. I am going to put a stop to your wholesale destruction of human beings. I
want laughter, not slaughter. Those of you who stand in the way of laughter will get
slaughter.
“Your government is trying to delude you into believing that the destruction of the

Alaska was an accident. Know here and now that it was by my orders that the Alaska
was destroyed. In a few short months, all battleships on all seas will be destroyed or
flung to the scrap-heap, and all nations shall disarm; fortresses shall be dismantled,
armies disbanded, and warfare shall cease from the earth. Mine is the power. I am the
will of God. The whole world shall be in vassalage to me, but it shall be a vassalage
of peace.
“I am

“Goliah.”
“Blow Palgrave Island out of the water!” was the head-line retort of the newspapers.

The government was of the same frame of mind, and the assembling of the fleets began.
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Walter Bassett broke out in ineffectual protest, but was swiftly silenced by the threat of
a lunacy commission. Goliah remained silent. Against Palgrave Island five great fleets
were hurled — the Asiatic Squadron, the South Pacific Squadron, the North Pacific
Squadron, the Caribbean Squadron, and half of the North Atlantic Squadron, the two
latter coming through the Panama Canal.
“I have the honour to report that we sighted Palgrave Island on the evening of

April 29,” ran the report of Captain Johnson, of the battleship North Dakota, to the
Secretary of the Navy. “The Asiatic Squadron was delayed and did not arrive until the
morning of April 30. A council of the admirals was held, and it was decided to attack
early next morning. The destroyer, Swift VII, crept in, unmolested, and reported no
warlike preparations on the island. It noted several small merchant steamers in the
harbour, and the existence of a small village in a hopelessly exposed position that
could be swept by our fire.
“It had been decided that all the vessels should rush in, scattered, upon the island,

opening fire at three miles, and continuing to the edge of the reef, there to retain
loose formation and engage. Palgrave Island repeatedly warned us, by wireless, in the
international code, to keep outside the ten-mile limit; but no heed was paid to the
warnings.
“The North Dakota did not take part in the movement of the morning of May 1.

This was due to a slight accident of the preceding night that temporarily disabled her
steering-gear. The morning of May 1 broke clear and calm. There was a slight breeze
from the south-west that quickly died away. The North Dakota lay twelve miles off the
island. At the signal the squadrons charged in upon the island, from all sides, at full
speed. Our wireless receiver continued to tick off warnings from the island. The ten-
mile limit was passed, and nothing happened. I watched through my glasses. At five
miles nothing happened; at four miles nothing happened; at three miles, the New York,
in the lead on our side of the island, opened fire. She fired only one shot. Then she
blew up. The rest of the vessels never fired a shot. They began to blow up, everywhere,
before our eyes. Several swerved about and started back, but they failed to escape. The
destroyer, Dart XXX, nearly made the ten-mile limit when she blew up. She was the
last survivor. No harm came to the North Dakota, and that night, the steering-gear
being repaired, I gave orders to sail for San Francisco.”
To say that the United States was stunned is but to expose the inadequacy of

language. The whole world was stunned. It confronted that blight of the human brain,
the unprecedented. Human endeavour was a jest, a monstrous futility, when a lunatic
on a lonely island, who owned a yacht and an exposed village, could destroy five of the
proudest fleets of Christendom. And how had he done it? Nobody knew. The scientists
lay down in the dust of the common road and wailed and gibbered. They did not know.
Military experts committed suicide by scores. The mighty fabric of warfare they had
fashioned was a gossamer veil rent asunder by a miserable lunatic. It was too much
for their sanity. Mere human reason could not withstand the shock. As the savage is
crushed by the sleight-of-hand of the witch doctor, so was the world crushed by the
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magic of Goliah. How did he do it? It was the awful face of the Unknown upon which
the world gazed and by which it was frightened out of the memory of its proudest
achievements.
But all the world was not stunned. There was the invariable exception — the Island

Empire of Japan. Drunken with the wine of success deep-quaffed, without superstition
and without faith in aught but its own ascendant star, laughing at the wreckage of
science and mad with pride of race, it went forth upon the way of war. America’s
fleets had been destroyed. From the battlements of heaven the multitudinous ancestral
shades of Japan leaned down. The opportunity, God-given, had come. The Mikado was
in truth a brother to the gods.
The war-monsters of Japan were loosed in mighty fleets. The Philippines were gath-

ered in as a child gathers a nosegay. It took longer for the battleships to travel to
Hawaii, to Panama, and to the Pacific Coast. The United States was panic-stricken,
and there arose the powerful party of dishonourable peace. In the midst of the clamour
the Energon arrived in San Francisco Bay and Goliah spoke once more. There was a
little brush as the Energon came in, and a few explosions of magazines occurred along
the war-tunnelled hills as the coast defences went to smash. Also, the blowing up of the
submarine mines in the Golden Gate made a remarkably fine display. Goliah’s message
to the people of San Francisco, dated as usual from Palgrave Island, was published in
the papers. It ran:
“Peace? Peace be with you. You shall have peace. I have spoken to this purpose

before. And give you me peace. Leave my yacht Energon alone. Commit one overt act
against her and not one stone in San Francisco shall stand upon another.
“To-morrow let all good citizens go out upon the hills that slope down to the sea. Go

with music and laughter and garlands. Make festival for the new age that is dawning.
Be like children upon your hills, and witness the passing of war. Do not miss the
opportunity. It is your last chance to behold what henceforth you will be compelled to
seek in museums of antiquities.
“I promise you a merry day,

“Goliah.”
The madness of magic was in the air. With the people it was as if all their gods had

crashed and the heavens still stood. Order and law had passed away from the universe;
but the sun still shone, the wind still blew, the flowers still bloomed — that was the
amazing thing about it. That water should continue to run downhill was a miracle. All
the stabilities of the human mind and human achievement were crumbling. The one
stable thing that remained was Goliah, a madman on an island. And so it was that
the whole population of San Francisco went forth next day in colossal frolic upon the
hills that overlooked the sea. Brass bands and banners went forth, brewery wagons
and Sunday-school picnics — all the strange heterogeneous groupings of swarming
metropolitan life.
On the sea-rim rose the smoke from the funnels of a hundred hostile vessels of war,

all converging upon the helpless, undefended Golden Gate. And not all undefended,
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for out through the Golden Gate moved the Energon, a tiny toy of white, rolling like
a straw in the stiff sea on the bar where a strong ebb-tide ran in the teeth of the
summer sea-breeze. But the Japanese were cautious. Their thirty-and forty-thousand-
ton battleships slowed down half a dozen miles offshore and manoeuvred in ponderous
evolutions, while tiny scout-boats (lean, six-funnelled destroyers) ran in, cutting blackly
the flashing sea like so many sharks. But, compared with the Energon, they were
leviathans. Compared with them, the Energon was as the sword of the arch-angel
Michael, and they the forerunners of the hosts of hell.
But the flashing of the sword, the good people of San Francisco, gathered on her

hills, never saw. Mysterious, invisible, it cleaved the air and smote the mightiest blows
of combat the world had ever witnessed. The good people of San Francisco saw little
and understood less. They saw only a million and a half tons of brine-cleaving, thunder-
flinging fabrics hurled skyward and smashed back in ruin to sink into the sea. It was
all over in five minutes. Remained upon the wide expanse of sea only the Energon,
rolling white and toylike on the bar.
Goliah spoke to the Mikado and the Elder Statesmen. It was only an ordinary cable

message, despatched from San Francisco by the captain of the Energon, but it was of
sufficient moment to cause the immediate withdrawal of Japan from the Philippines
and of her surviving fleets from the sea. Japan the sceptical was converted. She had
felt the weight of Goliah’s arm. And meekly she obeyed when Goliah commanded her
to dismantle her war vessels and to turn the metal into useful appliances for the arts
of peace. In all the ports, navy-yards, machine-shops, and foundries of Japan tens
of thousands of brown-skinned artisans converted the war-monsters into myriads of
useful things, such as ploughshares (Goliah insisted on ploughshares), gasolene engines,
bridge-trusses, telephone and telegraph wires, steel rails, locomotives, and rolling stock
for railways. It was a world-penance for a world to see, and paltry indeed it made appear
that earlier penance, barefooted in the snow, of an emperor to a pope for daring to
squabble over temporal power.
Goliah’s next summons was to the ten leading scientists of the United States. This

time there was no hesitancy in obeying. The savants were ludicrously prompt, some
of them waiting in San Francisco for weeks so as not to miss the scheduled sailing-
date. They departed on the Energon on June 15; and while they were on the sea, on
the way to Palgrave Island, Goliah performed another spectacular feat. Germany and
France were preparing to fly at each other’s throats. Goliah commanded peace. They
ignored the command, tacitly agreeing to fight it out on land where it seemed safer for
the belligerently inclined. Goliah set the date of June 19 for the cessation of hostile
preparations. Both countries mobilized their armies on June 18, and hurled them at
the common frontier. And on June 19, Goliah struck. All generals, war-secretaries,
and jingo-leaders in the two countries died on that day; and that day two vast armies,
undirected, like strayed sheep, walked over each other’s frontiers and fraternized. But
the great German war lord had escaped — it was learned, afterward, by hiding in the
huge safe where were stored the secret archives of his empire. And when he emerged he
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was a very penitent war lord, and like the Mikado of Japan he was set to work beating
his sword-blades into ploughshares and pruning-hooks.
But in the escape of the German Emperor was discovered a great significance. The

scientists of the world plucked up courage, got back their nerve. One thing was con-
clusively evident — Goliah’s power was not magic. Law still reigned in the universe.
Goliah’s power had limitations, else had the German Emperor not escaped by secretly
hiding in a steel safe. Many learned articles on the subject appeared in the magazines.
The ten scientists arrived back from Palgrave Island on July 6. Heavy platoons of

police protected them from the reporters. No, they had not see Goliah, they said in
the one official interview that was vouchsafed; but they had talked with him, and they
had seen things. They were not permitted to state definitely all that they had seen and
heard, but they could say that the world was about to be revolutionized. Goliah was in
the possession of a tremendous discovery that placed all the world at his mercy, and it
was a good thing for the world that Goliah was merciful. The ten scientists proceeded
directly to Washington on a special train, where, for days, they were closeted with the
heads of government, while the nation hung breathless on the outcome.
But the outcome was a long time in arriving. From Washington the President issued

commands to the masters and leading figures of the nation. Everything was secret. Day
by day deputations of bankers, railway lords, captains of industry, and Supreme Court
justices arrived; and when they arrived they remained. The weeks dragged on, and
then, on August 25, began the famous issuance of proclamations. Congress and the
Senate co-operated with the President in this, while the Supreme Court justices gave
their sanction and the money lords and the captains of industry agreed. War was
declared upon the capitalist masters of the nation. Martial law was declared over the
whole United States. The supreme power was vested in the President.
In one day, child-labour in the whole country was abolished. It was done by decree,

and the United States was prepared with its army to enforce its decrees. In the same
day all women factory workers were dismissed to their homes, and all the sweat-shops
were closed. “But we cannot make profits!” wailed the petty capitalists. “Fools!” was the
retort of Goliah. “As if the meaning of life were profits! Give up your businesses and
your profit-mongering.” “But there is nobody to buy our business!” they wailed. “Buy
and sell — is that all the meaning life has for you?” replied Goliah. “You have nothing
to sell. Turn over your little cut-throating, anarchistic businesses to the government
so that they may be rationally organized and operated.” And the next day, by decree,
the government began taking possession of all factories, shops, mines, ships, railroads,
and producing lands.
The nationalization of the means of production and distribution went on apace.

Here and there were sceptical capitalists of moment. They were made prisoners and
haled to Palgrave Island, and when they returned they always acquiesced in what the
government was doing. A little later the journey to Palgrave Island became unnecessary.
When objection was made, the reply of the officials was “Goliah has spoken” — which
was another way of saying, “He must be obeyed.”
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The captains of industry became heads of departments. It was found that civil
engineers, for instance, worked just as well in government employ as before, they had
worked in private employ. It was found that men of high executive ability could not
violate their nature. They could not escape exercising their executive ability, any more
than a crab could escape crawling or a bird could escape flying. And so it was that
all the splendid force of the men who had previously worked for themselves was now
put to work for the good of society. The half-dozen great railway chiefs co-operated in
the organizing of a national system of railways that was amazingly efficacious. Never
again was there such a thing as a car shortage. These chiefs were not the Wall Street
railway magnates, but they were the men who formerly had done the real work while
in the employ of the Wall Street magnates.
Wall Street was dead. There was no more buying and selling and speculating. No-

body had anything to buy or sell. There was nothing in which to speculate. “Put the
stock gamblers to work,” said Goliah; “give those that are young, and that so desire,
a chance to learn useful trades.” “Put the drummers, and salesmen, and advertising
agents, and real estate agents to work,” said Goliah; and by hundreds of thousands
the erstwhile useless middlemen and parasites went into useful occupations. The four
hundred thousand idle gentlemen of the country who had lived upon incomes were
likewise put to work. Then there were a lot of helpless men in high places who were
cleared out, the remarkable thing about this being that they were cleared out by their
own fellows. Of this class were the professional politicians, whose wisdom and power
consisted of manipulating machine politics and of grafting. There was no longer any
graft. Since there were no private interests to purchase special privileges, no bribes
were offered to legislators, and legislators for the first time legislated for the people.
The result was that men who were efficient, not in corruption, but in direction, found
their way into the legislatures.
With this rational organization of society amazing results were brought about. The

national day’s work was eight hours, and yet production increased. In spite of the
great permanent improvements and of the immense amount of energy consumed in
systematizing the competitive chaos of society, production doubled and tripled upon
itself. The standard of living increased, and still consumption could not keep up with
production. The maximum working age was decreased to fifty years, to forty-nine
years, and to forty-eight years. The minimum working age went up from sixteen years
to eighteen years. The eight-hour day became a seven-hour day, and in a few months
the national working day was reduced to five hours.
In the meantime glimmerings were being caught, not of the identity of Goliah, but

of how he had worked and prepared for his assuming control of the world. Little things
leaked out, clues were followed up, apparently unrelated things were pieced together.
Strange stories of blacks stolen from Africa were remembered, of Chinese and Japanese
contract coolies who had mysteriously disappeared, of lonely South Sea Islands raided
and their inhabitants carried away; stories of yachts and merchant steamers, mysteri-
ously purchased, that had disappeared and the descriptions of which remotely tallied
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with the crafts that had carried the Orientals and Africans and islanders away. Where
had Goliah got the sinews of war? was the question. And the surmised answer was:
By exploiting these stolen labourers. It was they that lived in the exposed village on
Palgrave Island. It was the product of their toil that had purchased the yachts and
merchant steamers and enabled Goliah’s agents to permeate society and carry out his
will. And what was the product of their toil that had given Goliah the wealth necessary
to realize his plans? Commercial radium, the newspapers proclaimed; and radiyte, and
radiosole, and argatium, and argyte, and the mysterious golyte (that had proved so
valuable in metallurgy). These were the new compounds, discovered in the first decade
of the twentieth century, the commercial and scientific use of which had become so
enormous in the second decade.
The line of fruit boats that ran from Hawaii to San Francisco was declared to be the

property of Goliah. This was a surmise, for no other owner could be discovered, and
the agents who handled the shipments of the fruit boats were only agents. Since no one
else owned the fruit boats, then Goliah must own them. The point of which is: that it
leaked out that the major portion of the world’s supply in these precious compounds
was brought to San Francisco by those very fruit boats. That the whole chain of
surmise was correct was proved in later years when Goliah’s slaves were liberated and
honourably pensioned by the international government of the world. It was at that time
that the seal of secrecy was lifted from the lips of his agents and higher emissaries, and
those that chose revealed much of the mystery of Goliah’s organization and methods.
His destroying angels, however, remained for ever dumb. Who the men were who went
forth to the high places and killed at his bidding will be unknown to the end of time —
for kill they did, by means of that very subtle and then-mysterious force that Goliah
had discovered and named “Energon.”
But at that time Energon, the little giant that was destined to do the work of the

world, was unknown and undreamed of. Only Goliah knew, and he kept his secret well.
Even his agents, who were armed with it, and who, in the case of the yacht Energon,
destroyed a mighty fleet of war-ships by exploding their magazines, knew not what
the subtle and potent force was, nor how it was manufactured. They knew only one of
its many uses, and in that one use they had been instructed by Goliah. It is now well
known that radium, and radiyte, and radiosole, and all the other compounds, were
by-products of the manufacture of Energon by Goliah from the sunlight; but at that
time nobody knew what Energon was, and Goliah continued to awe and rule the world.
One of the uses of Energon was in wireless telegraphy. It was by its means that

Goliah was able to communicate with his agents all over the world. At that time the
apparatus required by an agent was so clumsy that it could not be packed in anything
less than a fair-sized steamer trunk. To-day, thanks to the improvements of Hendsoll,
the perfected apparatus can be carried in a coat pocket.
It was in December, 1924, that Goliah sent out his famous “Christmas Letter,” part

of the text of which is here given:
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“So far, while I have kept the rest of the nations from each other’s throats, I have
devoted myself particularly to the United States. Now I have not given to the people of
the United States a rational social organization. What I have done has been to compel
them to make that organization themselves. There is more laughter in the United
States these days, and there is more sense. Food and shelter are no longer obtained
by the anarchistic methods of so-called individualism but are now wellnigh automatic.
And the beauty of it is that the people of the United States have achieved all this for
themselves. I did not achieve it for them. I repeat, they achieved it for themselves. All
that I did was to put the fear of death in the hearts of the few that sat in the high
places and obstructed the coming of rationality and laughter. The fear of death made
those in the high places get out of the way, that was all, and gave the intelligence of
man a chance to realize itself socially.
“In the year that is to come I shall devote myself to the rest of the world. I shall

put the fear of death in the hearts of all that sit in the high places in all the nations.
And they will do as they have done in the United States — get down out of the high
places and give the intelligence of man a chance for social rationality. All the nations
shall tread the path the United States is now on.
“And when all the nations are well along on that path, I shall have something else

for them. But first they must travel that path for themselves. They must demonstrate
that the intelligence of mankind to-day, with the mechanical energy now at its disposal,
is capable of organizing society so that food and shelter be made automatic, labour be
reduced to a three-hour day, and joy and laughter be made universal. And when that
is accomplished, not by me but by the intelligence of mankind, then I shall make a
present to the world of a new mechanical energy. This is my discovery. This Energon is
nothing more nor less than the cosmic energy that resides in the solar rays. When it is
harnessed by mankind it will do the work of the world. There will be no more multitudes
of miners slaving out their lives in the bowels of the earth, no more sooty firemen and
greasy engineers. All may dress in white if they so will. The work of life will have
become play and young and old will be the children of joy, and the business of living
will become joy; and they will compete, one with another, in achieving ethical concepts
and spiritual heights, in fashioning pictures and songs, and stories, in statecraft and
beauty craft, in the sweat and the endeavour of the wrestler and the runner and the
player of games — all will compete, not for sordid coin and base material reward,
but for the joy that shall be theirs in the development and vigour of flesh and in the
development and keenness of spirit. All will be joy-smiths, and their task shall be to
beat out laughter from the ringing anvil of life.
“And now one word for the immediate future. On New Year’s Day all nations shall

disarm, all fortresses and war-ships shall be dismantled, and all armies shall be dis-
banded.
“Goliah.”
On New Year’s Day all the world disarmed. The millions of soldiers and sailors

and workmen in the standing armies, in the navies, and in the countless arsenals,
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machine-shops, and factories for the manufacture of war machinery, were dismissed to
their homes. These many millions of men, as well as their costly war machinery, had
hitherto been supported on the back of labour. They now went into useful occupations,
and the released labour giant heaved a mighty sigh of relief. The policing of the world
was left to the peace officers and was purely social, whereas war had been distinctly
anti-social.
Ninety per cent. of the crimes against society had been crimes against private prop-

erty. With the passing of private property, at least in the means of production, and
with the organization of industry that gave every man a chance, the crimes against pri-
vate property practically ceased. The police forces everywhere were reduced repeatedly
and again and again. Nearly all occasional and habitual criminals ceased voluntarily
from their depredations. There was no longer any need for them to commit crime. They
merely changed with changing conditions. A smaller number of criminals was put into
hospitals and cured. And the remnant of the hopelessly criminal and degenerate was
segregated. And the courts in all countries were likewise decreased in number again
and again. Ninety-five per cent. of all civil cases had been squabbles over property,
conflicts of property-rights, lawsuits, contests of wills, breaches of contract, bankrupt-
cies, etc. With the passing of private property, this ninety-five per cent. of the cases
that cluttered the courts also passed. The courts became shadows, attenuated ghosts,
rudimentary vestiges of the anarchistic times that had preceded the coming of Goliah.
The year 1925 was a lively year in the world’s history. Goliah ruled the world with a

strong hand. Kings and emperors journeyed to Palgrave Island, saw the wonders of En-
ergon, and went away, with the fear of death in their hearts, to abdicate thrones and
crowns and hereditary licenses. When Goliah spoke to politicians (so-called “states-
men”), they obeyed . . . or died. He dictated universal reforms, dissolved refractory
parliaments, and to the great conspiracy that was formed of mutinous money lords
and captains of industry he sent his destroying angels. “The time is past for fooling,”
he told them. “You are anachronisms. You stand in the way of humanity. To the scrap-
heap with you.” To those that protested, and they were many, he said: “This is no time
for logomachy. You can argue for centuries. It is what you have done in the past. I
have no time for argument. Get out of the way.”
With the exception of putting a stop to war, and of indicating the broad general

plan, Goliah did nothing. By putting the fear of death into the hearts of those that
sat in the high places and obstructed progress, Goliah made the opportunity for the
unshackled intelligence of the best social thinkers of the world to exert itself. Goliah left
all the multitudinous details of reconstruction to these social thinkers. He wanted them
to prove that they were able to do it, and they proved it. It was due to their initiative
that the white plague was stamped out from the world. It was due to them, and in
spite of a deal of protesting from the sentimentalists, that all the extreme hereditary
inefficients were segregated and denied marriage.
Goliah had nothing whatever to do with the instituting of the colleges of invention.

This idea originated practically simultaneously in the minds of thousands of social
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thinkers. The time was ripe for the realization of the idea, and everywhere arose the
splendid institutions of invention. For the first time the ingenuity of man was loosed
upon the problem of simplifying life, instead of upon the making of money-earning
devices. The affairs of life, such as house-cleaning, dish and window-washing, dust-
removing, and scrubbing and clothes-washing, and all the endless sordid and necessary
details, were simplified by invention until they became automatic. We of to-day cannot
realize the barbarously filthy and slavish lives of those that lived prior to 1925.
The international government of the world was another idea that sprang simultane-

ously into the minds of thousands. The successful realization of this idea was a surprise
to many, but as a surprise it was nothing to that received by the mildly protestant so-
ciologists and biologists when irrefutable facts exploded the doctrine of Malthus. With
leisure and joy in the world; with an immensely higher standard of living; and with
the enormous spaciousness of opportunity for recreation, development, and pursuit of
beauty and nobility and all the higher attributes, the birth-rate fell, and fell astound-
ingly. People ceased breeding like cattle. And better than that, it was immediately
noticeable that a higher average of children was being born. The doctrine of Malthus
was knocked into a cocked hat — or flung to the scrap-heap, as Goliah would have put
it.
All that Goliah had predicted that the intelligence of mankind could accomplish

with the mechanical energy at its disposal, came to pass. Human dissatisfaction prac-
tically disappeared. The elderly people were the great grumblers; but when they were
honourably pensioned by society, as they passed the age limit for work, the great major-
ity ceased grumbling. They found themselves better off in their idle old days under the
new regime, enjoying vastly more pleasure and comforts than they had in their busy
and toilsome youth under the old regime. The younger generation had easily adapted
itself too the changed order, and the very young had never known anything else. The
sum of human happiness had increased enormously. The world had become gay and
sane. Even the old fogies of professors of sociology, who had opposed with might and
main the coming of the new regime, made no complaint. They were a score of times
better remunerated than in the old days, and they were not worked nearly so hard.
Besides, they were busy revising sociology and writing new text-books on the subject.
Here and there, it is true, there were atavisms, men who yearned for the flesh-pots and
cannibal-feasts of the old alleged “individualism,” creatures long of teeth and savage of
claw who wanted to prey upon their fellow-men; but they were looked upon as diseased,
and were treated in hospitals. A small remnant, however, proved incurable, and was
confined in asylums and denied marriage. Thus there was no progeny to inherit their
atavistic tendencies.
As the years went by, Goliah dropped out of the running of the world. There was

nothing for him to run. The world was running itself, and doing it smoothly and
beautifully. In 1937, Goliah made his long-promised present of Energon to the world.
He himself had devised a thousand ways in which the little giant should do the work of
the world — all of which he made public at the same time. But instantly the colleges of
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invention seized upon Energon and utilized it in a hundred thousand additional ways. In
fact, as Goliah confessed in his letter of March 1938, the colleges of invention cleared
up several puzzling features of Energon that had baffled him during the preceding
years. With the introduction of the use of Energon the two-hour work-day was cut
down almost to nothing. As Goliah had predicted, work indeed became play. And, so
tremendous was man’s productive capacity, due to Energon and the rational social
utilization of it, that the humblest citizen enjoyed leisure and time and opportunity
for an immensely greater abundance of living than had the most favoured under the
old anarchistic system.
Nobody had ever seen Goliah, and all peoples began to clamour for their saviour to

appear. While the world did not minimize his discovery of Energon, it was decided that
greater than that was his wide social vision. He was a superman, a scientific superman;
and the curiosity of the world to see him had become wellnigh unbearable. It was in
1941, after much hesitancy on his part, that he finally emerged from Palgrave Island.
He arrived on June 6 in San Francisco, and for the first time, since his retirement
to Palgrave Island, the world looked upon his face. And the world was disappointed.
Its imagination had been touched. An heroic figure had been made out of Goliah. He
was the man, or the demi-god, rather, who had turned the planet over. The deeds of
Alexander, Cæsar, Genghis Khan, and Napoleon were as the play of babes alongside
his colossal achievements.
And ashore in San Francisco and through its streets stepped and rode a little old

man, sixty-five years of age, well preserved, with a pink-and-white complexion and a
bald spot on his head the size of an apple. He was short-sighted and wore spectacles.
But when the spectacles were removed, his were quizzical blue eyes like a child’s, filled
with mild wonder at the world. Also his eyes had a way of twinkling, accompanied by
a screwing up of the face, as if he laughed at the huge joke he had played upon the
world, trapping it, in spite of itself, into happiness and laughter.
For a scientific superman and world tyrant, he had remarkable weaknesses. He loved

sweets, and was inordinately fond of salted almonds and salted pecans, especially of
the latter. He always carried a paper bag of them in his pocket, and he had a way
of saying frequently that the chemism of his nature demanded such fare. Perhaps his
most astonishing failing was cats. He had an ineradicable aversion to that domestic
animal. It will be remembered that he fainted dead away with sudden fright, while
speaking in Brotherhood Palace, when the janitor’s cat walked out upon the stage and
brushed against his legs.
But no sooner had he revealed himself to the world than he was identified. Old-time

friends had no difficulty in recognizing him as Percival Stultz, the German-American
who, in 1898, had worked in the Union Iron Works, and who, for two years at that time,
had been secretary of Branch 369 of the International Brotherhood of Machinists. It
was in 1901, then twenty-five years of age, that he had taken special scientific courses at
the University of California, at the same time supporting himself by soliciting what was
then known as “life insurance.” His records as a student are preserved in the university
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museum, and they are unenviable. He is remembered by the professors he sat under
chiefly for his absent-mindedness. Undoubtedly, even then, he was catching glimpses
of the wide visions that later were to be his.
His naming himself “Goliah” and shrouding himself in mystery was his little joke,

he later explained. As Goliah, or any other thing like that, he said, he was able to
touch the imagination of the world and turn it over; but as Percival Stultz, wearing
side-whiskers and spectacles, and weighing one hundred and eighteen pounds, he would
have been unable to turn over a pecan — “not even a salted pecan.”
But the world quickly got over its disappointment in his personal appearance and

antecedents. It knew him and revered him as the master-mind of the ages; and it loved
him for himself, for his quizzical short-sighted eyes and the inimitable way in which he
screwed up his face when he laughed; it loved him for his simplicity and comradeship
and warm humanness, and for his fondness for salted pecans and his aversion to cats.
And to-day, in the wonder-city of Asgard, rises in awful beauty that monument to him
that dwarfs the pyramids and all the monstrous blood-stained monuments of antiquity.
And on that monument, as all know, is inscribed in imperishable bronze the prophecy
and the fulfilment: “All will be joy-smiths, and their task shall be to beat out laughter
from the ringing anvil of life.”
[Editorial Note. — This remarkable production is the work of Harry Beckwith, a

student in the Lowell High School of San Francisco, and it is here reproduced chiefly
because of the youth of its author. Far be it from our policy to burden our readers
with ancient history; and when it is known that Harry Beckwith was only fifteen when
the fore-going was written, our motive will be understood. “Goliah” won the Premier
for high school composition in 2254, and last year Harry Beckwith took advantage
of the privilege earned, by electing to spend six months in Asgard. The wealth of
historical detail, the atmosphere of the times, and the mature style of the composition
are especially noteworthy in one so young.]

The Golden Poppy
I have a poppy field. That is, by the grace of God and the good-nature of editors,

I am enabled to place each month divers gold pieces into a clerical gentleman’s hands,
and in return for said gold pieces I am each month reinvested with certain proprietary-
rights in a poppy field. This field blazes on the rim of the Piedmont Hills. Beneath lies
all the world. In the distance, across the silver sweep of bay, San Francisco smokes on
her many hills like a second Rome. Not far away, Mount Tamalpais thrusts a rugged
shoulder into the sky; and midway between is the Golden Gate, where sea mists love
to linger. From the poppy field we often see the shimmering blue of the Pacific beyond,
and the busy ships that go for ever out and in.
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“We shall have great joy in our poppy field,” said Bess. “Yes,” said I; “how the poor
city folk will envy when they come to see us, and how we will make all well again when
we send them off with great golden armfuls!”
“But those things will have to come down,” I added, pointing to numerous obtrusive

notices (relics of the last tenant) displayed conspicuously along the boundaries, and
bearing, each and all, this legend:
“Private Grounds. No Trespassing.”
“Why should we refuse the poor city folk a ramble over our field, because, forsooth,

they have not the advantage of our acquaintance?”
“How I abhor such things,” said Bess; “the arrogant symbols of power.”
“They disgrace human nature,” said I.
“They shame the generous landscape,” she said, “and they are abominable.”
“Piggish!” quoth I, hotly. “Down with them!”
We looked forward to the coming of the poppies, did Bess and I, looked forward

as only creatures of the city may look who have been long denied. I have forgotten
to mention the existence of a house above the poppy field, a squat and wandering
bungalow in which we had elected to forsake town traditions and live in fresher and
more vigorous ways. The first poppies came, orange-yellow and golden in the standing
grain, and we went about gleefully, as though drunken with their wine, and told each
other that the poppies were there. We laughed at unexpected moments, in the midst of
silences, and at times grew ashamed and stole forth secretly to gaze upon our treasury.
But when the great wave of poppy-flame finally spilled itself down the field, we shouted
aloud, and danced, and clapped our hands, freely and frankly mad.
And then came the Goths. My face was in a lather, the time of the first invasion,

and I suspended my razor in mid-air to gaze out on my beloved field. At the far end
I saw a little girl and a little boy, their arms filled with yellow spoil. Ah, thought I,
an unwonted benevolence burgeoning, what a delight to me is their delight! It is sweet
that children should pick poppies in my field. All summer shall they pick poppies in
my field. But they must be little children, I added as an afterthought, and they must
pick from the lower end — this last prompted by a glance at the great golden fellows
nodding in the wheat beneath my window. Then the razor descended. Shaving was
always an absorbing task, and I did not glance out of the window again until the
operation was completed. And then I was bewildered. Surely this was not my poppy
field. No — and yes, for there were the tall pines clustering austerely together on one
side, the magnolia tree burdened with bloom, and the Japanese quinces splashing the
driveway hedge with blood. Yes, it was the field, but no wave of poppy-flame spilled
down it, nor did the great golden fellows nod in the wheat beneath my window. I
rushed into a jacket and out of the house. In the far distance were disappearing two
huge balls of colour, orange and yellow, for all the world like perambulating poppies
of cyclopean breed.
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“Johnny,” said I to the nine-year-old son of my sister, “Johnny, whenever little girls
come into our field to pick poppies, you must go down to them, and in a very quiet
and gentlemanly manner, tell them it is not allowed.”
Warm days came, and the sun drew another blaze from the free-bosomed earth.

Whereupon a neighbour’s little girl, at the behest of her mother, duly craved and
received permission from Bess to gather a few poppies for decorative purposes. But of
this I was uninformed, and when I descried her in the midst of the field I waved my
arms like a semaphore against the sky.
“Little girl!” called I. “Little girl!”
The little girl’s legs blurred the landscape as she fled, and in high elation I sought

Bess to tell of the potency of my voice. Nobly she came to the rescue, departing
forthwith on an expedition of conciliation and explanation to the little girl’s mother.
But to this day the little girl seeks cover at sight of me, and I know the mother will
never be as cordial as she would otherwise have been.
Came dark, overcast days, stiff, driving winds, and pelting rains, day on day, without

end, and the city folk cowered in their dwelling-places like flood-beset rats; and like
rats, half-drowned and gasping, when the weather cleared they crawled out and up the
green Piedmont slopes to bask in the blessed sunshine. And they invaded my field in
swarms and droves, crushing the sweet wheat into the earth and with lustful hands
ripping the poppies out by the roots.
“I shall put up the warnings against trespassing,” I said.
“Yes,” said Bess, with a sigh. “I’m afraid it is necessary.”
The day was yet young when she sighed again:
“I’m afraid, O Man, that your signs are of no avail. People have forgotten how to

read, these days.”
I went out on the porch. A city nymph, in cool summer gown and picture hat,

paused before one of my newly reared warnings and read it through with care. Profound
deliberation characterized her movements. She was statuesquely tall, but with a toss
of the head and a flirt of the skirt she dropped on hands and knees, crawled under the
fence, and came to her feet on the inside with poppies in both her hands. I walked
down the drive and talked ethically to her, and she went away. Then I put up more
signs.
At one time, years ago, these hills were carpeted with poppies. As between the

destructive forces and the will “to live,” the poppies maintained an equilibrium with
their environment. But the city folk constituted a new and terrible destructive force,
the equilibrium was overthrown, and the poppies wellnigh perished. Since the city folk
plucked those with the longest stems and biggest bowls, and since it is the law of kind
to procreate kind, the long-stemmed, big-bowled poppies failed to go to seed, and a
stunted, short-stemmed variety remained to the hills. And not only was it stunted and
short-stemmed, but sparsely distributed as well. Each day and every day, for years
and years, the city folk swarmed over the Piedmont Hills, and only here and there did
the genius of the race survive in the form of miserable little flowers, close-clinging and
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quick-blooming, like children of the slums dragged hastily and precariously through
youth to a shrivelled and futile maturity.
On the other hand, the poppies had prospered in my field; and not only had they

been sheltered from the barbarians, but also from the birds. Long ago the field was
sown in wheat, which went to seed unharvested each year, and in the cool depths of
which the poppy seeds were hidden from the keen-eyed songsters. And further, climbing
after the sun through the wheat stalks, the poppies grew taller and taller and more
royal even than the primordial ones of the open.
So the city folk, gazing from the bare hills to my blazing, burning field, were sorely

tempted, and, it must be told, as sorely fell. But no sorer was their fall than that of my
beloved poppies. Where the grain holds the dew and takes the bite from the sun the
soil is moist, and in such soil it is easier to pull the poppies out by the roots than to
break the stalk. Now the city folk, like other folk, are inclined to move along the line
of least resistance, and for each flower they gathered, there were also gathered many
crisp-rolled buds and with them all the possibilities and future beauties of the plant
for all time to come.
One of the city folk, a middle-aged gentleman, with white hands and shifty eyes,

especially made life interesting for me. We called him the “Repeater,” what of his ways.
When from the porch we implored him to desist, he was wont slowly and casually to
direct his steps toward the fence, simulating finely the actions of a man who had not
heard, but whose walk, instead, had terminated of itself or of his own volition. To
heighten this effect, now and again, still casually and carelessly, he would stoop and
pluck another poppy. Thus did he deceitfully save himself the indignity of being put
out, and rob us of the satisfaction of putting him out, but he came, and he came often,
each time getting away with an able-bodied man’s share of plunder.
It is not good to be of the city folk. Of this I am convinced. There is something in the

mode of life that breeds an alarming condition of blindness and deafness, or so it seems
with the city folk that come to my poppy field. Of the many to whom I have talked
ethically not one has been found who ever saw the warnings so conspicuously displayed,
while of those called out to from the porch, possibly one in fifty has heard. Also, I have
discovered that the relation of city folk to country flowers is quite analogous to that
of a starving man to food. No more than the starving man realizes that five pounds of
meat is not so good as an ounce, do they realize that five hundred poppies crushed and
bunched are less beautiful than two or three in a free cluster, where the green leaves
and golden bowls may expand to their full loveliness.
Less forgivable than the unæsthetic are the mercenary. Hordes of young rascals plun-

der me and rob the future that they may stand on street corners and retail “California
poppies, only five cents a bunch!” In spite of my precautions some of them made a
dollar a day out of my field. One horde do I remember with keen regret. Reconnoitring
for a possible dog, they applied at the kitchen door for “a drink of water, please.”
While they drank they were besought not to pick any flowers. They nodded, wiped
their mouths, and proceeded to take themselves off by the side of the bungalow. They
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smote the poppy field beneath my windows, spread out fan-shaped six wide, picking
with both hands, and ripped a swath of destruction through the very heart of the field.
No cyclone travelled faster or destroyed more completely. I shouted after them, but
they sped on the wings of the wind, great regal poppies, broken-stalked and mangled,
trailing after them or cluttering their wake — the most high-handed act of piracy, I
am confident, ever committed off the high seas.
One day I went a-fishing, and on that day a woman entered the field. Appeals and

remonstrances from the porch having no effect upon her, Bess despatched a little girl
to beg of her to pick no more poppies. The woman calmly went on picking. Then
Bess herself went down through the heat of the day. But the woman went on picking,
and while she picked she discussed property and proprietary rights, denying Bess’s
sovereignty until deeds and documents should be produced in proof thereof. And all
the time she went on picking, never once overlooking her hand. She was a large woman,
belligerent of aspect, and Bess was only a woman and not prone to fisticuffs. So the
invader picked until she could pick no more, said “Good-day,” and sailed majestically
away.
“People have really grown worse in the last several years, I think,” said Bess to me

in a tired sort of voice that night, as we sat in the library after dinner.
Next day I was inclined to agree with her. “There’s a woman and a little girl heading

straight for the poppies,” said May, a maid about the bungalow. I went out on the porch
and waited their advent. They plunged through the pine trees and into the fields, and
as the roots of the first poppies were pulled I called to them. They were about a
hundred feet away. The woman and the little girl turned to the sound of my voice
and looked at me. “Please do not pick the poppies,” I pleaded. They pondered this
for a minute; then the woman said something in an undertone to the little girl, and
both backs jack-knifed as the slaughter recommenced. I shouted, but they had become
suddenly deaf. I screamed, and so fiercely that the little girl wavered dubiously. And
while the woman went on picking I could hear her in low tones heartening the little
girl.
I recollected a siren whistle with which I was wont to summon Johnny, the son

of my sister. It was a fearsome thing, of a kind to wake the dead, and I blew and
blew, but the jack-knifed backs never unclasped. I do not mind with men, but I have
never particularly favoured physical encounters with women; yet this woman, who
encouraged a little girl in iniquity, tempted me.
I went into the bungalow and fetched my rifle. Flourishing it in a sanguinary manner

and scowling fearsomely, I charged upon the invaders. The little girl fled, screaming,
to the shelter of the pines, but the woman calmly went on picking. She took not the
least notice. I had expected her to run at sight of me, and it was embarrassing. There
was I, charging down the field like a wild bull upon a woman who would not get out of
the way. I could only slow down, supremely conscious of how ridiculous it all was. At
a distance of ten feet she straightened up and deigned to look at me. I came to a halt
and blushed to the roots of my hair. Perhaps I really did frighten her (I sometimes try
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to persuade myself that this is so), or perhaps she took pity on me; but, at any rate,
she stalked out of my field with great composure, nay, majesty, her arms brimming
with orange and gold.
Nevertheless, thenceforward I saved my lungs and flourished my rifle. Also, I made

fresh generalizations. To commit robbery women take advantage of their sex. Men have
more respect for property than women. Men are less insistent in crime than women.
And women are less afraid of guns than men. Likewise, we conquer the earth in hazard
and battle by the virtues of our mothers. We are a race of land-robbers and sea-robbers,
we Anglo-Saxons, and small wonder, when we suckle at the breasts of a breed of women
such as maraud my poppy field.
Still the pillage went on. Sirens and gun-flourishings were without avail. The city

folk were great of heart and undismayed, and I noted the habit of “repeating” was
becoming general. What booted it how often they were driven forth if each time they
were permitted to carry away their ill-gotten plunder? When one has turned the same
person away twice and thrice an emotion arises somewhat akin to homicide. And when
one has once become conscious of this sanguinary feeling his whole destiny seems to grip
hold of him and drag him into the abyss. More than once I found myself unconsciously
pulling the rifle into position to get a sight on the miserable trespassers. In my sleep
I slew them in manifold ways and threw their carcasses into the reservoir. Each day
the temptation to shoot them in the legs became more luring, and every day I felt my
fate calling to me imperiously. Visions of the gallows rose up before me, and with the
hemp about my neck I saw stretched out the pitiless future of my children, dark with
disgrace and shame. I became afraid of myself, and Bess went about with anxious face,
privily beseeching my friends to entice me into taking a vacation. Then, and at the
last gasp, came the thought that saved me: Why not confiscate? If their forays were
bootless, in the nature of things their forays would cease.
The first to enter my field thereafter was a man.
I was waiting for him — And, oh joy! it was the “Repeater” himself, smugly compla-

cent with knowledge of past success. I dropped the rifle negligently across the hollow
of my arm and went down to him.
“I am sorry to trouble you for those poppies,” I said in my oiliest tones; “but really,

you know, I must have them.”
He regarded me speechlessly. It must have made a great picture. It surely was

dramatic. With the rifle across my arm and my suave request still ringing in my ears, I
felt like Black Bart, and Jesse James, and Jack Sheppard, and Robin Hood, and whole
generations of highwaymen.
“Come, come,” I said, a little sharply and in what I imagined was the true fashion;

“I am sorry to inconvenience you, believe me, but I must have those poppies.”
I absently shifted the gun and smiled. That fetched him. Without a word he passed

them over and turned his toes toward the fence, but no longer casual and careless was
his carriage, I nor did he stoop to pick the occasional poppy by the way. That was the
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last of the “Repeater.” I could see by his eyes that he did not like me, and his back
reproached me all the way down the field and out of sight.
From that day the bungalow has been flooded with poppies. Every vase and earthen

jar is filled with them. They blaze on every mantel and run riot through all the rooms.
I present them to my friends in huge bunches, and still the kind city folk come and
gather more for me. “Sit down for a moment,” I say to the departing guest. And there
we sit in the shade of the porch while aspiring city creatures pluck my poppies and
sweat under the brazen sun. And when their arms are sufficiently weighted with my
yellow glories, I go down with the rifle over my arm and disburden them. Thus have I
become convinced that every situation has its compensations.
Confiscation was successful, so far as it went; but I had forgotten one thing; namely,

the vast number of the city folk. Though the old transgressors came no more, new ones
arrived every day, and I found myself confronted with the titanic task of educating a
whole cityful to the inexpediency of raiding my poppy field. During the process of
disburdening them I was accustomed to explaining my side of the case, but I soon
gave this over. It was a waste of breath. They could not understand. To one lady, who
insinuated that I was miserly, I said:
“My dear madam, no hardship is worked upon you. Had I not been parsimonious

yesterday and the day before, these poppies would have been picked by the city hordes
of that day and the day before, and your eyes, which to-day have discovered this field,
would have beheld no poppies at all. The poppies you may not pick to-day are the
poppies I did not permit to be picked yesterday and the day before. Therefore, believe
me, you are denied nothing.”
“But the poppies are here to-day,” she said, glaring carnivorously upon their glow

and splendour.
“I will pay you for them,” said a gentleman, at another time. (I had just relieved

him of an armful.) I felt a sudden shame, I know not why, unless it be that his words
had just made clear to me that a monetary as well as an æsthetic value was attached
to my flowers. The apparent sordidness of my position overwhelmed me, and I said
weakly: “I do not sell my poppies. You may have what you have picked.” But before
the week was out I confronted the same gentleman again. “I will pay you for them,”
he said. “Yes,” I said, “you may pay me for them. Twenty dollars, please.” He gasped,
looked at me searchingly, gasped again, and silently and sadly put the poppies down.
But it remained, as usual, for a woman to attain the sheerest pitch of audacity. When
I declined payment and demanded my plucked beauties, she refused to give them up.
“I picked these poppies,” she said, “and my time is worth money. When you have paid
me for my time you may have them.” Her cheeks flamed rebellion, and her face, withal
a pretty one, was set and determined. Now, I was a man of the hill tribes, and she a
mere woman of the city folk, and though it is not my inclination to enter into details, it
is my pleasure to state that that bunch of poppies subsequently glorified the bungalow
and that the woman departed to the city unpaid. Anyway, they were my poppies.
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“They are God’s poppies,” said the Radiant Young Radical, democratically shocked
at sight of me turning city folk out of my field. And for two weeks she hated me with
a deathless hatred. I sought her out and explained. I explained at length. I told the
story of the poppy as Maeterlinck has told the life of the bee. I treated the question
biologically, psychologically, and sociologically, I discussed it ethically and æsthetically.
I grew warm over it, and impassioned; and when I had done, she professed conversion,
but in my heart of hearts I knew it to be compassion. I fled to other friends for
consolation. I retold the story of the poppy. They did not appear supremely interested.
I grew excited. They were surprised and pained. They looked at me curiously. “It
ill-befits your dignity to squabble over poppies,” they said. “It is unbecoming.”
I fled away to yet other friends. I sought vindication. The thing had become vital,

and I needs must put myself right. I felt called upon to explain, though well knowing
that he who explains is lost. I told the story of the poppy over again. I went into the
minutest details. I added to it, and expanded. I talked myself hoarse, and when I could
talk no more they looked bored. Also, they said insipid things, and soothful things,
and things concerning other things, and not at all to the point. I was consumed with
anger, and there and then I renounced them all.
At the bungalow I lie in wait for chance visitors. Craftily I broach the subject,

watching their faces closely the while to detect first signs of disapprobation, whereupon
I empty long-stored vials of wrath upon their heads. I wrangle for hours with whosoever
does not say I am right. I am become like Guy de Maupassant’s old man who picked
up a piece of string. I am incessantly explaining, and nobody will understand. I have
become more brusque in my treatment of the predatory city folk. No longer do I take
delight in their disburdenment, for it has become an onerous duty, a wearisome and
distasteful task. My friends look askance and murmur pityingly on the side when we
meet in the city. They rarely come to see me now. They are afraid. I am an embittered
and disappointed man, and all the light seems to have gone out of my life and into my
blazing field. So one pays for things.
Piedmont, California.

April 1902.

The Shrinkage of the Planet
What a tremendous affair it was, the world of Homer, with its indeterminate bound-

aries, vast regions, and immeasurable distances. The Mediterranean and the Euxine
were illimitable stretches of ocean waste over which years could be spent in endless wan-
dering. On their mysterious shores were the improbable homes of impossible peoples.
The Great Sea, the Broad Sea, the Boundless Sea; the Ethiopians, “dwelling far away,
the most distant of men,” and the Cimmerians, “covered with darkness and cloud,”
where “baleful night is spread over timid mortals.” Phœnicia was a sore journey, Egypt
simply unattainable, while the Pillars of Hercules marked the extreme edge of the uni-

227



verse. Ulysses was nine days in sailing from Ismarus the city of the Ciconians, to the
country of the Lotus-eaters — a period of time which to-day would breed anxiety in
the hearts of the underwriters should it be occupied by the slowest tramp steamer in
traversing the Mediterranean and Black Seas from Gibraltar to Sebastopol.
Homer’s world, restricted to less than a drummer’s circuit, was nevertheless im-

mense, surrounded by a thin veneer of universe — the Stream of Ocean. But how it
has shrunk! To-day, precisely charted, weighed, and measured, a thousand times larger
than the world of Homer, it is become a tiny speck, gyrating to immutable law through
a universe the bounds of which have been pushed incalculably back. The light of Algol
shines upon it — a light which travels at one hundred and ninety thousand miles per
second, yet requires forty-seven years to reach its destination. And the denizens of this
puny ball have come to know that Algol possesses an invisible companion, three and
a quarter millions of miles away, and that the twain move in their respective orbits at
rates of fifty-five and twenty-six miles per second. They also know that beyond it are
great chasms of space, innumerable worlds, and vast star systems.
While much of the shrinkage to which the planet has been subjected is due to the

increased knowledge of mathematics and physics, an equal, if not greater, portion may
be ascribed to the perfection of the means of locomotion and communication. The
enlargement of stellar space, demonstrating with stunning force the insignificance of
the earth, has been negative in its effect; but the quickening of travel and intercourse,
by making the earth’s parts accessible and knitting them together, has been positive.
The advantage of the animal over the vegetable kingdom is obvious. The cabbage,

should its environment tend to become worse, must live it out, or die; the rabbit may
move on in quest of a better. But, after all, the swift-footed creatures are circumscribed
in their wanderings. The first large river almost inevitably bars their way, and certainly
the first salt sea becomes an impassable obstacle. Better locomotion may be classed as
one of the prime aims of the old natural selection; for in that primordial day the race
was to the swift as surely as the battle to the strong. But man, already pre-eminent in
the common domain because of other faculties, was not content with the one form of
locomotion afforded by his lower limbs. He swam in the sea, and, still better, becoming
aware of the buoyant virtues of wood, learned to navigate its surface. Likewise, from
among the land animals he chose the more likely to bear him and his burdens. The next
step was the domestication of these useful aids. Here, in its organic significance, natural
selection ceased to concern itself with locomotion. Man had displayed his impatience
at her tedious methods and his own superiority in the hastening of affairs. Thenceforth
he must depend upon himself, and faster-swimming or faster-running men ceased to
be bred. The one, half-amphibian, breasting the water with muscular arms, could not
hope to overtake or escape an enemy who propelled a fire-hollowed tree trunk by means
of a wooden paddle; nor could the other, trusting to his own nimbleness, compete with
a foe who careered wildly across the plain on the back of a half-broken stallion.
So, in that dim day, man took upon himself the task of increasing his dominion over

space and time, and right nobly has he acquitted himself. Because of it he became a

228



road builder and a bridge builder; likewise, he wove clumsy sails of rush and matting.
At a very remote period he must also have recognized that force moves along the line of
least resistance, and in virtue thereof, placed upon his craft rude keels which enabled
him to beat to windward in a seaway. As he excelled in these humble arts, just so
did he add to his power over his less progressive fellows and lay the foundations for
the first glimmering civilizations — crude they were beyond conception, sporadic and
ephemeral, but each formed a necessary part of the groundwork upon which was to
rise the mighty civilization of our latter-day world.
Divorced from the general history of man’s upward climb, it would seem incredible

that so long a time should elapse between the moment of his first improvements over
nature in the matter of locomotion and that of the radical changes he was ultimately to
compass. The principles which were his before history was, were his, neither more nor
less, even to the present century. He utilized improved applications, but the principles
of themselves were ever the same, whether in the war chariots of Achilles and Pharaoh
or the mail-coach and diligence of the European traveller, the cavalry of the Huns or of
Prince Rupert, the triremes and galleys of Greece and Rome or the East India-men and
clipper ships of the last century. But when the moment came to alter the methods of
travel, the change was so sweeping that it may be safely classed as a revolution. Though
the discovery of steam attaches to the honour of the last century, the potency of the
new power was not felt till the beginning of this. By 1800 small steamers were being
used for coasting purposes in England; 1830 witnessed the opening of the Liverpool
and Manchester Railway; while it was not until 1838 that the Atlantic was first crossed
by the steamships Great Western and Sirius. In 1869 the East was made next-door
neighbour to the West. Over almost the same ground where had toiled the caravans
of a thousand generations, the Suez Canal was dug. Clive, during his first trip, was a
year and a half en route from England to India; were he alive to-day he could journey
to Calcutta in twenty-two days. After reading De Quincey’s hyperbolical description
of the English mail-coach, one cannot down the desire to place that remarkable man
on the pilot of the White Mail or of the Twentieth Century.
But this tremendous change in the means of locomotion meant far more than the

mere rapid transit of men from place to place. Until then, though its influence and
worth cannot be overestimated, commerce had eked out a precarious and costly exis-
tence. The fortuitous played too large a part in the trade of men. The mischances by
land and sea, the mistakes and delays, were adverse elements of no mean proportions.
But improved locomotion meant improved carrying, and commerce received an impe-
tus as remarkable as it was unexpected. In his fondest fancies James Watt could not
have foreseen even the approximate result of his invention, the Hercules which was to
spring from the puny child of his brain and hands. An illuminating spectacle, were it
possible, would be afforded by summoning him from among the Shades to a place in
the engine-room of an ocean greyhound. The humblest trimmer would treat him with
the indulgence of a child; while an oiler, a greasy nimbus about his head and in his
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hand, as sceptre, a long-snouted can, would indeed appear to him a demigod and ruler
of forces beyond his ken.
It has ever been the world’s dictum that empire and commerce go hand in hand.

In the past the one was impossible without the other. Rome gathered to herself the
wealth of the Mediterranean nations, and it was only by an unwise distribution of
it that she became emasculated and lost both power and trade. With a just system
of economics it is highly probable that for centuries she could have held back the
welling tide of the Germanic peoples. When upon her ruins rose the institutions of
the conquering Teutons, commerce slipped away, and with it empire. In the present,
empire and commerce have become interdependent. Such wonders has the industrial
revolution wrought in a few swift decades, and so great has been the shrinkage of
the planet, that the industrial nations have long since felt the imperative demand for
foreign markets. The favoured portions of the earth are occupied. From their seats in
the temperate zones the militant commercial nations proceed to the exploitation of the
tropics, and for the possession of these they rush to war hot-footed. Like wolves at the
end of a gorge, they wrangle over the fragments. There are no more planets, no more
fragments, and they are yet hungry. There are no longer Cimmerians and Ethiopians,
in wide-stretching lands, awaiting them. On either hand they confront the naked poles,
and they recoil from unnavigable space to an intenser struggle among themselves. And
all the while the planet shrinks beneath their grasp.
Of this struggle one thing may be safely predicated; a commercial power must

be a sea power. Upon the control of the sea depends the control of trade. Carthage
threatened Rome till she lost her navy; and then for thirteen days the smoke of her
burning rose to the skies, and the ground was ploughed and sown with salt on the site
of her most splendid edifices. The cities of Italy were the world’s merchants till new
trade routes were discovered and the dominion of the sea passed on to the west and
fell into other hands. Spain and Portugal, inaugurating an era of maritime discovery,
divided the new world between them, but gave way before a breed of sea-rovers, who,
after many generations of attachment to the soil, had returned to their ancient element.
With the destruction of her Armada Spain’s colossal dream of colonial empire passed
away. Against the new power Holland strove in vain, and when France acknowledged
the superiority of the Briton upon the sea, she at the same time relinquished her
designs upon the world. Hampered by her feeble navy, her contest for supremacy upon
the land was her last effort and with the passing of Napoleon she retired within herself
to struggle with herself as best she might. For fifty years England held undisputed sway
upon the sea, controlled markets, and domineered trade, laying, during that period, the
foundations of her empire. Since then other naval powers have arisen, their attitudes
bearing significantly upon the future; for they have learned that the mastery of the
world belongs to the masters of the sea.
That many of the phases of this world shrinkage are pathetic, goes without question.

There is much to condemn in the rise of the economic over the imaginative spirit, much
for which the energetic Philistine can never atone. Perhaps the deepest pathos of all
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may be found in the spectacle of John Ruskin weeping at the profanation of the world
by the vandalism of the age. Steam launches violate the sanctity of the Venetian canals;
where Xerxes bridged the Hellespont ply the filthy funnels of our modern shipping;
electric cars run in the shadow of the pyramids; and it was only the other day that
Lord Kitchener was in a railroad wreck near the site of ancient Luxor. But there is
always the other side. If the economic man has defiled temples and despoiled nature, he
has also preserved. He has policed the world and parked it, reduced the dangers of life
and limb, made the tenure of existence less precarious, and rendered a general relapse
of society impossible. There can never again be an intellectual holocaust, such as the
burning of the Alexandrian library. Civilizations may wax and wane, but the totality
of knowledge cannot decrease. With the possible exception of a few trade secrets, arts
and sciences may be discarded, but they can never be lost. And these things must
remain true until the end of man’s time upon the earth.
Up to yesterday communication for any distance beyond the sound of the human

voice or the sight of the human eye was bound up with locomotion. A letter presupposed
a carrier. The messenger started with the message, and he could not but avail himself
of the prevailing modes of travel. If the voyage to Australia required four months,
four months were required for communication; by no known means could this time
be lessened. But with the advent of the telegraph and telephone, communication and
locomotion were divorced. In a few hours, at most, there could be performed what by
the old way would have required months. In 1837 the needle telegraph was invented,
and nine years later the Electric Telegraph Company was formed for the purpose of
bringing it into general use. Government postal systems also came into being, later to
consolidate into an international union and to group the nations of the earth into a
local neighbourhood. The effects of all this are obvious, and no fitter illustration may
be presented than the fact that to-day, in the matter of communication, the Klondike
is virtually nearer to Boston than was Bunker Hill in the time of Warren.
A contemporaneous and remarkable shrinkage of a vast stretch of territory may be

instanced in the Northland. From its rise at Lake Linderman the Yukon runs twenty-
five hundred miles to Bering Sea, traversing an almost unknown region, the remote
recesses of which had never felt the moccasined foot of the pathfinder. At occasional
intervals men wallowed into its dismal fastnesses, or emerged gaunt and famine-worn.
But in the fall of 1896 a great gold strike was made — greater than any since the days of
California and Australia; yet, so rude were the means of communication, nearly a year
elapsed before the news of it reached the eager ear of the world. Passionate pilgrims
disembarked their outfits at Dyea. Over the terrible Chilcoot Pass the trail led to the
lakes, thirty miles away. Carriage was yet in its most primitive stage, the road builder
and bridge builder unheard of. With heavy packs upon their backs men plunged waist-
deep into hideous quagmires, bridged mountain torrents by felling trees across them,
toiled against the precipitous slopes of the ice-worn mountains, and crossed the dizzy
faces of innumerable glaciers. When, after incalculable toil they reached the lakes, they
went into the woods, sawed pine trees into lumber by hand, and built it into boats.
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In these, overloaded, unseaworthy, they battled down the long chain of lakes. Within
the memory of the writer there lingers the picture of a sheltered nook on the shores
of Lake Le Barge, in which half a thousand gold seekers lay storm-bound. Day after
day they struggled against the seas in the teeth of a northerly gale, and night after
night returned to their camps, repulsed but not disheartened. At the rapids they ran
their boats through, hit or miss, and after infinite toil and hardship, on the breast
of a jarring ice flood, arrived at the Klondike. From the beach at Dyea to the eddy
below the Barracks at Dawson, they had paid for their temerity the tax of human life
demanded by the elements. A year later, so greatly had the country shrunk, the tourist,
on disembarking from the ocean steamship, took his seat in a modern railway coach.
A few hours later, at Lake Bennet, he stepped aboard a commodious river steamer. At
the rapids he rode around on a tramway to take passage on another steamer below.
And in a few hours more he was in Dawson, without having once soiled the lustre of
his civilized foot-gear. Did he wish to communicate with the outside world, he strolled
into the telegraph office. A few short months before he would have written a letter and
deemed himself favoured above mortals were it delivered within the year.
From man’s drawing the world closer and closer together, his own affairs and insti-

tutions have consolidated. Concentration may typify the chief movement of the age —
concentration, classification, order; the reduction of friction between the parts of the
social organism. The urban tendency of the rural populations led to terrible conges-
tion in the great cities. There was stifling and impure air, and lo, rapid transit at once
attacked the evil. Every great city has become but the nucleus of a greater city which
surrounds it; the one the seat of business, the other the seat of domestic happiness.
Between the two, night and morning, by electric road, steam railway, and bicycle path,
ebbs and flows the middle-class population. And in the same direction lies the remedy
for the tenement evil. In the cleansing country air the slum cannot exist. Improvement
in road-beds and the means of locomotion, a tremor of altruism, a little legislation,
and the city by day will sleep in the country by night.
What a play-ball has this planet of ours become! Steam has made its parts accessi-

ble and drawn them closer together. The telegraph annihilates space and time. Each
morning every part knows what every other part is thinking, contemplating, or doing.
A discovery in a German laboratory is being demonstrated in San Francisco within
twenty-four hours. A book written in South Africa is published by simultaneous copy-
right in every English-speaking country, and on the following day is in the hands of
the translators. The death of an obscure missionary in China, or of a whisky smuggler
in the South Seas, is served up, the world over, with the morning toast. The wheat
output of Argentine or the gold of Klondike is known wherever men meet and trade.
Shrinkage or centralization has been such that the humblest clerk in any metropolis
may place his hand on the pulse of the world. And because of all this, everywhere is
growing order and organization. The church, the state; men, women, and children; the
criminal and the law, the honest man and the thief, industry and commerce, capital
and labour, the trades and the professions, the arts and the sciences — all are orga-
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nizing for pleasure, profit, policy, or intellectual pursuit. They have come to know the
strength of numbers, solidly phalanxed and driving onward with singleness of purpose.
These purposes may be various and many, but one and all, ever discovering new mutual
interests and objects, obeying a law which is beyond them, these petty aggregations
draw closer together, forming greater aggregations and congeries of aggregations. And
these, in turn, vaguely merging each into each, present glimmering adumbrations of
the coming human solidarity which shall be man’s crowning glory.
Oakland, California.

January 1900.

The House Beautiful
Speaking of homes, I am building one now, and I venture to assert that very few

homes have received more serious thought in the planning. Let me tell you about it.
In the first place, there will be no grounds whatever, no fences, lawns, nor flowers.
Roughly, the dimensions will be forty-five feet by fifteen. That is, it will be fifteen feet
wide at its widest — and, if you will pardon the bull, it will be narrower than it is
wide.
The details must submit to the general plan of economy. There will be no veranda,

no porch entrances, no grand staircases. I’m ashamed to say how steep the stairways
are going to be. The bedrooms will be seven by seven, and one will be even smaller. A
bedroom is only good to sleep in, anyway. There will be no hallway, thank goodness.
Rooms were made to go through. Why a separate passage for traffic?
The bath-room will be a trifle larger than the size of the smallest bath-tub — it

won’t require so much work to keep in order. The kitchen won’t be very much larger,
but this will make it easy for the cook. In place of a drawing-room, there will be a
large living-room — fourteen by six. The walls of this room will be covered with books,
and it can serve as library and smoking-room as well. Then, the floor-space not being
occupied, we shall use the room as a dining-room. Incidentally, such a room not being
used after bedtime, the cook and the second boy can sleep in it. One thing that I am
temperamentally opposed to is waste, and why should all this splendid room be wasted
at night when we do not occupy it?
My ideas are cramped, you say? — Oh, I forgot to tell you that this home I am

describing is to be a floating home, and that my wife and I are to journey around the
world in it for the matter of seven years or more. I forgot also to state that there will
be an engine-room in it for a seventy-horse-power engine, a dynamo, storage batteries,
etc.; tanks for water to last long weeks at sea; space for fifteen hundred gallons of
gasolene, fire extinguishers, and life-preservers; and a great store-room for food, spare
sails, anchors, hawsers, tackles, and a thousand and one other things.
Since I have not yet built my land house, I haven’t got beyond a few general ideas,

and in presenting them I feel as cocksure as the unmarried woman who writes the
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column in the Sunday supplement on how to rear children. My first idea about a house
is that it should be built to live in. Throughout the house, in all the building of it,
this should be the paramount idea. It must be granted that this idea is lost sight of by
countless persons who build houses apparently for every purpose under the sun except
to live in them.
Perhaps it is because of the practical life I have lived that I worship utility and have

come to believe that utility and beauty should be one, and that there is no utility that
need not be beautiful. What finer beauty than strength — whether it be airy steel, or
massive masonry, or a woman’s hand? A plain black leather strap is beautiful. It is all
strength and all utility, and it is beautiful. It efficiently performs work in the world,
and it is good to look upon. Perhaps it is because it is useful that it is beautiful. I do
not know. I sometimes wonder.
A boat on the sea is beautiful. Yet it is not built for beauty. Every graceful line

of it is a utility, is designed to perform work. It is created for the express purpose of
dividing the water in front of it, of gliding over the water beneath it, of leaving the
water behind it — and all with the least possible wastage of stress and friction. It is not
created for the purpose of filling the eye with beauty. It is created for the purpose of
moving through the sea and over the sea with the smallest resistance and the greatest
stability; yet, somehow, it does fill the eye with its beauty. And in so far as a boat fails
in its purpose, by that much does it diminish in beauty.
I am still a long way from the house I have in my mind some day to build, yet I have

arrived somewhere. I have discovered, to my own satisfaction at any rate, that beauty
and utility should be one. In applying this general idea to the building of a house, it
may be stated, in another and better way; namely, construction and decoration must
be one. This idea is more important than the building of the house, for without the
idea the house so built is certain to be an insult to intelligence and beauty-love.
I bought a house in a hurry in the city of Oakland some time ago. I do not live

in it. I sleep in it half a dozen times a year. I do not love the house. I am hurt every
time I look at it. No drunken rowdy or political enemy can insult me so deeply as that
house does. Let me tell you why. It is an ordinary two-storey frame house. After it was
built, the criminal that constructed it nailed on, at the corners perpendicularly, some
two-inch fluted planks. These planks rise the height of the house, and to a drunken
man have the appearance of fluted columns. To complete the illusion in the eyes of the
drunken man, the planks are topped with wooden Ionic capitals, nailed on, and in, I
may say, bas-relief.
When I analyze the irritation these fluted planks cause in me, I find the reason in

the fact that the first rule for building a house has been violated. These decorative
planks are no part of the construction. They have no use, no work to perform. They
are plastered gawds that tell lies that nobody believes. A column is made for the
purpose of supporting weight; this is its use. A column, when it is a utility, is beautiful.
The fluted wooden columns nailed on outside my house are not utilities. They are not
beautiful. They are nightmares. They not only support no weight, but they themselves
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are a weight that drags upon the supports of the house. Some day, when I get time,
one of two things will surely happen. Either I’ll go forth and murder the man who
perpetrated the atrocity, or else I’ll take an axe and chop off the lying, fluted planks.
A thing must be true, or it is not beautiful, any more than a painted wanton is beau-

tiful, any more than a sky-scraper is beautiful that is intrinsically and structurally light
and that has a false massiveness of pillars plastered on outside. The true sky-scraper
is beautiful — and this is the reluctant admission of a man who dislikes humanity-
festering cities. The true sky-scraper is beautiful, and it is beautiful in so far as it is
true. In its construction it is light and airy, therefore in its appearance it must be light
and airy. It dare not, if it wishes to be beautiful, lay claim to what it is not. And it
should not bulk on the city-scape like Leviathan; it should rise and soar, light and airy
and fairylike.
Man is an ethical animal — or, at least, he is more ethical than any other animal.

Wherefore he has certain yearnings for honesty. And in no way can these yearnings
be more thoroughly satisfied than by the honesty of the house in which he lives and
passes the greater part of his life.
They that dwelt in San Francisco were dishonest. They lied and cheated in their

business life (like the dwellers in all cities), and because they lied and cheated in
their business life, they lied and cheated in the buildings they erected. Upon the tops
of the simple, severe walls of their buildings they plastered huge projecting cornices.
These cornices were not part of the construction. They made believe to be part of the
construction, and they were lies. The earth wrinkled its back for twenty-eight seconds,
and the lying cornices crashed down as all lies are doomed to crash down. In this
particular instance, the lies crashed down upon the heads of the people fleeing from
their reeling habitations, and many were killed. They paid the penalty of dishonesty.
Not alone should the construction of a house be truthful and honest, but the material

must be honest. They that lived in San Francisco were dishonest in the material they
used. They sold one quality of material and delivered another quality of material. They
always delivered an inferior quality. There is not one case recorded in the business
history of San Francisco where a contractor or builder delivered a quality superior
to the one sold. A seven-million-dollar city hall became thirty cents in twenty-eight
seconds. Because the mortar was not honest, a thousand walls crashed down and
scores of lives were snuffed out. There is something, after all, in the contention of a
few religionists that the San Francisco earthquake was a punishment for sin. It was a
punishment for sin; but it was not for sin against God. The people of San Francisco
sinned against themselves.
An honest house tells the truth about itself. There is a house here in Glen Ellen. It

stands on a corner. It is built of beautiful red stone. Yet it is not beautiful. On three
sides the stone is joined and pointed. The fourth side is the rear. It faces the back
yard. The stone is not pointed. It is all a smudge of dirty mortar, with here and there
bricks worked in when the stone gave out. The house is not what it seems. It is a lie.
All three of the walls spend their time lying about the fourth wall. They keep shouting
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out that the fourth wall is as beautiful as they. If I lived long in that house I should
not be responsible for my morals. The house is like a man in purple and fine linen, who
hasn’t had a bath for a month. If I lived long in that house I should become a dandy
and cut out bathing — for the same reason, I suppose, that an African is black and
that an Eskimo eats whale-blubber. I shall not build a house like that house.
Last year I started to build a barn. A man who was a liar undertook to do the

stonework and concrete work for me. He could not tell the truth to my face; he could
not tell the truth in his work. I was building for posterity. The concrete foundations
were four feet wide and sunk three and one-half feet into the earth. The stone walls
were two feet thick and nine feet high. Upon them were to rest the great beams that
were to carry all the weight of hay and the forty tons of the roof. The man who was
a liar made beautiful stone walls. I used to stand alongside of them and love them. I
caressed their massive strength with my hands. I thought about them in bed, before I
went to sheep. And they were lies.
Came the earthquake. Fortunately the rest of the building of the barn had been

postponed. The beautiful stone walls cracked in all directions. I started, to repair, and
discovered the whole enormous lie. The walls were shells. On each face were beautiful,
massive stones — on edge. The inside was hollow. This hollow in some places was filled
with clay and loose gravel. In other places it was filled with air and emptiness, with
here and there a piece of kindling-wood or dry-goods box, to aid in the making of the
shell. The walls were lies. They were beautiful, but they were not useful. Construction
and decoration had been divorced. The walls were all decoration. They hadn’t any
construction in them. “As God lets Satan live,” I let that lying man live, but — I have
built new walls from the foundation up.
And now to my own house beautiful, which I shall build some seven or ten years

from now. I have a few general ideas about it. It must be honest in construction,
material, and appearance. If any feature of it, despite my efforts, shall tell lies, I shall
remove that feature. Utility and beauty must be indissolubly wedded. Construction
and decoration must be one. If the particular details keep true to these general ideas,
all will be well.
I have not thought of many details. But here are a few. Take the bath-room, for

instance. It shall be as beautiful as any room in the house, just as it will be as useful.
The chance is, that it will be the most expensive room in the house. Upon that we are
resolved — even if we are compelled to build it first, and to live in a tent till we can get
more money to go on with the rest of the house. In the bath-room no delights of the
bath shall be lacking. Also, a large part of the expensiveness will be due to the use of
material that will make it easy to keep the bathroom clean and in order. Why should
a servant toil unduly that my body may be clean? On the other hand, the honesty
of my own flesh, and the square dealing I give it, are more important than all the
admiration of my friends for expensive decorative schemes and magnificent trivialities.
More delightful to me is a body that sings than a stately and costly grand staircase
built for show. Not that I like grand staircases less, but that I like bath-rooms more.
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I often regret that I was born in this particular period of the world. In the matter
of servants, how I wish I were living in the golden future of the world, where there
will be no servants — naught but service of love. But in the meantime, living here and
now, being practical, understanding the rationality and the necessity of the division of
labour, I accept servants. But such acceptance does not justify me in lack of consider-
ation for them. In my house beautiful their rooms shall not be dens and holes. And
on this score I foresee a fight with the architect. They shall have bath-rooms, toilet
conveniences, and comforts for their leisure time and human life — if I have to work
Sundays to pay for it. Even under the division of labour I recognize that no man has a
right to servants who will not treat them as humans compounded of the same clay as
himself, with similar bundles of nerves and desires, contradictions, irritabilities, and
lovablenesses. Heaven in the drawing-room and hell in the kitchen is not the atmo-
sphere for a growing child to breathe — nor an adult either. One of the great and
selfish objections to chattel slavery was the effect on the masters themselves.
And because of the foregoing, one chief aim in the building of my house beautiful

will be to have a house that will require the minimum of trouble and work to keep clean
and orderly. It will be no spick and span and polished house, with an immaculateness
that testifies to the tragedy of drudge. I live in California where the days are warm.
I’d prefer that the servants had three hours to go swimming (or hammocking) than be
compelled to spend those three hours in keeping the house spick and span. Therefore
it devolves upon me to build a house that can be kept clean and orderly without the
need of those three hours.
But underneath the spick and span there is something more dreadful than the

servitude of the servants. This dreadful thing is the philosophy of the spick and span.
In Korea the national costume is white. Nobleman and coolie dress alike in white. It is
hell on the women who do the washing, but there is more in it than that. The coolie
cannot keep his white clothes clean. He toils and they get dirty. The dirty white of his
costume is the token of his inferiority. The nobleman’s dress is always spotless white.
It means that he doesn’t have to work. But it means, further, that somebody else has
to work for him. His superiority is not based upon song-craft nor state-craft, upon the
foot-races he has run nor the wrestlers he has thrown. His superiority is based upon
the fact that he doesn’t have to work, and that others are compelled to work for him.
And so the Korean drone flaunts his clean white clothes, for the same reason that the
Chinese flaunts his monstrous finger-nails, and the white man and woman flaunt the
spick-and-spanness of their spotless houses.
There will be hardwood floors in my house beautiful. But these floors will not be

polished mirrors nor skating-rinks. They will be just plain and common hardwood
floors. Beautiful carpets are not beautiful to the mind that knows they are filled with
germs and bacilli. They are no more beautiful than the hectic flush of fever, or the
silvery skin of leprosy. Besides, carpets enslave. A thing that enslaves is a monster, and
monsters are not beautiful.
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The fireplaces in my house will be many and large. Small fires and cold weather
mean hermetically-sealed rooms and a jealous cherishing of heated and filth-laden air.
With large fire-places and generous heat, some windows may be open all the time,
and without hardship all the windows can be opened every little while and the rooms
flushed with clean pure air. I have nearly died in the stagnant, rotten air of other
people’s houses — especially in the Eastern states. In Maine I have slept in a room
with storm-windows immovable, and with one small pane five inches by six, that could
be opened. Did I say slept? I panted with my mouth in the opening and blasphemed
till I ruined all my chances of heaven.
For countless thousands of years my ancestors have lived and died and drawn all

their breaths in the open air. It is only recently that we have begun to live in houses.
The change is a hardship, especially on the lungs. I’ve got only one pair of lungs, and
I haven’t the address of any repair-shop. Wherefore I stick by the open air as much as
possible. For this reason my house will have large verandas, and, near to the kitchen,
there will be a veranda dining-room. Also, there will be a veranda fireplace, where we
can breathe fresh air and be comfortable when the evenings are touched with frost.
I have a plan for my own bedroom. I spend long hours in bed, reading, studying,

and working. I have tried sleeping in the open, but the lamp attracts all the creeping,
crawling, butting, flying, fluttering things to the pages of my book, into my ears and
blankets, and down the back of my neck. So my bedroom shall be indoors.
But it will be, not be of, indoors. Three sides of it will be open. The fourth side

will divide it from the rest of the house. The three sides will be screened against the
creeping, fluttering things, but not against the good fresh air and all the breezes that
blow. For protection against storm, to keep out the driving rain, there will be a sliding
glass, so made that when not in use it will occupy small space and shut out very little
air.
There is little more to say about this house. I am to build seven or ten years from

now. There is plenty of time in which to work up all the details in accord with the
general principles I have laid down. It will be a usable house and a beautiful house,
wherein the æsthetic guest can find comfort for his eyes as well as for his body. It will
be a happy house — or else I’ll burn it down. It will be a house of air and sunshine and
laughter. These three cannot be divorced. Laughter without air and sunshine becomes
morbid, decadent, demoniac. I have in me a thousand generations. Laughter that is
decadent is not good for these thousand generations.
Glen Ellen, California.

July 1906.

The Gold Hunters of the North
“Where the Northern Lights come down a’ nights to dance on the houseless snow.”
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“Ivan, I forbid you to go farther in this undertaking. Not a word about this, or we
are all undone. Let the Americans and the English know that we have gold in these
mountains, then we are ruined. They will rush in on us by thousands, and crowd us
to the wall — to the death.”
So spoke the old Russian governor, Baranov, at Sitka, in 1804, to one of his Slavonian

hunters, who had just drawn from his pocket a handful of golden nuggets. Full well
Baranov, fur trader and autocrat, understood and feared the coming of the sturdy,
indomitable gold hunters of Anglo-Saxon stock. And thus he suppressed the news, as
did the governors that followed him, so that when the United States bought Alaska
in 1867, she bought it for its furs and fisheries, without a thought of its treasures
underground.
No sooner, however, had Alaska become American soil than thousands of our ad-

venturers were afoot and afloat for the north. They were the men of “the days of gold,”
the men of California, Fraser, Cassiar, and Cariboo. With the mysterious, infinite faith
of the prospector, they believed that the gold streak, which ran through the Americas
from Cape Horn to California, did not “peter out” in British Columbia. That it ex-
tended farther north, was their creed, and “Farther North” became their cry. No time
was lost, and in the early seventies, leaving the Treadwell and the Silver Bow Basin to
be discovered by those who came after, they went plunging on into the white unknown.
North, farther north, they struggled, till their picks rang in the frozen beaches of the
Arctic Ocean, and they shivered by driftwood fires on the ruby sands of Nome.
But first, in order that this colossal adventure may be fully grasped, the recentness

and the remoteness of Alaska must be emphasized. The interior of Alaska and the
contiguous Canadian territory was a vast wilderness. Its hundreds of thousands of
square miles were as dark and chartless as Darkest Africa. In 1847, when the first
Hudson Bay Company agents crossed over the Rockies from the Mackenzie to poach
on the preserves of the Russian Bear, they thought that the Yukon flowed north and
emptied into the Arctic Ocean. Hundreds of miles below, however, were the outposts of
the Russian traders. They, in turn, did not know where the Yukon had its source, and
it was not till later that Russ and Saxon learned that it was the same mighty stream
they were occupying. And a little over ten years later, Frederick Whymper voyaged up
the Great Bend to Fort Yukon under the Arctic Circle.
From fort to fort, from York Factory on Hudson’s Bay to Fort Yukon in Alaska, the

English traders transported their goods — a round trip requiring from a year to a year
and a half. It was one of their deserters, in 1867, escaping down the Yukon to Bering
Sea, who was the first white man to make the North-west Passage by land from the
Atlantic to the Pacific. It was at this time that the first accurate description of a fair
portion of the Yukon was given by Dr. W. H. Ball, of the Smithsonian Institution. But
even he had never seen its source, and it was not given him to appreciate the marvel
of that great natural highway.
No more remarkable river in this one particular is there in the world; taking its rise

in Crater Lake, thirty miles from the ocean, the Yukon flows for twenty-five hundred
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miles, through the heart of the continent, ere it empties into the sea. A portage of
thirty miles, and then a highway for traffic one tenth the girth of the earth!
As late as 1869, Frederick Whymper, fellow of the Royal Geographical Society,

stated on hearsay that the Chilcat Indians were believed occasionally to make a short
portage across the Coast Range from salt water to the head-reaches of the Yukon. But
it remained for a gold hunter, questing north, ever north, to be first of all white men
to cross the terrible Chilcoot Pass, and tap the Yukon at its head. This happened only
the other day, but the man has become a dim legendary hero. Holt was his name, and
already the mists of antiquity have wrapped about the time of his passage. 1872, 1874,
and 1878 are the dates variously given — a confusion which time will never clear.
Holt penetrated as far as the Hootalinqua, and on his return to the coast reported

coarse gold. The next recorded adventurer is one Edward Bean, who in 1880 headed a
party of twenty-five miners from Sitka into the uncharted land. And in the same year,
other parties (now forgotten, for who remembers or ever hears the wanderings of the
gold hunters?) crossed the Pass, built boats out of the standing timber, and drifted
down the Yukon and farther north.
And then, for a quarter of a century, the unknown and unsung heroes grappled

with the frost, and groped for the gold they were sure lay somewhere among the
shadows of the Pole. In the struggle with the terrifying and pitiless natural forces,
they returned to the primitive, garmenting themselves in the skins of wild beasts,
and covering their feet with the walrus mucluc and the moosehide moccasin. They
forgot the world and its ways, as the world had forgotten them; killed their meat
as they found it; feasted in plenty and starved in famine, and searched unceasingly
for the yellow lure. They crisscrossed the land in every direction, threaded countless
unmapped rivers in precarious birch-bark canoes, and with snowshoes and dogs broke
trail through thousands of miles of silent white, where man had never been. They
struggled on, under the aurora borealis or the midnight sun, through temperatures
that ranged from one hundred degrees above zero to eighty degrees below, living, in
the grim humour of the land, on “rabbit tracks and salmon bellies.”
To-day, a man may wander away from the trail for a hundred days, and just as

he is congratulating himself that at last he is treading virgin soil, he will come upon
some ancient and dilapidated cabin, and forget his disappointment in wonder at the
man who reared the logs. Still, if one wanders from the trail far enough and deviously
enough, he may chance upon a few thousand square miles which he may have all to
himself. On the other hand, no matter how far and how deviously he may wander, the
possibility always remains that he may stumble, not alone upon a deserted cabin, but
upon an occupied one.
As an instance of this, and of the vastness of the land, no better case need be cited

than that of Harry Maxwell. An able seaman, hailing from New Bedford, Massachusetts,
his ship, the brig Fannie E. Lee, was pinched in the Arctic ice. Passing from whaleship
to whaleship, he eventually turned up at Point Barrow in the summer of 1880. He was
north of the Northland, and from this point of vantage he determined to pull south
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of the interior in search of gold. Across the mountains from Fort Macpherson, and a
couple of hundred miles eastward from the Mackenzie, he built a cabin and established
his headquarters. And here, for nineteen continuous years, he hunted his living and
prospected. He ranged from the never opening ice to the north as far south as the Great
Slave Lake. Here he met Warburton Pike, the author and explorer — an incident he
now looks back upon as chief among the few incidents of his solitary life.
When this sailor-miner had accumulated $20,000 worth of dust he concluded that

civilization was good enough for him, and proceeded “to pull for the outside.” From
the Mackenzie he went up the Little Peel to its headwaters, found a pass through
the mountains, nearly starved to death on his way across to the Porcupine Hills, and
eventually came out on the Yukon River, where he learned for the first time of the
Yukon gold hunters and their discoveries. Yet for twenty years they had been working
there, his next-door neighbours, virtually, in a land of such great spaces. At Victoria,
British Columbia, previous to his going east over the Canadian Pacific (the existence of
which he had just learned), he pregnantly remarked that he had faith in the Mackenzie
watershed, and that he was going back after he had taken in the World’s Fair and got
a whiff or two of civilization.
Faith! It may or may not remove mountains, but it has certainly made the Northland.

No Christian martyr ever possessed greater faith than did the pioneers of Alaska. They
never doubted the bleak and barren land. Those who came remained, and more ever
came. They could not leave. They “knew” the gold was there, and they persisted.
Somehow, the romance of the land and the quest entered into their blood, the spell of
it gripped hold of them and would not let them go. Man after man of them, after the
most terrible privation and suffering, shook the muck of the country from his moccasins
and departed for good. But the following spring always found him drifting down the
Yukon on the tail of the ice jams.
Jack McQuestion aptly vindicates the grip of the North. After a residence of thirty

years he insists that the climate is delightful, and declares that whenever he makes a
trip to the States he is afflicted with home-sickness. Needless to say, the North still
has him and will keep tight hold of him until he dies. In fact, for him to die elsewhere
would be inartistic and insincere. Of three of the “pioneer” pioneers, Jack McQuestion
alone survives. In 1871, from one to seven years before Holt went over Chilcoot, in the
company of Al Mayo and Arthur Harper, McQuestion came into the Yukon from the
North-west over the Hudson Bay Company route from the Mackenzie to Fort Yukon.
The names of these three men, as their lives, are bound up in the history of the country,
and so long as there be histories and charts, that long will the Mayo and McQuestion
rivers and the Harper and Ladue town site of Dawson be remembered. As an agent of
the Alaska Commercial Company, in 1873, McQuestion built Fort Reliance, six miles
below the Klondike River. In 1898 the writer met Jack McQuestion at Minook, on the
Lower Yukon. The old pioneer, though grizzled, was hale and hearty, and as optimistic
as when he first journeyed into the land along the path of the Circle. And no man
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more beloved is there in all the North. There will be great sadness there when his soul
goes questing on over the Last Divide — “farther north,” perhaps — who can tell?
Frank Dinsmore is a fair sample of the men who made the Yukon country. A Yankee,

born, in Auburn, Maine, the Wanderlust early laid him by the heels, and at sixteen he
was heading west on the trail that led “farther north.” He prospected in the Black Hills,
Montana, and in the Coeur d’Alene, then heard a whisper of the North, and went up to
Juneau on the Alaskan Panhandle. But the North still whispered, and more insistently,
and he could not rest till he went over Chilcoot, and down into the mysterious Silent
Land. This was in 1882, and he went down the chain of lakes, down the Yukon, up the
Pelly, and tried his luck on the bars of McMillan River. In the fall, a perambulating
skeleton, he came back over the Pass in a blizzard, with a rag of shirt, tattered overalls,
and a handful of raw flour.
But he was unafraid. That winter he worked for a grubstake in Juneau, and the

next spring found the heels of his moccasins turned towards salt water and his face
toward Chilcoot. This was repeated the next spring, and the following spring, and the
spring after that, until, in 1885, he went over the Pass for good. There was to be no
return for him until he found the gold he sought.
The years came and went, but he remained true to his resolve. For eleven long years,

with snow-shoe and canoe, pickaxe and gold-pan, he wrote out his life on the face of the
land. Upper Yukon, Middle Yukon, Lower Yukon — he prospected faithfully and well.
His bed was anywhere. Winter or summer he carried neither tent nor stove, and his
six-pound sleeping-robe of Arctic hare was the warmest covering he was ever known
to possess. Rabbit tracks and salmon bellies were his diet with a vengeance, for he
depended largely on his rifle and fishing-tackle. His endurance equalled his courage.
On a wager he lifted thirteen fifty-pound sacks of flour and walked off with them.
Winding up a seven-hundred-mile trip on the ice with a forty-mile run, he came into
camp at six o’clock in the evening and found a “squaw dance” under way. He should
have been exhausted. Anyway, his muclucs were frozen stiff. But he kicked them off
and danced all night in stocking-feet.
At the last fortune came to him. The quest was ended, and he gathered up his gold

and pulled for the outside. And his own end was as fitting as that of his quest. Illness
came upon him down in San Francisco, and his splendid life ebbed slowly out as he
sat in his big easy-chair, in the Commercial Hotel, the “Yukoner’s home.” The doctors
came, discussed, consulted, the while he matured more plans of Northland adventure;
for the North still gripped him and would not let him go. He grew weaker day by day,
but each day he said, “To-morrow I’ll be all right.” Other old-timers, “out on furlough,”,
came to see him. They wiped their eyes and swore under their breaths, then entered
and talked largely and jovially about going in with him over the trail when spring
came. But there in the big easy-chair it was that his Long Trail ended, and the life
passed out of him still fixed on “farther north.”
From the time of the first white man, famine loomed black and gloomy over the

land. It was chronic with the Indians and Eskimos; it became chronic with the gold
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hunters. It was ever present, and so it came about that life was commonly expressed in
terms of “grub” — was measured by cups of flour. Each winter, eight months long, the
heroes of the frost faced starvation. It became the custom, as fall drew on, for partners
to cut the cards or draw straws to determine which should hit the hazardous trail for
salt water, and which should remain and endure the hazardous darkness of the Arctic
night.
There was never food enough to winter the whole population. The A. C. Company

worked hard to freight up the grub, but the gold hunters came faster and dared more
audaciously. When the A. C. Company added a new stern-wheeler to its fleet, men said,
“Now we shall have plenty.” But more gold hunters poured in over the passes to the
south, more voyageurs and fur traders forced a way through the Rockies from the east,
more seal hunters and coast adventurers poled up from Bering Sea on the west, more
sailors deserted from the whale-ships to the north, and they all starved together in
right brotherly fashion. More steamers were added, but the tide of prospectors welled
always in advance. Then the N. A. T. & T. Company came upon the scene, and both
companies added steadily to their fleets. But it was the same old story; famine would
not depart. In fact, famine grew with the population, till, in the winter of 1897-1898,
the United States government was forced to equip a reindeer relief expedition. As of
old, that winter partners cut the cards and drew straws, and remained or pulled for
salt water as chance decided. They were wise of old time, and had learned never to
figure on relief expeditions. They had heard of such things, but no mortal man of them
had ever laid eyes on one.
The hard luck of other mining countries pales into insignificance before the hard

luck of the North. And as for the hardship, it cannot be conveyed by printed page
or word of mouth. No man may know who has not undergone. And those who have
undergone, out of their knowledge, claim that in the making of the world God grew
tired, and when He came to the last barrowload, “just dumped it anyhow,” and that
was how Alaska happened to be. While no adequate conception of the life can be given
to the stay-at-home, yet the men themselves sometimes give a clue to its rigours. One
old Minook miner testified thus: “Haven’t you noticed the expression on the faces of us
fellows? You can tell a new-comer the minute you see him; he looks alive, enthusiastic,
perhaps jolly. We old miners are always grave, unless were drinking.”
Another old-timer, out of the bitterness of a “home-mood,” imagined himself a

Martian astronomer explaining to a friend, with the aid of a powerful telescope, the
institutions of the earth. “There are the continents,” he indicated; “and up there near
the polar cap is a country, frigid and burning and lonely and apart, called Alaska. Now,
in other countries and states there are great insane asylums, but, though crowded, they
are insufficient; so there is Alaska given over to the worst cases. Now and then some
poor insane creature comes to his senses in those awful solitudes, and, in wondering
joy, escapes from the land and hastens back to his home. But most cases are incurable.
They just suffer along, poor devils, forgetting their former life quite, or recalling it like
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a dream.” Again the grip of the North, which will not let one go — for “most cases are
incurable.”
For a quarter of a century the battle with frost and famine went on. The very

severity of the struggle with Nature seemed to make the gold hunters kindly toward
one another. The latch-string was always out, and the open hand was the order of the
day. Distrust was unknown, and it was no hyperbole for a man to take the last shirt
off his back for a comrade. Most significant of all, perhaps, in this connection, was the
custom of the old days, that when August the first came around, the prospectors who
had failed to locate “pay dirt” were permitted to go upon the ground of their more
fortunate comrades and take out enough for the next year’s grub-stake.
In 1885 rich bar-washing was done on the Stewart River, and in 1886 Cassiar Bar

was struck just below the mouth of the Hootalinqua. It was at this time that the first
moderate strike was made on Forty Mile Creek, so called because it was judged to
be that distance below Fort Reliance of Jack McQuestion fame. A prospector named
Williams started for the outside with dogs and Indians to carry the news, but suffered
such hardship on the summit of Chilcoot that he was carried dying into the store of
Captain John Healy at Dyea. But he had brought the news through — coarse gold!
Within three months more than two hundred miners had passed in over Chilcoot,
stampeding for Forty Mile. Find followed find — Sixty Mile, Miller, Glacier, Birch,
Franklin, and the Koyokuk. But they were all moderate discoveries, and the miners
still dreamed and searched for the fabled stream, “Too Much Gold,” where gold was so
plentiful that gravel had to be shovelled into the sluice-boxes in order to wash it.
And all the time the Northland was preparing to play its own huge joke. It was a

great joke, albeit an exceeding bitter one, and it has led the old-timers to believe that
the land is left in darkness the better part of the year because God goes away and
leaves it to itself. After all the risk and toil and faithful endeavour, it was destined
that few of the heroes should be in at the finish when Too Much Gold turned its
yellow-treasure to the stars.
First, there was Robert Henderson — and this is true history. Henderson had faith

in the Indian River district. For three years, by himself, depending mainly on his
rifle, living on straight meat a large portion of the time, he prospected many of the
Indian River tributaries, just missed finding the rich creeks, Sulphur and Dominion,
and managed to make grub (poor grub) out of Quartz Creek and Australia Creek.
Then he crossed the divide between Indian River and the Klondike, and on one of the
“feeders” of the latter found eight cents to the pan. This was considered excellent in
those simple days. Naming the creek “Gold Bottom,” he recrossed the divide and got
three men, Munson, Dalton, and Swanson, to return with him. The four took out $750.
And be it emphasized, and emphasized again, that this was the first Klondike gold
ever shovelled in and washed out. And be it also emphasized, that Robert Henderson
was the discoverer of Klondike, all lies and hearsay tales to the contrary.
Running out of grub, Henderson again recrossed the divide, and went down the

Indian River and up the Yukon to Sixty Mile. Here Joe Ladue ran the trading post,

244



and here Joe Ladue had originally grub-staked Henderson. Henderson told his tale,
and a dozen men (all it contained) deserted the Post for the scene of his find. Also,
Henderson persuaded a party of prospectors bound for Stewart River, to forgo their
trip and go down and locate with him. He loaded his boat with supplies, drifted down
the Yukon to the mouth of the Klondike, and towed and poled up the Klondike to
Gold Bottom. But at the mouth of the Klondike he met George Carmack, and thereby
hangs the tale.
Carmack was a squawman. He was familiarly known as “Siwash” George — a deroga-

tory term which had arisen out of his affinity for the Indians. At the time Henderson
encountered him he was catching salmon with his Indian wife and relatives on the site
of what was to become Dawson, the Golden City of the Snows. Henderson, bubbling
over with good-will, open-handed, told Carmack of his discovery. But Carmack was
satisfied where he was. He was possessed by no overweening desire for the strenuous
life. Salmon were good enough for him. But Henderson urged him to come on and
locate, until, when he yielded, he wanted to take the whole tribe along. Henderson
refused to stand for this, said that he must give the preference over Siwashes to his
old Sixty Mile friends, and, it is rumoured, said some things about Siwashes that were
not nice.
The next morning Henderson went on alone up the Klondike to Gold Bottom. Car-

mack, by this time aroused, took a short cut afoot for the same place. Accompanied by
his two Indian brothers-in-law, Skookum Jim and Tagish Charley, he went up Rabbit
Creek (now Bonanza), crossed into Gold Bottom, and staked near Henderson’s discov-
ery. On the way up he had panned a few shovels on Rabbit Creek, and he showed
Henderson “colours” he had obtained. Henderson made him promise, if he found any-
thing on the way back, that he would send up one of the Indians with the news.
Henderson also agreed to pay for his service, for he seemed to feel that they were on
the verge of something big, and he wanted to make sure.
Carmack returned down Rabbit Creek. While he was taking a sleep on the bank

about half a mile below the mouth of what was to be known as Eldorado, Skookum
Jim tried his luck, and from surface prospects got from ten cents to a dollar to the pan.
Carmack and his brother-in-law staked and hit “the high places” for Forty Mile, where
they filed on the claims before Captain Constantine, and renamed the creek Bonanza.
And Henderson was forgotten. No word of it reached him. Carmack broke his promise.
Weeks afterward, when Bonanza and Eldorado were staked from end to end and

there was no more room, a party of late comers pushed over the divide and down to
Gold Bottom, where they found Henderson still at work. When they told him they
were from Bonanza, he was nonplussed. He had never heard of such a place. But
when they described it, he recognized it as Rabbit Creek. Then they told him of its
marvellous richness, and, as Tappan Adney relates, when Henderson realized what he
had lost through Carmack’s treachery, “he threw down his shovel and went and sat on
the bank, so sick at heart that it was some time before he could speak.”
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Then there were the rest of the old-timers, the men of Forty Mile and Circle City.
At the time of the discovery, nearly all of them were over to the west at work in the
old diggings or prospecting for new ones. As they said of themselves, they were the
kind of men who are always caught out with forks when it rains soup. In the stampede
that followed the news of Carmack’s strike very few old miners took part. They were
not there to take part. But the men who did go on the stampede were mainly the
worthless ones, the new-comers, and the camp hangers on. And while Bob Henderson
plugged away to the east, and the heroes plugged away to the west, the greenhorns
and rounders went up and staked Bonanza.
But the Northland was not yet done with its joke. When fall came on and the heroes

returned to Forty Mile and to Circle City, they listened calmly to the up-river tales
of Siwash discoveries and loafers’ prospects, and shook their heads. They judged by
the calibre of the men interested, and branded it a bunco game. But glowing reports
continued to trickle down the Yukon, and a few of the old-timers went up to see. They
looked over the ground — the unlikeliest place for gold in all their experience — and
they went down the river again, “leaving it to the Swedes.”
Again the Northland turned the tables. The Alaskan gold hunter is proverbial, not

so much for his unveracity, as for his inability to tell the precise truth. In a country of
exaggerations, he likewise is prone to hyperbolic description of things actual. But when
it came to Klondike, he could not stretch the truth as fast as the truth itself stretched.
Carmack first got a dollar pan. He lied when he said it was two dollars and a half. And
when those who doubted him did get two-and-a-half pans, they said they were getting
an ounce, and lo! ere the lie had fairly started on its way, they were getting, not one
ounce, but five ounces. This they claimed was six ounces; but when they filled a pan of
dirt to prove the lie, they washed out twelve ounces. And so it went. They continued
valiantly to lie, but the truth continued to outrun them.
But the Northland’s hyperborean laugh was not yet ended. When Bonanza was

staked from mouth to source, those who had failed to “get in,” disgruntled and sore,
went up the “pups” and feeders. Eldorado was one of these feeders, and many men,
after locating on it, turned their backs upon their claims and never gave them a
second thought. One man sold a half-interest in five hundred feet of it for a sack of
flour. Other owners wandered around trying to bunco men into buying them out for
a song. And then Eldorado “showed up.” It was far, far richer than Bonanza, with an
average value of a thousand dollars a foot to every foot of it.
A Swede named Charley Anderson had been at work on Miller Creek the year of

the strike, and arrived in Dawson with a few hundred dollars. Two miners, who had
staked No. 29 Eldorado, decided that he was the proper man upon whom to “unload.”
He was too canny to approach sober, so at considerable expense they got him drunk.
Even then it was hard work, but they kept him befuddled for several days, and finally,
inveigled him into buying No. 29 for $750. When Anderson sobered up, he wept at his
folly, and pleaded to have his money back. But the men who had duped him were hard-
hearted. They laughed at him, and kicked themselves for not having tapped him for
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a couple of hundred more. Nothing remained for Anderson but to work the worthless
ground. This he did, and out of it he took over three-quarters of a million of dollars.
It was not till Frank Dinsmore, who already had big holdings on Birch Creek, took

a hand, that the old-timers developed faith in the new diggings. Dinsmore received a
letter from a man on the spot, calling it “the biggest thing in the world,” and harnessed
his dogs and went up to investigate. And when he sent a letter back, saying that he
had never seen “anything like it,” Circle City for the first time believed, and at once
was precipitated one of the wildest stampedes the country had ever seen or ever will
see. Every dog was taken, many went without dogs, and even the women and children
and weaklings hit the three hundred miles of ice through the long Arctic night for the
biggest thing in the world. It is related that but twenty people, mostly cripples and
unable to travel, were left in Circle City when the smoke of the last sled disappeared
up the Yukon.
Since that time gold has been discovered in all manner of places, under the grass

roots of the hill-side benches, in the bottom of Monte Cristo Island, and in the sands
of the sea at Nome. And now the gold hunter who knows his business shuns the
“favourable looking” spots, confident in his hard-won knowledge that he will find the
most gold in the least likely place. This is sometimes adduced to support the theory
that the gold hunters, rather than the explorers, are the men who will ultimately win
to the Pole. Who knows? It is in their blood, and they are capable of it.
Piedmont, California.

February 1902.

Fomá Gordyéeff
“What, without asking, hither hurried Whence?

And, without asking, Whither hurried hence!
Oh, many a Cup of this forbidden Wine
Must drown the memory of that insolence!”
“Fomá Gordyéeff” is a big book — not only is the breadth of Russia in it, but the

expanse of life. Yet, though in each land, in this world of marts and exchanges, this age
of trade and traffic, passionate figures rise up and demand of life what its fever is, in
“Fomá Gordyéeff” it is a Russian who so rises up and demands. For Górky, the Bitter
One, is essentially a Russian in his grasp on the facts of life and in his treatment. All
the Russian self-analysis and insistent introspection are his. And, like all his brother
Russians, ardent, passionate protest impregnates his work. There is a purpose to it.
He writes because he has something to say which the world should hear. From that
clenched fist of his, light and airy romances, pretty and sweet and beguiling, do not
flow, but realities — yes, big and brutal and repulsive, but real.
He raises the cry of the miserable and the despised, and in a masterly arraignment

of commercialism, protests against social conditions, against the grinding of the faces
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of the poor and weak, and the self-pollution of the rich and strong, in their mad lust
for place and power. It is to be doubted strongly if the average bourgeois, smug and fat
and prosperous, can understand this man Fomá Gordyéeff. The rebellion in his blood is
something to which their own does not thrill. To them it will be inexplicable that this
man, with his health and his millions, could not go on living as his class lived, keeping
regular hours at desk and stock exchange, driving close contracts, underbidding his
competitors, and exulting in the business disasters of his fellows. It would appear so
easy, and, after such a life, well appointed and eminently respectable, he could die.
“Ah,” Fomá will interrupt rudely — he is given to rude interruptions — “if to die and
disappear is the end of these money-grubbing years, why money-grub?” And the bour-
geois whom he rudely interrupted will not understand. Nor did Mayákin understand
as he laboured holily with his wayward godson.
“Why do you brag?” Fomá, bursts out upon him. “What have you to brag about?

Your son — where is he? Your daughter — what is she? Ekh, you manager of life!
Come, now, you’re clever, you know everything — tell me, why do you live? Why do
you accumulate money? Aren’t you going to die? Well, what then?” And Mayákin finds
himself speechless and without answer, but unshaken and unconvinced.
Receiving by heredity the fierce, bull-like nature of his father plus the passive in-

domitableness and groping spirit of his mother, Fomá, proud and rebellious, is repelled
by the selfish, money-seeking environment into which he is born. Ignát, his father, and
Mayákin, the godfather, and all the horde of successful merchants singing the pæan
of the strong and the praises of merciless, remorseless laissez faire, cannot entice him.
Why? he demands. This is a nightmare, this life! It is without significance! What
does it all mean? What is there underneath? What is the meaning of that which is
underneath?
“You do well to pity people,” Ignát tells Fomá, the boy, “only you must use judgment

with your pity. First consider the man, find out what he is like, what use can be made
of him; and if you see that he is a strong and capable man, help him if you like. But if
a man is weak, not inclined to work — spit upon him and go your way. And you must
know that when a man complains about everything, and cries out and groans — he is
not worth more than two kopéks, he is not worthy of pity, and will be of no use to you
if you do help him.”
Such the frank and militant commercialism, bellowed out between glasses of strong

liquor. Now comes Mayákin, speaking softly and without satire:
“Eh, my boy, what is a beggar? A beggar is a man who is forced, by fate, to remind

us of Christ; he is Christ’s brother; he is the bell of the Lord, and rings in life for
the purpose of awakening our conscience, of stirring up the satiety of man’s flesh. He
stands under the window and sings, ‘For Christ’s sa-ake!’ and by that chant he reminds
us of Christ, of His holy command to help our neighbour. But men have so ordered
their lives that it is utterly impossible for them to act in accordance with Christ’s
teaching, and Jesus Christ has become entirely superfluous to us. Not once, but, in
all probability, a thousand times, we have given Him over to be crucified, but still we
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cannot banish Him from our lives so long as His poor brethren sing His name in the
streets and remind us of Him. And so now we have hit upon the idea of shutting up
the beggars in such special buildings, so that they may not roam about the streets and
stir up our consciences.”
But Fomá will have none of it. He is neither to be enticed nor cajoled. The cry

of his nature is for light. He must have light. And in burning revolt he goes seeking
the meaning of life. “His thoughts embraced all those petty people who toiled at hard
labour. It was strange — why did they live? What satisfaction was it to them to live on
the earth? All they did was to perform their dirty, arduous toil, eat poorly; they were
miserably clad, addicted to drunkenness. One was sixty years old, but he still toiled
side by side with young men. And they all presented themselves to Fomá’s imagination
as a huge heap of worms, who were swarming over the earth merely to eat.”
He becomes the living interrogation of life. He cannot begin living until he knows

what living means, and he seeks its meaning vainly. “Why should I try to live life when
I do not know what life is?” he objects when Mayákin strives with him to return and
manage his business. Why should men fetch and carry for him? be slaves to him and
his money?
“Work is not everything to a man,” he says; “it is not true that justification lies in

work . . . Some people never do any work at all, all their lives long — yet they live
better than the toilers. Why is that? And what justification have I? And how will all
the people who give their orders justify themselves? What have they lived for? But my
idea is that everybody ought, without fail, to know solidly what he is living for. Is it
possible that a man is born to toil, accumulate money, build a house, beget children,
and — die? No; life means something in itself. . . . A man has been born, has lived, has
died — why? All of us must consider why we are living, by God, we must! There is no
sense in our life — there is no sense at all. Some are rich — they have money enough
for a thousand men all to themselves — and they live without occupation; others bow
their backs in toil all their life, and they haven’t a penny.”
But Fomá can only be destructive. He is not constructive. The dim groping spirit

of his mother and the curse of his environment press too heavily upon him, and he is
crushed to debauchery and madness. He does not drink because liquor tastes good in
his mouth. In the vile companions who purvey to his baser appetites he finds no charm.
It is all utterly despicable and sordid, but thither his quest leads him and he follows
the quest. He knows that everything is wrong, but he cannot right it, cannot tell why.
He can only attack and demolish. “What justification have you all in the sight of God?
Why do you live?” he demands of the conclave of merchants, of life’s successes. “You
have not constructed life — you have made a cesspool! You have disseminated filth
and stifling exhalations by your deeds. Have you any conscience? Do you remember
God? A five-kopék piece — that is your God! But you have expelled your conscience!”
Like the cry of Isaiah, “Go to, now, ye rich men, weep and howl for your misfortunes

that shall come upon you,” is Fomá’s: “You blood-suckers! You live on other people’s
strength; you work with other people’s hands! For all this you shall be made to pay!
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You shall perish — you shall be called to account for all! For all — to the last little
tear-drop!”
Stunned by this puddle of life, unable to make sense of it, Fomá questions, and

questions vainly, whether of Sófya Medynsky in her drawing-room of beauty, or in the
foulest depths of the first chance courtesan’s heart. Linboff, whose books contradict
one another, cannot help him; nor can the pilgrims on crowded steamers, nor the
verse writers and harlots in dives and boozingkens. And so, wondering, pondering,
perplexed, amazed, whirling through the mad whirlpool of life, dancing the dance of
death, groping for the nameless, indefinite something, the magic formula, the essence,
the intrinsic fact, the flash of light through the murk and dark — the rational sanction
for existence, in short — Fomá Gordyéeff goes down to madness and death.
It is not a pretty book, but it is a masterful interrogation of life — not of life

universal, but of life particular, the social life of to-day. It is not nice; neither is the
social life of to-day nice. One lays the book down sick at heart — sick for life with all
its “lyings and its lusts.” But it is a healthy book. So fearful is its portrayal of social
disease, so ruthless its stripping of the painted charms from vice, that its tendency
cannot but be strongly for good. It is a goad, to prick sleeping human consciences
awake and drive them into the battle for humanity.
But no story is told, nothing is finished, some one will object. Surely, when Sásha

leaped overboard and swam to Fomá, something happened. It was pregnant with pos-
sibilities. Yet it was not finished, was not decisive. She left him to go with the son of a
rich vodka-maker. And all that was best in Sófya Medynsky was quickened when she
looked upon Fomá with the look of the Mother-Woman. She might have been a power
for good in his life, she might have shed light into it and lifted him up to safety and
honour and understanding. Yet she went away next day, and he never saw her again.
No story is told, nothing is finished.
Ah, but surely the story of Fomá Gordyéeff is told; his life is finished, as lives are

being finished each day around us. Besides, it is the way of life, and the art of Górky
is the art of realism. But it is a less tedious realism than that of Tolstoy or Turgenev.
It lives and breathes from page to page with a swing and dash and go that they rarely
attain. Their mantle has fallen on his young shoulders, and he promises to wear it
royally.
Even so, but so helpless, hopeless, terrible is this life of Fomá Gordyéeff that we

would be filled with profound sorrow for Górky did we not know that he has come
up out of the Valley of Shadow. That he hopes, we know, else would he not now be
festering in a Russian prison because he is brave enough to live the hope he feels.
He knows life, why and how it should be lived. And in conclusion, this one thing is
manifest: Fomá Gordyéeff is no mere statement of an intellectual problem. For as he
lived and interrogated living, so in sweat and blood and travail has Górky lived.
Piedmont, California.

November 1901.
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These Bones Shall Rise Again
Rudyard Kipling, “prophet of blood and vulgarity, prince of ephemerals and idol

of the unelect” — as a Chicago critic chortles — is dead. It is true. He is dead, dead
and buried. And a fluttering, chirping host of men, little men and unseeing men, have
heaped him over with the uncut leaves of Kim, wrapped him in Stalky & Co., for
winding sheet, and for headstone reared his unconventional lines, The Lesson. It was
very easy. The simplest thing in the world. And the fluttering, chirping gentlemen are
rubbing their hands in amaze and wondering why they did not do it long ago, it was
so very, very simple.
But the centuries to come, of which the fluttering, chirping gentlemen are prone

to talk largely, will have something to say in the matter. And when they, the future
centuries, quest back to the nineteenth century to find what manner of century it was —
to find, not what the people of the nineteenth century thought they thought, but what
they really thought, not what they thought they ought to do, but what they really did
do, then a certain man, Kipling, will be read — and read with understanding. “They
thought they read him with understanding, those people of the nineteenth century,”
the future centuries will say; “and then they thought there was no understanding in
him, and after that they did not know what they thought.”
But this is over-severe. It applies only to that class which serves a function somewhat

similar to that served by the populace of old time in Rome. This is the unstable,
mob-minded mass, which sits on the fence, ever ready to fall this side or that and
indecorously clamber back again; which puts a Democratic administration into office
one election, and a Republican the next; which discovers and lifts up a prophet to-
day that it may stone him to-morrow; which clamours for the book everybody else is
reading, for no reason under the sun save that everybody else is reading it. This is the
class of whim and caprice, of fad and vogue, the unstable, incoherent, mob-mouthed,
mob-minded mass, the “monkey-folk,” if you please, of these latter days. Now it may
be reading The Eternal City. Yesterday it was reading The Master Christian, and
some several days before that it was reading Kipling. Yes, almost to his shame be it,
these folk were reading him. But it was not his fault. If he depended upon them he
well deserves to be dead and buried and never to rise again. But to them, let us be
thankful, he never lived. They thought he lived, but he was as dead then as he is now
and as he always will be.
He could not help it because he became the vogue, and it is easily understood. When

he lay ill, fighting with close grapples with death, those who knew him were grieved.
They were many, and in many voices, to the rim of the Seven Seas, they spoke their
grief. Whereupon, and with celerity, the mob-minded mass began to inquire as to this
man whom so many mourned. If everybody else mourned, it were fit that they mourn
too. So a vast wail went up. Each was a spur to the other’s grief, and each began
privately to read this man they had never read and publicly to proclaim this man
they had always read. And straightaway next day they drowned their grief in a sea of
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historical romance and forgot all about him. The reaction was inevitable. Emerging
from the sea into which they had plunged, they became aware that they had so soon
forgotten him, and would have been ashamed, had not the fluttering, chirping men
said, “Come, let us bury him.” And they put him in a hole, quickly, out of their sight.
And when they have crept into their own little holes, and smugly laid themselves

down in their last long sleep, the future centuries will roll the stone away and he will
come forth again. For be it known: That man of us is imperishable who makes his
century imperishable. That man of us who seizes upon the salient facts of our life, who
tells what we thought, what we were, and for what we stood — that man shall be the
mouthpiece to the centuries, and so long as they listen he shall endure.
We remember the caveman. We remember him because he made his century imper-

ishable. But, unhappily, we remember him dimly, in a collective sort of way, because
he memorialized his century dimly, in a collective sort of way. He had no written
speech, so he left us rude scratchings of beasts and things, cracked marrow-bones, and
weapons of stone. It was the best expression of which he was capable. Had he scratched
his own particular name with the scratchings of beasts and things, stamped his cracked
marrowbones with his own particular seal, trade-marked his weapons of stone with his
own particular device, that particular man would we remember. But he did the best
he could, and we remember him as best we may.
Homer takes his place with Achilles and the Greek and Trojan heroes. Because he

remembered them, we remember him. Whether he be one or a dozen men, or a dozen
generations of men, we remember him. And so long as the name of Greece is known
on the lips of men, so long will the name of Homer be known. There are many such
names, linked with their times, which have come down to us, many more which will
yet go down; and to them, in token that we have lived, must we add some few of our
own.
Dealing only with the artist, be it understood, only those artists will go down who

have spoken true of us. Their truth must be the deepest and most significant, their
voices clear and strong, definite and coherent. Half-truths and partial-truths will not
do, nor will thin piping voices and quavering lays. There must be the cosmic quality in
what they sing. They must seize upon and press into enduring art-forms the vital facts
of our existence. They must tell why we have lived, for without any reason for living,
depend upon it, in the time to come, it will be as though we had never lived. Nor are
the things that were true of the people a thousand years or so ago true of us to-day.
The romance of Homer’s Greece is the romance of Homer’s Greece. That is undeniable.
It is not our romance. And he who in our time sings the romance of Homer’s Greece
cannot expect to sing it so well as Homer did, nor will he be singing about us or our
romance at all. A machine age is something quite different from an heroic age. What is
true of rapid-fire guns, stock-exchanges, and electric motors, cannot possibly be true
of hand-flung javelins and whirring chariot wheels. Kipling knows this. He has been
telling it to us all his life, living it all his life in the work he has done.
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What the Anglo-Saxon has done, he has memorialized. And by Anglo-Saxon is
not meant merely the people of that tight little island on the edge of the Western
Ocean. Anglo-Saxon stands for the English-speaking people of all the world, who, in
forms and institutions and traditions, are more peculiarly and definitely English than
anything else. This people Kipling has sung. Their sweat and blood and toil have been
the motives of his songs; but underlying all the motives of his songs is the motive of
motives, the sum of them all and something more, which is one with what underlies
all the Anglo-Saxon sweat and blood and toil; namely, the genius of the race. And this
is the cosmic quality. Both that which is true of the race for all time, and that which
is true of the race for all time applied to this particular time, he has caught up and
pressed into his art-forms. He has caught the dominant note of the Anglo-Saxon and
pressed it into wonderful rhythms which cannot be sung out in a day and which will
not be sung out in a day.
The Anglo-Saxon is a pirate, a land robber and a sea robber. Underneath his thin

coating of culture, he is what he was in Morgan’s time, in Drake’s time, in William’s
time, in Alfred’s time. The blood and the tradition of Hengist and Horsa are in his
veins. In battle he is subject to the blood-lusts of the Berserkers of old. Plunder and
booty fascinate him immeasurably. The schoolboy of to-day dreams the dream of Clive
and Hastings. The Anglo-Saxon is strong of arm and heavy of hand, and he possesses
a primitive brutality all his own. There is a discontent in his blood, an unsatisfaction
that will not let him rest, but sends him adventuring over the sea and among the
lands in the midst of the sea. He does not know when he is beaten, wherefore the
term “bulldog” is attached to him, so that all may know his unreasonableness. He has
“some care as to the purity of his ways, does not wish for strange gods, nor juggle
with intellectual phantasmagoria.” He loves freedom, but is dictatorial to others, is
self-willed, has boundless energy, and does things for himself. He is also a master of
matter, an organizer of law, and an administrator of justice.
And in the nineteenth century he has lived up to his reputation. Being the nineteenth

century and no other century, and in so far different from all other centuries, he has
expressed himself differently. But blood will tell, and in the name of God, the Bible,
and Democracy, he has gone out over the earth, possessing himself of broad lands and
fat revenues, and conquering by virtue of his sheer pluck and enterprise and superior
machinery.
Now the future centuries, seeking to find out what the nineteenth century Anglo-

Saxon was and what were his works, will have small concern with what he did not do
and what he would have liked to do. These things he did do, and for these things will
he be remembered. His claim on posterity will be that in the nineteenth century he
mastered matter; his twentieth-century claim will be, in the highest probability, that
he organized life — but that will be sung by the twentieth-century Kiplings or the
twenty-first-century Kiplings. Rudyard Kipling of the nineteenth century has sung of
“things as they are.” He has seen life as it is, “taken it up squarely,” in both his hands,
and looked upon it. What better preachment upon the Anglo-Saxon and what he has
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done can be had than The Bridge Builders? what better appraisement than The White
Man’s Burden? As for faith and clean ideals — not of “children and gods, but men in
a world of men” — who has preached them better than he?
Primarily, Kipling has stood for the doer as opposed to the dreamer — the doer,

who lists not to idle songs of empty days, but who goes forth and does things, with
bended back and sweated brow and work-hardened hands. The most characteristic
thing about Kipling is his lover of actuality, his intense practicality, his proper and
necessary respect for the hard-headed, hard-fisted fact. And, above all, he has preached
the gospel of work, and as potently as Carlyle ever preached. For he has preached it
not only to those in the high places, but to the common men, to the great sweating
thong of common men who hear and understand yet stand agape at Carlyle’s turgid
utterance. Do the thing to your hand, and do it with all your might. Never mind what
the thing is; so long as it is something. Do it. Do it and remember Tomlinson, sexless
and soulless Tomlinson, who was denied at Heaven’s gate.
The blundering centuries have perseveringly pottered and groped through the dark;

but it remained for Kipling’s century to roll in the sun, to formulate, in other words,
the reign of law. And of the artists in Kipling’s century, he of them all has driven the
greater measure of law in the more consummate speech:
Keep ye the Law — be swift in all obedience.

Clear the land of evil, drive the road and bridge the ford.
Make ye sure to each his own
That he reap what he hath sown;
By the peace among Our peoples let men know we serve the Lord.
— And so it runs, from McAndrew’s Law, Order, Duty, and Restraint, to his last

least line, whether of The Vampire or The Recessional. And no prophet out of Israel
has cried out more loudly the sins of the people, nor called them more awfully to
repent.
“But he is vulgar, he stirs the puddle of life,” object the fluttering, chirping gentle-

men, the Tomlinsonian men. Well, and isn’t life vulgar? Can you divorce the facts of
life? Much of good is there, and much of ill; but who may draw aside his garment and
say, “I am none of them”? Can you say that the part is greater than the whole? that
the whole is more or less than the sum of the parts? As for the puddle of life, the stench
is offensive to you? Well, and what then? Do you not live in it? Why do you not make
it clean? Do you clamour for a filter to make clean only your own particular portion?
And, made clean, are you wroth because Kipling has stirred it muddy again? At least
he has stirred it healthily, with steady vigour and good-will. He has not brought to
the surface merely its dregs, but its most significant values. He has told the centuries
to come of our lyings and our lusts, but he has also told the centuries to come of the
seriousness which is underneath our lyings and our lusts. And he has told us, too, and
always has he told us, to be clean and strong and to walk upright and manlike.
“But he has no sympathy,” the fluttering gentlemen chirp. “We admire his art and

intellectual brilliancy, we all admire his art and intellectual brilliancy, his dazzling

254



technique and rare rhythmical sense; but . . . he is totally devoid of sympathy.” Dear!
Dear! What is to be understood by this? Should he sprinkle his pages with sympathetic
adjectives, so many to the paragraph, as the country compositor sprinkles commas?
Surely not. The little gentlemen are not quite so infinitesimal as that. There have been
many tellers of jokes, and the greater of them, it is recorded, never smiled at their
own, not even in the crucial moment when the audience wavered between laughter and
tears.
And so with Kipling. Take The Vampire, for instance. It has been complained that

there is no touch of pity in it for the man and his ruin, no sermon on the lesson of it,
no compassion for the human weakness, no indignation at the heartlessness. But are
we kindergarten children that the tale be told to us in words of one syllable? Or are
we men and women, able to read between the lines what Kipling intended we should
read between the lines? “For some of him lived, but the most of him died.” Is there
not here all the excitation in the world for our sorrow, our pity, our indignation? And
what more is the function of art than to excite states of consciousness complementary
to the thing portrayed? The colour of tragedy is red. Must the artist also paint in the
watery tears and wan-faced grief? “For some of him lived, but the most of him died” —
can the heartache of the situation be conveyed more achingly? Or were it better that
the young man, some of him alive but most of him dead, should come out before the
curtain and deliver a homily to the weeping audience?
The nineteenth century, so far as the Anglo-Saxon is concerned, was remarkable for

two great developments: the mastery of matter and the expansion of the race. Three
great forces operated in it: nationalism, commercialism, democracy — the marshalling
of the races, the merciless, remorseless laissez faire of the dominant bourgeoisie, and
the practical, actual working government of men within a very limited equality. The
democracy of the nineteenth century is not the democracy of which the eighteenth
century dreamed. It is not the democracy of the Declaration, but it is what we have
practised and lived that reconciles it to the fact of the “lesser breeds without the Law.”
It is of these developments and forces of the nineteenth century that Kipling has

sung. And the romance of it he has sung, that which underlies and transcends objective
endeavour, which deals with race impulses, race deeds, and race traditions. Even into
the steam-laden speech of his locomotives has he breathed our life, our spirit, our
significance. As he is our mouthpiece, so are they his mouthpieces. And the romance
of the nineteenth-century man as he has thus expressed himself in the nineteenth
century, in shaft and wheel, in steel and steam, in far journeying and adventuring,
Kipling has caught up in wondrous songs for the future centuries to sing.
If the nineteenth century is the century of the Hooligan, then is Kipling the voice

of the Hooligan as surely as he is the voice of the nineteenth century. Who is more
representative? Is David Harum more representative of the nineteenth century? Is Mary
Johnston, Charles Major, or Winston Churchill? Is Bret Harte? William Dean Howells?
Gilbert Parker? Who of them all is as essentially representative of nineteenth-century
life? When Kipling is forgotten, will Robert Louis Stevenson be remembered for his
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Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, his Kidnapped and his David Balfour? Not so. His Treasure
Island will be a classic, to go down with Robinson Crusoe, Through the Looking-Glass,
and The Jungle Books. He will be remembered for his essays, for his letters, for his
philosophy of life, for himself. He will be the well beloved, as he has been the well
beloved. But his will be another claim upon posterity than what we are considering.
For each epoch has its singer. As Scott sang the swan song of chivalry and Dickens the
burgher-fear of the rising merchant class, so Kipling, as no one else, has sung the hymn
of the dominant bourgeoisie, the war march of the white man round the world, the
triumphant pæan of commercialism and imperialism. For that will he be remembered.
Oakland, California.

October 1901.

The Other Animals
American journalism has its moments of fantastic hysteria, and when it is on the

rampage the only thing for a rational man to do is to climb a tree and let the cata-
clysm go by. And so, some time ago, when the word nature-faker was coined, I, for
one, climbed into my tree and stayed there. I happened to be in Hawaii at the time,
and a Honolulu reporter elicited the sentiment from me that I thanked God I was
not an authority on anything. This sentiment was promptly cabled to America in an
Associated Press despatch, whereupon the American press (possibly annoyed because
I had not climbed down out of my tree) charged me with paying for advertising by
cable at a dollar per word — the very human way of the American press, which, when
a man refuses to come down and be licked, makes faces at him.
But now that the storm is over, let us come and reason together. I have been guilty

of writing two animal-stories — two books about dogs. The writing of these two stories,
on my part, was in truth a protest against the “humanizing” of animals, of which it
seemed to me several “animal writers” had been profoundly guilty. Time and again, and
many times, in my narratives, I wrote, speaking of my dog-heroes: “He did not think
these things; he merely did them,” etc. And I did this repeatedly, to the clogging of my
narrative and in violation of my artistic canons; and I did it in order to hammer into
the average human understanding that these dog-heroes of mine were not directed by
abstract reasoning, but by instinct, sensation, and emotion, and by simple reasoning.
Also, I endeavoured to make my stories in line with the facts of evolution; I hewed
them to the mark set by scientific research, and awoke, one day, to find myself bundled
neck and crop into the camp of the nature-fakers.
President Roosevelt was responsible for this, and he tried to condemn me on two

counts. (1) I was guilty of having a big, fighting bull-dog whip a wolf-dog. (2) I was
guilty of allowing a lynx to kill a wolf-dog in a pitched battle. Regarding the second
count, President Roosevelt was wrong in his field observations taken while reading my
book. He must have read it hastily, for in my story I had the wolf-dog kill the lynx.
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Not only did I have my wolf-dog kill the lynx, but I made him eat the body of the lynx
as well. Remains only the first count on which to convict me of nature-faking, and the
first count does not charge me with diverging from ascertained facts. It is merely a
statement of a difference of opinion. President Roosevelt does not think a bull-dog can
lick a wolf-dog. I think a bull-dog can lick a wolf-dog. And there we are. Difference of
opinion may make, and does make, horse-racing. I can understand that difference of
opinion can make dog-fighting. But what gets me is how difference of opinion regarding
the relative fighting merits of a bull-dog and a wolf-dog makes me a nature-faker and
President Roosevelt a vindicated and triumphant scientist.
Then entered John Burroughs to clinch President Roosevelt’s judgments. In this

alliance there is no difference of opinion. That Roosevelt can do no wrong is Burroughs’s
opinion; and that Burroughs is always right is Roosevelt’s opinion. Both are agreed
that animals do not reason. They assert that all animals below man are automatons
and perform actions only of two sorts — mechanical and reflex — and that in such
actions no reasoning enters at all. They believe that man is the only animal capable of
reasoning and that ever does reason. This is a view that makes the twentieth-century
scientist smile. It is not modern at all. It is distinctly mediaeval. President Roosevelt
and John Burroughs, in advancing such a view, are homocentric in the same fashion
that the scholastics of earlier and darker centuries were homocentric. Had the world
not been discovered to be round until after the births of President Roosevelt and John
Burroughs, they would have been geocentric as well in their theories of the Cosmos.
They could not have believed otherwise. The stuff of their minds is so conditioned.
They talk the argot of evolution, while they no more understand the essence and the
import of evolution than does a South Sea Islander or Sir Oliver Lodge understand
the noumena of radio-activity.
Now, President Roosevelt is an amateur. He may know something of statecraft and

of big-game shooting; he may be able to kill a deer when he sees it and to measure it
and weigh it after he has shot it; he may be able to observe carefully and accurately
the actions and antics of tomtits and snipe, and, after he has observed it, definitely and
coherently to convey the information of when the first chipmunk, in a certain year and
a certain latitude and longitude, came out in the spring and chattered and gambolled
— but that he should be able, as an individual observer, to analyze all animal life and to
synthetize and develop all that is known of the method and significance of evolution,
would require a vaster credulity for you or me to believe than is required for us to
believe the biggest whopper ever told by an unmitigated nature-faker. No, President
Roosevelt does not understand evolution, and he does not seem to have made much of
an attempt to understand evolution.
Remains John Burroughs, who claims to be a thorough-going evolutionist. Now, it

is rather hard for a young man to tackle an old man. It is the nature of young men to be
more controlled in such matters, and it is the nature of old men, presuming upon the
wisdom that is very often erroneously associated with age, to do the tackling. In this
present question of nature-faking, the old men did the tackling, while I, as one young
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man, kept quiet a long time. But here goes at last. And first of all let Mr. Burroughs’s
position be stated, and stated in his words.
“Why impute reason to an animal if its behaviour can be explained on the theory of

instinct?” Remember these words, for they will be referred to later. “A goodly number
of persons seem to have persuaded themselves that animals do reason.” “But instinct
suffices for the animals . . . they get along very well without reason.” “Darwin tried
hard to convince himself that animals do at times reason in a rudimentary way; but
Darwin was also a much greater naturalist than psychologist.” The preceding quotation
is tantamount, on Mr. Burroughs’s part, to a flat denial that animals reason even in
a rudimentary way. And when Mr. Burrough denies that animals reason even in a
rudimentary way, it is equivalent to affirming, in accord with the first quotation in
this paragraph, that instinct will explain every animal act that might be confounded
with reason by the unskilled or careless observer.
Having bitten off this large mouthful, Mr. Burroughs proceeds with serene and

beautiful satisfaction to masticate it in the following fashion. He cites a large number
of instances of purely instinctive actions on the part of animals, and triumphantly
demands if they are acts of reason. He tells of the robin that fought day after day its
reflected image in a window-pane; of the birds in South America that were guilty of
drilling clear through a mud wall, which they mistook for a solid clay bank: of the
beaver that cut down a tree four times because it was held at the top by the branches
of other trees; of the cow that licked the skin of her stuffed calf so affectionately that
it came apart, whereupon she proceeded to eat the hay with which it was stuffed. He
tells of the phœbe-bird that betrays her nest on the porch by trying to hide it with
moss in similar fashion to the way all phœbe-birds hide their nests when they are built
among rocks. He tells of the highhole that repeatedly drills through the clap-boards of
an empty house in a vain attempt to find a thickness of wood deep enough in which
to build its nest. He tells of the migrating lemmings of Norway that plunge into the
sea and drown in vast numbers because of their instinct to swim lakes and rivers in
the course of their migrations. And, having told a few more instances of like kidney,
he triumphantly demands: “Where now is your much-vaunted reasoning of the lower
animals?”
No schoolboy in a class debate could be guilty of unfairer argument. It is equivalent

to replying to the assertion that 2+2=4, by saying: “No; because 12/4=3; I have
demonstrated my honourable opponent’s error.” When a man attacks your ability as
a foot-racer, promptly prove to him that he was drunk the week before last, and the
average man in the crowd of gaping listeners will believe that you have convincingly
refuted the slander on your fleetness of foot. On my honour, it will work. Try it some
time. It is done every day. Mr. Burroughs has done it himself, and, I doubt not, pulled
the sophistical wool over a great many pairs of eyes. No, no, Mr. Burroughs; you can’t
disprove that animals reason by proving that they possess instincts. But the worst of
it is that you have at the same time pulled the wool over your own eyes. You have
set up a straw man and knocked the stuffing out of him in the complacent belief that
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it was the reasoning of lower animals you were knocking out of the minds of those
who disagreed with you. When the highhole perforated the icehouse and let out the
sawdust, you called him a lunatic . . .
But let us be charitable — and serious. What Mr. Burroughs instances as acts of

instinct certainly are acts of instincts. By the same method of logic one could easily
adduce a multitude of instinctive acts on the part of man and thereby prove that
man is an unreasoning animal. But man performs actions of both sorts. Between man
and the lower animals Mr. Burroughs finds a vast gulf. This gulf divides man from
the rest of his kin by virtue of the power of reason that he alone possesses. Man is a
voluntary agent. Animals are automatons. The robin fights its reflection in the window-
pane because it is his instinct to fight and because he cannot reason out the physical
laws that make this reflection appear real. An animal is a mechanism that operates
according to fore-ordained rules. Wrapped up in its heredity, and determined long
before it was born, is a certain limited capacity of ganglionic response to eternal stimuli.
These responses have been fixed in the species through adaptation to environment.
Natural selection has compelled the animal automatically to respond in a fixed manner
and a certain way to all the usual external stimuli it encounters in the course of a
usual life. Thus, under usual circumstances, it does the usual thing. Under unusual
circumstances it still does the usual thing, wherefore the highhole perforating the ice-
house is guilty of lunacy — of unreason, in short. To do the unusual thing under unusual
circumstances, successfully to adjust to a strange environment for which his heredity
has not automatically fitted an adjustment, Mr. Burroughs says is impossible. He says
it is impossible because it would be a non-instinctive act, and, as is well known animals
act only through instinct. And right here we catch a glimpse of Mr. Burroughs’s cart
standing before his horse. He has a thesis, and though the heavens fall he will fit the
facts to the thesis. Agassiz, in his opposition to evolution, had a similar thesis, though
neither did he fit the facts to it nor did the heavens fall. Facts are very disagreeable at
times.
But let us see. Let us test Mr. Burroughs’s test of reason and instinct. When I was

a small boy I had a dog named Rollo. According to Mr. Burroughs, Rollo was an au-
tomaton, responding to external stimuli mechanically as directed by his instincts. Now,
as is well known, the development of instinct in animals is a dreadfully slow process.
There is no known case of the development of a single instinct in domestic animals in
all the history of their domestication. Whatever instincts they possess they brought
with them from the wild thousands of years ago. Therefore, all Rollo’s actions were
ganglionic discharges mechanically determined by the instincts that had been devel-
oped and fixed in the species thousands of years ago. Very well. It is clear, therefore,
that in all his play with me he would act in old-fashioned ways, adjusting himself to the
physical and psychical factors in his environment according to the rules of adjustment
which had obtained in the wild and which had become part of his heredity.
Rollo and I did a great deal of rough romping. He chased me and I chased him. He

nipped my legs, arms, and hands, often so hard that I yelled, while I rolled him and
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tumbled him and dragged him about, often so strenuously as to make him yelp. In the
course of the play many variations arose. I would make believe to sit down and cry.
All repentance and anxiety, he would wag his tail and lick my face, whereupon I would
give him the laugh. He hated to be laughed at, and promptly he would spring for me
with good-natured, menacing jaws, and the wild romp would go on. I had scored a
point. Then he hit upon a trick. Pursuing him into the woodshed, I would find him in
a far corner, pretending to sulk. Now, he dearly loved the play, and never got enough
of it. But at first he fooled me. I thought I had somehow hurt his feelings and I came
and knelt before him, petting him, and speaking lovingly. Promptly, in a wild outburst,
he was up and away, tumbling me over on the floor as he dashed out in a mad skurry
around the yard. He had scored a point.
After a time, it became largely a game of wits. I reasoned my acts, of course, while

his were instinctive. One day, as he pretended to sulk in the corner, I glanced out of
the woodshed doorway, simulated pleasure in face, voice, and language, and greeted
one of my schoolboy friends. Immediately Rollo forgot to sulk, rushed out to see the
newcomer, and saw empty space. The laugh was on him, and he knew it, and I gave it
to him, too. I fooled him in this way two or three times; then be became wise. One day
I worked a variation. Suddenly looking out the door, making believe that my eyes had
been attracted by a moving form, I said coldly, as a child educated in turning away
bill-collectors would say: “No my father is not at home.” Like a shot, Rollo was out the
door. He even ran down the alley to the front of the house in a vain attempt to find
the man I had addressed. He came back sheepishly to endure the laugh and resume
the game.
And now we come to the test. I fooled Rollo, but how was the fooling made possible?

What precisely went on in that brain of his? According to Mr. Burroughs, who denies
even rudimentary reasoning to the lower animals, Rollo acted instinctively, mechani-
cally responding to the external stimulus, furnished by me, which led him to believe
that a man was outside the door.
Since Rollo acted instinctively, and since all instincts are very ancient, tracing back

to the pre-domestication period, we can conclude only that Rollo’s wild ancestors,
at the time this particular instinct was fixed into the heredity of the species, must
have been in close, long-continued, and vital contact with man, the voice of man, and
the expressions on the face of man. But since the instinct must have been developed
during the pre-domestication period, how under the sun could his wild, undomesticated
ancestors have experienced the close, long-continued, and vital contact with man?
Mr. Burroughs says that “instinct suffices for the animals,” that “they get along very

well without reason.” But I say, what all the poor nature-fakers will say, that Rollo
reasoned. He was born into the world a bundle of instincts and a pinch of brain-stuff,
all wrapped around in a framework of bone, meat, and hide. As he adjusted to his en-
vironment he gained experiences. He remembered these experiences. He learned that
he mustn’t chase the cat, kill chickens, nor bite little girls’ dresses. He learned that
little boys had little boy playmates. He learned that men came into back yards. He
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learned that the animal man, on meeting with his own kind, was given to verbal and
facial greeting. He learned that when a boy greeted a playmate he did it differently
from the way he greeted a man. All these he learned and remembered. They were so
many observations — so many propositions, if you please. Now, what went on behind
those brown eyes of his, inside that pinch of brain-stuff, when I turned suddenly to
the door and greeted an imaginary person outside? Instantly, out of the thousands of
observations stored in his brain, came to the front of his consciousness the particular
observations connected with this particular situation. Next, he established a relation
between these observations. This relation was his conclusion, achieved, as every psy-
chologist will agree, by a definite cell-action of his grey matter. From the fact that his
master turned suddenly toward the door, and from the fact that his master’s voice,
facial expression, and whole demeanour expressed surprise and delight, he concluded
that a friend was outside. He established a relation between various things, and the act
of establishing relations between things is an act of reason — of rudimentary reason,
granted, but none the less of reason.
Of course Rollo was fooled. But that is no call for us to throw chests about it. How

often has every last one of us been fooled in precisely similar fashion by another who
turned and suddenly addressed an imaginary intruder? Here is a case in point that
occurred in the West. A robber had held up a railroad train. He stood in the aisle
between the seats, his revolver presented at the head of the conductor, who stood
facing him. The conductor was at his mercy.
But the conductor suddenly looked over the robber’s shoulder, at the same time

saying aloud to an imaginary person standing at the robber’s back: “Don’t shoot him.”
Like a flash the robber whirled about to confront this new danger, and like a flash the
conductor shot him down. Show me, Mr. Burroughs, where the mental process in the
robber’s brain was a shade different from the mental processes in Rollo’s brain, and I’ll
quit nature-faking and join the Trappists. Surely, when a man’s mental process and a
dog’s mental process are precisely similar, the much-vaunted gulf of Mr. Burroughs’s
fancy has been bridged.
I had a dog in Oakland. His name was Glen. His father was Brown, a wolf-dog

that had been brought down from Alaska, and his mother was a half-wild mountain
shepherd dog. Neither father nor mother had had any experience with automobiles.
Glen came from the country, a half-grown puppy, to live in Oakland. Immediately he
became infatuated with an automobile. He reached the culmination of happiness when
he was permitted to sit up in the front seat alongside the chauffeur. He would spend
a whole day at a time on an automobile debauch, even going without food. Often
the machine started directly from inside the barn, dashed out the driveway without
stopping, and was gone. Glen got left behind several times. The custom was established
that whoever was taking the machine out should toot the horn before starting. Glen
learned the signal. No matter where he was or what he was doing, when that horn
tooted he was off for the barn and up into the front seat.
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One morning, while Glen was on the back porch eating his breakfast of mush and
milk, the chauffeur tooted. Glen rushed down the steps, into the barn, and took his
front seat, the mush and milk dripping down his excited and happy chops. In passing, I
may point out that in thus forsaking his breakfast for the automobile he was displaying
what is called the power of choice — a peculiarly lordly attribute that, according to
Mr. Burroughs, belongs to man alone. Yet Glen made his choice between food and fun.
It was not that Glen wanted his breakfast less, but that he wanted his ride more.

The toot was only a joke. The automobile did not start. Glen waited and watched.
Evidently he saw no signs of an immediate start, for finally he jumped out of the seat
and went back to his breakfast. He ate with indecent haste, like a man anxious to catch
a train. Again the horn tooted, again he deserted his breakfast, and again he sat in
the seat and waited vainly for the machine to go.
They came close to spoiling Glen’s breakfast for him, for he was kept on the jump

between porch and barn. Then he grew wise. They tooted the horn loudly and insis-
tently, but he stayed by his breakfast and finished it. Thus once more did he display
power of choice, incidentally of control, for when that horn tooted it was all he could
do to refrain from running for the barn.
The nature-faker would analyze what went on in Glen’s brain somewhat in the

following fashion. He had had, in his short life, experiences that not one of all his
ancestors had ever had. He had learned that automobiles went fast, that once in motion
it was impossible for him to get on board, that the toot of the horn was a noise that
was peculiar to automobiles. These were so many propositions. Now reasoning can
be defined as the act or process of the brain by which, from propositions known or
assumed, new propositions are reached. Out of the propositions which I have shown
were Glen’s, and which had become his through the medium of his own observation of
the phenomena of life, he made the new proposition that when the horn tooted it was
time for him to get on board.
But on the morning I have described, the chauffeur fooled Glen. Somehow and much

to his own disgust, his reasoning was erroneous. The machine did not start after all.
But to reason incorrectly is very human. The great trouble in all acts of reasoning is
to include all the propositions in the problem. Glen had included every proposition
but one, namely, the human proposition, the joke in the brain of the chauffeur. For
a number of times Glen was fooled. Then he performed another mental act. In his
problem he included the human proposition (the joke in the brain of the chauffeur),
and he reached the new conclusion that when the horn tooted the automobile was not
going to start. Basing his action on this conclusion, he remained on the porch and
finished his breakfast. You and I, and even Mr. Burroughs, perform acts of reasoning
precisely similar to this every day in our lives. How Mr. Burroughs will explain Glen’s
action by the instinctive theory is beyond me. In wildest fantasy, even, my brain refuses
to follow Mr. Burroughs into the primeval forest where Glen’s dim ancestors, to the
tooting of automobile horns, were fixing into the heredity of the breed the particular
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instinct that would enable Glen, a few thousand years later, capably to cope with
automobiles.
Dr. C. J. Romanes tells of a female chimpanzee who was taught to count straws up

to five. She held the straws in her hand, exposing the ends to the number requested.
If she were asked for three, she held up three. If she were asked for four, she held up
four. All this is a mere matter of training. But consider now, Mr. Burroughs, what
follows. When she was asked for five straws and she had only four, she doubled one
straw, exposing both its ends and thus making up the required number. She did not do
this only once, and by accident. She did it whenever more straws were asked for than
she possessed. Did she perform a distinctly reasoning act? or was her action the result
of blind, mechanical instinct? If Mr. Burroughs cannot answer to his own satisfaction,
he may call Dr. Romanes a nature-faker and dismiss the incident from his mind.
The foregoing is a trick of erroneous human reasoning that works very successfully

in the United States these days. It is certainly a trick of Mr. Burroughs, of which he
is guilty with distressing frequency. When a poor devil of a writer records what he
has seen, and when what he has seen does not agree with Mr. Burroughs’s mediaeval
theory, he calls said writer a nature-faker. When a man like Mr. Hornaday comes
along, Mr. Burroughs works a variation of the trick on him. Mr. Hornaday has made
a close study of the orang in captivity and of the orang in its native state. Also, he
has studied closely many other of the higher animal types. Also, in the tropics, he has
studied the lower types of man. Mr. Hornaday is a man of experience and reputation.
When he was asked if animals reasoned, out of all his knowledge on the subject he
replied that to ask him such a question was equivalent to asking him if fishes swim.
Now Mr. Burroughs has not had much experience in studying the lower human types
and the higher animal types. Living in a rural district in the state of New York, and
studying principally birds in that limited habitat, he has been in contact neither with
the higher animal types nor the lower human types. But Mr. Hornaday’s reply is such
a facer to him and his homocentric theory that he has to do something. And he does it.
He retorts: “I suspect that Mr. Hornaday is a better naturalist than he is a comparative
psychologist.” Exit Mr. Hornaday. Who the devil is Mr. Hornaday, anyway? The sage of
Slabsides has spoken. When Darwin concluded that animals were capable of reasoning
in a rudimentary way, Mr. Burroughs laid him out in the same fashion by saying:
“But Darwin was also a much greater naturalist than psychologist” — and this despite
Darwin’s long life of laborious research that was not wholly confined to a rural district
such as Mr. Burroughs inhabits in New York. Mr. Burroughs’s method of argument
is beautiful. It reminds one of the man whose pronunciation was vile, but who said:
“Damn the dictionary; ain’t I here?”
And now we come to the mental processes of Mr. Burroughs — to the psychology

of the ego, if you please. Mr. Burroughs has troubles of his own with the dictionary.
He violates language from the standpoint both of logic and science. Language is a tool,
and definitions embodied in language should agree with the facts and history of life.
But Mr. Burroughs’s definitions do not so agree. This, in turn, is not the fault of his
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education, but of his ego. To him, despite his well-exploited and patronizing devotion
to them, the lower animals are disgustingly low. To him, affinity and kinship with
the other animals is a repugnant thing. He will have none of it. He is too glorious a
personality not to have between him and the other animals a vast and impassable gulf.
The cause of Mr. Burroughs’s mediaeval view of the other animals is to be found, not
in his knowledge of those other animals, but in the suggestion of his self-exalted ego. In
short, Mr. Burroughs’s homocentric theory has been developed out of his homocentric
ego, and by the misuse of language he strives to make the facts of life agree with his
theory.
After the instances I have cited of actions of animals which are impossible of ex-

planation as due to instinct, Mr. Burroughs may reply: “Your instances are easily
explained by the simple law of association.” To this I reply, first, then why did you
deny rudimentary reason to animals? and why did you state flatly that “instinct suffices
for the animals”? And, second, with great reluctance and with overwhelming humility,
because of my youth, I suggest that you do not know exactly what you do mean by
that phrase “the simple law of association.” Your trouble, I repeat, is with definitions.
You have grasped that man performs what is called abstract reasoning, you have made
a definition of abstract reason, and, betrayed by that great maker of theories, the ego,
you have come to think that all reasoning is abstract and that what is not abstract
reason is not reason at all. This is your attitude toward rudimentary reason. Such a
process, in one of the other animals, must be either abstract or it is not a reasoning
process. Your intelligence tells you that such a process is not abstract reasoning, and
your homocentric thesis compels you to conclude that it can be only a mechanical,
instinctive process.
Definitions must agree, not with egos, but with life. Mr. Burroughs goes on the basis

that a definition is something hard and fast, absolute and eternal. He forgets that all
the universe is in flux; that definitions are arbitrary and ephemeral; that they fix, for
a fleeting instant of time, things that in the past were not, that in the future will be
not, that out of the past become, and that out of the present pass on to the future
and become other things. Definitions cannot rule life. Definitions cannot be made to
rule life. Life must rule definitions or else the definitions perish.
Mr. Burroughs forgets the evolution of reason. He makes a definition of reason

without regard to its history, and that definition is of reason purely abstract. Human
reason, as we know it to-day, is not a creation, but a growth. Its history goes back
to the primordial slime that was quick with muddy life; its history goes back to the
first vitalized inorganic. And here are the steps of its ascent from the mud to man:
simple reflex action, compound reflex action, memory, habit, rudimentary reason, and
abstract reason. In the course of the climb, thanks to natural selection, instinct was
evolved. Habit is a development in the individual. Instinct is a race-habit. Instinct
is blind, unreasoning, mechanical. This was the dividing of the ways in the climb
of aspiring life. The perfect culmination of instinct we find in the ant-heap and the
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beehive. Instinct proved a blind alley. But the other path, that of reason, led on and
on even to Mr. Burroughs and you and me.
There are no impassable gulfs, unless one chooses, as Mr. Burroughs does, to ignore

the lower human types and the higher animal types, and to compare human mind with
bird mind. It was impossible for life to reason abstractly until speech was developed.
Equipped with swords, with tools of thought, in short, the slow development of the
power to reason in the abstract went on. The lowest human types do little or no
reasoning in the abstract. With every word, with every increase in the complexity of
thought, with every ascertained fact so gained, went on action and reaction in the
grey matter of the speech discoverer, and slowly, step by step, through hundreds of
thousands of years, developed the power of reason.
Place a honey-bee in a glass bottle. Turn the bottom of the bottle toward a lighted

lamp so that the open mouth is away from the lamp. Vainly, ceaselessly, a thousand
times, undeterred by the bafflement and the pain, the bee will hurl himself against the
bottom of the bottle as he strives to win to the light. That is instinct. Place your dog
in a back yard and go away. He is your dog. He loves you. He yearns toward you as the
bee yearns toward the light. He listens to your departing footsteps. But the fence is
too high. Then he turns his back upon the direction in which you are departing, and
runs around the yard. He is frantic with affection and desire. But he is not blind. He is
observant. He is looking for a hole under the fence, or through the fence, or for a place
where the fence is not so high. He sees a dry-goods box standing against the fence.
Presto! He leaps upon it, goes over the barrier, and tears down the street to overtake
you. Is that instinct?
Here, in the household where I am writing this, is a little Tahitian “feeding-child.”

He believes firmly that a tiny dwarf resides in the box of my talking-machine and that
it is the tiny dwarf who does the singing and the talking. Not even Mr. Burroughs will
affirm that the child has reached this conclusion by an instinctive process. Of course,
the child reasons the existence of the dwarf in the box. How else could the box talk
and sing? In that child’s limited experience it has never encountered a single instance
where speech and song were produced otherwise than by direct human agency. I doubt
not that the dog is considerably surprised when he hears his master’s voice coming out
of a box.
The adult savage, on his first introduction to a telephone, rushes around to the

adjoining room to find the man who is talking through the partition. Is this act in-
stinctive? No. Out of his limited experience, out of his limited knowledge of physics, he
reasons that the only explanation possible is that a man is in the other room talking
through the partition.
But that savage cannot be fooled by a hand-mirror. We must go lower down in the

animal scale, to the monkey. The monkey swiftly learns that the monkey it sees is not
in the glass, wherefore it reaches craftily behind the glass. Is this instinct? No. It is
rudimentary reasoning. Lower than the monkey in the scale of brain is the robin, and
the robin fights its reflection in the window-pane. Now climb with me for a space. From
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the robin to the monkey, where is the impassable gulf? and where is the impassable gulf
between the monkey and the feeding-child? between the feeding-child and the savage
who seeks the man behind the partition? ay, and between the savage and the astute
financiers Mrs. Chadwick fooled and the thousands who were fooled by the Keeley
Motor swindle?
Let us be very humble. We who are so very human are very animal. Kinship with the

other animals is no more repugnant to Mr. Burroughs than was the heliocentric theory
to the priests who compelled Galileo to recant. Not correct human reason, not the
evidence of the ascertained fact, but pride of ego, was responsible for the repugnance.
In his stiff-necked pride, Mr. Burroughs runs a hazard more humiliating to that

pride than any amount of kinship with the other animals. When a dog exhibits choice,
direction, control, and reason; when it is shown that certain mental processes in that
dog’s brain are precisely duplicated in the brain of man; and when Mr. Burroughs
convincingly proves that every action of the dog is mechanical and automatic — then,
by precisely the same arguments, can it be proved that the similar actions of man are
mechanical and automatic. No, Mr. Burroughs, though you stand on the top of the
ladder of life, you must not kick out that ladder from under your feet. You must not
deny your relatives, the other animals. Their history is your history, and if you kick
them to the bottom of the abyss, to the bottom of the abyss you go yourself. By them
you stand or fall. What you repudiate in them you repudiate in yourself — a pretty
spectacle, truly, of an exalted animal striving to disown the stuff of life out of which
it is made, striving by use of the very reason that was developed by evolution to deny
the possession of evolution that developed it. This may be good egotism, but it is not
good science.
Papeete, Tahiti.

March 1908.

The Yellow Peril
No more marked contrast appears in passing from our Western land to the paper

houses and cherry blossoms of Japan than appears in passing from Korea to China.
To achieve a correct appreciation of the Chinese the traveller should first sojourn
amongst the Koreans for several months, and then, one fine day, cross over the Yalu
into Manchuria. It would be of exceptional advantage to the correctness of appreciation
did he cross over the Yalu on the heels of a hostile and alien army.
War is to-day the final arbiter in the affairs of men, and it is as yet the final test

of the worth-whileness of peoples. Tested thus, the Korean fails. He lacks the nerve to
remain when a strange army crosses his land. The few goods and chattels he may have
managed to accumulate he puts on his back, along with his doors and windows, and
away he heads for his mountain fastnesses. Later he may return, sans goods, chattels,
doors, and windows, impelled by insatiable curiosity for a “look see.” But it is curiosity
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merely — a timid, deerlike curiosity. He is prepared to bound away on his long legs at
the first hint of danger or trouble.
Northern Korea was a desolate land when the Japanese passed through. Villages

and towns were deserted. The fields lay untouched. There was no ploughing nor sowing,
no green things growing. Little or nothing was to be purchased. One carried one’s own
food with him and food for horses and servants was the anxious problem that waited
at the day’s end. In many a lonely village not an ounce nor a grain of anything could be
bought, and yet there might be standing around scores of white-garmented, stalwart
Koreans, smoking yard-long pipes and chattering, chattering — ceaselessly chattering.
Love, money, or force could not procure from them a horseshoe or a horseshoe nail.
“Upso,” was their invariable reply. “Upso,” cursed word, which means “Have not got.”
They had tramped probably forty miles that day, down from their hiding-places,

just for a “look see,” and forty miles back they would cheerfully tramp, chattering all
the way over what they had seen. Shake a stick at them as they stand chattering about
your camp-fire, and the gloom of the landscape will be filled with tall, flitting ghosts,
bounding like deer, with great springy strides which one cannot but envy. They have
splendid vigour and fine bodies, but they are accustomed to being beaten and robbed
without protest or resistance by every chance foreigner who enters their country.
From this nerveless, forsaken Korean land I rode down upon the sandy islands of

the Yalu. For weeks these islands had been the dread between-the-lines of two fighting
armies. The air above had been rent by screaming projectiles. The echoes of the final
battle had scarcely died away. The trains of Japanese wounded and Japanese dead
were trailing by.
On the conical hill, a quarter of a mile away, the Russian dead were being buried

in their trenches and in the shell holes made by the Japanese. And here, in the thick
of it all, a man was ploughing. Green things were growing — young onions — and the
man who was weeding them paused from his labour long enough to sell me a handful.
Near by was the smoke-blackened ruin of the farmhouse, fired by the Russians when
they retreated from the riverbed. Two men were removing the debris, cleaning the
confusion, preparatory to rebuilding. They were clad in blue. Pigtails hung down their
backs. I was in China!
I rode to the shore, into the village of Kuelian-Ching. There were no lounging men

smoking long pipes and chattering. The previous day the Russians had been there, a
bloody battle had been fought, and to-day the Japanese were there — but what was
that to talk about? Everybody was busy. Men were offering eggs and chickens and fruit
for sale upon the street, and bread, as I live, bread in small round loaves or buns. I
rode on into the country. Everywhere a toiling population was in evidence. The houses
and walls were strong and substantial. Stone and brick replaced the mud walls of the
Korean dwellings. Twilight fell and deepened, and still the ploughs went up and down
the fields, the sowers following after. Trains of wheelbarrows, heavily loaded, squeaked
by, and Pekin carts, drawn by from four to six cows, horses, mules, ponies, or jackasses
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— cows even with their newborn calves tottering along on puny legs outside the traces.
Everybody worked. Everything worked. I saw a man mending the road. I was in China.
I came to the city of Antung, and lodged with a merchant. He was a grain merchant.

Corn he had, hundreds of bushels, stored in great bins of stout matting; peas and beans
in sacks, and in the back yard his millstones went round and round, grinding out meal.
Also, in his back yard, were buildings containing vats sunk into the ground, and here the
tanners were at work making leather. I bought a measure of corn from mine host for my
horses, and he overcharged me thirty cents. I was in China. Antung was jammed with
Japanese troops. It was the thick of war. But it did not matter. The work of Antung
went on just the same. The shops were wide open; the streets were lined with pedlars.
One could buy anything; get anything made. I dined at a Chinese restaurant, cleansed
myself at a public bath in a private tub with a small boy to assist in the scrubbing.
I bought condensed milk, bitter, canned vegetables, bread, and cake. I repeat it, cake
— good cake. I bought knives, forks, and spoons, granite-ware dishes and mugs. There
were horseshoes and horseshoers. A worker in iron realized for me new designs of mine
for my tent poles. My shoes were sent out to be repaired. A barber shampooed my
hair. A servant returned with corn-beef in tins, a bottle of port, another of cognac,
and beer, blessed beer, to wash out from my throat the dust of an army. It was the
land of Canaan. I was in China.
The Korean is the perfect type of inefficiency — of utter worthlessness. The Chinese

is the perfect type of industry. For sheer work no worker in the world can compare
with him. Work is the breath of his nostrils. It is his solution of existence. It is to him
what wandering and fighting in far lands and spiritual adventure have been to other
peoples. Liberty to him epitomizes itself in access to the means of toil. To till the soil
and labour interminably with rude implements and utensils is all he asks of life and
of the powers that be. Work is what he desires above all things, and he will work at
anything for anybody.
During the taking of the Takú forts he carried scaling ladders at the heads of the

storming columns and planted them against the walls. He did this, not from a sense
of patriotism, but for the invading foreign devils because they paid him a daily wage
of fifty cents. He is not frightened by war. He accepts it as he does rain and sunshine,
the changing of the seasons, and other natural phenomena. He prepares for it, endures
it, and survives it, and when the tide of battle sweeps by, the thunder of the guns
still reverberating in the distant canyons, he is seen calmly bending to his usual tasks.
Nay, war itself bears fruits whereof he may pick. Before the dead are cold or the burial
squads have arrived he is out on the field, stripping the mangled bodies, collecting the
shrapnel, and ferreting in the shell holes for slivers and fragments of iron.
The Chinese is no coward. He does not carry away his doors amid windows to the

mountains, but remains to guard them when alien soldiers occupy his town. He does
not hide away his chickens and his eggs, nor any other commodity he possesses. He
proceeds at once to offer them for sale. Nor is he to be bullied into lowering his price.
What if the purchaser be a soldier and an alien made cocky by victory and confident
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by overwhelming force? He has two large pears saved over from last year which he will
sell for five sen, or for the same price three small pears. What if one soldier persist
in taking away with him three large pears? What if there be twenty other soldiers
jostling about him? He turns over his sack of fruit to another Chinese and races down
the street after his pears and the soldier responsible for their flight, and he does not
return till he has wrenched away one large pear from that soldier’s grasp.
Nor is the Chinese the type of permanence which he has been so often designated.

He is not so ill-disposed toward new ideas and new methods as his history would
seem to indicate. True, his forms, customs, and methods have been permanent these
many centuries, but this has been due to the fact that his government was in the
hands of the learned classes, and that these governing scholars found their salvation
lay in suppressing all progressive ideas. The ideas behind the Boxer troubles and the
outbreaks over the introduction of railroad and other foreign devil machinations have
emanated from the minds of the literati, and been spread by their pamphlets and
propagandists.
Originality and enterprise have been suppressed in the Chinese for scores of gen-

erations. Only has remained to him industry, and in this has he found the supreme
expression of his being. On the other hand, his susceptibility to new ideas has been
well demonstrated wherever he has escaped beyond the restrictions imposed upon him
by his government. So far as the business man is concerned he has grasped far more
clearly the Western code of business, the Western ethics of business, than has the
Japanese. He has learned, as a matter of course, to keep his word or his bond. As yet,
the Japanese business man has failed to understand this. When he has signed a time
contract and when changing conditions cause him to lose by it, the Japanese merchant
cannot understand why he should live up to his contract. It is beyond his compre-
hension and repulsive to his common sense that he should live up to his contract and
thereby lose money. He firmly believes that the changing conditions themselves absolve
him. And in so far adaptable as he has shown himself to be in other respects, he fails
to grasp a radically new idea where the Chinese succeeds.
Here we have the Chinese, four hundred millions of him, occupying a vast land of

immense natural resources — resources of a twentieth-century age, of a machine age;
resources of coal and iron, which are the backbone of commercial civilization. He is an
indefatigable worker. He is not dead to new ideas, new methods, new systems. Under
a capable management he can be made to do anything. Truly would he of himself
constitute the much-heralded Yellow Peril were it not for his present management.
This management, his government, is set, crystallized. It is what binds him down to
building as his fathers built. The governing class, entrenched by the precedent and
power of centuries and by the stamp it has put upon his mind, will never free him. It
would be the suicide of the governing class, and the governing class knows it.
Comes now the Japanese. On the streets of Antung, of Feng-Wang-Chang, or of any

other Manchurian city, the following is a familiar scene: One is hurrying home through
the dark of the unlighted streets when he comes upon a paper lantern resting on the
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ground. On one side squats a Chinese civilian on his hams, on the other side squats
a Japanese soldier. One dips his forefinger in the dust and writes strange, monstrous
characters. The other nods understanding, sweeps the dust slate level with his hand,
and with his forefinger inscribes similar characters. They are talking. They cannot
speak to each other, but they can write. Long ago one borrowed the other’s written
language, and long before that, untold generations ago, they diverged from a common
root, the ancient Mongol stock.
There have been changes, differentiations brought about by diverse conditions and

infusions of other blood; but down at the bottom of their being, twisted into the fibres
of them, is a heritage in common — a sameness in kind which time has not obliterated.
The infusion of other blood, Malay, perhaps, has made the Japanese a race of mastery
and power, a fighting race through all its history, a race which has always despised
commerce and exalted fighting.
To-day, equipped with the finest machines and systems of destruction the Caucasian

mind has devised, handling machines and systems with remarkable and deadly accu-
racy, this rejuvenescent Japanese race has embarked on a course of conquest the goal
of which no man knows. The head men of Japan are dreaming ambitiously, and the
people are dreaming blindly, a Napoleonic dream. And to this dream the Japanese
clings and will cling with bull-dog tenacity. The soldier shouting “Nippon, Banzai!” on
the walls of Wiju, the widow at home in her paper house committing suicide so that
her only son, her sole support, may go to the front, are both expressing the unanimity
of the dream.
The late disturbance in the Far East marked the clashing of the dreams, for the

Slav, too, is dreaming greatly. Granting that the Japanese can hurl back the Slav and
that the two great branches of the Anglo-Saxon race do not despoil him of his spoils,
the Japanese dream takes on substantiality. Japan’s population is no larger because
her people have continually pressed against the means of subsistence. But given poor,
empty Korea for a breeding colony and Manchuria for a granary, and at once the
Japanese begins to increase by leaps and bounds.
Even so, he would not of himself constitute a Brown Peril. He has not the time in

which to grow and realize the dream. He is only forty-five millions, and so fast does
the economic exploitation of the planet hurry on the planet’s partition amongst the
Western peoples that, before he could attain the stature requisite to menace, he would
see the Western giants in possession of the very stuff of his dream.
The menace to the Western world lies, not in the little brown man, but in the four

hundred millions of yellow men should the little brown man undertake their manage-
ment. The Chinese is not dead to new ideas; he is an efficient worker; makes a good
soldier, and is wealthy in the essential materials of a machine age. Under a capable
management he will go far. The Japanese is prepared and fit to undertake this man-
agement. Not only has he proved himself an apt imitator of Western material progress,
a sturdy worker, and a capable organizer, but he is far more fit to manage the Chinese
than are we. The baffling enigma of the Chinese character is no baffling enigma to
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him. He understands as we could never school ourselves nor hope to understand. Their
mental processes are largely the same. He thinks with the same thought-symbols as
does the Chinese, and he thinks in the same peculiar grooves. He goes on where we
are balked by the obstacles of incomprehension. He takes the turning which we cannot
perceive, twists around the obstacle, and, presto! is out of sight in the ramifications of
the Chinese mind where we cannot follow.
The Chinese has been called the type of permanence, and well he has merited

it, dozing as he has through the ages. And as truly was the Japanese the type of
permanence up to a generation ago, when he suddenly awoke and startled the world
with a rejuvenescence the like of which the world had never seen before. The ideas of
the West were the leaven which quickened the Japanese; and the ideas of the West,
transmitted by the Japanese mind into ideas Japanese, may well make the leaven
powerful enough to quicken the Chinese.
We have had Africa for the Afrikander, and at no distant day we shall hear “Asia for

the Asiatic!” Four hundred million indefatigable workers (deft, intelligent, and unafraid
to die), aroused and rejuvenescent, managed and guided by forty-five million additional
human beings who are splendid fighting animals, scientific and modern, constitute
that menace to the Western world which has been well named the “Yellow Peril.” The
possibility of race adventure has not passed away. We are in the midst of our own. The
Slav is just girding himself up to begin. Why may not the yellow and the brown start
out on an adventure as tremendous as our own and more strikingly unique?
The ultimate success of such an adventure the Western mind refuses to consider. It

is not the nature of life to believe itself weak. There is such a thing as race egotism as
well as creature egotism, and a very good thing it is. In the first place, the Western
world will not permit the rise of the yellow peril. It is firmly convinced that it will not
permit the yellow and the brown to wax strong and menace its peace and comfort. It
advances this idea with persistency, and delivers itself of long arguments showing how
and why this menace will not be permitted to arise. To-day, far more voices are engaged
in denying the yellow peril than in prophesying it. The Western world is warned, if
not armed, against the possibility of it.
In the second place, there is a weakness inherent in the brown man which will bring

his adventure to naught. From the West he has borrowed all our material achievement
and passed our ethical achievement by. Our engines of production and destruction he
has made his. What was once solely ours he now duplicates, rivalling our merchants
in the commerce of the East, thrashing the Russian on sea and land. A marvellous
imitator truly, but imitating us only in things material. Things spiritual cannot be
imitated; they must be felt and lived, woven into the very fabric of life, and here the
Japanese fails.
It required no revolution of his nature to learn to calculate the range and fire a

field gun or to march the goose-step. It was a mere matter of training. Our material
achievement is the product of our intellect. It is knowledge, and knowledge, like coin,
is interchangeable. It is not wrapped up in the heredity of the new-born child, but is
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something to be acquired afterward. Not so with our soul stuff, which is the product of
an evolution which goes back to the raw beginnings of the race. Our soul stuff is not a
coin to be pocketed by the first chance comer. The Japanese cannot pocket it any more
than he can thrill to short Saxon words or we can thrill to Chinese hieroglyphics. The
leopard cannot change its spots, nor can the Japanese, nor can we. We are thumbed by
the ages into what we are, and by no conscious inward effort can we in a day rethumb
ourselves. Nor can the Japanese in a day, or a generation, rethumb himself in our
image.
Back of our own great race adventure, back of our robberies by sea and land, our

lusts and violences and all the evil things we have done, there is a certain integrity, a
sternness of conscience, a melancholy responsibility of life, a sympathy and comrade-
ship and warm human feel, which is ours, indubitably ours, and which we cannot teach
to the Oriental as we would teach logarithms or the trajectory of projectiles. That we
have groped for the way of right conduct and agonized over the soul betokens our
spiritual endowment. Though we have strayed often and far from righteousness, the
voices of the seers have always been raised, and we have harked back to the bidding of
conscience. The colossal fact of our history is that we have made the religion of Jesus
Christ our religion. No matter how dark in error and deed, ours has been a history
of spiritual struggle and endeavour. We are pre-eminently a religious race, which is
another way of saying that we are a right-seeking race.
“What do you think of the Japanese?” was asked an American woman after she had

lived some time in Japan. “It seems to me that they have no soul,” was her answer.
This must not be taken to mean that the Japanese is without soul. But it serves to

illustrate the enormous difference between their souls and this woman’s soul. There was
no feel, no speech, no recognition. This Western soul did not dream that the Eastern
soul existed, it was so different, so totally different.
Religion, as a battle for the right in our sense of right, as a yearning and a strife for

spiritual good and purity, is unknown to the Japanese.
Measured by what religion means to us, the Japanese is a race without religion. Yet

it has a religion, and who shall say that it is not as great a religion as ours, nor as
efficacious? As one Japanese has written:
“Our reflection brought into prominence not so much the moral as the national

consciousness of the individual. . . . To us the country is more than land and soil from
which to mine gold or reap grain — it is the sacred abode of the gods, the spirit of our
forefathers; to us the Emperor is more than the Arch Constable of a Reichsstaat, or
even the Patron of a Kulturstaat; he is the bodily representative of heaven on earth,
blending in his person its power and its mercy.”
The religion of Japan is practically a worship of the State itself. Patriotism is the

expression of this worship. The Japanese mind does not split hairs as to whether the
Emperor is Heaven incarnate or the State incarnate. So far as the Japanese are con-
cerned, the Emperor lives, is himself deity. The Emperor is the object to live for and to
die for. The Japanese is not an individualist. He has developed national consciousness
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instead of moral consciousness. He is not interested in his own moral welfare except
in so far as it is the welfare of the State. The honour of the individual, per se, does
not exist. Only exists the honour of the State, which is his honour. He does not look
upon himself as a free agent, working out his own personal salvation. Spiritual agoniz-
ing is unknown to him. He has a “sense of calm trust in fate, a quiet submission to
the inevitable, a stoic composure in sight of danger or calamity, a disdain of life and
friendliness with death.” He relates himself to the State as, amongst bees, the worker
is related to the hive; himself nothing, the State everything; his reasons for existence
the exaltation and glorification of the State.
The most admired quality to-day of the Japanese is his patriotism. The Western

world is in rhapsodies over it, unwittingly measuring the Japanese patriotism by its
own conceptions of patriotism. “For God, my country, and the Czar!” cries the Russian
patriot; but in the Japanese mind there is no differentiation between the three. The
Emperor is the Emperor, and God and country as well. The patriotism of the Japanese
is blind and unswerving loyalty to what is practically an absolutism. The Emperor can
do no wrong, nor can the five ambitious great men who have his ear and control the
destiny of Japan.
No great race adventure can go far nor endure long which has no deeper foundation

than material success, no higher prompting than conquest for conquest’s sake and mere
race glorification. To go far and to endure, it must have behind it an ethical impulse,
a sincerely conceived righteousness. But it must be taken into consideration that the
above postulate is itself a product of Western race-egotism, urged by our belief in our
own righteousness and fostered by a faith in ourselves which may be as erroneous as
are most fond race fancies. So be it. The world is whirling faster to-day than ever
before. It has gained impetus. Affairs rush to conclusion. The Far East is the point of
contact of the adventuring Western people as well as of the Asiatic. We shall not have
to wait for our children’s time nor our children’s children. We shall ourselves see and
largely determine the adventure of the Yellow and the Brown.
Feng-Wang-Cheng, Manchuria.

June 1904,

What Life Means to Me
I was born in the working-class. Early I discovered enthusiasm, ambition, and ideals;

and to satisfy these became the problem of my child-life. My environment was crude
and rough and raw. I had no outlook, but an uplook rather. My place in society was
at the bottom. Here life offered nothing but sordidness and wretchedness, both of the
flesh and the spirit; for here flesh and spirit were alike starved and tormented.
Above me towered the colossal edifice of society, and to my mind the only way out

was up. Into this edifice I early resolved to climb. Up above, men wore black clothes
and boiled shirts, and women dressed in beautiful gowns. Also, there were good things
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to eat, and there was plenty to eat. This much for the flesh. Then there were the
things of the spirit. Up above me, I knew, were unselfishnesses of the spirit, clean and
noble thinking, keen intellectual living. I knew all this because I read “Seaside Library”
novels, in which, with the exception of the villains and adventuresses, all men and
women thought beautiful thoughts, spoke a beautiful tongue, and performed glorious
deeds. In short, as I accepted the rising of the sun, I accepted that up above me was
all that was fine and noble and gracious, all that gave decency and dignity to life, all
that made life worth living and that remunerated one for his travail and misery.
But it is not particularly easy for one to climb up out of the working-class —

especially if he is handicapped by the possession of ideals and illusions. I lived on a
ranch in California, and was hard put to find the ladder whereby to climb. I early
inquired the rate of interest on invested money, and worried my child’s brain into
an understanding of the virtues and excellences of that remarkable invention of man,
compound interest. Further, I ascertained the current rates of wages for workers of all
ages, and the cost of living. From all this data I concluded that if I began immediately
and worked and saved until I was fifty years of age, I could then stop working and enter
into participation in a fair portion of the delights and goodnesses that would then be
open to me higher up in society. Of course, I resolutely determined not to marry, while
I quite forgot to consider at all that great rock of disaster in the working-class world
— sickness.
But the life that was in me demanded more than a meagre existence of scraping and

scrimping. Also, at ten years of age, I became a newsboy on the streets of a city, and
found myself with a changed uplook. All about me were still the same sordidness and
wretchedness, and up above me was still the same paradise waiting to be gained; but
the ladder whereby to climb was a different one. It was now the ladder of business. Why
save my earnings and invest in government bonds, when, by buying two newspapers
for five cents, with a turn of the wrist I could sell them for ten cents and double
my capital? The business ladder was the ladder for me, and I had a vision of myself
becoming a bald-headed and successful merchant prince.
Alas for visions! When I was sixteen I had already earned the title of “prince.” But

this title was given me by a gang of cut-throats and thieves, by whom I was called
“The Prince of the Oyster Pirates.” And at that time I had climbed the first rung of
the business ladder. I was a capitalist. I owned a boat and a complete oyster-pirating
outfit. I had begun to exploit my fellow-creatures. I had a crew of one man. As captain
and owner I took two-thirds of the spoils, and gave the crew one-third, though the
crew worked just as hard as I did and risked just as much his life and liberty.
This one rung was the height I climbed up the business ladder. One night I went on

a raid amongst the Chinese fishermen. Ropes and nets were worth dollars and cents. It
was robbery, I grant, but it was precisely the spirit of capitalism. The capitalist takes
away the possessions of his fellow-creatures by means of a rebate, or of a betrayal of
trust, or by the purchase of senators and supreme-court judges. I was merely crude.
That was the only difference. I used a gun.
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But my crew that night was one of those inefficients against whom the capitalist
is wont to fulminate, because, forsooth, such inefficients increase expenses and reduce
dividends. My crew did both. What of his carelessness he set fire to the big mainsail
and totally destroyed it. There weren’t any dividends that night, and the Chinese
fishermen were richer by the nets and ropes we did not get. I was bankrupt, unable
just then to pay sixty-five dollars for a new mainsail. I left my boat at anchor and went
off on a bay-pirate boat on a raid up the Sacramento River. While away on this trip,
another gang of bay pirates raided my boat. They stole everything, even the anchors;
and later on, when I recovered the drifting hulk, I sold it for twenty dollars. I had
slipped back the one rung I had climbed, and never again did I attempt the business
ladder.
From then on I was mercilessly exploited by other capitalists. I had the muscle, and

they made money out of it while I made but a very indifferent living out of it. I was
a sailor before the mast, a longshoreman, a roustabout; I worked in canneries, and
factories, and laundries; I mowed lawns, and cleaned carpets, and washed windows.
And I never got the full product of my toil. I looked at the daughter of the cannery
owner, in her carriage, and knew that it was my muscle, in part, that helped drag
along that carriage on its rubber tyres. I looked at the son of the factory owner, going
to college, and knew that it was my muscle that helped, in part, to pay for the wine
and good fellowship he enjoyed.
But I did not resent this. It was all in the game. They were the strong. Very well,

I was strong. I would carve my way to a place amongst them and make money out of
the muscles of other men. I was not afraid of work. I loved hard work. I would pitch
in and work harder than ever and eventually become a pillar of society.
And just then, as luck would have it, I found an employer that was of the same mind.

I was willing to work, and he was more than willing that I should work. I thought I
was learning a trade. In reality, I had displaced two men. I thought he was making an
electrician out of me; as a matter of fact, he was making fifty dollars per month out
of me. The two men I had displaced had received forty dollars each per month; I was
doing the work of both for thirty dollars per month.
This employer worked me nearly to death. A man may love oysters, but too many

oysters will disincline him toward that particular diet. And so with me. Too much work
sickened me. I did not wish ever to see work again. I fled from work. I became a tramp,
begging my way from door to door, wandering over the United States and sweating
bloody sweats in slums and prisons.
I had been born in the working-class, and I was now, at the age of eighteen, beneath

the point at which I had started. I was down in the cellar of society, down in the
subterranean depths of misery about which it is neither nice nor proper to speak. I
was in the pit, the abyss, the human cesspool, the shambles and the charnel-house of
our civilization. This is the part of the edifice of society that society chooses to ignore.
Lack of space compels me here to ignore it, and I shall say only that the things I there
saw gave me a terrible scare.
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I was scared into thinking. I saw the naked simplicities of the complicated civilization
in which I lived. Life was a matter of food and shelter. In order to get food and shelter
men sold things. The merchant sold shoes, the politician sold his manhood, and the
representative of the people, with exceptions, of course, sold his trust; while nearly all
sold their honour. Women, too, whether on the street or in the holy bond of wedlock,
were prone to sell their flesh. All things were commodities, all people bought and sold.
The one commodity that labour had to sell was muscle. The honour of labour had no
price in the marketplace. Labour had muscle, and muscle alone, to sell.
But there was a difference, a vital difference. Shoes and trust and honour had a way

of renewing themselves. They were imperishable stocks. Muscle, on the other hand,
did not renew. As the shoe merchant sold shoes, he continued to replenish his stock.
But there was no way of replenishing the labourer’s stock of muscle. The more he sold
of his muscle, the less of it remained to him. It was his one commodity, and each day
his stock of it diminished. In the end, if he did not die before, he sold out and put up
his shutters. He was a muscle bankrupt, and nothing remained to him but to go down
into the cellar of society and perish miserably.
I learned, further, that brain was likewise a commodity. It, too, was different from

muscle. A brain seller was only at his prime when he was fifty or sixty years old, and
his wares were fetching higher prices than ever. But a labourer was worked out or
broken down at forty-five or fifty. I had been in the cellar of society, and I did not like
the place as a habitation. The pipes and drains were unsanitary, and the air was bad
to breathe. If I could not live on the parlour floor of society, I could, at any rate, have
a try at the attic. It was true, the diet there was slim, but the air at least was pure.
So I resolved to sell no more muscle, and to become a vendor of brains.
Then began a frantic pursuit of knowledge. I returned to California and opened the

books. While thus equipping myself to become a brain merchant, it was inevitable that
I should delve into sociology. There I found, in a certain class of books, scientifically
formulated, the simple sociological concepts I had already worked out for myself. Other
and greater minds, before I was born, had worked out all that I had thought and a
vast deal more. I discovered that I was a socialist.
The socialists were revolutionists, inasmuch as they struggled to overthrow the

society of the present, and out of the material to build the society of the future. I, too,
was a socialist and a revolutionist. I joined the groups of working-class and intellectual
revolutionists, and for the first time came into intellectual living. Here I found keen-
flashing intellects and brilliant wits; for here I met strong and alert-brained, withal
horny-handed, members of the working-class; unfrocked preachers too wide in their
Christianity for any congregation of Mammon-worshippers; professors broken on the
wheel of university subservience to the ruling class and flung out because they were
quick with knowledge which they strove to apply to the affairs of mankind.
Here I found, also, warm faith in the human, glowing idealism, sweetnesses of un-

selfishness, renunciation, and martyrdom — all the splendid, stinging things of the
spirit. Here life was clean, noble, and alive. Here life rehabilitated itself, became won-
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derful and glorious; and I was glad to be alive. I was in touch with great souls who
exalted flesh and spirit over dollars and cents, and to whom the thin wail of the starved
slum child meant more than all the pomp and circumstance of commercial expansion
and world empire. All about me were nobleness of purpose and heroism of effort, and
my days and nights were sunshine and starshine, all fire and dew, with before my
eyes, ever burning and blazing, the Holy Grail, Christ’s own Grail, the warm human,
long-suffering and maltreated, but to be rescued and saved at the last.
And I, poor foolish I, deemed all this to be a mere foretaste of the delights of living

I should find higher above me in society. I had lost many illusions since the day I read
“Seaside Library” novels on the California ranch. I was destined to lose many of the
illusions I still retained.
As a brain merchant I was a success. Society opened its portals to me. I entered

right in on the parlour floor, and my disillusionment proceeded rapidly. I sat down to
dinner with the masters of society, and with the wives and daughters of the masters
of society. The women were gowned beautifully, I admit; but to my naïve surprise I
discovered that they were of the same clay as all the rest of the women I had known
down below in the cellar. “The colonel’s lady and Judy O’Grady were sisters under
their skins” — and gowns.
It was not this, however, so much as their materialism, that shocked me. It is true,

these beautifully gowned, beautiful women prattled sweet little ideals and dear little
moralities; but in spite of their prattle the dominant key of the life they lived was
materialistic. And they were so sentimentally selfish! They assisted in all kinds of
sweet little charities, and informed one of the fact, while all the time the food they
ate and the beautiful clothes they wore were bought out of dividends stained with the
blood of child labour, and sweated labour, and of prostitution itself. When I mentioned
such facts, expecting in my innocence that these sisters of Judy O’Grady would at once
strip off their blood-dyed silks and jewels, they became excited and angry, and read me
preachments about the lack of thrift, the drink, and the innate depravity that caused
all the misery in society’s cellar. When I mentioned that I couldn’t quite see that it
was the lack of thrift, the intemperance, and the depravity of a half-starved child of six
that made it work twelve hours every night in a Southern cotton mill, these sisters of
Judy O’Grady attacked my private life and called me an “agitator” — as though that,
forsooth, settled the argument.
Nor did I fare better with the masters themselves. I had expected to find men who

were clean, noble, and alive, whose ideals were clean, noble, and alive. I went about
amongst the men who sat in the high places — the preachers, the politicians, the
business men, the professors, and the editors. I ate meat with them, drank wine with
them, automobiled with them, and studied them. It is true, I found many that were
clean and noble; but with rare exceptions, they were not alive. I do verily believe I could
count the exceptions on the fingers of my two hands. Where they were not alive with
rottenness, quick with unclean life, there were merely the unburied dead — clean and
noble, like well-preserved mummies, but not alive. In this connection I may especially
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mention the professors I met, the men who live up to that decadent university ideal,
“the passionless pursuit of passionless intelligence.”
I met men who invoked the name of the Prince of Peace in their diatribes against

war, and who put rifles in the hands of Pinkertons with which to shoot down strikers
in their own factories. I met men incoherent with indignation at the brutality of prize-
fighting, and who, at the same time, were parties to the adulteration of food that killed
each year more babies than even red-handed Herod had killed.
I talked in hotels and clubs and homes and Pullmans, and steamer-chairs with

captains of industry, and marvelled at how little travelled they were in the realm of
intellect. On the other hand, I discovered that their intellect, in the business sense,
was abnormally developed. Also, I discovered that their morality, where business was
concerned, was nil.
This delicate, aristocratic-featured gentleman, was a dummy director and a tool

of corporations that secretly robbed widows and orphans. This gentleman, who col-
lected fine editions and was an especial patron of literature, paid blackmail to a heavy-
jowled, black-browed boss of a municipal machine. This editor, who published patent
medicine advertisements and did not dare print the truth in his paper about said
patent medicines for fear of losing the advertising, called me a scoundrelly demagogue
because I told him that his political economy was antiquated and that his biology was
contemporaneous with Pliny.
This senator was the tool and the slave, the little puppet of a gross, uneducated

machine boss; so was this governor and this supreme court judge; and all three rode on
railroad passes. This man, talking soberly and earnestly about the beauties of idealism
and the goodness of God, had just betrayed his comrades in a business deal. This man,
a pillar of the church and heavy contributor to foreign missions, worked his shop girls
ten hours a day on a starvation wage and thereby directly encouraged prostitution.
This man, who endowed chairs in universities, perjured himself in courts of law over a
matter of dollars and cents. And this railroad magnate broke his word as a gentleman
and a Christian when he granted a secret rebate to one of two captains of industry
locked together in a struggle to the death.
It was the same everywhere, crime and betrayal, betrayal and crime — men who

were alive, but who were neither clean nor noble, men who were clean and noble, but
who were not alive. Then there was a great, hopeless mass, neither noble nor alive,
but merely clean. It did not sin positively nor deliberately; but it did sin passively and
ignorantly by acquiescing in the current immorality and profiting by it. Had it been
noble and alive it would not have been ignorant, and it would have refused to share in
the profits of betrayal and crime.
I discovered that I did not like to live on the parlour floor of society. Intellectually I

was as bored. Morally and spiritually I was sickened. I remembered my intellectuals and
idealists, my unfrocked preachers, broken professors, and clean-minded, class-conscious
working-men. I remembered my days and nights of sunshine and starshine, where life
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was all a wild sweet wonder, a spiritual paradise of unselfish adventure and ethical
romance. And I saw before me, ever blazing and burning, the Holy Grail.
So I went back to the working-class, in which I had been born and where I belonged. I

care no longer to climb. The imposing edifice of society above my head holds no delights
for me. It is the foundation of the edifice that interests me. There I am content to labour,
crowbar in hand, shoulder to shoulder with intellectuals, idealists, and class-conscious
working-men, getting a solid pry now and again and setting the whole edifice rocking.
Some day, when we get a few more hands and crowbars to work, we’ll topple it over,
along with all its rotten life and unburied dead, its monstrous selfishness and sodden
materialism. Then we’ll cleanse the cellar and build a new habitation for mankind, in
which there will be no parlour floor, in which all the rooms will be bright and airy, and
where the air that is breathed will be clean, noble, and alive.
Such is my outlook. I look forward to a time when man shall progress upon some-

thing worthier and higher than his stomach, when there will be a finer incentive to
impel men to action than the incentive of to-day, which is the incentive of the stomach.
I retain my belief in the nobility and excellence of the human. I believe that spiritual
sweetness and unselfishness will conquer the gross gluttony of to-day. And last of all,
my faith is in the working-class. As some Frenchman has said, “The stairway of time
is ever echoing with the wooden shoe going up, the polished boot descending.”
Newton, Iowa.

November 1905.
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The Cruise of the Snark

Published in 1911, this illustrated book chronicles London’s sailing adventure in
1907 across the south Pacific in his ketch called the Snark. Accompanying London on
this voyage was his wife Charmian and a small crew. London taught himself celestial
navigation and the basics of sailing and of boats during the course of this adventure and
describes these details to the reader. He visits exotic locations including the Solomon
Islands and Hawaii, and his first-person accounts and photographs provide insight into
these remote places at the beginning of the 20th century.

The first edition

Chapter I — Foreword
It began in the swimming pool at Glen Ellen. Between swims it was our wont to

come out and lie in the sand and let our skins breathe the warm air and soak in the
sunshine. Roscoe was a yachtsman. I had followed the sea a bit. It was inevitable that
we should talk about boats. We talked about small boats, and the seaworthiness of
small boats. We instanced Captain Slocum and his three years’ voyage around the
world in the Spray.
We asserted that we were not afraid to go around the world in a small boat, say

forty feet long. We asserted furthermore that we would like to do it. We asserted finally
that there was nothing in this world we’d like better than a chance to do it.
“Let us do it,” we said . . . in fun.
Then I asked Charmian privily if she’d really care to do it, and she said that it was

too good to be true.
The next time we breathed our skins in the sand by the swimming pool

I said to Roscoe, “Let us do it.”
I was in earnest, and so was he, for he said:
“When shall we start?”
I had a house to build on the ranch, also an orchard, a vineyard, and several hedges

to plant, and a number of other things to do. We thought we would start in four or
five years. Then the lure of the adventure began to grip us. Why not start at once?
We’d never be younger, any of us. Let the orchard, vineyard, and hedges be growing
up while we were away. When we came back, they would be ready for us, and we could
live in the barn while we built the house.
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So the trip was decided upon, and the building of the Snark began. We named her
the Snark because we could not think of any other name–this information is given for
the benefit of those who otherwise might think there is something occult in the name.
Our friends cannot understand why we make this voyage. They shudder, and moan,

and raise their hands. No amount of explanation can make them comprehend that we
are moving along the line of least resistance; that it is easier for us to go down to the
sea in a small ship than to remain on dry land, just as it is easier for them to remain
on dry land than to go down to the sea in the small ship. This state of mind comes of
an undue prominence of the ego. They cannot get away from themselves. They cannot
come out of themselves long enough to see that their line of least resistance is not
necessarily everybody else’s line of least resistance. They make of their own bundle
of desires, likes, and dislikes a yardstick wherewith to measure the desires, likes, and
dislikes of all creatures. This is unfair. I tell them so. But they cannot get away from
their own miserable egos long enough to hear me. They think I am crazy. In return, I
am sympathetic. It is a state of mind familiar to me. We are all prone to think there
is something wrong with the mental processes of the man who disagrees with us.
The ultimate word is I LIKE. It lies beneath philosophy, and is twined about the

heart of life. When philosophy has maundered ponderously for a month, telling the
individual what he must do, the individual says, in an instant, “I LIKE,” and does
something else, and philosophy goes glimmering. It is I LIKE that makes the drunkard
drink and the martyr wear a hair shirt; that makes one man a reveller and another
man an anchorite; that makes one man pursue fame, another gold, another love, and
another God. Philosophy is very often a man’s way of explaining his own I LIKE.
But to return to the Snark, and why I, for one, want to journey in her around the

world. The things I like constitute my set of values. The thing I like most of all is
personal achievement — not achievement for the world’s applause, but achievement
for my own delight. It is the old “I did it! I did it! With my own hands I did it!” But
personal achievement, with me, must be concrete. I’d rather win a water-fight in the
swimming pool, or remain astride a horse that is trying to get out from under me,
than write the great American novel. Each man to his liking. Some other fellow would
prefer writing the great American novel to winning the water-fight or mastering the
horse.
Possibly the proudest achievement of my life, my moment of highest living, occurred

when I was seventeen. I was in a three-masted schooner off the coast of Japan. We
were in a typhoon. All hands had been on deck most of the night. I was called from
my bunk at seven in the morning to take the wheel. Not a stitch of canvas was set. We
were running before it under bare poles, yet the schooner fairly tore along. The seas
were all of an eighth of a mile apart, and the wind snatched the whitecaps from their
summits, filling. The air so thick with driving spray that it was impossible to see more
than two waves at a time. The schooner was almost unmanageable, rolling her rail
under to starboard and to port, veering and yawing anywhere between south-east and
south-west, and threatening, when the huge seas lifted under her quarter, to broach
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to. Had she broached to, she would ultimately have been reported lost with all hands
and no tidings.
I took the wheel. The sailing-master watched me for a space. He was afraid of my

youth, feared that I lacked the strength and the nerve. But when he saw me successfully
wrestle the schooner through several bouts, he went below to breakfast. Fore and aft,
all hands were below at breakfast. Had she broached to, not one of them would ever
have reached the deck. For forty minutes I stood there alone at the wheel, in my grasp
the wildly careering schooner and the lives of twenty-two men. Once we were pooped.
I saw it coming, and, half-drowned, with tons of water crushing me, I checked the
schooner’s rush to broach to. At the end of the hour, sweating and played out, I was
relieved. But I had done it! With my own hands I had done my trick at the wheel and
guided a hundred tons of wood and iron through a few million tons of wind and waves.
My delight was in that I had done it — not in the fact that twenty-two men knew

I had done it. Within the year over half of them were dead and gone, yet my pride in
the thing performed was not diminished by half. I am willing to confess, however, that
I do like a small audience. But it must be a very small audience, composed of those
who love me and whom I love. When I then accomplish personal achievement, I have
a feeling that I am justifying their love for me. But this is quite apart from the delight
of the achievement itself. This delight is peculiarly my own and does not depend upon
witnesses. When I have done some such thing, I am exalted. I glow all over. I am aware
of a pride in myself that is mine, and mine alone. It is organic. Every fibre of me is
thrilling with it. It is very natural. It is a mere matter of satisfaction at adjustment to
environment. It is success.
Life that lives is life successful, and success is the breath of its nostrils. The achieve-

ment of a difficult feat is successful adjustment to a sternly exacting environment. The
more difficult the feat, the greater the satisfaction at its accomplishment. Thus it is
with the man who leaps forward from the springboard, out over the swimming pool,
and with a backward half-revolution of the body, enters the water head first. Once he
leaves the springboard his environment becomes immediately savage, and savage the
penalty it will exact should he fail and strike the water flat. Of course, the man does
not have to run the risk of the penalty. He could remain on the bank in a sweet and
placid environment of summer air, sunshine, and stability. Only he is not made that
way. In that swift mid-air moment he lives as he could never live on the bank.
As for myself, I’d rather be that man than the fellows who sit on the bank and

watch him. That is why I am building the Snark. I am so made. I like, that is all. The
trip around the world means big moments of living. Bear with me a moment and look
at it. Here am I, a little animal called a man — a bit of vitalized matter, one hundred
and sixty-five pounds of meat and blood, nerve, sinew, bones, and brain, — all of it
soft and tender, susceptible to hurt, fallible, and frail. I strike a light back-handed blow
on the nose of an obstreperous horse, and a bone in my hand is broken. I put my head
under the water for five minutes, and I am drowned. I fall twenty feet through the air,
and I am smashed. I am a creature of temperature. A few degrees one way, and my
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fingers and ears and toes blacken and drop off. A few degrees the other way, and my
skin blisters and shrivels away from the raw, quivering flesh. A few additional degrees
either way, and the life and the light in me go out. A drop of poison injected into my
body from a snake, and I cease to move — for ever I cease to move. A splinter of lead
from a rifle enters my head, and I am wrapped around in the eternal blackness.
Fallible and frail, a bit of pulsating, jelly-like life — it is all I am. About me are the

great natural forces — colossal menaces, Titans of destruction, unsentimental monsters
that have less concern for me than I have for the grain of sand I crush under my foot.
They have no concern at all for me. They do not know me. They are unconscious,
unmerciful, and unmoral. They are the cyclones and tornadoes, lightning flashes and
cloud-bursts, tide-rips and tidal waves, undertows and waterspouts, great whirls and
sucks and eddies, earthquakes and volcanoes, surfs that thunder on rock-ribbed coasts
and seas that leap aboard the largest crafts that float, crushing humans to pulp or
licking them off into the sea and to death — and these insensate monsters do not
know that tiny sensitive creature, all nerves and weaknesses, whom men call Jack
London, and who himself thinks he is all right and quite a superior being.
In the maze and chaos of the conflict of these vast and draughty Titans, it is for me

to thread my precarious way. The bit of life that is I will exult over them. The bit of
life that is I, in so far as it succeeds in baffling them or in bitting them to its service,
will imagine that it is godlike. It is good to ride the tempest and feel godlike. I dare
to assert that for a finite speck of pulsating jelly to feel godlike is a far more glorious
feeling than for a god to feel godlike.
Here is the sea, the wind, and the wave. Here are the seas, the winds, and the waves

of all the world. Here is ferocious environment. And here is difficult adjustment, the
achievement of which is delight to the small quivering vanity that is I. I like. I am so
made. It is my own particular form of vanity, that is all.
There is also another side to the voyage of the Snark. Being alive, I want to see, and

all the world is a bigger thing to see than one small town or valley. We have done little
outlining of the voyage. Only one thing is definite, and that is that our first port of
call will be Honolulu. Beyond a few general ideas, we have no thought of our next port
after Hawaii. We shall make up our minds as we get nearer, in a general way we know
that we shall wander through the South Seas, take in Samoa, New Zealand, Tasmania,
Australia, New Guinea, Borneo, and Sumatra, and go on up through the Philippines
to Japan. Then will come Korea, China, India, the Red Sea, and the Mediterranean.
After that the voyage becomes too vague to describe, though we know a number of
things we shall surely do, and we expect to spend from one to several months in every
country in Europe.
The Snark is to be sailed. There will be a gasolene engine on board, but it will be

used only in case of emergency, such as in bad water among reefs and shoals, where a
sudden calm in a swift current leaves a sailing-boat helpless. The rig of the Snark is
to be what is called the “ketch.” The ketch rig is a compromise between the yawl and
the schooner. Of late years the yawl rig has proved the best for cruising. The ketch
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retains the cruising virtues of the yawl, and in addition manages to embrace a few of
the sailing virtues of the schooner. The foregoing must be taken with a pinch of salt.
It is all theory in my head. I’ve never sailed a ketch, nor even seen one. The theory
commends itself to me. Wait till I get out on the ocean, then I’ll be able to tell more
about the cruising and sailing qualities of the ketch.
As originally planned, the Snark was to be forty feet long on the water-line. But we

discovered there was no space for a bath-room, and for that reason we have increased
her length to forty-five feet. Her greatest beam is fifteen feet. She has no house and no
hold. There is six feet of headroom, and the deck is unbroken save for two companion-
ways and a hatch for’ard. The fact that there is no house to break the strength of the
deck will make us feel safer in case great seas thunder their tons of water down on board.
A large and roomy cockpit, sunk beneath the deck, with high rail and self-bailing, will
make our rough-weather days and nights more comfortable.
There will be no crew. Or, rather, Charmian, Roscoe, and I are the crew. We

are going to do the thing with our own hands. With our own hands we’re going to
circumnavigate the globe. Sail her or sink her, with our own hands we’ll do it. Of
course there will be a cook and a cabin-boy. Why should we stew over a stove, wash
dishes, and set the table? We could stay on land if we wanted to do those things.
Besides, we’ve got to stand watch and work the ship. And also, I’ve got to work at my
trade of writing in order to feed us and to get new sails and tackle and keep the Snark
in efficient working order. And then there’s the ranch; I’ve got to keep the vineyard,
orchard, and hedges growing.
When we increased the length of the Snark in order to get space for a bath-room,

we found that all the space was not required by the bath-room. Because of this, we
increased the size of the engine. Seventy horse-power our engine is, and since we expect
it to drive us along at a nine-knot clip, we do not know the name of a river with a
current swift enough to defy us.
We expect to do a lot of inland work. The smallness of the Snark makes this possible.

When we enter the land, out go the masts and on goes the engine. There are the
canals of China, and the Yang-tse River. We shall spend months on them if we can get
permission from the government. That will be the one obstacle to our inland voyaging
— governmental permission. But if we can get that permission, there is scarcely a limit
to the inland voyaging we can do.
When we come to the Nile, why we can go up the Nile. We can go up the Danube

to Vienna, up the Thames to London, and we can go up the Seine to Paris and moor
opposite the Latin Quarter with a bow-line out to Notre Dame and a stern-line fast
to the Morgue. We can leave the Mediterranean and go up the Rhone to Lyons, there
enter the Saone, cross from the Saone to the Maine through the Canal de Bourgogne,
and from the Marne enter the Seine and go out the Seine at Havre. When we cross the
Atlantic to the United States, we can go up the Hudson, pass through the Erie Canal,
cross the Great Lakes, leave Lake Michigan at Chicago, gain the Mississippi by way of
the Illinois River and the connecting canal, and go down the Mississippi to the Gulf of
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Mexico. And then there are the great rivers of South America. We’ll know something
about geography when we get back to California.

People that build houses are often sore perplexed; but if they enjoy the strain of
it, I’ll advise them to build a boat like the Snark. Just consider, for a moment, the
strain of detail. Take the engine. What is the best kind of engine — the two cycle?
three cycle? four cycle? My lips are mutilated with all kinds of strange jargon, my
mind is mutilated with still stranger ideas and is foot-sore and weary from travelling
in new and rocky realms of thought. — Ignition methods; shall it be make-and-break or
jump-spark? Shall dry cells or storage batteries be used? A storage battery commends
itself, but it requires a dynamo. How powerful a dynamo? And when we have installed
a dynamo and a storage battery, it is simply ridiculous not to light the boat with
electricity. Then comes the discussion of how many lights and how many candle-power.
It is a splendid idea. But electric lights will demand a more powerful storage battery,
which, in turn, demands a more powerful dynamo.
And now that we’ve gone in for it, why not have a searchlight? It would be tremen-

dously useful. But the searchlight needs so much electricity that when it runs it will
put all the other lights out of commission. Again we travel the weary road in the quest
after more power for storage battery and dynamo. And then, when it is finally solved,
some one asks, “What if the engine breaks down?” And we collapse. There are the
sidelights, the binnacle light, and the anchor light. Our very lives depend upon them.
So we have to fit the boat throughout with oil lamps as well.
But we are not done with that engine yet. The engine is powerful. We are two

small men and a small woman. It will break our hearts and our backs to hoist anchor
by hand. Let the engine do it. And then comes the problem of how to convey power
for’ard from the engine to the winch. And by the time all this is settled, we redistribute
the allotments of space to the engine-room, galley, bath-room, state-rooms, and cabin,
and begin all over again. And when we have shifted the engine, I send off a telegram
of gibberish to its makers at New York, something like this: Toggle-joint abandoned
change thrust-bearing accordingly distance from forward side of flywheel to face of
stern post sixteen feet six inches.
Just potter around in quest of the best steering gear, or try to decide whether you

will set up your rigging with old-fashioned lanyards or with turnbuckles, if you want
strain of detail. Shall the binnacle be located in front of the wheel in the centre of the
beam, or shall it be located to one side in front of the wheel? — there’s room right
there for a library of sea-dog controversy. Then there’s the problem of gasolene, fifteen
hundred gallons of it — what are the safest ways to tank it and pipe it? and which is
the best fire-extinguisher for a gasolene fire? Then there is the pretty problem of the
life-boat and the stowage of the same. And when that is finished, come the cook and
cabin-boy to confront one with nightmare possibilities. It is a small boat, and we’ll
be packed close together. The servant-girl problem of landsmen pales to insignificance.
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We did select one cabin-boy, and by that much were our troubles eased. And then the
cabin-boy fell in love and resigned.
And in the meanwhile how is a fellow to find time to study navigation — when he

is divided between these problems and the earning of the money wherewith to settle
the problems? Neither Roscoe nor I know anything about navigation, and the summer
is gone, and we are about to start, and the problems are thicker than ever, and the
treasury is stuffed with emptiness. Well, anyway, it takes years to learn seamanship,
and both of us are seamen. If we don’t find the time, we’ll lay in the books and
instruments and teach ourselves navigation on the ocean between San Francisco and
Hawaii.
There is one unfortunate and perplexing phase of the voyage of the Snark. Roscoe,

who is to be my co-navigator, is a follower of one, Cyrus R. Teed. Now Cyrus R. Teed
has a different cosmology from the one generally accepted, and Roscoe shares his views.
Wherefore Roscoe believes that the surface of the earth is concave and that we live on
the inside of a hollow sphere. Thus, though we shall sail on the one boat, the Snark,
Roscoe will journey around the world on the inside, while I shall journey around on the
outside. But of this, more anon. We threaten to be of the one mind before the voyage
is completed. I am confident that I shall convert him into making the journey on the
outside, while he is equally confident that before we arrive back in San Francisco I
shall be on the inside of the earth. How he is going to get me through the crust I don’t
know, but Roscoe is ay a masterful man.
P.S. — That engine! While we’ve got it, and the dynamo, and the storage battery,

why not have an ice-machine? Ice in the tropics! It is more necessary than bread. Here
goes for the ice-machine! Now I am plunged into chemistry, and my lips hurt, and my
mind hurts, and how am I ever to find the time to study navigation?

Chapter II — The Inconceivable and Monstrous
“Spare no money,” I said to Roscoe. “Let everything on the Snark be of the best.

And never mind decoration. Plain pine boards is good enough finishing for me. But
put the money into the construction. Let the Snark be as staunch and strong as any
boat afloat. Never mind what it costs to make her staunch and strong; you see that
she is made staunch and strong, and I’ll go on writing and earning the money to pay
for it.”
And I did . . . as well as I could; for the Snark ate up money faster than I could

earn it. In fact, every little while I had to borrow money with which to supplement my
earnings. Now I borrowed one thousand dollars, now I borrowed two thousand dollars,
and now I borrowed five thousand dollars. And all the time I went on working every
day and sinking the earnings in the venture. I worked Sundays as well, and I took no
holidays. But it was worth it. Every time I thought of the Snark I knew she was worth
it.
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For know, gentle reader, the staunchness of the Snark. She is forty-five feet long
on the waterline. Her garboard strake is three inches thick; her planking two and one-
half inches thick; her deck-planking two inches thick and in all her planking there are
no butts. I know, for I ordered that planking especially from Puget Sound. Then the
Snark has four water-tight compartments, which is to say that her length is broken by
three water-tight bulkheads. Thus, no matter how large a leak the Snark may spring,
Only one compartment can fill with water. The other three compartments will keep her
afloat, anyway, and, besides, will enable us to mend the leak. There is another virtue
in these bulkheads. The last compartment of all, in the very stern, contains six tanks
that carry over one thousand gallons of gasolene. Now gasolene is a very dangerous
article to carry in bulk on a small craft far out on the wide ocean. But when the six
tanks that do not leak are themselves contained in a compartment hermetically sealed
off from the rest of the boat, the danger will be seen to be very small indeed.
The Snark is a sail-boat. She was built primarily to sail. But incidentally, as an

auxiliary, a seventy-horse-power engine was installed. This is a good, strong engine.
I ought to know. I paid for it to come out all the way from New York City. Then,
on deck, above the engine, is a windlass. It is a magnificent affair. It weighs several
hundred pounds and takes up no end of deck-room. You see, it is ridiculous to hoist
up anchor by hand-power when there is a seventy-horse-power engine on board. So we
installed the windlass, transmitting power to it from the engine by means of a gear
and castings specially made in a San Francisco foundry.
The Snark was made for comfort, and no expense was spared in this regard. There

is the bath-room, for instance, small and compact, it is true, but containing all the
conveniences of any bath-room upon land. The bath-room is a beautiful dream of
schemes and devices, pumps, and levers, and sea-valves. Why, in the course of its
building, I used to lie awake nights thinking about that bath-room. And next to the
bathroom come the life-boat and the launch. They are carried on deck, and they take
up what little space might have been left us for exercise. But then, they beat life
insurance; and the prudent man, even if he has built as staunch and strong a craft as
the Snark, will see to it that he has a good life-boat as well. And ours is a good one.
It is a dandy. It was stipulated to cost one hundred and fifty dollars, and when I came
to pay the bill, it turned out to be three hundred and ninety-five dollars. That shows
how good a life-boat it is.
I could go on at great length relating the various virtues and excellences of the Snark,

but I refrain. I have bragged enough as it is, and I have bragged to a purpose, as will
be seen before my tale is ended. And please remember its title, “The Inconceivable
and Monstrous.” It was planned that the Snark should sail on October 1, 1906. That
she did not so sail was inconceivable and monstrous. There was no valid reason for
not sailing except that she was not ready to sail, and there was no conceivable reason
why she was not ready. She was promised on November first, on November fifteenth,
on December first; and yet she was never ready. On December first Charmian and I
left the sweet, clean Sonoma country and came down to live in the stifling city — but
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not for long, oh, no, only for two weeks, for we would sail on December fifteenth. And
I guess we ought to know, for Roscoe said so, and it was on his advice that we came
to the city to stay two weeks. Alas, the two weeks went by, four weeks went by, six
weeks went by, eight weeks went by, and we were farther away from sailing than ever.
Explain it? Who? — me? I can’t. It is the one thing in all my life that I have backed
down on. There is no explaining it; if there were, I’d do it. I, who am an artisan of
speech, confess my inability to explain why the Snark was not ready. As I have said,
and as I must repeat, it was inconceivable and monstrous.
The eight weeks became sixteen weeks, and then, one day, Roscoe cheered us up by

saying: “If we don’t sail before April first, you can use my head for a football.”
Two weeks later he said, “I’m getting my head in training for that match.”
“Never mind,” Charmian and I said to each other; “think of the wonderful boat it is

going to be when it is completed.”
Whereat we would rehearse for our mutual encouragement the manifold virtues

and excellences of the Snark. Also, I would borrow more money, and I would get down
closer to my desk and write harder, and I refused heroically to take a Sunday off and
go out into the hills with my friends. I was building a boat, and by the eternal it was
going to be a boat, and a boat spelled out all in capitals — B — O — A–T; and no
matter what it cost I didn’t care. So long as it was a BOAT.
And, oh, there is one other excellence of the Snark, upon which I must brag, namely,

her bow. No sea could ever come over it. It laughs at the sea, that bow does; it
challenges the sea; it snorts defiance at the sea. And withal it is a beautiful bow; the
lines of it are dreamlike; I doubt if ever a boat was blessed with a more beautiful and
at the same time a more capable bow. It was made to punch storms. To touch that
bow is to rest one’s hand on the cosmic nose of things. To look at it is to realize that
expense cut no figure where it was concerned. And every time our sailing was delayed,
or a new expense was tacked on, we thought of that wonderful bow and were content.
The Snark is a small boat. When I figured seven thousand dollars as her generous

cost, I was both generous and correct. I have built barns and houses, and I know the
peculiar trait such things have of running past their estimated cost. This knowledge
was mine, was already mine, when I estimated the probable cost of the building of the
Snark at seven thousand dollars. Well, she cost thirty thousand. Now don’t ask me,
please. It is the truth. I signed the cheques and I raised the money. Of course there is
no explaining it, inconceivable and monstrous is what it is, as you will agree, I know,
ere my tale is done.
Then there was the matter of delay. I dealt with forty-seven different kinds of union

men and with one hundred and fifteen different firms. And not one union man and
not one firm of all the union men and all the firms ever delivered anything at the time
agreed upon, nor ever was on time for anything except pay-day and bill-collection. Men
pledged me their immortal souls that they would deliver a certain thing on a certain
date; as a rule, after such pledging, they rarely exceeded being three months late in
delivery. And so it went, and Charmian and I consoled each other by saying what a
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splendid boat the Snark was, so staunch and strong; also, we would get into the small
boat and row around the Snark, and gloat over her unbelievably wonderful bow.
“Think,” I would say to Charmian, “of a gale off the China coast, and of the Snark

hove to, that splendid bow of hers driving into the storm. Not a drop will come over
that bow. She’ll be as dry as a feather, and we’ll be all below playing whist while the
gale howls.”
And Charmian would press my hand enthusiastically and exclaim: “It’s worth every

bit of it — the delay, and expense, and worry, and all the rest. Oh, what a truly
wonderful boat!”
Whenever I looked at the bow of the Snark or thought of her water-tight compart-

ments, I was encouraged. Nobody else, however, was encouraged. My friends began
to make bets against the various sailing dates of the Snark. Mr. Wiget, who was left
behind in charge of our Sonoma ranch was the first to cash his bet. He collected on New
Year’s Day, 1907. After that the bets came fast and furious. My friends surrounded
me like a gang of harpies, making bets against every sailing date I set. I was rash, and
I was stubborn. I bet, and I bet, and I continued to bet; and I paid them all. Why, the
women-kind of my friends grew so brave that those among them who never bet before
began to bet with me. And I paid them, too.
“Never mind,” said Charmian to me; “just think of that bow and of being hove to

on the China Seas.”
“You see,” I said to my friends, when I paid the latest bunch of

wagers, “neither trouble nor cash is being spared in making the
Snark the most seaworthy craft that ever sailed out through the
Golden Gate — that is what causes all the delay.”
In the meantime editors and publishers with whom I had contracts pestered me

with demands for explanations. But how could I explain to them, when I was unable
to explain to myself, or when there was nobody, not even Roscoe, to explain to me? The
newspapers began to laugh at me, and to publish rhymes anent the Snark’s departure
with refrains like, “Not yet, but soon.” And Charmian cheered me up by reminding me
of the bow, and I went to a banker and borrowed five thousand more. There was one
recompense for the delay, however. A friend of mine, who happens to be a critic, wrote
a roast of me, of all I had done, and of all I ever was going to do; and he planned to
have it published after I was out on the ocean. I was still on shore when it came out,
and he has been busy explaining ever since.
And the time continued to go by. One thing was becoming apparent, namely, that

it was impossible to finish the Snark in San Francisco. She had been so long in the
building that she was beginning to break down and wear out. In fact, she had reached
the stage where she was breaking down faster than she could be repaired. She had
become a joke. Nobody took her seriously; least of all the men who worked on her.
I said we would sail just as she was and finish building her in Honolulu. Promptly
she sprang a leak that had to be attended to before we could sail. I started her for
the boat-ways. Before she got to them she was caught between two huge barges and
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received a vigorous crushing. We got her on the ways, and, part way along, the ways
spread and dropped her through, stern-first, into the mud.
It was a pretty tangle, a job for wreckers, not boat-builders. There are two high

tides every twenty-four hours, and at every high tide, night and day, for a week, there
were two steam tugs pulling and hauling on the Snark. There she was, stuck, fallen
between the ways and standing on her stern. Next, and while still in that predicament,
we started to use the gears and castings made in the local foundry whereby power was
conveyed from the engine to the windlass. It was the first time we ever tried to use that
windlass. The castings had flaws; they shattered asunder, the gears ground together,
and the windlass was out of commission. Following upon that, the seventy-horse-power
engine went out of commission. This engine came from New York; so did its bed-plate;
there was a flaw in the bed-plate; there were a lot of flaws in the bed-plate; and the
seventy-horse-power engine broke away from its shattered foundations, reared up in
the air, smashed all connections and fastenings, and fell over on its side. And the Snark
continued to stick between the spread ways, and the two tugs continued to haul vainly
upon her.
“Never mind,” said Charmian, “think of what a staunch, strong boat she is.”
“Yes,” said I, “and of that beautiful bow.”
So we took heart and went at it again. The ruined engine was lashed down on

its rotten foundation; the smashed castings and cogs of the power transmission were
taken down and stored away — all for the purpose of taking them to Honolulu where
repairs and new castings could be made. Somewhere in the dim past the Snark had
received on the outside one coat of white paint. The intention of the colour was still
evident, however, when one got it in the right light. The Snark had never received any
paint on the inside. On the contrary, she was coated inches thick with the grease and
tobacco-juice of the multitudinous mechanics who had toiled upon her. Never mind,
we said; the grease and filth could be planed off, and later, when we fetched Honolulu,
the Snark could be painted at the same time as she was being rebuilt.
By main strength and sweat we dragged the Snark off from the wrecked ways and

laid her alongside the Oakland City Wharf. The drays brought all the outfit from home,
the books and blankets and personal luggage. Along with this, everything else came on
board in a torrent of confusion — wood and coal, water and water-tanks, vegetables,
provisions, oil, the life-boat and the launch, all our friends, all the friends of our friends
and those who claimed to be their friends, to say nothing of some of the friends of the
friends of the friends of our crew. Also there were reporters, and photographers, and
strangers, and cranks, and finally, and over all, clouds of coal-dust from the wharf.

We were to sail Sunday at eleven, and Saturday afternoon had arrived. The crowd
on the wharf and the coal-dust were thicker than ever. In one pocket I carried a cheque-
book, a fountain-pen, a dater, and a blotter; in another pocket I carried between one
and two thousand dollars in paper money and gold. I was ready for the creditors, cash
for the small ones and cheques for the large ones, and was waiting only for Roscoe
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to arrive with the balances of the accounts of the hundred and fifteen firms who had
delayed me so many months. And then-
And then the inconceivable and monstrous happened once more. Before Roscoe

could arrive there arrived another man. He was a United States marshal. He tacked a
notice on the Snark’s brave mast so that all on the wharf could read that the Snark
had been libelled for debt. The marshal left a little old man in charge of the Snark,
and himself went away. I had no longer any control of the Snark, nor of her wonderful
bow. The little old man was now her lord and master, and I learned that I was paying
him three dollars a day for being lord and master. Also, I learned the name of the man
who had libelled the Snark. It was Sellers; the debt was two hundred and thirty-two
dollars; and the deed was no more than was to be expected from the possessor of such
a name. Sellers! Ye gods! Sellers!
But who under the sun was Sellers? I looked in my cheque-book and saw that two

weeks before I had made him out a cheque for five hundred dollars. Other cheque-books
showed me that during the many months of the building of the Snark I had paid him
several thousand dollars. Then why in the name of common decency hadn’t he tried
to collect his miserable little balance instead of libelling the Snark? I thrust my hands
into my pockets, and in one pocket encountered the cheque-hook and the dater and
the pen, and in the other pocket the gold money and the paper money. There was the
wherewithal to settle his pitiful account a few score of times and over — why hadn’t
he given me a chance? There was no explanation; it was merely the inconceivable and
monstrous.
To make the matter worse, the Snark had been libelled late Saturday afternoon; and

though I sent lawyers and agents all over Oakland and San Francisco, neither United
States judge, nor United States marshal, nor Mr. Sellers, nor Mr. Sellers’ attorney, nor
anybody could be found. They were all out of town for the weekend. And so the Snark
did not sail Sunday morning at eleven. The little old man was still in charge, and he
said no. And Charmian and I walked out on an opposite wharf and took consolation in
the Snark’s wonderful bow and thought of all the gales and typhoons it would proudly
punch.
“A bourgeois trick,” I said to Charmian, speaking of Mr. Sellers and his libel; “a

petty trader’s panic. But never mind; our troubles will cease when once we are away
from this and out on the wide ocean.”
And in the end we sailed away, on Tuesday morning, April 23, 1907. We started

rather lame, I confess. We had to hoist anchor by hand, because the power transmission
was a wreck. Also, what remained of our seventy-horse-power engine was lashed down
for ballast on the bottom of the Snark. But what of such things? They could be fixed
in Honolulu, and in the meantime think of the magnificent rest of the boat! It is true,
the engine in the launch wouldn’t run, and the life-boat leaked like a sieve; but then
they weren’t the Snark; they were mere appurtenances. The things that counted were
the water-tight bulkheads, the solid planking without butts, the bath-room devices —
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they were the Snark. And then there was, greatest of all, that noble, wind-punching
bow.
We sailed out through the Golden Gate and set our course south toward that part

of the Pacific where we could hope to pick up with the north-east trades. And right
away things began to happen. I had calculated that youth was the stuff for a voyage
like that of the Snark, and I had taken three youths — the engineer, the cook, and the
cabin-boy. My calculation was only two-thirds OFF; I had forgotten to calculate on
seasick youth, and I had two of them, the cook and the cabin boy. They immediately
took to their bunks, and that was the end of their usefulness for a week to come. It
will be understood, from the foregoing, that we did not have the hot meals we might
have had, nor were things kept clean and orderly down below. But it did not matter
very much anyway, for we quickly discovered that our box of oranges had at some time
been frozen; that our box of apples was mushy and spoiling; that the crate of cabbages,
spoiled before it was ever delivered to us, had to go overboard instanter; that kerosene
had been spilled on the carrots, and that the turnips were woody and the beets rotten,
while the kindling was dead wood that wouldn’t burn, and the coal, delivered in rotten
potato-sacks, had spilled all over the deck and was washing through the scuppers.
But what did it matter? Such things were mere accessories. There was the boat

— she was all right, wasn’t she? I strolled along the deck and in one minute counted
fourteen butts in the beautiful planking ordered specially from Puget Sound in order
that there should be no butts in it. Also, that deck leaked, and it leaked badly. It
drowned Roscoe out of his bunk and ruined the tools in the engine-room, to say
nothing of the provisions it ruined in the galley. Also, the sides of the Snark leaked,
and the bottom leaked, and we had to pump her every day to keep her afloat. The
floor of the galley is a couple of feet above the inside bottom of the Snark; and yet I
have stood on the floor of the galley, trying to snatch a cold bite, and been wet to the
knees by the water churning around inside four hours after the last pumping.
Then those magnificent water-tight compartments that cost so much time and

money — well, they weren’t water-tight after all. The water moved free as the air
from one compartment to another; furthermore, a strong smell of gasolene from the
after compartment leads me to suspect that some one or more of the half-dozen tanks
there stored have sprung a leak. The tanks leak, and they are not hermetically sealed
in their compartment. Then there was the bath-room with its pumps and levers and
sea-valves — it went out of commission inside the first twenty hours. Powerful iron
levers broke off short in one’s hand when one tried to pump with them. The bathroom
was the swiftest wreck of any portion of the Snark.
And the iron-work on the Snark, no matter what its source, proved to be mush. For

instance, the bed-plate of the engine came from New York, and it was mush; so were
the casting and gears for the windlass that came from San Francisco. And finally, there
was the wrought iron used in the rigging, that carried away in all directions when the
first strains were put upon it. Wrought iron, mind you, and it snapped like macaroni.
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A gooseneck on the gaff of the mainsail broke short off. We replaced it with the
gooseneck from the gaff of the storm trysail, and the second gooseneck broke short off
inside fifteen minutes of use, and, mind you, it had been taken from the gaff of the
storm trysail, upon which we would have depended in time of storm. At the present
moment the Snark trails her mainsail like a broken wing, the gooseneck being replaced
by a rough lashing. We’ll see if we can get honest iron in Honolulu.
Man had betrayed us and sent us to sea in a sieve, but the Lord must have loved

us, for we had calm weather in which to learn that we must pump every day in order
to keep afloat, and that more trust could be placed in a wooden toothpick than in the
most massive piece of iron to be found aboard. As the staunchness and the strength
of the Snark went glimmering, Charmian and I pinned our faith more and more to the
Snark’s wonderful bow. There was nothing else left to pin to. It was all inconceivable
and monstrous, we knew, but that bow, at least, was rational. And then, one evening,
we started to heave to.
How shall I describe it? First of all, for the benefit of the tyro, let me explain

that heaving to is that sea manoeuvre which, by means of short and balanced canvas,
compels a vessel to ride bow-on to wind and sea. When the wind is too strong, or the
sea is too high, a vessel of the size of the Snark can heave to with ease, whereupon
there is no more work to do on deck. Nobody needs to steer. The lookout is superfluous.
All hands can go below and sleep or play whist.
Well, it was blowing half of a small summer gale, when I told Roscoe we’d heave to.

Night was coming on. I had been steering nearly all day, and all hands on deck (Roscoe
and Bert and Charmian) were tired, while all hands below were seasick. It happened
that we had already put two reefs in the big mainsail. The flying-jib and the jib were
taken in, and a reef put in the fore-staysail. The mizzen was also taken in. About this
time the flying jib-boom buried itself in a sea and broke short off. I started to put
the wheel down in order to heave to. The Snark at the moment was rolling in the
trough. She continued rolling in the trough. I put the spokes down harder and harder.
She never budged from the trough. (The trough, gentle reader, is the most dangerous
position all in which to lay a vessel.) I put the wheel hard down, and still the Snark
rolled in the trough. Eight points was the nearest I could get her to the wind. I had
Roscoe and Bert come in on the main-sheet. The Snark rolled on in the trough, now
putting her rail under on one side and now under on the other side.

Again the inconceivable and monstrous was showing its grizzly head. It was
grotesque, impossible. I refused to believe it. Under double-reefed mainsail and
single-reefed staysail the Snark refused to heave to. We flattened the mainsail down.
It did not alter the Snark’s course a tenth of a degree. We slacked the mainsail off
with no more result. We set a storm trysail on the mizzen, and took in the mainsail.
No change. The Snark roiled on in the trough. That beautiful bow of hers refused to
come up and face the wind.
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Next we took in the reefed staysail. Thus, the only bit of canvas left on her was
the storm trysail on the mizzen. If anything would bring her bow up to the wind, that
would. Maybe you won’t believe me when I say it failed, but I do say it failed. And I
say it failed because I saw it fail, and not because I believe it failed. I don’t believe it
did fail. It is unbelievable, and I am not telling you what I believe; I am telling you
what I saw.
Now, gentle reader, what would you do if you were on a small boat, rolling in the

trough of the sea, a trysail on that small boat’s stern that was unable to swing the bow
up into the wind? Get out the sea-anchor. It’s just what we did. We had a patent one,
made to order and warranted not to dive. Imagine a hoop of steel that serves to keep
open the mouth of a large, conical, canvas bag, and you have a sea-anchor. Well, we
made a line fast to the sea-anchor and to the bow of the Snark, and then dropped the
sea-anchor overboard. It promptly dived. We had a tripping line on it, so we tripped
the sea-anchor and hauled it in. We attached a big timber as a float, and dropped the
sea-anchor over again. This time it floated. The line to the bow grew taut. The trysail
on the mizzen tended to swing the bow into the wind, but, in spite of this tendency,
the Snark calmly took that sea-anchor in her teeth, and went on ahead, dragging it
after her, still in the trough of the sea. And there you are. We even took in the trysail,
hoisted the full mizzen in its place, and hauled the full mizzen down flat, and the Snark
wallowed in the trough and dragged the sea-anchor behind her. Don’t believe me. I
don’t believe it myself. I am merely telling you what I saw.

Now I leave it to you. Who ever heard of a sailing-boat that wouldn’t heave to?
— that wouldn’t heave to with a sea-anchor to help it? Out of my brief experience
with boats I know I never did. And I stood on deck and looked on the naked face of
the inconceivable and monstrous — the Snark that wouldn’t heave to. A stormy night
with broken moonlight had come on. There was a splash of wet in the air, and up to
windward there was a promise of rain-squalls; and then there was the trough of the sea,
cold and cruel in the moonlight, in which the Snark complacently rolled. And then we
took in the sea-anchor and the mizzen, hoisted the reefed staysail, ran the Snark off
before it, and went below — not to the hot meal that should have awaited us, but to
skate across the slush and slime on the cabin floor, where cook and cabin-boy lay like
dead men in their bunks, and to lie down in our own bunks, with our clothes on ready
for a call, and to listen to the bilge-water spouting knee-high on the galley floor.
In the Bohemian Club of San Francisco there are some crack sailors. I know, because

I heard them pass judgment on the Snark during the process of her building. They
found only one vital thing the matter with her, and on this they were all agreed, namely,
that she could not run. She was all right in every particular, they said, except that I’d
never be able to run her before it in a stiff wind and sea. “Her lines,” they explained
enigmatically, “it is the fault of her lines. She simply cannot be made to run, that is all.”
Well, I wish I’d only had those crack sailors of the Bohemian Club on board the Snark
the other night for them to see for themselves their one, vital, unanimous judgment
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absolutely reversed. Run? It is the one thing the Snark does to perfection. Run? She
ran with a sea-anchor fast for’ard and a full mizzen flattened down aft. Run? At the
present moment, as I write this, we are bowling along before it, at a six-knot clip, in
the north-east trades. Quite a tidy bit of sea is running. There is nobody at the wheel,
the wheel is not even lashed and is set over a half-spoke weather helm. To be precise,
the wind is north-east; the Snark’s mizzen is furled, her mainsail is over to starboard,
her head-sheets are hauled flat: and the Snark’s course is south-south-west. And yet
there are men who have sailed the seas for forty years and who hold that no boat can
run before it without being steered. They’ll call me a liar when they read this; it’s
what they called Captain Slocum when he said the same of his Spray.
As regards the future of the Snark I’m all at sea. I don’t know. If I had the money

or the credit, I’d build another Snark that WOULD heave to. But I am at the end of
my resources. I’ve got to put up with the present Snark or quit — and I can’t quit. So
I guess I’ll have to try to get along with heaving the Snark to stern first. I am waiting
for the next gale to see how it will work. I think it can be done. It all depends on how
her stern takes the seas. And who knows but that some wild morning on the China
Sea, some gray-beard skipper will stare, rub his incredulous eyes and stare again, at
the spectacle of a weird, small craft very much like the Snark, hove to stern-first and
riding out the gale?
P.S. On my return to California after the voyage, I learned that the Snark was

forty-three feet on the water-line instead of forty-five. This was due to the fact that
the builder was not on speaking terms with the tape-line or two-foot rule.

Chapter III — Adventure
No, adventure is not dead, and in spite of the steam engine and of Thomas Cook

& Son. When the announcement of the contemplated voyage of the Snark was made,
young men of “roving disposition” proved to be legion, and young women as well —
to say nothing of the elderly men and women who volunteered for the voyage. Why,
among my personal friends there were at least half a dozen who regretted their recent
or imminent marriages; and there was one marriage I know of that almost failed to
come off because of the Snark.
Every mail to me was burdened with the letters of applicants who were suffocating

in the “man-stifled towns,” and it soon dawned upon me that a twentieth century
Ulysses required a corps of stenographers to clear his correspondence before setting
sail. No, adventure is certainly not dead — not while one receives letters that begin:
“There is no doubt that when you read this soul-plea from a female stranger in New

York City,” etc.; and wherein one learns, a little farther on, that this female stranger
weighs only ninety pounds, wants to be cabin-boy, and “yearns to see the countries of
the world.”
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The possession of a “passionate fondness for geography,” was the way one applicant
expressed the wander-lust that was in him; while another wrote, “I am cursed with an
eternal yearning to be always on the move, consequently this letter to you.” But best
of all was the fellow who said he wanted to come because his feet itched.
There were a few who wrote anonymously, suggesting names of friends and giving

said friends’ qualifications; but to me there was a hint of something sinister in such
proceedings, and I went no further in the matter.
With two or three exceptions, all the hundreds that volunteered for my crew were

very much in earnest. Many of them sent their photographs. Ninety per cent. offered to
work in any capacity, and ninety-nine per cent. offered to work without salary. “Con-
templating your voyage on the Snark,” said one, “and notwithstanding its attendant
dangers, to accompany you (in any capacity whatever) would be the climax of my
ambitions.” Which reminds me of the young fellow who was “seventeen years old and
ambicious,” and who, at the end of his letter, earnestly requested “but please do not
let this git into the papers or magazines.” Quite different was the one who said, “I
would be willing to work like hell and not demand pay.” Almost all of them wanted
me to telegraph, at their expense, my acceptance of their services; and quite a number
offered to put up a bond to guarantee their appearance on sailing date.

Some were rather vague in their own minds concerning the work to be done on the
Snark; as, for instance, the one who wrote: “I am taking the liberty of writing you this
note to find out if there would be any possibility of my going with you as one of the
crew of your boat to make sketches and illustrations.” Several, unaware of the needful
work on a small craft like the Snark, offered to serve, as one of them phrased it, “as
assistant in filing materials collected for books and novels.” That’s what one gets for
being prolific.
“Let me give my qualifications for the job,” wrote one. “I am an orphan living with

my uncle, who is a hot revolutionary socialist and who says a man without the red
blood of adventure is an animated dish-rag.” Said another: “I can swim some, though
I don’t know any of the new strokes. But what is more important than strokes, the
water is a friend of mine.” “If I was put alone in a sail-boat, I could get her anywhere
I wanted to go,” was the qualification of a third — and a better qualification than the
one that follows, “I have also watched the fish-boats unload.” But possibly the prize
should go to this one, who very subtly conveys his deep knowledge of the world and
life by saying: “My age, in years, is twenty-two.”
Then there were the simple straight-out, homely, and unadorned letters of young

boys, lacking in the felicities of expression, it is true, but desiring greatly to make
the voyage. These were the hardest of all to decline, and each time I declined one it
seemed as if I had struck Youth a slap in the face. They were so earnest, these boys,
they wanted so much to go. “I am sixteen but large for my age,” said one; and another,
“Seventeen but large and healthy.” “I am as strong at least as the average boy of my
size,” said an evident weakling. “Not afraid of any kind of work,” was what many said,
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while one in particular, to lure me no doubt by inexpensiveness, wrote: “I can pay my
way to the Pacific coast, so that part would probably be acceptable to you.” “Going
around the world is THE ONE THING I want to do,” said one, and it seemed to be
the one thing that a few hundred wanted to do. “I have no one who cares whether I
go or not,” was the pathetic note sounded by another. One had sent his photograph,
and speaking of it, said, “I’m a homely-looking sort of a chap, but looks don’t always
count.” And I am confident that the lad who wrote the following would have turned
out all right: “My age is 19 years, but I am rather small and consequently won’t take up
much room, but I’m tough as the devil.” And there was one thirteen-year-old applicant
that Charmian and I fell in love with, and it nearly broke our hearts to refuse him.
But it must not be imagined that most of my volunteers were boys; on the contrary,

boys constituted a very small proportion. There were men and women from every walk
in life. Physicians, surgeons, and dentists offered in large numbers to come along, and,
like all the professional men, offered to come without pay, to serve in any capacity, and
to pay, even, for the privilege of so serving.

There was no end of compositors and reporters who wanted to come, to say nothing
of experienced valets, chefs, and stewards. Civil engineers were keen on the voyage;
“lady” companions galore cropped up for Charmian; while I was deluged with the
applications of would-be private secretaries. Many high school and university students
yearned for the voyage, and every trade in the working class developed a few applicants,
the machinists, electricians, and engineers being especially strong on the trip. I was
surprised at the number, who, in musty law offices, heard the call of adventure; and I
was more than surprised by the number of elderly and retired sea captains who were
still thralls to the sea. Several young fellows, with millions coming to them later on,
were wild for the adventure, as were also several county superintendents of schools.
Fathers and sons wanted to come, and many men with their wives, to say nothing of

the young woman stenographer who wrote: “Write immediately if you need me. I shall
bring my typewriter on the first train.” But the best of all is the following — observe
the delicate way in which he worked in his wife: “I thought I would drop you a line of
inquiry as to the possibility of making the trip with you, am 24 years of age, married
and broke, and a trip of that kind would be just what we are looking for.”
Come to think of it, for the average man it must be fairly difficult to write an

honest letter of self-recommendation. One of my correspondents was so stumped that
he began his letter with the words, “This is a hard task”; and, after vainly trying to
describe his good points, he wound up with, “It is a hard job writing about one’s self.”
Nevertheless, there was one who gave himself a most glowing and lengthy character,
and in conclusion stated that he had greatly enjoyed writing it.
“But suppose this: your cabin-boy could run your engine, could repair it when out of

order. Suppose he could take his turn at the wheel, could do any carpenter or machinist
work. Suppose he is strong, healthy, and willing to work. Would you not rather have
him than a kid that gets seasick and can’t do anything but wash dishes?” It was letters
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of this sort that I hated to decline. The writer of it, self-taught in English, had been
only two years in the United States, and, as he said, “I am not wishing to go with you
to earn my living, but I wish to learn and see.” At the time of writing to me he was a
designer for one of the big motor manufacturing companies; he had been to sea quite
a bit, and had been used all his life to the handling of small boats.
“I have a good position, but it matters not so with me as I prefer travelling,” wrote

another. “As to salary, look at me, and if I am worth a dollar or two, all right, and if I
am not, nothing said. As to my honesty and character, I shall be pleased to show you
my employers. Never drink, no tobacco, but to be honest, I myself, after a little more
experience, want to do a little writing.”
“I can assure you that I am eminently respectable, but find other respectable people

tiresome.” The man who wrote the foregoing certainly had me guessing, and I am still
wondering whether or not he’d have found me tiresome, or what the deuce he did
mean.
“I have seen better days than what I am passing through to-day,” wrote an old salt,

“but I have seen them a great deal worse also.”
But the willingness to sacrifice on the part of the man who wrote the following was

so touching that I could not accept: “I have a father, a mother, brothers and sisters,
dear friends and a lucrative position, and yet I will sacrifice all to become one of your
crew.”
Another volunteer I could never have accepted was the finicky young fellow who, to

show me how necessary it was that I should give him a chance, pointed out that “to go
in the ordinary boat, be it schooner or steamer, would be impracticable, for I would
have to mix among and live with the ordinary type of seamen, which as a rule is not
a clean sort of life.”
Then there was the young fellow of twenty-six, who had “run through the gamut

of human emotions,” and had “done everything from cooking to attending Stanford
University,” and who, at the present writing, was “A vaquero on a fifty-five-thousand-
acre range.” Quite in contrast was the modesty of the one who said, “I am not aware
of possessing any particular qualities that would be likely to recommend me to your
consideration. But should you be impressed, you might consider it worth a few minutes’
time to answer. Otherwise, there’s always work at the trade. Not expecting, but hoping,
I remain, etc.”
But I have held my head in both my hands ever since, trying to figure out the

intellectual kinship between myself and the one who wrote: “Long before I knew of
you, I had mixed political economy and history and deducted therefrom many of your
conclusions in concrete.”
Here, in its way, is one of the best, as it is the briefest, that I received: “If any of

the present company signed on for cruise happens to get cold feet and you need one
more who understands boating, engines, etc., would like to hear from you, etc.” Here
is another brief one: “Point blank, would like to have the job of cabin-boy on your
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trip around the world, or any other job on board. Am nineteen years old, weigh one
hundred and forty pounds, and am an American.”
And here is a good one from a man a “little over five feet long”: “When I read

about your manly plan of sailing around the world in a small boat with Mrs. London,
I was so much rejoiced that I felt I was planning it myself, and I thought to write you
about filling either position of cook or cabin-boy myself, but for some reason I did not
do it, and I came to Denver from Oakland to join my friend’s business last month,
but everything is worse and unfavourable. But fortunately you have postponed your
departure on account of the great earthquake, so I finally decided to propose you to
let me fill either of the positions. I am not very strong, being a man of a little over five
feet long, although I am of sound health and capability.”
“I think I can add to your outfit an additional method of utilizing the power of the

wind,” wrote a well-wisher, “which, while not interfering with ordinary sails in light
breezes, will enable you to use the whole force of the wind in its mightiest blows, so
that even when its force is so great that you may have to take in every inch of canvas
used in the ordinary way, you may carry the fullest spread with my method. With my
attachment your craft could not be UPSET.”
The foregoing letter was written in San Francisco under the date of April 16, 1906.

And two days later, on April 18, came the Great Earthquake. And that’s why I’ve got
it in for that earthquake, for it made a refugee out of the man who wrote the letter,
and prevented us from ever getting together.

Many of my brother socialists objected to my making the cruise, of which the
following is typical: “The Socialist Cause and the millions of oppressed victims of
Capitalism has a right and claim upon your life and services. If, however, you persist,
then, when you swallow the last mouthful of salt chuck you can hold before sinking,
remember that we at least protested.”
One wanderer over the world who “could, if opportunity afforded, recount many

unusual scenes and events,” spent several pages ardently trying to get to the point of
his letter, and at last achieved the following: “Still I am neglecting the point I set out to
write you about. So will say at once that it has been stated in print that you and one
or two others are going to take a cruize around the world a little fifty-or sixty-foot boat.
I therefore cannot get myself to think that a man of your attainments and experience
would attempt such a proceeding, which is nothing less than courting death in that
way. And even if you were to escape for some time, your whole Person, and those with
you would be bruised from the ceaseless motion of a craft of the above size, even if
she were padded, a thing not usual at sea.” Thank you, kind friend, thank you for that
qualification, “a thing not usual at sea.” Nor is this friend ignorant of the sea. As he
says of himself, “I am not a land-lubber, and I have sailed every sea and ocean.” And
he winds up his letter with: “Although not wishing to offend, it would be madness to
take any woman outside the bay even, in such a craft.”
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And yet, at the moment of writing this, Charmian is in her state-room at the
typewriter, Martin is cooking dinner, Tochigi is setting the table, Roscoe and Bert
are caulking the deck, and the Snark is steering herself some five knots an hour in a
rattling good sea — and the Snark is not padded, either.
“Seeing a piece in the paper about your intended trip, would like to know if you

would like a good crew, as there is six of us boys all good sailor men, with good
discharges from the Navy and Merchant Service, all true Americans, all between the
ages of 20 and 22, and at present are employed as riggers at the Union Iron Works,
and would like very much to sail with you.” — It was letters like this that made me
regret the boat was not larger.
And here writes the one woman in all the world — outside of Charmian–for the

cruise: “If you have not succeeded in getting a cook I would like very much to take the
trip in that capacity. I am a woman of fifty, healthy and capable, and can do the work
for the small company that compose the crew of the Snark. I am a very good cook and
a very good sailor and something of a traveller, and the length of the voyage, if of ten
years’ duration, would suit me better than one. References, etc.”
Some day, when I have made a lot of money, I’m going to build a big ship, with

room in it for a thousand volunteers. They will have to do all the work of navigating
that boat around the world, or they’ll stay at home. I believe that they’ll work the
boat around the world, for I know that Adventure is not dead. I know Adventure is
not dead because I have had a long and intimate correspondence with Adventure.

Chapter IV — Finding One’s Way About
“But,” our friends objected, “how dare you go to sea without a navigator on board?

You’re not a navigator, are you?”
I had to confess that I was not a navigator, that I had never looked through a

sextant in my life, and that I doubted if I could tell a sextant from a nautical almanac.
And when they asked if Roscoe was a navigator, I shook my head. Roscoe resented this.
He had glanced at the “Epitome,” bought for our voyage, knew how to use logarithm
tables, had seen a sextant at some time, and, what of this and of his seafaring ancestry,
he concluded that he did know navigation. But Roscoe was wrong, I still insist. When
a young boy he came from Maine to California by way of the Isthmus of Panama, and
that was the only time in his life that he was out of sight of land. He had never gone to
a school of navigation, nor passed an examination in the same; nor had he sailed the
deep sea and learned the art from some other navigator. He was a San Francisco Bay
yachtsman, where land is always only several miles away and the art of navigation is
never employed.

So the Snark started on her long voyage without a navigator. We beat through the
Golden Gate on April 23, and headed for the Hawaiian Islands, twenty-one hundred
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sea-miles away as the gull flies. And the outcome was our justification. We arrived. And
we arrived, furthermore, without any trouble, as you shall see; that is, without any
trouble to amount to anything. To begin with, Roscoe tackled the navigating. He had
the theory all right, but it was the first time he had ever applied it, as was evidenced
by the erratic behaviour of the Snark. Not but what the Snark was perfectly steady
on the sea; the pranks she cut were on the chart. On a day with a light breeze she
would make a jump on the chart that advertised “a wet sail and a flowing sheet,” and
on a day when she just raced over the ocean, she scarcely changed her position on the
chart. Now when one’s boat has logged six knots for twenty-four consecutive hours, it
is incontestable that she has covered one hundred and forty-four miles of ocean. The
ocean was all right, and so was the patent log; as for speed, one saw it with his own
eyes. Therefore the thing that was not all right was the figuring that refused to boost
the Snark along over the chart. Not that this happened every day, but that it did
happen. And it was perfectly proper and no more than was to be expected from a first
attempt at applying a theory.
The acquisition of the knowledge of navigation has a strange effect on the minds

of men. The average navigator speaks of navigation with deep respect. To the layman
navigation is a deed and awful mystery, which feeling has been generated in him by
the deep and awful respect for navigation that the layman has seen displayed by
navigators. I have known frank, ingenuous, and modest young men, open as the day,
to learn navigation and at once betray secretiveness, reserve, and self-importance as
if they had achieved some tremendous intellectual attainment. The average navigator
impresses the layman as a priest of some holy rite. With bated breath, the amateur
yachtsman navigator invites one in to look at his chronometer. And so it was that our
friends suffered such apprehension at our sailing without a navigator.
During the building of the Snark, Roscoe and I had an agreement, something like

this: “I’ll furnish the books and instruments,” I said, “and do you study up navigation
now. I’ll be too busy to do any studying. Then, when we get to sea, you can teach
me what you have learned.” Roscoe was delighted. Furthermore, Roscoe was as frank
and ingenuous and modest as the young men I have described. But when we got out
to sea and he began to practise the holy rite, while I looked on admiringly, a change,
subtle and distinctive, marked his bearing. When he shot the sun at noon, the glow
of achievement wrapped him in lambent flame. When he went below, figured out his
observation, and then returned on deck and announced our latitude and longitude,
there was an authoritative ring in his voice that was new to all of us. But that was not
the worst of it. He became filled with incommunicable information. And the more he
discovered the reasons for the erratic jumps of the Snark over the chart, and the less the
Snark jumped, the more incommunicable and holy and awful became his information.
My mild suggestions that it was about time that I began to learn, met with no hearty
response, with no offers on his part to help me. He displayed not the slightest intention
of living up to our agreement.
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Now this was not Roscoe’s fault; he could not help it. He had merely gone the way
of all the men who learned navigation before him. By an understandable and forgivable
confusion of values, plus a loss of orientation, he felt weighted by responsibility, and
experienced the possession of power that was like unto that of a god. All his life
Roscoe had lived on land, and therefore in sight of land. Being constantly in sight of
land, with landmarks to guide him, he had managed, with occasional difficulties, to
steer his body around and about the earth. Now he found himself on the sea, wide-
stretching, bounded only by the eternal circle of the sky. This circle looked always the
same. There were no landmarks. The sun rose to the east and set to the west and the
stars wheeled through the night. But who may look at the sun or the stars and say,
“My place on the face of the earth at the present moment is four and three-quarter
miles to the west of Jones’s Cash Store of Smithersville”? or “I know where I am now,
for the Little Dipper informs me that Boston is three miles away on the second turning
to the right”? And yet that was precisely what Roscoe did. That he was astounded by
the achievement, is putting it mildly. He stood in reverential awe of himself; he had
performed a miraculous feat. The act of finding himself on the face of the waters became
a rite, and he felt himself a superior being to the rest of us who knew not this rite and
were dependent on him for being shepherded across the heaving and limitless waste,
the briny highroad that connects the continents and whereon there are no mile-stones.
So, with the sextant he made obeisance to the sun-god, he consulted ancient tomes
and tables of magic characters, muttered prayers in a strange tongue that sounded like
INDEXERRORPARALLAXREFRACTION, made cabalistic signs on paper, added
and carried one, and then, on a piece of holy script called the Grail — I mean the
Chart — he placed his finger on a certain space conspicuous for its blankness and said,
“Here we are.” When we looked at the blank space and asked, “And where is that?” he
answered in the cipher-code of the higher priesthood, “31-15-47 north, 133-5-30 west.”
And we said “Oh,” and felt mighty small.
So I aver, it was not Roscoe’s fault. He was like unto a god, and he carried us in the

hollow of his hand across the blank spaces on the chart. I experienced a great respect
for Roscoe; this respect grew so profound that had he commanded, “Kneel down and
worship me,” I know that I should have flopped down on the deck and yammered. But,
one day, there came a still small thought to me that said: “This is not a god; this is
Roscoe, a mere man like myself. What he has done, I can do. Who taught him? Himself.
Go you and do likewise — be your own teacher.” And right there Roscoe crashed, and
he was high priest of the Snark no longer. I invaded the sanctuary and demanded the
ancient tomes and magic tables, also the prayer-wheel — the sextant, I mean.

And now, in simple language. I shall describe how I taught myself navigation. One
whole afternoon I sat in the cockpit, steering with one hand and studying logarithms
with the other. Two afternoons, two hours each, I studied the general theory of naviga-
tion and the particular process of taking a meridian altitude. Then I took the sextant,
worked out the index error, and shot the sun. The figuring from the data of this obser-
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vation was child’s play. In the “Epitome” and the “Nautical Almanac” were scores of
cunning tables, all worked out by mathematicians and astronomers. It was like using
interest tables and lightning-calculator tables such as you all know. The mystery was
mystery no longer. I put my finger on the chart and announced that that was where
we were. I was right too, or at least I was as right as Roscoe, who selected a spot a
quarter of a mile away from mine. Even he was willing to split the distance with me. I
had exploded the mystery, and yet, such was the miracle of it, I was conscious of new
power in me, and I felt the thrill and tickle of pride. And when Martin asked me, in the
same humble and respectful way I had previously asked Roscoe, as to where we were,
it was with exaltation and spiritual chest-throwing that I answered in the cipher-code
of the higher priesthood and heard Martin’s self-abasing and worshipful “Oh.” As for
Charmian, I felt that in a new way I had proved my right to her; and I was aware of
another feeling, namely, that she was a most fortunate woman to have a man like me.

I couldn’t help it. I tell it as a vindication of Roscoe and all the other navigators.
The poison of power was working in me. I was not as other men — most other men;
I knew what they did not know, — the mystery of the heavens, that pointed out the
way across the deep. And the taste of power I had received drove me on. I steered at
the wheel long hours with one hand, and studied mystery with the other. By the end
of the week, teaching myself, I was able to do divers things. For instance, I shot the
North Star, at night, of course; got its altitude, corrected for index error, dip, etc., and
found our latitude. And this latitude agreed with the latitude of the previous noon
corrected by dead reckoning up to that moment. Proud? Well, I was even prouder
with my next miracle. I was going to turn in at nine o’clock. I worked out the problem,
self-instructed, and learned what star of the first magnitude would be passing the
meridian around half-past eight. This star proved to be Alpha Crucis. I had never
heard of the star before. I looked it up on the star map. It was one of the stars of
the Southern Cross. What! thought I; have we been sailing with the Southern Cross
in the sky of nights and never known it? Dolts that we are! Gudgeons and moles! I
couldn’t believe it. I went over the problem again, and verified it. Charmian had the
wheel from eight till ten that evening. I told her to keep her eyes open and look due
south for the Southern Cross. And when the stars came out, there shone the Southern
Cross low on the horizon. Proud? No medicine man nor high priest was ever prouder.
Furthermore, with the prayer-wheel I shot Alpha Crucis and from its altitude worked
out our latitude. And still furthermore, I shot the North Star, too, and it agreed with
what had been told me by the Southern Cross. Proud? Why, the language of the stars
was mine, and I listened and heard them telling me my way over the deep.
Proud? I was a worker of miracles. I forgot how easily I had taught myself from

the printed page. I forgot that all the work (and a tremendous work, too) had been
done by the masterminds before me, the astronomers and mathematicians, who had
discovered and elaborated the whole science of navigation and made the tables in the
“Epitome.” I remembered only the everlasting miracle of it — that I had listened to
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the voices of the stars and been told my place upon the highway of the sea. Charmian
did not know, Martin did not know, Tochigi, the cabin-boy, did not know. But I told
them. I was God’s messenger. I stood between them and infinity. I translated the high
celestial speech into terms of their ordinary understanding. We were heaven-directed,
and it was I who could read the sign-post of the sky! — I! I!
And now, in a cooler moment, I hasten to blab the whole simplicity of it, to blab on

Roscoe and the other navigators and the rest of the priesthood, all for fear that I may
become even as they, secretive, immodest, and inflated with self-esteem. And I want
to say this now: any young fellow with ordinary gray matter, ordinary education, and
with the slightest trace of the student-mind, can get the books, and charts, and instru-
ments and teach himself navigation. Now I must not be misunderstood. Seamanship
is an entirely different matter. It is not learned in a day, nor in many days; it requires
years. Also, navigating by dead reckoning requires long study and practice. But nav-
igating by observations of the sun, moon, and stars, thanks to the astronomers and
mathematicians, is child’s play. Any average young fellow can teach himself in a week.
And yet again I must not be misunderstood. I do not mean to say that at the end
of a week a young fellow could take charge of a fifteen-thousand-ton steamer, driving
twenty knots an hour through the brine, racing from land to land, fair weather and
foul, clear sky or cloudy, steering by degrees on the compass card and making landfalls
with most amazing precision. But what I do mean is just this: the average young fellow
I have described can get into a staunch sail-boat and put out across the ocean, without
knowing anything about navigation, and at the end of the week he will know enough
to know where he is on the chart. He will be able to take a meridian observation with
fair accuracy, and from that observation, with ten minutes of figuring, work out his
latitude and longitude. And, carrying neither freight nor passengers, being under no
press to reach his destination, he can jog comfortably along, and if at any time he
doubts his own navigation and fears an imminent landfall, he can heave to all night
and proceed in the morning.

Joshua Slocum sailed around the world a few years ago in a thirty-seven-foot boat all
by himself. I shall never forget, in his narrative of the voyage, where he heartily indorsed
the idea of young men, in similar small boats, making similar voyage. I promptly
indorsed his idea, and so heartily that I took my wife along. While it certainly makes a
Cook’s tour look like thirty cents, on top of that, amid on top of the fun and pleasure,
it is a splendid education for a young man — oh, not a mere education in the things
of the world outside, of lands, and peoples, and climates, but an education in the
world inside, an education in one’s self, a chance to learn one’s own self, to get on
speaking terms with one’s soul. Then there is the training and the disciplining of it.
First, naturally, the young fellow will learn his limitations; and next, inevitably, he will
proceed to press back those limitations. And he cannot escape returning from such a
voyage a bigger and better man. And as for sport, it is a king’s sport, taking one’s self
around the world, doing it with one’s own hands, depending on no one but one’s self,
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and at the end, back at the starting-point, contemplating with inner vision the planet
rushing through space, and saying, “I did it; with my own hands I did it. I went clear
around that whirling sphere, and I can travel alone, without any nurse of a sea-captain
to guide my steps across the seas. I may not fly to other stars, but of this star I myself
am master.”
As I write these lines I lift my eyes and look seaward. I am on the beach of Waikiki

on the island of Oahu. Far, in the azure sky, the trade-wind clouds drift low over the
blue-green turquoise of the deep sea. Nearer, the sea is emerald and light olive-green.
Then comes the reef, where the water is all slaty purple flecked with red. Still nearer
are brighter greens and tans, lying in alternate stripes and showing where sandbeds lie
between the living coral banks. Through and over and out of these wonderful colours
tumbles and thunders a magnificent surf. As I say, I lift my eyes to all this, and through
the white crest of a breaker suddenly appears a dark figure, erect, a man-fish or a sea-
god, on the very forward face of the crest where the top falls over and down, driving
in toward shore, buried to his loins in smoking spray, caught up by the sea and flung
landward, bodily, a quarter of a mile. It is a Kanaka on a surf-board. And I know
that when I have finished these lines I shall be out in that riot of colour and pounding
surf, trying to bit those breakers even as he, and failing as he never failed, but living
life as the best of us may live it. And the picture of that coloured sea and that flying
sea-god Kanaka becomes another reason for the young man to go west, and farther
west, beyond the Baths of Sunset, and still west till he arrives home again.
But to return. Please do not think that I already know it all. I know only the

rudiments of navigation. There is a vast deal yet for me to learn. On the Snark there
is a score of fascinating books on navigation waiting for me. There is the danger-angle
of Lecky, there is the line of Sumner, which, when you know least of all where you are,
shows most conclusively where you are, and where you are not. There are dozens and
dozens of methods of finding one’s location on the deep, and one can work years before
he masters it all in all its fineness.
Even in the little we did learn there were slips that accounted for the apparently

antic behaviour of the Snark. On Thursday, May 16, for instance, the trade wind failed
us. During the twenty-four hours that ended Friday at noon, by dead reckoning we had
not sailed twenty miles. Yet here are our positions, at noon, for the two days, worked
out from our observations:
Thursday 20 degrees 57 minutes 9 seconds N

152 degrees 40 minutes 30 seconds W
Friday 21 degrees 15 minutes 33 seconds N
154 degrees 12 minutes W
The difference between the two positions was something like eighty miles. Yet we

knew we had not travelled twenty miles. Now our figuring was all right. We went over
it several times. What was wrong was the observations we had taken. To take a correct
observation requires practice and skill, and especially so on a small craft like the Snark.
The violently moving boat and the closeness of the observer’s eye to the surface of the
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water are to blame. A big wave that lifts up a mile off is liable to steal the horizon
away.

But in our particular case there was another perturbing factor. The sun, in its
annual march north through the heavens, was increasing its declination. On the 19th
parallel of north latitude in the middle of May the sun is nearly overhead. The angle
of arc was between eighty-eight and eighty-nine degrees. Had it been ninety degrees it
would have been straight overhead. It was on another day that we learned a few things
about taking the altitude of the almost perpendicular sun. Roscoe started in drawing
the sun down to the eastern horizon, and he stayed by that point of the compass
despite the fact that the sun would pass the meridian to the south. I, on the other
hand, started in to draw the sun down to south-east and strayed away to the south-
west. You see, we were teaching ourselves. As a result, at twenty-five minutes past
twelve by the ship’s time, I called twelve o’clock by the sun. Now this signified that
we had changed our location on the face of the world by twenty-five minutes, which
was equal to something like six degrees of longitude, or three hundred and fifty miles.
This showed the Snark had travelled fifteen knots per hour for twenty-four consecutive
hours — and we had never noticed it! It was absurd and grotesque. But Roscoe, still
looking east, averred that it was not yet twelve o’clock. He was bent on giving us a
twenty-knot clip. Then we began to train our sextants rather wildly all around the
horizon, and wherever we looked, there was the sun, puzzlingly close to the sky-line,
sometimes above it and sometimes below it. In one direction the sun was proclaiming
morning, in another direction it was proclaiming afternoon. The sun was all right —
we knew that; therefore we were all wrong. And the rest of the afternoon we spent in
the cockpit reading up the matter in the books and finding out what was wrong. We
missed the observation that day, but we didn’t the next. We had learned.
And we learned well, better than for a while we thought we had. At the beginning

of the second dog-watch one evening, Charmian and I sat down on the forecastle-head
for a rubber of cribbage. Chancing to glance ahead, I saw cloud-capped mountains
rising from the sea. We were rejoiced at the sight of land, but I was in despair over our
navigation. I thought we had learned something, yet our position at noon, plus what
we had run since, did not put us within a hundred miles of land. But there was the land,
fading away before our eyes in the fires of sunset. The land was all right. There was
no disputing it. Therefore our navigation was all wrong. But it wasn’t. That land we
saw was the summit of Haleakala, the House of the Sun, the greatest extinct volcano
in the world. It towered ten thousand feet above the sea, and it was all of a hundred
miles away. We sailed all night at a seven-knot clip, and in the morning the House of
the Sun was still before us, and it took a few more hours of sailing to bring it abreast
of us. “That island is Maui,” we said, verifying by the chart. “That next island sticking
out is Molokai, where the lepers are. And the island next to that is Oahu. There is
Makapuu Head now. We’ll be in Honolulu to-morrow. Our navigation is all right.”
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Chapter V — The First Landfall
Adventures in a Dream Harbour
“It will not be so monotonous at sea,” I promised my fellow-voyagers on the Snark.

“The sea is filled with life. It is so populous that every day something new is happening.
Almost as soon as we pass through the Golden Gate and head south we’ll pick up with
the flying fish. We’ll be having them fried for breakfast. We’ll be catching bonita and
dolphin, and spearing porpoises from the bowsprit. And then there are the sharks —
sharks without end.”
We passed through the Golden Gate and headed south. We dropped the mountains

of California beneath the horizon, and daily the surf grew warmer. But there were no
flying fish, no bonita and dolphin. The ocean was bereft of life. Never had I sailed on
so forsaken a sea. Always, before, in the same latitudes, had I encountered flying fish.
“Never mind,” I said. “Wait till we get off the coast of Southern

California. Then we’ll pick up the flying fish.”
We came abreast of Southern California, abreast of the Peninsula of Lower Cali-

fornia, abreast of the coast of Mexico; and there were no flying fish. Nor was there
anything else. No life moved. As the days went by the absence of life became almost
uncanny.
“Never mind,” I said. “When we do pick up with the flying fish we’ll pick up with

everything else. The flying fish is the staff of life for all the other breeds. Everything
will come in a bunch when we find the flying fish.”
When I should have headed the Snark south-west for Hawaii, I still held her south.

I was going to find those flying fish. Finally the time came when, if I wanted to go to
Honolulu, I should have headed the Snark due west, instead of which I kept her south.
Not until latitude 19 degrees did we encounter the first flying fish. He was very much
alone. I saw him. Five other pairs of eager eyes scanned the sea all day, but never saw
another. So sparse were the flying fish that nearly a week more elapsed before the last
one on board saw his first flying fish. As for the dolphin, bonita, porpoise, and all the
other hordes of life — there weren’t any.
Not even a shark broke surface with his ominous dorsal fin. Bert took a dip daily

under the bowsprit, hanging on to the stays and dragging his body through the water.
And daily he canvassed the project of letting go and having a decent swim. I did my
best to dissuade him. But with him I had lost all standing as an authority on sea life.

“If there are sharks,” he demanded, “why don’t they show up?”
I assured him that if he really did let go and have a swim the sharks would promptly

appear. This was a bluff on my part. I didn’t believe it. It lasted as a deterrent for two
days. The third day the wind fell calm, and it was pretty hot. The Snark was moving
a knot an hour. Bert dropped down under the bowsprit and let go. And now behold
the perversity of things. We had sailed across two thousand miles and more of ocean
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and had met with no sharks. Within five minutes after Bert finished his swim, the fin
of a shark was cutting the surface in circles around the Snark.
There was something wrong about that shark. It bothered me. It had no right to be

there in that deserted ocean. The more I thought about it, the more incomprehensible
it became. But two hours later we sighted land and the mystery was cleared up. He
had come to us from the land, and not from the uninhabited deep. He had presaged
the landfall. He was the messenger of the land.
Twenty-seven days out from San Francisco we arrived at the island of Oahu, Terri-

tory of Hawaii. In the early morning we drifted around Diamond Head into full view
of Honolulu; and then the ocean burst suddenly into life. Flying fish cleaved the air
in glittering squadrons. In five minutes we saw more of them than during the whole
voyage. Other fish, large ones, of various sorts, leaped into the air. There was life ev-
erywhere, on sea and shore. We could see the masts and funnels of the shipping in the
harbour, the hotels and bathers along the beach at Waikiki, the smoke rising from the
dwelling-houses high up on the volcanic slopes of the Punch Bowl and Tantalus. The
custom-house tug was racing toward us and a big school of porpoises got under our bow
and began cutting the most ridiculous capers. The port doctor’s launch came charging
out at us, and a big sea turtle broke the surface with his back and took a look at us.
Never was there such a burgeoning of life. Strange faces were on our decks, strange
voices were speaking, and copies of that very morning’s newspaper, with cable reports
from all the world, were thrust before our eyes. Incidentally, we read that the Snark
and all hands had been lost at sea, and that she had been a very unseaworthy craft
anyway. And while we read this information a wireless message was being received by
the congressional party on the summit of Haleakala announcing the safe arrival of the
Snark.

It was the Snark’s first landfall — and such a landfall! For twenty-seven days we had
been on the deserted deep, and it was pretty hard to realize that there was so much
life in the world. We were made dizzy by it. We could not take it all in at once. We
were like awakened Rip Van Winkles, and it seemed to us that we were dreaming. On
one side the azure sea lapped across the horizon into the azure sky; on the other side
the sea lifted itself into great breakers of emerald that fell in a snowy smother upon a
white coral beach. Beyond the beach, green plantations of sugar-cane undulated gently
upward to steeper slopes, which, in turn, became jagged volcanic crests, drenched with
tropic showers and capped by stupendous masses of trade-wind clouds. At any rate,
it was a most beautiful dream. The Snark turned and headed directly in toward the
emerald surf, till it lifted and thundered on either hand; and on either hand, scarce a
biscuit-toss away, the reef showed its long teeth, pale green and menacing.

Abruptly the land itself, in a riot of olive-greens of a thousand hues, reached out
its arms and folded the Snark in. There was no perilous passage through the reef, no
emerald surf and azure sea — nothing but a warm soft land, a motionless lagoon, and
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tiny beaches on which swam dark-skinned tropic children. The sea had disappeared.
The Snark’s anchor rumbled the chain through the hawse-pipe, and we lay without
movement on a “lineless, level floor.” It was all so beautiful and strange that we could
not accept it as real. On the chart this place was called Pearl Harbour, but we called
it Dream Harbour.
A launch came off to us; in it were members of the Hawaiian Yacht Club, come

to greet us and make us welcome, with true Hawaiian hospitality, to all they had.
They were ordinary men, flesh and blood and all the rest; but they did not tend to
break our dreaming. Our last memories of men were of United States marshals and of
panicky little merchants with rusty dollars for souls, who, in a reeking atmosphere of
soot and coal-dust, laid grimy hands upon the Snark and held her back from her world
adventure. But these men who came to meet us were clean men. A healthy tan was on
their cheeks, and their eyes were not dazzled and bespectacled from gazing overmuch
at glittering dollar-heaps. No, they merely verified the dream. They clinched it with
their unsmirched souls.
So we went ashore with them across a level flashing sea to the wonderful green land.

We landed on a tiny wharf, and the dream became more insistent; for know that for
twenty-seven days we had been rocking across the ocean on the tiny Snark. Not once in
all those twenty-seven days had we known a moment’s rest, a moment’s cessation from
movement. This ceaseless movement had become ingrained. Body and brain we had
rocked and rolled so long that when we climbed out on the tiny wharf kept on rocking
and rolling. This, naturally, we attributed to the wharf. It was projected psychology.
I spraddled along the wharf and nearly fell into the water. I glanced at Charmian,
and the way she walked made me sad. The wharf had all the seeming of a ship’s
deck. It lifted, tilted, heaved and sank; and since there were no handrails on it, it kept
Charmian and me busy avoiding falling in. I never saw such a preposterous little wharf.
Whenever I watched it closely, it refused to roll; but as soon as I took my attention
off from it, away it went, just like the Snark. Once, I caught it in the act, just as it
upended, and I looked down the length of it for two hundred feet, and for all the world
it was like the deck of a ship ducking into a huge head-sea.

At last, however, supported by our hosts, we negotiated the wharf and gained the
land. But the land was no better. The very first thing it did was to tilt up on one side,
and far as the eye could see I watched it tilt, clear to its jagged, volcanic backbone, and
I saw the clouds above tilt, too. This was no stable, firm-founded land, else it would
not cut such capers. It was like all the rest of our landfall, unreal. It was a dream.
At any moment, like shifting vapour, it might dissolve away. The thought entered my
head that perhaps it was my fault, that my head was swimming or that something I
had eaten had disagreed with me. But I glanced at Charmian and her sad walk, and
even as I glanced I saw her stagger and bump into the yachtsman by whose side she
walked. I spoke to her, and she complained about the antic behaviour of the land.
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We walked across a spacious, wonderful lawn and down an avenue of royal palms,
and across more wonderful lawn in the gracious shade of stately trees. The air was
filled with the songs of birds and was heavy with rich warm fragrances — wafture
from great lilies, and blazing blossoms of hibiscus, and other strange gorgeous tropic
flowers. The dream was becoming almost impossibly beautiful to us who for so long had
seen naught but the restless, salty sea. Charmian reached out her hand and clung to
me — for support against the ineffable beauty of it, thought I. But no. As I supported
her I braced my legs, while the flowers and lawns reeled and swung around me. It
was like an earthquake, only it quickly passed without doing any harm. It was fairly
difficult to catch the land playing these tricks. As long as I kept my mind on it,
nothing happened. But as soon as my attention was distracted, away it went, the whole
panorama, swinging and heaving and tilting at all sorts of angles. Once, however, I
turned my head suddenly and caught that stately line of royal palms swinging in a
great arc across the sky. But it stopped, just as soon as I caught it, and became a
placid dream again.
Next we came to a house of coolness, with great sweeping veranda, where lotus-

eaters might dwell. Windows and doors were wide open to the breeze, and the songs
and fragrances blew lazily in and out. The walls were hung with tapa-cloths. Couches
with grass-woven covers invited everywhere, and there was a grand piano, that played,
I was sure, nothing more exciting than lullabies. Servants — Japanese maids in na-
tive costume — drifted around and about, noiselessly, like butterflies. Everything was
preternaturally cool. Here was no blazing down of a tropic sun upon an unshrinking
sea. It was too good to be true. But it was not real. It was a dream-dwelling. I knew,
for I turned suddenly and caught the grand piano cavorting in a spacious corner of the
room. I did not say anything, for just then we were being received by a gracious woman,
a beautiful Madonna, clad in flowing white and shod with sandals, who greeted us as
though she had known us always.

We sat at table on the lotus-eating veranda, served by the butterfly maids, and
ate strange foods and partook of a nectar called poi. But the dream threatened to
dissolve. It shimmered and trembled like an iridescent bubble about to break. I was
just glancing out at the green grass and stately trees and blossoms of hibiscus, when
suddenly I felt the table move. The table, and the Madonna across from me, and
the veranda of the lotus-eaters, the scarlet hibiscus, the greensward and the trees —
all lifted and tilted before my eyes, and heaved and sank down into the trough of a
monstrous sea. I gripped my chair convulsively and held on. I had a feeling that I was
holding on to the dream as well as the chair. I should not have been surprised had the
sea rushed in and drowned all that fairyland and had I found myself at the wheel of the
Snark just looking up casually from the study of logarithms. But the dream persisted.
I looked covertly at the Madonna and her husband. They evidenced no perturbation.
The dishes had not moved upon the table. The hibiscus and trees and grass were still
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there. Nothing had changed. I partook of more nectar, and the dream was more real
than ever.
“Will you have some iced tea?” asked the Madonna; and then her side of the table

sank down gently and I said yes to her at an angle of forty-five degrees.
“Speaking of sharks,” said her husband, “up at Niihau there was a man — ” And at

that moment the table lifted and heaved, and I gazed upward at him at an angle of
forty-five degrees.
So the luncheon went on, and I was glad that I did not have to bear the affliction

of watching Charmian walk. Suddenly, however, a mysterious word of fear broke from
the lips of the lotus-eaters. “Ah, ah,” thought I, “now the dream goes glimmering.” I
clutched the chair desperately, resolved to drag back to the reality of the Snark some
tangible vestige of this lotus land. I felt the whole dream lurching and pulling to be gone.
Just then the mysterious word of fear was repeated. It sounded like REPORTERS. I
looked and saw three of them coming across the lawn. Oh, blessed reporters! Then the
dream was indisputably real after all. I glanced out across the shining water and saw
the Snark at anchor, and I remembered that I had sailed in her from San Francisco
to Hawaii, and that this was Pearl Harbour, and that even then I was acknowledging
introductions and saying, in reply to the first question, “Yes, we had delightful weather
all the way down.”

Chapter VI — A Royal Sport
RIDING THE SOUTH SEA SURF
That is what it is, a royal sport for the natural kings of earth. The grass grows right

down to the water at Waikiki Beach, and within fifty feet of the everlasting sea. The
trees also grow down to the salty edge of things, and one sits in their shade and looks
seaward at a majestic surf thundering in on the beach to one’s very feet. Half a mile
out, where is the reef, the white-headed combers thrust suddenly skyward out of the
placid turquoise-blue and come rolling in to shore. One after another they come, a mile
long, with smoking crests, the white battalions of the infinite army of the sea. And one
sits and listens to the perpetual roar, and watches the unending procession, and feels
tiny and fragile before this tremendous force expressing itself in fury and foam and
sound. Indeed, one feels microscopically small, and the thought that one may wrestle
with this sea raises in one’s imagination a thrill of apprehension, almost of fear. Why,
they are a mile long, these bull-mouthed monsters, and they weigh a thousand tons,
and they charge in to shore faster than a man can run. What chance? No chance at
all, is the verdict of the shrinking ego; and one sits, and looks, and listens, and thinks
the grass and the shade are a pretty good place in which to be.

And suddenly, out there where a big smoker lifts skyward, rising like a sea-god from
out of the welter of spume and churning white, on the giddy, toppling, overhanging and
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downfalling, precarious crest appears the dark head of a man. Swiftly he rises through
the rushing white. His black shoulders, his chest, his loins, his limbs — all is abruptly
projected on one’s vision. Where but the moment before was only the wide desolation
and invincible roar, is now a man, erect, full-statured, not struggling frantically in that
wild movement, not buried and crushed and buffeted by those mighty monsters, but
standing above them all, calm and superb, poised on the giddy summit, his feet buried
in the churning foam, the salt smoke rising to his knees, and all the rest of him in the
free air and flashing sunlight, and he is flying through the air, flying forward, flying
fast as the surge on which he stands. He is a Mercury — a brown Mercury. His heels
are winged, and in them is the swiftness of the sea. In truth, from out of the sea he has
leaped upon the back of the sea, and he is riding the sea that roars and bellows and
cannot shake him from its back. But no frantic outreaching and balancing is his. He
is impassive, motionless as a statue carved suddenly by some miracle out of the sea’s
depth from which he rose. And straight on toward shore he flies on his winged heels
and the white crest of the breaker. There is a wild burst of foam, a long tumultuous
rushing sound as the breaker falls futile and spent on the beach at your feet; and there,
at your feet steps calmly ashore a Kanaka, burnt, golden and brown by the tropic
sun. Several minutes ago he was a speck a quarter of a mile away. He has “bitted the
bull-mouthed breaker” and ridden it in, and the pride in the feat shows in the carriage
of his magnificent body as he glances for a moment carelessly at you who sit in the
shade of the shore. He is a Kanaka — and more, he is a man, a member of the kingly
species that has mastered matter and the brutes and lorded it over creation.

And one sits and thinks of Tristram’s last wrestle with the sea on that fatal morning;
and one thinks further, to the fact that that Kanaka has done what Tristram never
did, and that he knows a joy of the sea that Tristram never knew. And still further
one thinks. It is all very well, sitting here in cool shade of the beach, but you are a
man, one of the kingly species, and what that Kanaka can do, you can do yourself. Go
to. Strip off your clothes that are a nuisance in this mellow clime. Get in and wrestle
with the sea; wing your heels with the skill and power that reside in you; bit the sea’s
breakers, master them, and ride upon their backs as a king should.
And that is how it came about that I tackled surf-riding. And now that I have

tackled it, more than ever do I hold it to be a royal sport. But first let me explain
the physics of it. A wave is a communicated agitation. The water that composes the
body of a wave does not move. If it did, when a stone is thrown into a pond and the
ripples spread away in an ever widening circle, there would appear at the centre an ever
increasing hole. No, the water that composes the body of a wave is stationary. Thus,
you may watch a particular portion of the ocean’s surface and you will see the sane
water rise and fall a thousand times to the agitation communicated by a thousand
successive waves. Now imagine this communicated agitation moving shoreward. As
the bottom shoals, the lower portion of the wave strikes land first and is stopped. But
water is fluid, and the upper portion has not struck anything, wherefore it keeps on
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communicating its agitation, keeps on going. And when the top of the wave keeps on
going, while the bottom of it lags behind, something is bound to happen. The bottom
of the wave drops out from under and the top of the wave falls over, forward, and down,
curling and cresting and roaring as it does so. It is the bottom of a wave striking against
the top of the land that is the cause of all surfs.

But the transformation from a smooth undulation to a breaker is not abrupt except
where the bottom shoals abruptly. Say the bottom shoals gradually for from quarter of
a mile to a mile, then an equal distance will be occupied by the transformation. Such
a bottom is that off the beach of Waikiki, and it produces a splendid surf-riding surf.
One leaps upon the back of a breaker just as it begins to break, and stays on it as it
continues to break all the way in to shore.
And now to the particular physics of surf-riding. Get out on a flat board, six feet

long, two feet wide, and roughly oval in shape. Lie down upon it like a small boy on
a coaster and paddle with your hands out to deep water, where the waves begin to
crest. Lie out there quietly on the board. Sea after sea breaks before, behind, and
under and over you, and rushes in to shore, leaving you behind. When a wave crests,
it gets steeper. Imagine yourself, on your hoard, on the face of that steep slope. If
it stood still, you would slide down just as a boy slides down a hill on his coaster.
“But,” you object, “the wave doesn’t stand still.” Very true, but the water composing
the wave stands still, and there you have the secret. If ever you start sliding down
the face of that wave, you’ll keep on sliding and you’ll never reach the bottom. Please
don’t laugh. The face of that wave may be only six feet, yet you can slide down it a
quarter of a mile, or half a mile, and not reach the bottom. For, see, since a wave is
only a communicated agitation or impetus, and since the water that composes a wave
is changing every instant, new water is rising into the wave as fast as the wave travels.
You slide down this new water, and yet remain in your old position on the wave, sliding
down the still newer water that is rising and forming the wave. You slide precisely as
fast as the wave travels. If it travels fifteen miles an hour, you slide fifteen miles an
hour. Between you and shore stretches a quarter of mile of water. As the wave travels,
this water obligingly heaps itself into the wave, gravity does the rest, and down you
go, sliding the whole length of it. If you still cherish the notion, while sliding, that the
water is moving with you, thrust your arms into it and attempt to paddle; you will
find that you have to be remarkably quick to get a stroke, for that water is dropping
astern just as fast as you are rushing ahead.

And now for another phase of the physics of surf-riding. All rules have their excep-
tions. It is true that the water in a wave does not travel forward. But there is what may
be called the send of the sea. The water in the overtoppling crest does move forward,
as you will speedily realize if you are slapped in the face by it, or if you are caught
under it and are pounded by one mighty blow down under the surface panting and
gasping for half a minute. The water in the top of a wave rests upon the water in the
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bottom of the wave. But when the bottom of the wave strikes the land, it stops, while
the top goes on. It no longer has the bottom of the wave to hold it up. Where was
solid water beneath it, is now air, and for the first time it feels the grip of gravity,
and down it falls, at the same time being torn asunder from the lagging bottom of the
wave and flung forward. And it is because of this that riding a surf-board is something
more than a mere placid sliding down a hill. In truth, one is caught up and hurled
shoreward as by some Titan’s hand.
I deserted the cool shade, put on a swimming suit, and got hold of a surf-board. It

was too small a board. But I didn’t know, and nobody told me. I joined some little
Kanaka boys in shallow water, where the breakers were well spent and small — a
regular kindergarten school. I watched the little Kanaka boys. When a likely-looking
breaker came along, they flopped upon their stomachs on their boards, kicked like mad
with their feet, and rode the breaker in to the beach. I tried to emulate them. I watched
them, tried to do everything that they did, and failed utterly. The breaker swept past,
and I was not on it. I tried again and again. I kicked twice as madly as they did, and
failed. Half a dozen would be around. We would all leap on our boards in front of a
good breaker. Away our feet would churn like the stern-wheels of river steamboats, and
away the little rascals would scoot while I remained in disgrace behind.
I tried for a solid hour, and not one wave could I persuade to boost me shoreward.

And then arrived a friend, Alexander Hume Ford, a globe trotter by profession, bent
ever on the pursuit of sensation. And he had found it at Waikiki. Heading for Australia,
he had stopped off for a week to find out if there were any thrills in surf-riding, and
he had become wedded to it. He had been at it every day for a month and could not
yet see any symptoms of the fascination lessening on him. He spoke with authority.
“Get off that board,” he said. “Chuck it away at once. Look at the way you’re trying

to ride it. If ever the nose of that board hits bottom, you’ll be disembowelled. Here,
take my board. It’s a man’s size.”
I am always humble when confronted by knowledge. Ford knew. He showed me how

properly to mount his board. Then he waited for a good breaker, gave me a shove at
the right moment, and started me in. Ah, delicious moment when I felt that breaker
grip and fling me.
On I dashed, a hundred and fifty feet, and subsided with the breaker on the sand.

From that moment I was lost. I waded back to Ford with his board. It was a large
one, several inches thick, and weighed all of seventy-five pounds. He gave me advice,
much of it. He had had no one to teach him, and all that he had laboriously learned
in several weeks he communicated to me in half an hour. I really learned by proxy.
And inside of half an hour I was able to start myself and ride in. I did it time after
time, and Ford applauded and advised. For instance, he told me to get just so far
forward on the board and no farther. But I must have got some farther, for as I came
charging in to land, that miserable board poked its nose down to bottom, stopped
abruptly, and turned a somersault, at the same time violently severing our relations. I
was tossed through the air like a chip and buried ignominiously under the downfalling
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breaker. And I realized that if it hadn’t been for Ford, I’d have been disembowelled.
That particular risk is part of the sport, Ford says. Maybe he’ll have it happen to him
before he leaves Waikiki, and then, I feel confident, his yearning for sensation will be
satisfied for a time.

When all is said and done, it is my steadfast belief that homicide is worse than
suicide, especially if, in the former case, it is a woman. Ford saved me from being a
homicide. “Imagine your legs are a rudder,” he said. “Hold them close together, and
steer with them.” A few minutes later I came charging in on a comber. As I neared the
beach, there, in the water, up to her waist, dead in front of me, appeared a woman.
How was I to stop that comber on whose back I was? It looked like a dead woman.
The board weighed seventy-five pounds, I weighed a hundred and sixty-five. The added
weight had a velocity of fifteen miles per hour. The board and I constituted a projectile.
I leave it to the physicists to figure out the force of the impact upon that poor, tender
woman. And then I remembered my guardian angel, Ford. “Steer with your legs!” rang
through my brain. I steered with my legs, I steered sharply, abruptly, with all my legs
and with all my might. The board sheered around broadside on the crest. Many things
happened simultaneously. The wave gave me a passing buffet, a light tap as the taps of
waves go, but a tap sufficient to knock me off the board and smash me down through
the rushing water to bottom, with which I came in violent collision and upon which
I was rolled over and over. I got my head out for a breath of air and then gained my
feet. There stood the woman before me. I felt like a hero. I had saved her life. And
she laughed at me. It was not hysteria. She had never dreamed of her danger. Anyway,
I solaced myself, it was not I but Ford that saved her, and I didn’t have to feel like
a hero. And besides, that leg-steering was great. In a few minutes more of practice I
was able to thread my way in and out past several bathers and to remain on top my
breaker instead of going under it.
“To-morrow,” Ford said, “I am going to take you out into the blue water.”
I looked seaward where he pointed, and saw the great smoking combers that made

the breakers I had been riding look like ripples. I don’t know what I might have said
had I not recollected just then that I was one of a kingly species. So all that I did say
was, “All right, I’ll tackle them to-morrow.”
The water that rolls in on Waikiki Beach is just the same as the water that laves

the shores of all the Hawaiian Islands; and in ways, especially from the swimmer’s
standpoint, it is wonderful water. It is cool enough to be comfortable, while it is warm
enough to permit a swimmer to stay in all day without experiencing a chill. Under the
sun or the stars, at high noon or at midnight, in midwinter or in midsummer, it does
not matter when, it is always the same temperature — not too warm, not too cold,
just right. It is wonderful water, salt as old ocean itself, pure and crystal-clear. When
the nature of the water is considered, it is not so remarkable after all that the Kanakas
are one of the most expert of swimming races.
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So it was, next morning, when Ford came along, that I plunged into the wonderful
water for a swim of indeterminate length. Astride of our surf-boards, or, rather, flat
down upon them on our stomachs, we paddled out through the kindergarten where
the little Kanaka boys were at play. Soon we were out in deep water where the big
smokers came roaring in. The mere struggle with them, facing them and paddling
seaward over them and through them, was sport enough in itself. One had to have his
wits about him, for it was a battle in which mighty blows were struck, on one side,
and in which cunning was used on the other side — a struggle between insensate force
and intelligence. I soon learned a bit. When a breaker curled over my head, for a swift
instant I could see the light of day through its emerald body; then down would go
my head, and I would clutch the board with all my strength. Then would come the
blow, and to the onlooker on shore I would be blotted out. In reality the board and I
have passed through the crest and emerged in the respite of the other side. I should
not recommend those smashing blows to an invalid or delicate person. There is weight
behind them, and the impact of the driven water is like a sandblast. Sometimes one
passes through half a dozen combers in quick succession, and it is just about that time
that he is liable to discover new merits in the stable land and new reasons for being
on shore.
Out there in the midst of such a succession of big smoky ones, a third man was

added to our party, one Freeth. Shaking the water from my eyes as I emerged from
one wave and peered ahead to see what the next one looked like, I saw him tearing
in on the back of it, standing upright on his board, carelessly poised, a young god
bronzed with sunburn. We went through the wave on the back of which he rode. Ford
called to him. He turned an airspring from his wave, rescued his board from its maw,
paddled over to us and joined Ford in showing me things. One thing in particular I
learned from Freeth, namely, how to encounter the occasional breaker of exceptional
size that rolled in. Such breakers were really ferocious, and it was unsafe to meet them
on top of the board. But Freeth showed me, so that whenever I saw one of that calibre
rolling down on me, I slid off the rear end of the board and dropped down beneath the
surface, my arms over my head and holding the board. Thus, if the wave ripped the
board out of my hands and tried to strike me with it (a common trick of such waves),
there would be a cushion of water a foot or more in depth, between my head and the
blow. When the wave passed, I climbed upon the board and paddled on. Many men
have been terribly injured, I learn, by being struck by their boards.

The whole method of surf-riding and surf-fighting, learned, is one of non-resistance.
Dodge the blow that is struck at you. Dive through the wave that is trying to slap you
in the face. Sink down, feet first, deep under the surface, and let the big smoker that
is trying to smash you go by far overhead. Never be rigid. Relax. Yield yourself to the
waters that are ripping and tearing at you. When the undertow catches you and drags
you seaward along the bottom, don’t struggle against it. If you do, you are liable to
be drowned, for it is stronger than you. Yield yourself to that undertow. Swim with it,
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not against it, and you will find the pressure removed. And, swimming with it, fooling
it so that it does not hold you, swim upward at the same time. It will be no trouble
at all to reach the surface.
The man who wants to learn surf-riding must be a strong swimmer, and he must

be used to going under the water. After that, fair strength and common-sense are all
that is required. The force of the big comber is rather unexpected. There are mix-ups
in which board and rider are torn apart and separated by several hundred feet. The
surf-rider must take care of himself. No matter how many riders swim out with him,
he cannot depend upon any of them for aid. The fancied security I had in the presence
of Ford and Freeth made me forget that it was my first swim out in deep water among
the big ones. I recollected, however, and rather suddenly, for a big wave came in, and
away went the two men on its back all the way to shore. I could have been drowned a
dozen different ways before they got back to me.
One slides down the face of a breaker on his surf-board, but he has to get started

to sliding. Board and rider must be moving shoreward at a good rate before the wave
overtakes them. When you see the wave coming that you want to ride in, you turn tail
to it and paddle shoreward with all your strength, using what is called the windmill
stroke. This is a sort of spurt performed immediately in front of the wave. If the board
is going fast enough, the wave accelerates it, and the board begins its quarter-of-a-mile
slide.
I shall never forget the first big wave I caught out there in the deep water. I saw it

coming, turned my back on it and paddled for dear life. Faster and faster my board
went, till it seemed my arms would drop off. What was happening behind me I could
not tell. One cannot look behind and paddle the windmill stroke. I heard the crest
of the wave hissing and churning, and then my board was lifted and flung forward. I
scarcely knew what happened the first half-minute. Though I kept my eyes open, I
could not see anything, for I was buried in the rushing white of the crest. But I did not
mind. I was chiefly conscious of ecstatic bliss at having caught the wave. At the end, of
the half-minute, however, I began to see things, and to breathe. I saw that three feet of
the nose of my board was clear out of water and riding on the air. I shifted my weight
forward, and made the nose come down. Then I lay, quite at rest in the midst of the
wild movement, and watched the shore and the bathers on the beach grow distinct. I
didn’t cover quite a quarter of a mile on that wave, because, to prevent the board from
diving, I shifted my weight back, but shifted it too far and fell down the rear slope of
the wave.
It was my second day at surf-riding, and I was quite proud of myself. I stayed out

there four hours, and when it was over, I was resolved that on the morrow I’d come
in standing up. But that resolution paved a distant place. On the morrow I was in
bed. I was not sick, but I was very unhappy, and I was in bed. When describing the
wonderful water of Hawaii I forgot to describe the wonderful sun of Hawaii. It is a
tropic sun, and, furthermore, in the first part of June, it is an overhead sun. It is also
an insidious, deceitful sun. For the first time in my life I was sunburned unawares. My
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arms, shoulders, and back had been burned many times in the past and were tough;
but not so my legs. And for four hours I had exposed the tender backs of my legs, at
right-angles, to that perpendicular Hawaiian sun. It was not until after I got ashore
that I discovered the sun had touched me. Sunburn at first is merely warm; after that
it grows intense and the blisters come out. Also, the joints, where the skin wrinkles,
refuse to bend. That is why I spent the next day in bed. I couldn’t walk. And that
is why, to-day, I am writing this in bed. It is easier to than not to. But to-morrow,
ah, to-morrow, I shall be out in that wonderful water, and I shall come in standing
up, even as Ford and Freeth. And if I fail to-morrow, I shall do it the next day, or the
next. Upon one thing I am resolved: the Snark shall not sail from Honolulu until I, too,
wing my heels with the swiftness of the sea, and become a sun-burned, skin-peeling
Mercury.

Chapter VII — The Lepers of Molokai
When the Snark sailed along the windward coast of Molokai, on her way to Honolulu,

I looked at the chart, then pointed to a low-lying peninsula backed by a tremendous
cliff varying from two to four thousand feet in height, and said: “The pit of hell, the
most cursed place on earth.” I should have been shocked, if, at that moment, I could
have caught a vision of myself a month later, ashore in the most cursed place on earth
and having a disgracefully good time along with eight hundred of the lepers who were
likewise having a good time. Their good time was not disgraceful; but mine was, for
in the midst of so much misery it was not meet for me to have a good time. That is
the way I felt about it, and my only excuse is that I couldn’t help having a good time.
For instance, in the afternoon of the Fourth of July all the lepers gathered at the race-

track for the sports. I had wandered away from the Superintendent and the physicians
in order to get a snapshot of the finish of one of the races. It was an interesting race,
and partisanship ran high. Three horses were entered, one ridden by a Chinese, one
by an Hawaiian, and one by a Portuguese boy. All three riders were lepers; so were
the judges and the crowd. The race was twice around the track. The Chinese and
the Hawaiian got away together and rode neck and neck, the Portuguese boy toiling
along two hundred feet behind. Around they went in the same positions. Halfway
around on the second and final lap the Chinese pulled away and got one length ahead
of the Hawaiian. At the same time the Portuguese boy was beginning to crawl up.
But it looked hopeless. The crowd went wild. All the lepers were passionate lovers of
horseflesh. The Portuguese boy crawled nearer and nearer. I went wild, too. They were
on the home stretch. The Portuguese boy passed the Hawaiian. There was a thunder of
hoofs, a rush of the three horses bunched together, the jockeys plying their whips, and
every last onlooker bursting his throat, or hers, with shouts and yells. Nearer, nearer,
inch by inch, the Portuguese boy crept up, and passed, yes, passed, winning by a head
from the Chinese. I came to myself in a group of lepers. They were yelling, tossing
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their hats, and dancing around like fiends. So was I. When I came to I was waving my
hat and murmuring ecstatically: “By golly, the boy wins! The boy wins!”
I tried to check myself. I assured myself that I was witnessing one of the horrors of

Molokai, and that it was shameful for me, under such circumstances, to be so light-
hearted and light-headed. But it was no use. The next event was a donkey-race, and
it was just starting; so was the fun. The last donkey in was to win the race, and what
complicated the affair was that no rider rode his own donkey. They rode one another’s
donkeys, the result of which was that each man strove to make the donkey he rode
beat his own donkey ridden by some one else, Naturally, only men possessing very
slow or extremely obstreperous donkeys had entered them for the race. One donkey
had been trained to tuck in its legs and lie down whenever its rider touched its sides
with his heels. Some donkeys strove to turn around and come back; others developed
a penchant for the side of the track, where they stuck their heads over the railing and
stopped; while all of them dawdled. Halfway around the track one donkey got into an
argument with its rider. When all the rest of the donkeys had crossed the wire, that
particular donkey was still arguing. He won the race, though his rider lost it and came
in on foot. And all the while nearly a thousand lepers were laughing uproariously at
the fun. Anybody in my place would have joined with them in having a good time.
All the foregoing is by way of preamble to the statement that the horrors of Molokai,

as they have been painted in the past, do not exist. The Settlement has been written up
repeatedly by sensationalists, and usually by sensationalists who have never laid eyes
on it. Of course, leprosy is leprosy, and it is a terrible thing; but so much that is lurid
has been written about Molokai that neither the lepers, nor those who devote their
lives to them, have received a fair deal. Here is a case in point. A newspaper writer,
who, of course, had never been near the Settlement, vividly described Superintendent
McVeigh, crouching in a grass hut and being besieged nightly by starving lepers on
their knees, wailing for food. This hair-raising account was copied by the press all over
the United States and was the cause of many indignant and protesting editorials. Well,
I lived and slept for five days in Mr. McVeigh’s “grass hut” (which was a comfortable
wooden cottage, by the way; and there isn’t a grass house in the whole Settlement),
and I heard the lepers wailing for food — only the wailing was peculiarly harmonious
and rhythmic, and it was accompanied by the music of stringed instruments, violins,
guitars, ukuleles, and banjos. Also, the wailing was of various sorts. The leper brass
band wailed, and two singing societies wailed, and lastly a quintet of excellent voices
wailed. So much for a lie that should never have been printed. The wailing was the
serenade which the glee clubs always give Mr. McVeigh when he returns from a trip
to Honolulu.
Leprosy is not so contagious as is imagined. I went for a week’s visit to the Set-

tlement, and I took my wife along — all of which would not have happened had we
had any apprehension of contracting the disease. Nor did we wear long, gauntleted
gloves and keep apart from the lepers. On the contrary, we mingled freely with them,
and before we left, knew scores of them by sight and name. The precautions of simple
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cleanliness seem to be all that is necessary. On returning to their own houses, after
having been among and handling lepers, the non-lepers, such as the physicians and
the superintendent, merely wash their faces and hands with mildly antiseptic soap and
change their coats.

That a leper is unclean, however, should be insisted upon; and the segregation of
lepers, from what little is known of the disease, should be rigidly maintained. On the
other hand, the awful horror with which the leper has been regarded in the past, and
the frightful treatment he has received, have been unnecessary and cruel. In order to
dispel some of the popular misapprehensions of leprosy, I want to tell something of
the relations between the lepers and non-lepers as I observed them at Molokai. On
the morning after our arrival Charmian and I attended a shoot of the Kalaupapa Rifle
Club, and caught our first glimpse of the democracy of affliction and alleviation that
obtains. The club was just beginning a prize shoot for a cup put up by Mr. McVeigh,
who is also a member of the club, as also are Dr. Goodhue and Dr. Hollmann, the
resident physicians (who, by the way, live in the Settlement with their wives). All
about us, in the shooting booth, were the lepers. Lepers and non-lepers were using
the same guns, and all were rubbing shoulders in the confined space. The majority of
the lepers were Hawaiians. Sitting beside me on a bench was a Norwegian. Directly
in front of me, in the stand, was an American, a veteran of the Civil War, who had
fought on the Confederate side. He was sixty-five years of age, but that did not prevent
him from running up a good score. Strapping Hawaiian policemen, lepers, khaki-clad,
were also shooting, as were Portuguese, Chinese, and kokuas — the latter are native
helpers in the Settlement who are non-lepers. And on the afternoon that Charmian
and I climbed the two-thousand-foot pali and looked our last upon the Settlement,
the superintendent, the doctors, and the mixture of nationalities and of diseased and
non-diseased were all engaged in an exciting baseball game.
Not so was the leper and his greatly misunderstood and feared disease treated

during the middle ages in Europe. At that time the leper was considered legally and
politically dead. He was placed in a funeral procession and led to the church, where
the burial service was read over him by the officiating clergyman. Then a spadeful of
earth was dropped upon his chest and he was dead-living dead. While this rigorous
treatment was largely unnecessary, nevertheless, one thing was learned by it. Leprosy
was unknown in Europe until it was introduced by the returning Crusaders, whereupon
it spread slowly until it had seized upon large numbers of the people. Obviously, it was
a disease that could be contracted by contact. It was a contagion, and it was equally
obvious that it could be eradicated by segregation. Terrible and monstrous as was the
treatment of the leper in those days, the great lesson of segregation was learned. By
its means leprosy was stamped out.
And by the same means leprosy is even now decreasing in the Hawaiian Islands. But

the segregation of the lepers on Molokai is not the horrible nightmare that has been so
often exploited by YELLOW writers. In the first place, the leper is not torn ruthlessly
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from his family. When a suspect is discovered, he is invited by the Board of Health to
come to the Kalihi receiving station at Honolulu. His fare and all expenses are paid
for him. He is first passed upon by microscopical examination by the bacteriologist of
the Board of Health. If the bacillus leprae is found, the patient is examined by the
Board of Examining Physicians, five in number. If found by them to be a leper, he is
so declared, which finding is later officially confirmed by the Board of Health, and the
leper is ordered straight to Molokai. Furthermore, during the thorough trial that is
given his case, the patient has the right to be represented by a physician whom he can
select and employ for himself. Nor, after having been declared a leper, is the patient
immediately rushed off to Molokai. He is given ample time, weeks, and even months,
sometimes, during which he stays at Kalihi and winds up or arranges all his business
affairs. At Molokai, in turn, he may be visited by his relatives, business agents, etc.,
though they are not permitted to eat and sleep in his house. Visitors’ houses, kept
“clean,” are maintained for this purpose.
I saw an illustration of the thorough trial given the suspect, when I visited Kalihi

with Mr. Pinkham, president of the Board of Health. The suspect was an Hawaiian,
seventy years of age, who for thirty-four years had worked in Honolulu as a pressman
in a printing office. The bacteriologist had decided that he was a leper, the Examining
Board had been unable to make up its mind, and that day all had come out to Kalihi
to make another examination.
When at Molokai, the declared leper has the privilege of re-examination, and pa-

tients are continually coming back to Honolulu for that purpose. The steamer that
took me to Molokai had on board two returning lepers, both young women, one of
whom had come to Honolulu to settle up some property she owned, and the other had
come to Honolulu to see her sick mother. Both had remained at Kalihi for a month.
The Settlement of Molokai enjoys a far more delightful climate than even Honolulu,

being situated on the windward side of the island in the path of the fresh north-
east trades. The scenery is magnificent; on one side is the blue sea, on the other the
wonderful wall of the pali, receding here and there into beautiful mountain valleys.
Everywhere are grassy pastures over which roam the hundreds of horses which are
owned by the lepers. Some of them have their own carts, rigs, and traps. In the little
harbour of Kalaupapa lie fishing boats and a steam launch, all of which are privately
owned and operated by lepers. Their bounds upon the sea are, of course, determined:
otherwise no restriction is put upon their sea-faring. Their fish they sell to the Board
of Health, and the money they receive is their own. While I was there, one night’s
catch was four thousand pounds.

And as these men fish, others farm. All trades are followed. One leper, a pure
Hawaiian, is the boss painter. He employs eight men, and takes contracts for painting
buildings from the Board of Health. He is a member of the Kalaupapa Rifle Club,
where I met him, and I must confess that he was far better dressed than I. Another
man, similarly situated, is the boss carpenter. Then, in addition to the Board of Health
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store, there are little privately owned stores, where those with shopkeeper’s souls may
exercise their peculiar instincts. The Assistant Superintendent, Mr. Waiamau, a finely
educated and able man, is a pure Hawaiian and a leper. Mr. Bartlett, who is the present
storekeeper, is an American who was in business in Honolulu before he was struck down
by the disease. All that these men earn is that much in their own pockets. If they do
not work, they are taken care of anyway by the territory, given food, shelter, clothes,
and medical attendance. The Board of Health carries on agriculture, stock-raising, and
dairying, for local use, and employment at fair wages is furnished to all that wish to
work. They are not compelled to work, however, for they are the wards of the territory.
For the young, and the very old, and the helpless there are homes and hospitals.
Major Lee, an American and long a marine engineer for the Inter Island Steamship

Company, I met actively at work in the new steam laundry, where he was busy installing
the machinery. I met him often, afterwards, and one day he said to me:
“Give us a good breeze about how we live here. For heaven’s sake write us up straight.

Put your foot down on this chamber-of-horrors rot and all the rest of it. We don’t like
being misrepresented. We’ve got some feelings. Just tell the world how we really are
in here.”
Man after man that I met in the Settlement, and woman after woman, in one way

or another expressed the same sentiment. It was patent that they resented bitterly the
sensational and untruthful way in which they have been exploited in the past.
In spite of the fact that they are afflicted by disease, the lepers form a happy

colony, divided into two villages and numerous country and seaside homes, of nearly a
thousand souls. They have six churches, a Young Men’s Christian Association building,
several assembly halls, a band stand, a race-track, baseball grounds, shooting ranges,
an athletic club, numerous glee clubs, and two brass bands.
“They are so contented down there,” Mr. Pinkham told me, “that you can’t drive

them away with a shot-gun.”
This I later verified for myself. In January of this year, eleven of the lepers, on

whom the disease, after having committed certain ravages, showed no further signs of
activity, were brought back to Honolulu for re-examination. They were loath to come;
and, on being asked whether or not they wanted to go free if found clean of leprosy,
one and all answered, “Back to Molokai.”

In the old days, before the discovery of the leprosy bacillus, a small number of
men and women, suffering from various and wholly different diseases, were adjudged
lepers and sent to Molokai. Years afterward they suffered great consternation when
the bacteriologists declared that they were not afflicted with leprosy and never had
been. They fought against being sent away from Molokai, and in one way or another,
as helpers and nurses, they got jobs from the Board of Health and remained. The
present jailer is one of these men. Declared to be a non-leper, he accepted, on salary,
the charge of the jail, in order to escape being sent away.
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At the present moment, in Honolulu, there is a bootblack. He is an American negro.
Mr. McVeigh told me about him. Long ago, before the bacteriological tests, he was
sent to Molokai as a leper. As a ward of the state he developed a superlative degree of
independence and fomented much petty mischief. And then, one day, after having been
for years a perennial source of minor annoyances, the bacteriological test was applied,
and he was declared a non-leper.
“Ah, ha!” chortled Mr. McVeigh. “Now I’ve got you! Out you go on the next steamer

and good riddance!”

But the negro didn’t want to go. Immediately he married an old woman, in the
last stages of leprosy, and began petitioning the Board of Health for permission to
remain and nurse his sick wife. There was no one, he said pathetically, who could take
care of his poor wife as well as he could. But they saw through his game, and he was
deported on the steamer and given the freedom of the world. But he preferred Molokai.
Landing on the leeward side of Molokai, he sneaked down the pali one night and took
up his abode in the Settlement. He was apprehended, tried and convicted of trespass,
sentenced to pay a small fine, and again deported on the steamer with the warning
that if he trespassed again, he would be fined one hundred dollars and be sent to prison
in Honolulu. And now, when Mr. McVeigh comes up to Honolulu, the bootblack shines
his shoes for him and says:
“Say, Boss, I lost a good home down there. Yes, sir, I lost a good home.” Then his

voice sinks to a confidential whisper as he says, “Say, Boss, can’t I go back? Can’t you
fix it for me so as I can go back?”
He had lived nine years on Molokai, and he had had a better time there than he

has ever had, before and after, on the outside.
As regards the fear of leprosy itself, nowhere in the Settlement among lepers, or

non-lepers, did I see any sign of it. The chief horror of leprosy obtains in the minds of
those who have never seen a leper and who do not know anything about the disease.
At the hotel at Waikiki a lady expressed shuddering amazement at my having the
hardihood to pay a visit to the Settlement. On talking with her I learned that she had
been born in Honolulu, had lived there all her life, and had never laid eyes on a leper.
That was more than I could say of myself in the United States, where the segregation
of lepers is loosely enforced and where I have repeatedly seen lepers on the streets of
large cities.
Leprosy is terrible, there is no getting away from that; but from what little I know

of the disease and its degree of contagiousness, I would by far prefer to spend the
rest of my days in Molokai than in any tuberculosis sanatorium. In every city and
county hospital for poor people in the United States, or in similar institutions in other
countries, sights as terrible as those in Molokai can be witnessed, and the sum total
of these sights is vastly more terrible. For that matter, if it were given me to choose
between being compelled to live in Molokai for the rest of my life, or in the East End
of London, the East Side of New York, or the Stockyards of Chicago, I would select
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Molokai without debate. I would prefer one year of life in Molokai to five years of life
in the above-mentioned cesspools of human degradation and misery.

In Molokai the people are happy. I shall never forget the celebration of the Fourth of
July I witnessed there. At six o’clock in the morning the “horribles” were out, dressed
fantastically, astride horses, mules, and donkeys (their own property), and cutting
capers all over the Settlement. Two brass bands were out as well. Then there were the
pa-u riders, thirty or forty of them, Hawaiian women all, superb horsewomen dressed
gorgeously in the old, native riding costume, and dashing about in twos and threes and
groups. In the afternoon Charmian and I stood in the judge’s stand and awarded the
prizes for horsemanship and costume to the pa-u riders. All about were the hundreds
of lepers, with wreaths of flowers on heads and necks and shoulders, looking on and
making merry. And always, over the brows of hills and across the grassy level stretches,
appearing and disappearing, were the groups of men and women, gaily dressed, on
galloping horses, horses and riders flower-bedecked and flower-garlanded, singing, and
laughing, and riding like the wind. And as I stood in the judge’s stand and looked at
all this, there came to my recollection the lazar house of Havana, where I had once
beheld some two hundred lepers, prisoners inside four restricted walls until they died.
No, there are a few thousand places I wot of in this world over which I would select
Molokai as a place of permanent residence. In the evening we went to one of the leper
assembly halls, where, before a crowded audience, the singing societies contested for
prizes, and where the night wound up with a dance. I have seen the Hawaiians living
in the slums of Honolulu, and, having seen them, I can readily understand why the
lepers, brought up from the Settlement for re-examination, shouted one and all, “Back
to Molokai!”
One thing is certain. The leper in the Settlement is far better off than the leper

who lies in hiding outside. Such a leper is a lonely outcast, living in constant fear of
discovery and slowly and surely rotting away. The action of leprosy is not steady. It lays
hold of its victim, commits a ravage, and then lies dormant for an indeterminate period.
It may not commit another ravage for five years, or ten years, or forty years, and the
patient may enjoy uninterrupted good health. Rarely, however, do these first ravages
cease of themselves. The skilled surgeon is required, and the skilled surgeon cannot be
called in for the leper who is in hiding. For instance, the first ravage may take the form
of a perforating ulcer in the sole of the foot. When the bone is reached, necrosis sets
in. If the leper is in hiding, he cannot be operated upon, the necrosis will continue to
eat its way up the bone of the leg, and in a brief and horrible time that leper will die
of gangrene or some other terrible complication. On the other hand, if that same leper
is in Molokai, the surgeon will operate upon the foot, remove the ulcer, cleanse the
bone, and put a complete stop to that particular ravage of the disease. A month after
the operation the leper will be out riding horseback, running foot races, swimming in
the breakers, or climbing the giddy sides of the valleys for mountain apples. And as
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has been stated before, the disease, lying dormant, may not again attack him for five,
ten, or forty years.
The old horrors of leprosy go back to the conditions that obtained before the days

of antiseptic surgery, and before the time when physicians like Dr. Goodhue and Dr.
Hollmann went to live at the Settlement. Dr. Goodhue is the pioneer surgeon there,
and too much praise cannot be given him for the noble work he has done. I spent one
morning in the operating room with him and of the three operations he performed,
two were on men, newcomers, who had arrived on the same steamer with me. In each
case, the disease had attacked in one spot only. One had a perforating ulcer in the
ankle, well advanced, and the other man was suffering from a similar affliction, well
advanced, under his arm. Both cases were well advanced because the man had been
on the outside and had not been treated. In each case. Dr. Goodhue put an immediate
and complete stop to the ravage, and in four weeks those two men will be as well and
able-bodied as they ever were in their lives. The only difference between them and you
or me is that the disease is lying dormant in their bodies and may at any future time
commit another ravage.
Leprosy is as old as history. References to it are found in the earliest written records.

And yet to-day practically nothing more is known about it than was known then. This
much was known then, namely, that it was contagious and that those afflicted by it
should be segregated. The difference between then and now is that to-day the leper
is more rigidly segregated and more humanely treated. But leprosy itself still remains
the same awful and profound mystery. A reading of the reports of the physicians and
specialists of all countries reveals the baffling nature of the disease. These leprosy
specialists are unanimous on no one phase of the disease. They do not know. In the
past they rashly and dogmatically generalized. They generalize no longer. The one
possible generalization that can be drawn from all the investigation that has been
made is that leprosy is FEEBLY CONTAGIOUS. But in what manner it is feebly
contagious is not known. They have isolated the bacillus of leprosy. They can determine
by bacteriological examination whether or not a person is a leper; but they are as far
away as ever from knowing how that bacillus finds its entrance into the body of a non-
leper. They do not know the length of time of incubation. They have tried to inoculate
all sorts of animals with leprosy, and have failed.
They are baffled in the discovery of a serum wherewith to fight the disease. And in

all their work, as yet, they have found no clue, no cure. Sometimes there have been
blazes of hope, theories of causation and much heralded cures, but every time the
darkness of failure quenched the flame. A doctor insists that the cause of leprosy is a
long-continued fish diet, and he proves his theory voluminously till a physician from
the highlands of India demands why the natives of that district should therefore be
afflicted by leprosy when they have never eaten fish, nor all the generations of their
fathers before them. A man treats a leper with a certain kind of oil or drug, announces
a cure, and five, ten, or forty years afterwards the disease breaks out again. It is this
trick of leprosy lying dormant in the body for indeterminate periods that is responsible
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for many alleged cures. But this much is certain: AS YET THERE HAS BEEN NO
AUTHENTIC CASE OF A CURE.
Leprosy is FEEBLY CONTAGIOUS, but how is it contagious? An Austrian physi-

cian has inoculated himself and his assistants with leprosy and failed to catch it. But
this is not conclusive, for there is the famous case of the Hawaiian murderer who had
his sentence of death commuted to life imprisonment on his agreeing to be inoculated
with the bacillus leprae. Some time after inoculation, leprosy made its appearance, and
the man died a leper on Molokai. Nor was this conclusive, for it was discovered that
at the time he was inoculated several members of his family were already suffering
from the disease on Molokai. He may have contracted the disease from them, and it
may have been well along in its mysterious period of incubation at the time he was
officially inoculated. Then there is the case of that hero of the Church, Father Damien,
who went to Molokai a clean man and died a leper. There have been many theories as
to how he contracted leprosy, but nobody knows. He never knew himself. But every
chance that he ran has certainly been run by a woman at present living in the Set-
tlement; who has lived there many years; who has had five leper husbands, and had
children by them; and who is to-day, as she always has been, free of the disease.

As yet no light has been shed upon the mystery of leprosy. When more is learned
about the disease, a cure for it may be expected. Once an efficacious serum is discovered,
and leprosy, because it is so feebly contagious, will pass away swiftly from the earth.
The battle waged with it will be short and sharp. In the meantime, how to discover
that serum, or some other unguessed weapon? In the present it is a serious matter.
It is estimated that there are half a million lepers, not segregated, in India alone.
Carnegie libraries, Rockefeller universities, and many similar benefactions are all very
well; but one cannot help thinking how far a few thousands of dollars would go, say in
the leper Settlement of Molokai. The residents there are accidents of fate, scapegoats
to some mysterious natural law of which man knows nothing, isolated for the welfare
of their fellows who else might catch the dread disease, even as they have caught it,
nobody knows how. Not for their sakes merely, but for the sake of future generations,
a few thousands of dollars would go far in a legitimate and scientific search after a
cure for leprosy, for a serum, or for some undreamed discovery that will enable the
medical world to exterminate the bacillus leprae. There’s the place for your money,
you philanthropists.

Chapter VIII — The House of the Sun
There are hosts of people who journey like restless spirits round and about this

earth in search of seascapes and landscapes and the wonders and beauties of nature.
They overrun Europe in armies; they can be met in droves and herds in Florida and
the West Indies, at the Pyramids, and on the slopes and summits of the Canadian and
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American Rockies; but in the House of the Sun they are as rare as live and wriggling
dinosaurs. Haleakala is the Hawaiian name for “the House of the Sun.” It is a noble
dwelling, situated on the Island of Maui; but so few tourists have ever peeped into
it, much less entered it, that their number may be practically reckoned as zero. Yet I
venture to state that for natural beauty and wonder the nature-lover may see dissimilar
things as great as Haleakala, but no greater, while he will never see elsewhere anything
more beautiful or wonderful. Honolulu is six days’ steaming from San Francisco; Maui
is a night’s run on the steamer from Honolulu; and six hours more if he is in a hurry,
can bring the traveller to Kolikoli, which is ten thousand and thirty-two feet above the
sea and which stands hard by the entrance portal to the House of the Sun. Yet the
tourist comes not, and Haleakala sleeps on in lonely and unseen grandeur.
Not being tourists, we of the Snark went to Haleakala. On the slopes of that mon-

ster mountain there is a cattle ranch of some fifty thousand acres, where we spent the
night at an altitude of two thousand feet. The next morning it was boots and saddles,
and with cow-boys and pack-horses we climbed to Ukulele, a mountain ranch-house,
the altitude of which, fifty-five hundred feet, gives a severely temperate climate, com-
pelling blankets at night and a roaring fireplace in the living-room. Ukulele, by the
way, is the Hawaiian for “jumping flea” as it is also the Hawaiian for a certain musical
instrument that may be likened to a young guitar. It is my opinion that the mountain
ranch-house was named after the young guitar. We were not in a hurry, and we spent
the day at Ukulele, learnedly discussing altitudes and barometers and shaking our par-
ticular barometer whenever any one’s argument stood in need of demonstration. Our
barometer was the most graciously acquiescent instrument I have ever seen. Also, we
gathered mountain raspberries, large as hen’s eggs and larger, gazed up the pasture-
covered lava slopes to the summit of Haleakala, forty-five hundred feet above us, and
looked down upon a mighty battle of the clouds that was being fought beneath us,
ourselves in the bright sunshine.

Every day and every day this unending battle goes on. Ukiukiu is the name of
the trade-wind that comes raging down out of the north-east and hurls itself upon
Haleakala. Now Haleakala is so bulky and tall that it turns the north-east trade-wind
aside on either hand, so that in the lee of Haleakala no trade-wind blows at all. On the
contrary, the wind blows in the counter direction, in the teeth of the north-east trade.
This wind is called Naulu. And day and night and always Ukiukiu and Naulu strive
with each other, advancing, retreating, flanking, curving, curling, and turning and
twisting, the conflict made visible by the cloud-masses plucked from the heavens and
hurled back and forth in squadrons, battalions, armies, and great mountain ranges.
Once in a while, Ukiukiu, in mighty gusts, flings immense cloud-masses clear over
the summit of Haleakala; whereupon Naulu craftily captures them, lines them up in
new battle-formation, and with them smites back at his ancient and eternal antagonist.
Then Ukiukiu sends a great cloud-army around the eastern-side of the mountain. It is a
flanking movement, well executed. But Naulu, from his lair on the leeward side, gathers
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the flanking army in, pulling and twisting and dragging it, hammering it into shape,
and sends it charging back against Ukiukiu around the western side of the mountain.
And all the while, above and below the main battle-field, high up the slopes toward
the sea, Ukiukiu and Naulu are continually sending out little wisps of cloud, in ragged
skirmish line, that creep and crawl over the ground, among the trees and through
the canyons, and that spring upon and capture one another in sudden ambuscades
and sorties. And sometimes Ukiukiu or Naulu, abruptly sending out a heavy charging
column, captures the ragged little skirmishers or drives them skyward, turning over
and over, in vertical whirls, thousands of feet in the air.
But it is on the western slopes of Haleakala that the main battle goes on. Here

Naulu masses his heaviest formations and wins his greatest victories. Ukiukiu grows
weak toward late afternoon, which is the way of all trade-winds, and is driven backward
by Naulu. Naulu’s generalship is excellent. All day he has been gathering and packing
away immense reserves. As the afternoon draws on, he welds them into a solid column,
sharp-pointed, miles in length, a mile in width, and hundreds of feet thick. This column
he slowly thrusts forward into the broad battle-front of Ukiukiu, and slowly and surely
Ukiukiu, weakening fast, is split asunder. But it is not all bloodless. At times Ukiukiu
struggles wildly, and with fresh accessions of strength from the limitless north-east,
smashes away half a mile at a time of Naulu’s column and sweeps it off and away toward
West Maui. Sometimes, when the two charging armies meet end-on, a tremendous
perpendicular whirl results, the cloud-masses, locked together, mounting thousands of
feet into the air and turning over and over. A favourite device of Ukiukiu is to send
a low, squat formation, densely packed, forward along the ground and under Naulu.
When Ukiukiu is under, he proceeds to buck. Naulu’s mighty middle gives to the blow
and bends upward, but usually he turns the attacking column back upon itself and sets
it milling. And all the while the ragged little skirmishers, stray and detached, sneak
through the trees and canyons, crawl along and through the grass, and surprise one
another with unexpected leaps and rushes; while above, far above, serene and lonely
in the rays of the setting sun, Haleakala looks down upon the conflict. And so, the
night. But in the morning, after the fashion of trade-winds, Ukiukiu gathers strength
and sends the hosts of Naulu rolling back in confusion and rout. And one day is like
another day in the battle of the clouds, where Ukiukiu and Naulu strive eternally on
the slopes of Haleakala.
Again in the morning, it was boots and saddles, cow-boys, and packhorses, and

the climb to the top began. One packhorse carried twenty gallons of water, slung in
five-gallon bags on either side; for water is precious and rare in the crater itself, in
spite of the fact that several miles to the north and east of the crater-rim more rain
comes down than in any other place in the world. The way led upward across countless
lava flows, without regard for trails, and never have I seen horses with such perfect
footing as that of the thirteen that composed our outfit. They climbed or dropped down
perpendicular places with the sureness and coolness of mountain goats, and never a
horse fell or baulked.
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There is a familiar and strange illusion experienced by all who climb isolated moun-
tains. The higher one climbs, the more of the earth’s surface becomes visible, and the
effect of this is that the horizon seems up-hill from the observer. This illusion is es-
pecially notable on Haleakala, for the old volcano rises directly from the sea without
buttresses or connecting ranges. In consequence, as fast as we climbed up the grim
slope of Haleakala, still faster did Haleakala, ourselves, and all about us, sink down
into the centre of what appeared a profound abyss. Everywhere, far above us, towered
the horizon. The ocean sloped down from the horizon to us. The higher we climbed,
the deeper did we seem to sink down, the farther above us shone the horizon, and the
steeper pitched the grade up to that horizontal line where sky and ocean met. It was
weird and unreal, and vagrant thoughts of Simm’s Hole and of the volcano through
which Jules Verne journeyed to the centre of the earth flitted through one’s mind.

And then, when at last we reached the summit of that monster mountain, which
summit was like the bottom of an inverted cone situated in the centre of an awful
cosmic pit, we found that we were at neither top nor bottom. Far above us was the
heaven-towering horizon, and far beneath us, where the top of the mountain should
have been, was a deeper deep, the great crater, the House of the Sun. Twenty-three
miles around stretched the dizzy wells of the crater. We stood on the edge of the nearly
vertical western wall, and the floor of the crater lay nearly half a mile beneath. This
floor, broken by lava-flows and cinder-cones, was as red and fresh and uneroded as if
it were but yesterday that the fires went out. The cinder-cones, the smallest over four
hundred feet in height and the largest over nine hundred, seemed no more than puny
little sand-hills, so mighty was the magnitude of the setting. Two gaps, thousands of
feet deep, broke the rim of the crater, and through these Ukiukiu vainly strove to drive
his fleecy herds of trade-wind clouds. As fast as they advanced through the gaps, the
heat of the crater dissipated them into thin air, and though they advanced always,
they got nowhere.
It was a scene of vast bleakness and desolation, stern, forbidding, fascinating. We

gazed down upon a place of fire and earthquake. The tie-ribs of earth lay bare before
us. It was a workshop of nature still cluttered with the raw beginnings of world-making.
Here and there great dikes of primordial rock had thrust themselves up from the bowels
of earth, straight through the molten surface-ferment that had evidently cooled only
the other day. It was all unreal and unbelievable. Looking upward, far above us (in
reality beneath us) floated the cloud-battle of Ukiukiu and Naulu. And higher up
the slope of the seeming abyss, above the cloud-battle, in the air and sky, hung the
islands of Lanai and Molokai. Across the crater, to the south-east, still apparently
looking upward, we saw ascending, first, the turquoise sea, then the white surf-line of
the shore of Hawaii; above that the belt of trade-clouds, and next, eighty miles away,
rearing their stupendous hulks out of the azure sky, tipped with snow, wreathed with
cloud, trembling like a mirage, the peaks of Mauna Kea and Mauna Loa hung poised
on the wall of heaven.
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It is told that long ago, one Maui, the son of Hina, lived on what is now known as
West Maui. His mother, Hina, employed her time in the making of kapas. She must
have made them at night, for her days were occupied in trying to dry the kapas. Each
morning, and all morning, she toiled at spreading them out in the sun. But no sooner
were they out, than she began taking them in, in order to have them all under shelter
for the night. For know that the days were shorter then than now. Maui watched his
mother’s futile toil and felt sorry for her. He decided to do something — oh, no, not
to help her hang out and take in the kapas. He was too clever for that. His idea was to
make the sun go slower. Perhaps he was the first Hawaiian astronomer. At any rate, he
took a series of observations of the sun from various parts of the island. His conclusion
was that the sun’s path was directly across Haleakala. Unlike Joshua, he stood in no
need of divine assistance. He gathered a huge quantity of coconuts, from the fibre of
which he braided a stout cord, and in one end of which he made a noose, even as
the cow-boys of Haleakala do to this day. Next he climbed into the House of the Sun
and laid in wait. When the sun came tearing along the path, bent on completing its
journey in the shortest time possible, the valiant youth threw his lariat around one
of the sun’s largest and strongest beams. He made the sun slow down some; also, he
broke the beam short off. And he kept on roping and breaking off beams till the sun
said it was willing to listen to reason. Maui set forth his terms of peace, which the
sun accepted, agreeing to go more slowly thereafter. Wherefore Hina had ample time
in which to dry her kapas, and the days are longer than they used to be, which last is
quite in accord with the teachings of modern astronomy.

We had a lunch of jerked beef and hard poi in a stone corral, used of old time for
the night-impounding of cattle being driven across the island. Then we skirted the
rim for half a mile and began the descent into the crater. Twenty-five hundred feet
beneath lay the floor, and down a steep slope of loose volcanic cinders we dropped,
the sure-footed horses slipping and sliding, but always keeping their feet. The black
surface of the cinders, when broken by the horses’ hoofs, turned to a yellow ochre dust,
virulent in appearance and acid of taste, that arose in clouds. There was a gallop across
a level stretch to the mouth of a convenient blow-hole, and then the descent continued
in clouds of volcanic dust, winding in and out among cinder-cones, brick-red, old rose,
and purplish black of colour. Above us, higher and higher, towered the crater-walls,
while we journeyed on across innumerable lava-flows, turning and twisting a devious
way among the adamantine billows of a petrified sea. Saw-toothed waves of lava vexed
the surface of this weird ocean, while on either hand arose jagged crests and spiracles
of fantastic shape. Our way led on past a bottomless pit and along and over the main
stream of the latest lava-flow for seven miles.

At the lower end of the crater was our camping spot, in a small grove of olapa
and kolea trees, tucked away in a corner of the crater at the base of walls that rose
perpendicularly fifteen hundred feet. Here was pasturage for the horses, but no water,
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and first we turned aside and picked our way across a mile of lava to a known water-
hole in a crevice in the crater-wall. The water-hole was empty. But on climbing fifty
feet up the crevice, a pool was found containing half a dozen barrels of water. A pail
was carried up, and soon a steady stream of the precious liquid was running down the
rock and filling the lower pool, while the cow-boys below were busy fighting the horses
back, for there was room for one only to drink at a time. Then it was on to camp at
the foot of the wall, up which herds of wild goats scrambled and blatted, while the tent
arose to the sound of rifle-firing. Jerked beef, hard poi, and broiled kid were the menu.
Over the crest of the crater, just above our heads, rolled a sea of clouds, driven on
by Ukiukiu. Though this sea rolled over the crest unceasingly, it never blotted out nor
dimmed the moon, for the heat of the crater dissolved the clouds as fast as they rolled
in. Through the moonlight, attracted by the camp-fire, came the crater cattle to peer
and challenge. They were rolling fat, though they rarely drank water, the morning dew
on the grass taking its place. It was because of this dew that the tent made a welcome
bedchamber, and we fell asleep to the chanting of hulas by the unwearied Hawaiian
cowboys, in whose veins, no doubt, ran the blood of Maui, their valiant forebear.
The camera cannot do justice to the House of the Sun. The sublimated chemistry

of photography may not lie, but it certainly does not tell all the truth. The Koolau
Gap may be faithfully reproduced, just as it impinged on the retina of the camera, yet
in the resulting picture the gigantic scale of things would be missing. Those walls that
seem several hundred feet in height are almost as many thousand; that entering wedge
of cloud is a mile and a half wide in the gap itself, while beyond the gap it is a veritable
ocean; and that foreground of cinder-cone and volcanic ash, mushy and colourless in
appearance, is in truth gorgeous-hued in brick-red, terra-cotta rose, yellow ochre, and
purplish black. Also, words are a vain thing and drive to despair. To say that a crater-
wall is two thousand feet high is to say just precisely that it is two thousand feet high;
but there is a vast deal more to that crater-wall than a mere statistic. The sun is
ninety-three millions of miles distant, but to mortal conception the adjoining county is
farther away. This frailty of the human brain is hard on the sun. It is likewise hard on
the House of the Sun. Haleakala has a message of beauty and wonder for the human
soul that cannot be delivered by proxy. Kolikoli is six hours from Kahului; Kahului is
a night’s run from Honolulu; Honolulu is six days from San Francisco; and there you
are.

We climbed the crater-walls, put the horses over impossible places, rolled stones,
and shot wild goats. I did not get any goats. I was too busy rolling stones. One spot in
particular I remember, where we started a stone the size of a horse. It began the descent
easy enough, rolling over, wobbling, and threatening to stop; but in a few minutes it
was soaring through the air two hundred feet at a jump. It grew rapidly smaller until
it struck a slight slope of volcanic sand, over which it darted like a startled jackrabbit,
kicking up behind it a tiny trail of yellow dust. Stone and dust diminished in size, until
some of the party said the stone had stopped. That was because they could not see it
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any longer. It had vanished into the distance beyond their ken. Others saw it rolling
farther on — I know I did; and it is my firm conviction that that stone is still rolling.
Our last day in the crater, Ukiukiu gave us a taste of his strength. He smashed

Naulu back all along the line, filled the House of the Sun to overflowing with clouds,
and drowned us out. Our rain-gauge was a pint cup under a tiny hole in the tent. That
last night of storm and rain filled the cup, and there was no way of measuring the
water that spilled over into the blankets. With the rain-gauge out of business there
was no longer any reason for remaining; so we broke camp in the wet-gray of dawn,
and plunged eastward across the lava to the Kaupo Gap. East Maui is nothing more
or less than the vast lava stream that flowed long ago through the Kaupo Gap; and
down this stream we picked our way from an altitude of six thousand five hundred
feet to the sea. This was a day’s work in itself for the horses; but never were there
such horses. Safe in the bad places, never rushing, never losing their heads, as soon
as they found a trail wide and smooth enough to run on, they ran. There was no
stopping them until the trail became bad again, and then they stopped of themselves.
Continuously, for days, they had performed the hardest kind of work, and fed most
of the time on grass foraged by themselves at night while we slept, and yet that day
they covered twenty-eight leg-breaking miles and galloped into Hana like a bunch of
colts. Also, there were several of them, reared in the dry region on the leeward side
of Haleakala, that had never worn shoes in all their lives. Day after day, and all day
long, unshod, they had travelled over the sharp lava, with the extra weight of a man
on their backs, and their hoofs were in better condition than those of the shod horses.

The scenery between Vieiras’s (where the Kaupo Gap empties into the sea) and
Lana, which we covered in half a day, is well worth a week or month; but, wildly
beautiful as it is, it becomes pale and small in comparison with the wonderland that lies
beyond the rubber plantations between Hana and the Honomanu Gulch. Two days were
required to cover this marvellous stretch, which lies on the windward side of Haleakala.
The people who dwell there call it the “ditch country,” an unprepossessing name, but
it has no other. Nobody else ever comes there. Nobody else knows anything about it.
With the exception of a handful of men, whom business has brought there, nobody
has heard of the ditch country of Maui. Now a ditch is a ditch, assumably muddy, and
usually traversing uninteresting and monotonous landscapes. But the Nahiku Ditch
is not an ordinary ditch. The windward side of Haleakala is serried by a thousand
precipitous gorges, down which rush as many torrents, each torrent of which achieves
a score of cascades and waterfalls before it reaches the sea. More rain comes down here
than in any other region in the world. In 1904 the year’s downpour was four hundred
and twenty inches. Water means sugar, and sugar is the backbone of the territory of
Hawaii, wherefore the Nahiku Ditch, which is not a ditch, but a chain of tunnels. The
water travels underground, appearing only at intervals to leap a gorge, travelling high
in the air on a giddy flume and plunging into and through the opposing mountain.
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This magnificent waterway is called a “ditch,” and with equal appropriateness can
Cleopatra’s barge be called a box-car.
There are no carriage roads through the ditch country, and before the ditch was

built, or bored, rather, there was no horse-trail. Hundreds of inches of rain annually,
on fertile soil, under a tropic sun, means a steaming jungle of vegetation. A man, on
foot, cutting his way through, might advance a mile a day, but at the end of a week
he would be a wreck, and he would have to crawl hastily back if he wanted to get
out before the vegetation overran the passage way he had cut. O’Shaughnessy was the
daring engineer who conquered the jungle and the gorges, ran the ditch and made the
horse-trail. He built enduringly, in concrete and masonry, and made one of the most
remarkable water-farms in the world. Every little runlet and dribble is harvested and
conveyed by subterranean channels to the main ditch. But so heavily does it rain at
times that countless spillways let the surplus escape to the sea.

The horse-trail is not very wide. Like the engineer who built it, it dares anything.
Where the ditch plunges through the mountain, it climbs over; and where the ditch
leaps a gorge on a flume, the horse-trail takes advantage of the ditch and crosses on
top of the flume. That careless trail thinks nothing of travelling up or down the faces
of precipices. It gouges its narrow way out of the wall, dodging around waterfalls or
passing under them where they thunder down in white fury; while straight overhead
the wall rises hundreds of feet, and straight beneath it sinks a thousand. And those
marvellous mountain horses are as unconcerned as the trail. They fox-trot along it as
a matter of course, though the footing is slippery with rain, and they will gallop with
their hind feet slipping over the edge if you let them. I advise only those with steady
nerves and cool heads to tackle the Nahiku Ditch trail. One of our cow-boys was noted
as the strongest and bravest on the big ranch. He had ridden mountain horses all his
life on the rugged western slopes of Haleakala. He was first in the horse-breaking; and
when the others hung back, as a matter of course, he would go in to meet a wild bull in
the cattle-pen. He had a reputation. But he had never ridden over the Nahiku Ditch. It
was there he lost his reputation. When he faced the first flume, spanning a hair-raising
gorge, narrow, without railings, with a bellowing waterfall above, another below, and
directly beneath a wild cascade, the air filled with driving spray and rocking to the
clamour and rush of sound and motion — well, that cow-boy dismounted from his
horse, explained briefly that he had a wife and two children, and crossed over on foot,
leading the horse behind him.
The only relief from the flumes was the precipices; and the only relief from the

precipices was the flumes, except where the ditch was far under ground, in which
case we crossed one horse and rider at a time, on primitive log-bridges that swayed
and teetered and threatened to carry away. I confess that at first I rode such places
with my feet loose in the stirrups, and that on the sheer walls I saw to it, by a definite,
conscious act of will, that the foot in the outside stirrup, overhanging the thousand feet
of fall, was exceedingly loose. I say “at first”; for, as in the crater itself we quickly lost
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our conception of magnitude, so, on the Nahiku Ditch, we quickly lost our apprehension
of depth. The ceaseless iteration of height and depth produced a state of consciousness
in which height and depth were accepted as the ordinary conditions of existence; and
from the horse’s back to look sheer down four hundred or five hundred feet became
quite commonplace and non-productive of thrills. And as carelessly as the trail and the
horses, we swung along the dizzy heights and ducked around or through the waterfalls.
And such a ride! Falling water was everywhere. We rode above the clouds, under the

clouds, and through the clouds! and every now and then a shaft of sunshine penetrated
like a search-light to the depths yawning beneath us, or flashed upon some pinnacle of
the crater-rim thousands of feet above. At every turn of the trail a waterfall or a dozen
waterfalls, leaping hundreds of feet through the air, burst upon our vision. At our first
night’s camp, in the Keanae Gulch, we counted thirty-two waterfalls from a single
viewpoint. The vegetation ran riot over that wild land. There were forests of koa and
kolea trees, and candlenut trees; and then there were the trees called ohia-ai, which
bore red mountain apples, mellow and juicy and most excellent to eat. Wild bananas
grew everywhere, clinging to the sides of the gorges, and, overborne by their great
bunches of ripe fruit, falling across the trail and blocking the way. And over the forest
surged a sea of green life, the climbers of a thousand varieties, some that floated airily,
in lacelike filaments, from the tallest branches others that coiled and wound about the
trees like huge serpents; and one, the ei-ei, that was for all the world like a climbing
palm, swinging on a thick stem from branch to branch and tree to tree and throttling
the supports whereby it climbed. Through the sea of green, lofty tree-ferns thrust
their great delicate fronds, and the lehua flaunted its scarlet blossoms. Underneath the
climbers, in no less profusion, grew the warm-coloured, strangely-marked plants that
in the United States one is accustomed to seeing preciously conserved in hot-houses.
In fact, the ditch country of Maui is nothing more nor less than a huge conservatory.
Every familiar variety of fern flourishes, and more varieties that are unfamiliar, from
the tiniest maidenhair to the gross and voracious staghorn, the latter the terror of the
woodsmen, interlacing with itself in tangled masses five or six feet deep and covering
acres.
Never was there such a ride. For two days it lasted, when we emerged into rolling

country, and, along an actual wagon-road, came home to the ranch at a gallop. I know
it was cruel to gallop the horses after such a long, hard journey; but we blistered our
hands in vain effort to hold them in. That’s the sort of horses they grow on Haleakala.
At the ranch there was great festival of cattle-driving, branding, and horse-breaking.
Overhead Ukiukiu and Naulu battled valiantly, and far above, in the sunshine, towered
the mighty summit of Haleakala.
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Chapter IX — A Pacific Traverse
Sandwich Islands to Tahiti. — There is great difficulty in making this passage across

the trades. The whalers and all others speak with great doubt of fetching Tahiti from
the Sandwich islands. Capt. Bruce says that a vessel should keep to the northward until
she gets a start of wind before bearing for her destination. In his passage between them
in November, 1837, he had no variables near the line in coming south, and never could
make easting on either tack, though he endeavoured by every means to do so.
So say the sailing directions for the South Pacific Ocean; and that is all they say.

There is not a word more to help the weary voyager in making this long traverse — nor
is there any word at all concerning the passage from Hawaii to the Marquesas, which
lie some eight hundred miles to the northeast of Tahiti and which are the more difficult
to reach by just that much. The reason for the lack of directions is, I imagine, that
no voyager is supposed to make himself weary by attempting so impossible a traverse.
But the impossible did not deter the Snark, — principally because of the fact that
we did not read that particular little paragraph in the sailing directions until after we
had started. We sailed from Hilo, Hawaii, on October 7, and arrived at Nuka-hiva, in
the Marquesas, on December 6. The distance was two thousand miles as the crow flies,
while we actually travelled at least four thousand miles to accomplish it, thus proving
for once and for ever that the shortest distance between two points is not always a
straight line. Had we headed directly for the Marquesas, we might have travelled five
or six thousand miles.
Upon one thing we were resolved: we would not cross the Line west of 130 degrees

west longitude. For here was the problem. To cross the Line to the west of that point,
if the southeast trades were well around to the southeast, would throw us so far to
leeward of the Marquesas that a head-beat would be maddeningly impossible. Also,
we had to remember the equatorial current, which moves west at a rate of anywhere
from twelve to seventy-five miles a day. A pretty pickle, indeed, to be to leeward of
our destination with such a current in our teeth. No; not a minute, nor a second, west
of 130 degrees west longitude would we cross the Line. But since the southeast trades
were to be expected five or six degrees north of the Line (which, if they were well
around to the southeast or south-southeast, would necessitate our sliding off toward
south-southwest), we should have to hold to the eastward, north of the Line, and north
of the southeast trades, until we gained at least 128 degrees west longitude.
I have forgotten to mention that the seventy-horse-power gasolene engine, as usual,

was not working, and that we could depend upon wind alone. Neither was the launch
engine working. And while I am about it, I may as well confess that the five-horse-
power, which ran the lights, fans, and pumps, was also on the sick-list. A striking title
for a book haunts me, waking and sleeping. I should like to write that book some day
and to call it “Around the World with Three Gasolene Engines and a Wife.” But I am
afraid I shall not write it, for fear of hurting the feelings of some of the young gentlemen
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of San Francisco, Honolulu, and Hilo, who learned their trades at the expense of the
Snark’s engines.
It looked easy on paper. Here was Hilo and there was our objective, 128 degrees west

longitude. With the northeast trade blowing we could travel a straight line between
the two points, and even slack our sheets off a goodly bit. But one of the chief troubles
with the trades is that one never knows just where he will pick them up and just in
what direction they will be blowing. We picked up the northeast trade right outside
of Hilo harbour, but the miserable breeze was away around into the east. Then there
was the north equatorial current setting westward like a mighty river. Furthermore, a
small boat, by the wind and bucking into a big headsea, does not work to advantage.
She jogs up and down and gets nowhere. Her sails are full and straining, every little
while she presses her lee-rail under, she flounders, and bumps, and splashes, and that
is all. Whenever she begins to gather way, she runs ker-chug into a big mountain of
water and is brought to a standstill.

So, with the Snark, the resultant of her smallness, of the trade around into the
east, and of the strong equatorial current, was a long sag south. Oh, she did not go
quite south. But the easting she made was distressing. On October 11, she made forty
miles easting; October 12, fifteen miles; October 13, no easting; October 14, thirty
miles; October 15, twenty-three miles; October 16, eleven miles; and on October 17,
she actually went to the westward four miles. Thus, in a week she made one hundred
and fifteen miles easting, which was equivalent to sixteen miles a day. But, between the
longitude of Hilo and 128 degrees west longitude is a difference of twenty-seven degrees,
or, roughly, sixteen hundred miles. At sixteen miles a day, one hundred days would be
required to accomplish this distance. And even then, our objective, l28 degrees west
longitude, was five degrees north of the Line, while Nuka-hiva, in the Marquesas, lay
nine degrees south of the Line and twelve degrees to the west!
There remained only one thing to do — to work south out of the trade and into the

variables. It is true that Captain Bruce found no variables on his traverse, and that he
“never could make easting on either tack.” It was the variables or nothing with us, and
we prayed for better luck than he had had. The variables constitute the belt of ocean
lying between the trades and the doldrums, and are conjectured to be the draughts of
heated air which rise in the doldrums, flow high in the air counter to the trades, and
gradually sink down till they fan the surface of the ocean where they are found. And
they are found where they are found; for they are wedged between the trades and the
doldrums, which same shift their territory from day to day and month to month.
We found the variables in 11 degrees north latitude, and 11 degrees north latitude

we hugged jealously. To the south lay the doldrums. To the north lay the northeast
trade that refused to blow from the northeast. The days came and went, and always
they found the Snark somewhere near the eleventh parallel. The variables were truly
variable. A light head-wind would die away and leave us rolling in a calm for forty-
eight hours. Then a light head-wind would spring up, blow for three hours, and leave
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us rolling in another calm for forty-eight hours. Then — hurrah! — the wind would
come out of the west, fresh, beautifully fresh, and send the Snark along, wing and wing,
her wake bubbling, the log-line straight astern. At the end of half an hour, while we
were preparing to set the spinnaker, with a few sickly gasps the wind would die away.
And so it went. We wagered optimistically on every favourable fan of air that lasted
over five minutes; but it never did any good. The fans faded out just the same.
But there were exceptions. In the variables, if you wait long enough, something is

bound to happen, and we were so plentifully stocked with food and water that we
could afford to wait. On October 26, we actually made one hundred and three miles of
easting, and we talked about it for days afterwards. Once we caught a moderate gale
from the south, which blew itself out in eight hours, but it helped us to seventy-one
miles of easting in that particular twenty-four hours. And then, just as it was expiring,
the wind came straight out from the north (the directly opposite quarter), and fanned
us along over another degree of easting.
In years and years no sailing vessel has attempted this traverse, and we found

ourselves in the midst of one of the loneliest of the Pacific solitudes. In the sixty days
we were crossing it we sighted no sail, lifted no steamer’s smoke above the horizon.
A disabled vessel could drift in this deserted expanse for a dozen generations, and
there would be no rescue. The only chance of rescue would be from a vessel like the
Snark, and the Snark happened to be there principally because of the fact that the
traverse had been begun before the particular paragraph in the sailing directions had
been read. Standing upright on deck, a straight line drawn from the eye to the horizon
would measure three miles and a half. Thus, seven miles was the diameter of the circle
of the sea in which we had our centre. Since we remained always in the centre, and
since we constantly were moving in some direction, we looked upon many circles. But
all circles looked alike. No tufted islets, gray headlands, nor glistening patches of white
canvas ever marred the symmetry of that unbroken curve. Clouds came and went,
rising up over the rim of the circle, flowing across the space of it, and spilling away
and down across the opposite rim.

The world faded as the procession of the weeks marched by. The world faded until
at last there ceased to be any world except the little world of the Snark, freighted with
her seven souls and floating on the expanse of the waters. Our memories of the world,
the great world, became like dreams of former lives we had lived somewhere before we
came to be born on the Snark. After we had been out of fresh vegetables for some time,
we mentioned such things in much the same way I have heard my father mention the
vanished apples of his boyhood. Man is a creature of habit, and we on the Snark had
got the habit of the Snark. Everything about her and aboard her was as a matter of
course, and anything different would have been an irritation and an offence.
There was no way by which the great world could intrude. Our bell rang the hours,

but no caller ever rang it. There were no guests to dinner, no telegrams, no insistent
telephone jangles invading our privacy. We had no engagements to keep, no trains to
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catch, and there were no morning newspapers over which to waste time in learning
what was happening to our fifteen hundred million other fellow-creatures.
But it was not dull. The affairs of our little world had to be regulated, and, unlike

the great world, our world had to be steered in its journey through space. Also, there
were cosmic disturbances to be encountered and baffled, such as do not afflict the big
earth in its frictionless orbit through the windless void. And we never knew, from
moment to moment, what was going to happen next. There were spice and variety
enough and to spare. Thus, at four in the morning, I relieve Hermann at the wheel.
“East-northeast,” he gives me the course. “She’s eight points off, but she ain’t steer-

ing.”
Small wonder. The vessel does not exist that can be steered in so absolute a calm.
“I had a breeze a little while ago — maybe it will come back again,” Hermann says

hopefully, ere he starts forward to the cabin and his bunk.
The mizzen is in and fast furled. In the night, what of the roll and the absence

of wind, it had made life too hideous to be permitted to go on rasping at the mast,
smashing at the tackles, and buffeting the empty air into hollow outbursts of sound.
But the big mainsail is still on, and the staysail, jib, and flying-jib are snapping and
slashing at their sheets with every roll. Every star is out. Just for luck I put the wheel
hard over in the opposite direction to which it had been left by Hermann, and I lean
back and gaze up at the stars. There is nothing else for me to do. There is nothing to
be done with a sailing vessel rolling in a stark calm.
Then I feel a fan on my cheek, faint, so faint, that I can just sense it ere it is gone.

But another comes, and another, until a real and just perceptible breeze is blowing.
How the Snark’s sails manage to feel it is beyond me, but feel it they do, as she does
as well, for the compass card begins slowly to revolve in the binnacle. In reality, it is
not revolving at all. It is held by terrestrial magnetism in one place, and it is the Snark
that is revolving, pivoted upon that delicate cardboard device that floats in a closed
vessel of alcohol.
So the Snark comes back on her course. The breath increases to a tiny puff. The

Snark feels the weight of it and actually heels over a trifle. There is flying scud overhead,
and I notice the stars being blotted out. Walls of darkness close in upon me, so that,
when the last star is gone, the darkness is so near that it seems I can reach out and
touch it on every side. When I lean toward it, I can feel it loom against my face. Puff
follows puff, and I am glad the mizzen is furled. Phew! that was a stiff one! The Snark
goes over and down until her lee-rail is buried and the whole Pacific Ocean is pouring
in. Four or five of these gusts make me wish that the jib and flying-jib were in. The
sea is picking up, the gusts are growing stronger and more frequent, and there is a
splatter of wet in the air. There is no use in attempting to gaze to windward. The wall
of blackness is within arm’s length. Yet I cannot help attempting to see and gauge the
blows that are being struck at the Snark. There is something ominous and menacing up
there to windward, and I have a feeling that if I look long enough and strong enough,
I shall divine it. Futile feeling. Between two gusts I leave the wheel and run forward
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to the cabin companionway, where I light matches and consult the barometer. “29-90”
it reads. That sensitive instrument refuses to take notice of the disturbance which is
humming with a deep, throaty voice in the rigging. I get back to the wheel just in
time to meet another gust, the strongest yet. Well, anyway, the wind is abeam and the
Snark is on her course, eating up easting. That at least is well.
The jib and flying-jib bother me, and I wish they were in. She would make easier

weather of it, and less risky weather likewise. The wind snorts, and stray raindrops
pelt like birdshot. I shall certainly have to call all hands, I conclude; then conclude the
next instant to hang on a little longer. Maybe this is the end of it, and I shall have
called them for nothing. It is better to let them sleep. I hold the Snark down to her
task, and from out of the darkness, at right angles, comes a deluge of rain accompanied
by shrieking wind. Then everything eases except the blackness, and I rejoice in that I
have not called the men.
No sooner does the wind ease than the sea picks up. The combers are breaking

now, and the boat is tossing like a cork. Then out of the blackness the gusts come
harder and faster than before. If only I knew what was up there to windward in the
blackness! The Snark is making heavy weather of it, and her lee-rail is buried oftener
than not. More shrieks and snorts of wind. Now, if ever, is the time to call the men. I
WILL call them, I resolve. Then there is a burst of rain, a slackening of the wind, and
I do not call. But it is rather lonely, there at the wheel, steering a little world through
howling blackness. It is quite a responsibility to be all alone on the surface of a little
world in time of stress, doing the thinking for its sleeping inhabitants. I recoil from the
responsibility as more gusts begin to strike and as a sea licks along the weather rail
and splashes over into the cockpit. The salt water seems strangely warm to my body
and is shot through with ghostly nodules of phosphorescent light.

I shall surely call all hands to shorten sail. Why should they sleep? I am a fool
to have any compunctions in the matter. My intellect is arrayed against my heart. It
was my heart that said, “Let them sleep.” Yes, but it was my intellect that backed up
my heart in that judgment. Let my intellect then reverse the judgment; and, while I
am speculating as to what particular entity issued that command to my intellect, the
gusts die away. Solicitude for mere bodily comfort has no place in practical seamanship,
I conclude sagely; but study the feel of the next series of gusts and do not call the
men. After all, it IS my intellect, behind everything, procrastinating, measuring its
knowledge of what the Snark can endure against the blows being struck at her, and
waiting the call of all hands against the striking of still severer blows.
Daylight, gray and violent, steals through the cloud-pall and shows a foaming sea

that flattens under the weight of recurrent and increasing squalls. Then comes the rain,
filling the windy valleys of the sea with milky smoke and further flattening the waves,
which but wait for the easement of wind and rain to leap more wildly than before.
Come the men on deck, their sleep out, and among them Hermann, his face on the
broad grin in appreciation of the breeze of wind I have picked up. I turn the wheel over
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to Warren and start to go below, pausing on the way to rescue the galley stovepipe
which has gone adrift. I am barefooted, and my toes have had an excellent education
in the art of clinging; but, as the rail buries itself in a green sea, I suddenly sit down on
the streaming deck. Hermann good-naturedly elects to question my selection of such a
spot. Then comes the next roll, and he sits down, suddenly, and without premeditation.
The Snark heels over and down, the rail takes it green, and Hermann and I, clutching
the precious stove-pipe, are swept down into the lee-scuppers. After that I finish my
journey below, and while changing my clothes grin with satisfaction — the Snark is
making easting.
No, it is not all monotony. When we had worried along our easting to 126 degrees

west longitude, we left the variables and headed south through the doldrums, where
was much calm weather and where, taking advantage of every fan of air, we were often
glad to make a score of miles in as many hours. And yet, on such a day, we might pass
through a dozen squalls and be surrounded by dozens more. And every squall was to
be regarded as a bludgeon capable of crushing the Snark. We were struck sometimes
by the centres and sometimes by the sides of these squalls, and we never knew just
where or how we were to be hit. The squall that rose up, covering half the heavens, and
swept down upon us, as likely as not split into two squalls which passed us harmlessly
on either side while the tiny, innocent looking squall that appeared to carry no more
than a hogshead of water and a pound of wind, would abruptly assume cyclopean
proportions, deluging us with rain and overwhelming us with wind. Then there were
treacherous squalls that went boldly astern and sneaked back upon us from a mile to
leeward. Again, two squalls would tear along, one on each side of us, and we would get
a fillip from each of them. Now a gale certainly grows tiresome after a few hours, but
squalls never. The thousandth squall in one’s experience is as interesting as the first
one, and perhaps a bit more so. It is the tyro who has no apprehension of them. The
man of a thousand squalls respects a squall. He knows what they are.
It was in the doldrums that our most exciting event occurred. On November 20, we

discovered that through an accident we had lost over one-half of the supply of fresh
water that remained to us. Since we were at that time forty-three days out from Hilo,
our supply of fresh water was not large. To lose over half of it was a catastrophe. On
close allowance, the remnant of water we possessed would last twenty days. But we
were in the doldrums; there was no telling where the southeast trades were, nor where
we would pick them up.
The handcuffs were promptly put upon the pump, and once a day the water was

portioned out. Each of us received a quart for personal use, and eight quarts were given
to the cook. Enters now the psychology of the situation. No sooner had the discovery
of the water shortage been made than I, for one, was afflicted with a burning thirst.
It seemed to me that I had never been so thirsty in my life. My little quart of water I
could easily have drunk in one draught, and to refrain from doing so required a severe
exertion of will. Nor was I alone in this. All of us talked water, thought water, and
dreamed water when we slept. We examined the charts for possible islands to which
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to run in extremity, but there were no such islands. The Marquesas were the nearest,
and they were the other side of the Line, and of the doldrums, too, which made it
even worse. We were in 3 degrees north latitude, while the Marquesas were 9 degrees
south latitude — a difference of over a thousand miles. Furthermore, the Marquesas
lay some fourteen degrees to the west of our longitude. A pretty pickle for a handful
of creatures sweltering on the ocean in the heat of tropic calms.

We rigged lines on either side between the main and mizzen riggings. To these we
laced the big deck awning, hoisting it up aft with a sailing pennant so that any rain
it might collect would run forward where it could be caught. Here and there squalls
passed across the circle of the sea. All day we watched them, now to port or starboard,
and again ahead or astern. But never one came near enough to wet us. In the afternoon
a big one bore down upon us. It spread out across the ocean as it approached, and we
could see it emptying countless thousands of gallons into the salt sea. Extra attention
was paid to the awning and then we waited. Warren, Martin, and Hermann made a
vivid picture. Grouped together, holding on to the rigging, swaying to the roll, they
were gazing intently at the squall. Strain, anxiety, and yearning were in every posture
of their bodies. Beside them was the dry and empty awning. But they seemed to grow
limp and to droop as the squall broke in half, one part passing on ahead, the other
drawing astern and going to leeward.
But that night came rain. Martin, whose psychological thirst had compelled him

to drink his quart of water early, got his mouth down to the lip of the awning and
drank the deepest draught I ever have seen drunk. The precious water came down
in bucketfuls and tubfuls, and in two hours we caught and stored away in the tanks
one hundred and twenty gallons. Strange to say, in all the rest of our voyage to the
Marquesas not another drop of rain fell on board. If that squall had missed us, the
handcuffs would have remained on the pump, and we would have busied ourselves with
utilizing our surplus gasolene for distillation purposes.
Then there was the fishing. One did not have to go in search of it, for it was there

at the rail. A three-inch steel hook, on the end of a stout line, with a piece of white
rag for bait, was all that was necessary to catch bonitas weighing from ten to twenty-
five pounds. Bonitas feed on flying-fish, wherefore they are unaccustomed to nibbling
at the hook. They strike as gamely as the gamest fish in the sea, and their first run
is something that no man who has ever caught them will forget. Also, bonitas are
the veriest cannibals. The instant one is hooked he is attacked by his fellows. Often
and often we hauled them on board with fresh, clean-bitten holes in them the size of
teacups.
One school of bonitas, numbering many thousands, stayed with us day and night for

more than three weeks. Aided by the Snark, it was great hunting; for they cut a swath
of destruction through the ocean half a mile wide and fifteen hundred miles in length.
They ranged along abreast of the Snark on either side, pouncing upon the flying-fish
her forefoot scared up. Since they were continually pursuing astern the flying-fish that
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survived for several flights, they were always overtaking the Snark, and at any time
one could glance astern and on the front of a breaking wave see scores of their silvery
forms coasting down just under the surface. When they had eaten their fill, it was
their delight to get in the shadow of the boat, or of her sails, and a hundred or so were
always to be seen lazily sliding along and keeping cool.
But the poor flying-fish! Pursued and eaten alive by the bonitas and dolphins, they

sought flight in the air, where the swooping seabirds drove them back into the water.
Under heaven there was no refuge for them. Flying-fish do not play when they essay
the air. It is a life-and-death affair with them. A thousand times a day we could lift
our eyes and see the tragedy played out. The swift, broken circling of a guny might
attract one’s attention. A glance beneath shows the back of a dolphin breaking the
surface in a wild rush. Just in front of its nose a shimmering palpitant streak of silver
shoots from the water into the air — a delicate, organic mechanism of flight, endowed
with sensation, power of direction, and love of life. The guny swoops for it and misses,
and the flying-fish, gaining its altitude by rising, kite-like, against the wind, turns in
a half-circle and skims off to leeward, gliding on the bosom of the wind. Beneath it,
the wake of the dolphin shows in churning foam. So he follows, gazing upward with
large eyes at the flashing breakfast that navigates an element other than his own. He
cannot rise to so lofty occasion, but he is a thorough-going empiricist, and he knows,
sooner or later, if not gobbled up by the guny, that the flying-fish must return to the
water. And then — breakfast. We used to pity the poor winged fish. It was sad to
see such sordid and bloody slaughter. And then, in the night watches, when a forlorn
little flying-fish struck the mainsail and fell gasping and splattering on the deck, we
would rush for it just as eagerly, just as greedily, just as voraciously, as the dolphins
and bonitas. For know that flying-fish are most toothsome for breakfast. It is always
a wonder to me that such dainty meat does not build dainty tissue in the bodies of
the devourers. Perhaps the dolphins and bonitas are coarser-fibred because of the high
speed at which they drive their bodies in order to catch their prey. But then again,
the flying-fish drive their bodies at high speed, too.
Sharks we caught occasionally, on large hooks, with chain-swivels, bent on a length

of small rope. And sharks meant pilot-fish, and remoras, and various sorts of parasitic
creatures. Regular man-eaters some of the sharks proved, tiger-eyed and with twelve
rows of teeth, razor-sharp. By the way, we of the Snark are agreed that we have eaten
many fish that will not compare with baked shark smothered in tomato dressing. In
the calms we occasionally caught a fish called “hake” by the Japanese cook. And once,
on a spoon-hook trolling a hundred yards astern, we caught a snake-like fish, over three
feet in length and not more than three inches in diameter, with four fangs in his jaw.
He proved the most delicious fish — delicious in meat and flavour — that we have ever
eaten on board.
The most welcome addition to our larder was a green sea-turtle, weighing a full

hundred pounds and appearing on the table most appetizingly in steaks, soups, and
stews, and finally in a wonderful curry which tempted all hands into eating more rice
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than was good for them. The turtle was sighted to windward, calmly sleeping on the
surface in the midst of a huge school of curious dolphins. It was a deep-sea turtle of a
surety, for the nearest land was a thousand miles away. We put the Snark about and
went back for him, Hermann driving the granes into his head and neck. When hauled
aboard, numerous remora were clinging to his shell, and out of the hollows at the roots
of his flippers crawled several large crabs. It did not take the crew of the Snark longer
than the next meal to reach the unanimous conclusion that it would willingly put the
Snark about any time for a turtle.

But it is the dolphin that is the king of deep-sea fishes. Never is his colour twice quite
the same. Swimming in the sea, an ethereal creature of palest azure, he displays in that
one guise a miracle of colour. But it is nothing compared with the displays of which he
is capable. At one time he will appear green — pale green, deep green, phosphorescent
green; at another time blue — deep blue, electric blue, all the spectrum of blue. Catch
him on a hook, and he turns to gold, yellow gold, all gold. Haul him on deck, and
he excels the spectrum, passing through inconceivable shades of blues, greens, and
yellows, and then, suddenly, turning a ghostly white, in the midst of which are bright
blue spots, and you suddenly discover that he is speckled like a trout. Then back from
white he goes, through all the range of colours, finally turning to a mother-of-pearl.
For those who are devoted to fishing, I can recommend no finer sport than catch-

ing dolphin. Of course, it must be done on a thin line with reel and pole. A No. 7,
O’Shaughnessy tarpon hook is just the thing, baited with an entire flying-fish. Like the
bonita, the dolphin’s fare consists of flying-fish, and he strikes like lightning at the bait.
The first warning is when the reel screeches and you see the line smoking out at right
angles to the boat. Before you have time to entertain anxiety concerning the length of
your line, the fish rises into the air in a succession of leaps. Since he is quite certain to
be four feet long or over, the sport of landing so gamey a fish can be realized. When
hooked, he invariably turns golden. The idea of the series of leaps is to rid himself of
the hook, and the man who has made the strike must be of iron or decadent if his heart
does not beat with an extra flutter when he beholds such gorgeous fish, glittering in
golden mail and shaking itself like a stallion in each mid-air leap. ‘Ware slack! If you
don’t, on one of those leaps the hook will be flung out and twenty feet away. No slack,
and away he will go on another run, culminating in another series of leaps. About this
time one begins to worry over the line, and to wish that he had had nine hundred
feet on the reel originally instead of six hundred. With careful playing the line can be
saved, and after an hour of keen excitement the fish can be brought to gaff. One such
dolphin I landed on the Snark measured four feet and seven inches.
Hermann caught dolphins more prosaically. A hand-line and a chunk of shark-meat

were all he needed. His hand-line was very thick, but on more than one occasion
it parted and lost the fish. One day a dolphin got away with a lure of Hermann’s
manufacture, to which were lashed four O’Shaughnessy hooks. Within an hour the
same dolphin was landed with the rod, and on dissecting him the four hooks were
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recovered. The dolphins, which remained with us over a month, deserted us north of
the line, and not one was seen during the remainder of the traverse.
So the days passed. There was so much to be done that time never dragged. Had

there been little to do, time could not have dragged with such wonderful seascapes
and cloudscapes — dawns that were like burning imperial cities under rainbows that
arched nearly to the zenith; sunsets that bathed the purple sea in rivers of rose-coloured
light, flowing from a sun whose diverging, heaven-climbing rays were of the purest blue.
Overside, in the heat of the day, the sea was an azure satiny fabric, in the depths of
which the sunshine focussed in funnels of light. Astern, deep down, when there was
a breeze, bubbled a procession of milky-turquoise ghosts — the foam flung down by
the hull of the Snark each time she floundered against a sea. At night the wake was
phosphorescent fire, where the medusa slime resented our passing bulk, while far down
could be observed the unceasing flight of comets, with long, undulating, nebulous tails
— caused by the passage of the bonitas through the resentful medusa slime. And now
and again, from out of the darkness on either hand, just under the surface, larger
phosphorescent organisms flashed up like electric lights, marking collisions with the
careless bonitas skurrying ahead to the good hunting just beyond our bowsprit.
We made our easting, worked down through the doldrums, and caught a fresh breeze

out of south-by-west. Hauled up by the wind, on such a slant, we would fetch past the
Marquesas far away to the westward. But the next day, on Tuesday, November 26, in
the thick of a heavy squall, the wind shifted suddenly to the southeast. It was the
trade at last. There were no more squalls, naught but fine weather, a fair wind, and
a whirling log, with sheets slacked off and with spinnaker and mainsail swaying and
bellying on either side. The trade backed more and more, until it blew out of the
northeast, while we steered a steady course to the southwest. Ten days of this, and
on the morning of December 6, at five o’clock, we sighted land “just where it ought to
have been,” dead ahead. We passed to leeward of Ua-huka, skirted the southern edge of
Nuka-hiva, and that night, in driving squalls and inky darkness, fought our way in to
an anchorage in the narrow bay of Taiohae. The anchor rumbled down to the blatting
of wild goats on the cliffs, and the air we breathed was heavy with the perfume of
flowers. The traverse was accomplished. Sixty days from land to land, across a lonely
sea above whose horizons never rise the straining sails of ships.

Chapter X — Typee
To the eastward Ua-huka was being blotted out by an evening rain-squall that

was fast overtaking the Snark. But that little craft, her big spinnaker filled by the
southeast trade, was making a good race of it. Cape Martin, the southeasternmost
point of Nuku-hiva, was abeam, and Comptroller Bay was opening up as we fled past
its wide entrance, where Sail Rock, for all the world like the spritsail of a Columbia
River salmon-boat, was making brave weather of it in the smashing southeast swell.
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“What do you make that out to be?” I asked Hermann, at the wheel.
“A fishing-boat, sir,” he answered after careful scrutiny.
Yet on the chart it was plainly marked, “Sail Rock.”
But we were more interested in the recesses of Comptroller Bay, where our eyes

eagerly sought out the three bights of land and centred on the midmost one, where the
gathering twilight showed the dim walls of a valley extending inland. How often we
had pored over the chart and centred always on that midmost bight and on the valley
it opened — the Valley of Typee. “Taipi” the chart spelled it, and spelled it correctly,
but I prefer “Typee,” and I shall always spell it “Typee.” When I was a little boy, I read
a book spelled in that manner — Herman Melville’s “Typee”; and many long hours I
dreamed over its pages. Nor was it all dreaming. I resolved there and then, mightily,
come what would, that when I had gained strength and years, I, too, would voyage to
Typee. For the wonder of the world was penetrating to my tiny consciousness — the
wonder that was to lead me to many lands, and that leads and never pails. The years
passed, but Typee was not forgotten. Returned to San Francisco from a seven months’
cruise in the North Pacific, I decided the time had come. The brig Galilee was sailing
for the Marquesas, but her crew was complete and I, who was an able-seaman before
the mast and young enough to be overweeningly proud of it, was willing to condescend
to ship as cabin-boy in order to make the pilgrimage to Typee. Of course, the Galilee
would have sailed from the Marquesas without me, for I was bent on finding another
Fayaway and another Kory-Kory. I doubt that the captain read desertion in my eye.
Perhaps even the berth of cabin-boy was already filled. At any rate, I did not get it.

Then came the rush of years, filled brimming with projects, achievements, and
failures; but Typee was not forgotten, and here I was now, gazing at its misty outlines
till the squall swooped down and the Snark dashed on into the driving smother. Ahead,
we caught a glimpse and took the compass bearing of Sentinel Rock, wreathed with
pounding surf. Then it, too, was effaced by the rain and darkness. We steered straight
for it, trusting to hear the sound of breakers in time to sheer clear. We had to steer for
it. We had naught but a compass bearing with which to orientate ourselves, and if we
missed Sentinel Rock, we missed Taiohae Bay, and we would have to throw the Snark
up to the wind and lie off and on the whole night — no pleasant prospect for voyagers
weary from a sixty days’ traverse of the vast Pacific solitude, and land-hungry, and
fruit-hungry, and hungry with an appetite of years for the sweet vale of Typee.
Abruptly, with a roar of sound, Sentinel Rock loomed through the rain dead ahead.

We altered our course, and, with mainsail and spinnaker bellying to the squall, drove
past. Under the lea of the rock the wind dropped us, and we rolled in an absolute calm.
Then a puff of air struck us, right in our teeth, out of Taiohae Bay. It was in spinnaker,
up mizzen, all sheets by the wind, and we were moving slowly ahead, heaving the lead
and straining our eyes for the fixed red light on the ruined fort that would give us our
bearings to anchorage. The air was light and baffling, now east, now west, now north,
now south; while from either hand came the roar of unseen breakers. From the looming
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cliffs arose the blatting of wild goats, and overhead the first stars were peeping mistily
through the ragged train of the passing squall. At the end of two hours, having come a
mile into the bay, we dropped anchor in eleven fathoms. And so we came to Taiohae.
In the morning we awoke in fairyland. The Snark rested in a placid harbour that

nestled in a vast amphitheatre, the towering, vine-clad walls of which seemed to rise
directly from the water. Far up, to the east, we glimpsed the thin line of a trail, visible
in one place, where it scoured across the face of the wall.
“The path by which Toby escaped from Typee!” we cried.

We were not long in getting ashore and astride horses, though the consummation
of our pilgrimage had to be deferred for a day. Two months at sea, bare-footed all the
time, without space in which to exercise one’s limbs, is not the best preliminary to
leather shoes and walking. Besides, the land had to cease its nauseous rolling before
we could feel fit for riding goat-like horses over giddy trails. So we took a short ride to
break in, and crawled through thick jungle to make the acquaintance of a venerable
moss-grown idol, where had foregathered a German trader and a Norwegian captain to
estimate the weight of said idol, and to speculate upon depreciation in value caused by
sawing him in half. They treated the old fellow sacrilegiously, digging their knives into
him to see how hard he was and how deep his mossy mantle, and commanding him to
rise up and save them trouble by walking down to the ship himself. In lieu of which,
nineteen Kanakas slung him on a frame of timbers and toted him to the ship, where,
battened down under hatches, even now he is cleaving the South Pacific Hornward and
toward Europe — the ultimate abiding-place for all good heathen idols, save for the
few in America and one in particular who grins beside me as I write, and who, barring
shipwreck, will grin somewhere in my neighbourhood until I die. And he will win out.
He will be grinning when I am dust.
Also, as a preliminary, we attended a feast, where one Taiara Tamarii, the son of

an Hawaiian sailor who deserted from a whaleship, commemorated the death of his
Marquesan mother by roasting fourteen whole hogs and inviting in the village. So we
came along, welcomed by a native herald, a young girl, who stood on a great rock and
chanted the information that the banquet was made perfect by our presence — which
information she extended impartially to every arrival. Scarcely were we seated, however,
when she changed her tune, while the company manifested intense excitement. Her cries
became eager and piercing. From a distance came answering cries, in men’s voices,
which blended into a wild, barbaric chant that sounded incredibly savage, smacking of
blood and war. Then, through vistas of tropical foliage appeared a procession of savages,
naked save for gaudy loin-cloths. They advanced slowly, uttering deep guttural cries
of triumph and exaltation. Slung from young saplings carried on their shoulders were
mysterious objects of considerable weight, hidden from view by wrappings of green
leaves.
Nothing but pigs, innocently fat and roasted to a turn, were inside those wrappings,

but the men were carrying them into camp in imitation of old times when they carried
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in “long-pig.” Now long-pig is not pig. Long-pig is the Polynesian euphemism for human
flesh; and these descendants of man-eaters, a king’s son at their head, brought in the
pigs to table as of old their grandfathers had brought in their slain enemies. Every now
and then the procession halted in order that the bearers should have every advantage
in uttering particularly ferocious shouts of victory, of contempt for their enemies, and
of gustatory desire. So Melville, two generations ago, witnessed the bodies of slain
Happar warriors, wrapped in palm-leaves, carried to banquet at the Ti. At another
time, at the Ti, he “observed a curiously carved vessel of wood,” and on looking into it
his eyes “fell upon the disordered members of a human skeleton, the bones still fresh
with moisture, and with particles of flesh clinging to them here and there.”
Cannibalism has often been regarded as a fairy story by ultracivilized men who

dislike, perhaps, the notion that their own savage forebears have somewhere in the
past been addicted to similar practices. Captain Cook was rather sceptical upon the
subject, until, one day, in a harbour of New Zealand, he deliberately tested the matter.
A native happened to have brought on board, for sale, a nice, sun-dried head. At Cook’s
orders strips of the flesh were cut away and handed to the native, who greedily devoured
them. To say the least, Captain Cook was a rather thorough-going empiricist. At any
rate, by that act he supplied one ascertained fact of which science had been badly in
need. Little did he dream of the existence of a certain group of islands, thousands of
miles away, where in subsequent days there would arise a curious suit at law, when an
old chief of Maui would be charged with defamation of character because he persisted
in asserting that his body was the living repository of Captain Cook’s great toe. It
is said that the plaintiffs failed to prove that the old chief was not the tomb of the
navigator’s great toe, and that the suit was dismissed.
I suppose I shall not have the chance in these degenerate days to see any long-pig

eaten, but at least I am already the possessor of a duly certified Marquesan calabash,
oblong in shape, curiously carved, over a century old, from which has been drunk the
blood of two shipmasters. One of those captains was a mean man. He sold a decrepit
whale-boat, as good as new what of the fresh white paint, to a Marquesan chief. But no
sooner had the captain sailed away than the whale-boat dropped to pieces. It was his
fortune, some time afterwards, to be wrecked, of all places, on that particular island.
The Marquesan chief was ignorant of rebates and discounts; but he had a primitive
sense of equity and an equally primitive conception of the economy of nature, and he
balanced the account by eating the man who had cheated him.
We started in the cool dawn for Typee, astride ferocious little stallions that pawed

and screamed and bit and fought one another quite oblivious of the fragile humans
on their backs and of the slippery boulders, loose rocks, and yawning gorges. The way
led up an ancient road through a jungle of hau trees. On every side were the vestiges
of a one-time dense population. Wherever the eye could penetrate the thick growth,
glimpses were caught of stone walls and of stone foundations, six to eight feet in height,
built solidly throughout, and many yards in width and depth. They formed great stone
platforms, upon which, at one time, there had been houses. But the houses and the
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people were gone, and huge trees sank their roots through the platforms and towered
over the under-running jungle. These foundations are called pae-paes — the pi-pis of
Melville, who spelled phonetically.

The Marquesans of the present generation lack the energy to hoist and place such
huge stones. Also, they lack incentive. There are plenty of pae-paes to go around,
with a few thousand unoccupied ones left over. Once or twice, as we ascended the
valley, we saw magnificent pae-paes bearing on their general surface pitiful little straw
huts, the proportions being similar to a voting booth perched on the broad foundation
of the Pyramid of Cheops. For the Marquesans are perishing, and, to judge from
conditions at Taiohae, the one thing that retards their destruction is the infusion
of fresh blood. A pure Marquesan is a rarity. They seem to be all half-breeds and
strange conglomerations of dozens of different races. Nineteen able labourers are all
the trader at Taiohae can muster for the loading of copra on shipboard, and in their
veins runs the blood of English, American, Dane, German, French, Corsican, Spanish,
Portuguese, Chinese, Hawaiian, Paumotan, Tahitian, and Easter Islander. There are
more races than there are persons, but it is a wreckage of races at best. Life faints
and stumbles and gasps itself away. In this warm, equable clime — a truly terrestrial
paradise — where are never extremes of temperature and where the air is like balm,
kept ever pure by the ozone-laden southeast trade, asthma, phthisis, and tuberculosis
flourish as luxuriantly as the vegetation. Everywhere, from the few grass huts, arises
the racking cough or exhausted groan of wasted lungs. Other horrible diseases prosper
as well, but the most deadly of all are those that attack the lungs. There is a form
of consumption called “galloping,” which is especially dreaded. In two months’ time it
reduces the strongest man to a skeleton under a grave-cloth. In valley after valley the
last inhabitant has passed and the fertile soil has relapsed to jungle. In Melville’s day
the valley of Hapaa (spelled by him “Happar”) was peopled by a strong and warlike tribe.
A generation later, it contained but two hundred persons. To-day it is an untenanted,
howling, tropical wilderness.
We climbed higher and higher in the valley, our unshod stallions picking their steps

on the disintegrating trail, which led in and out through the abandoned pae-paes and
insatiable jungle. The sight of red mountain apples, the ohias, familiar to us from
Hawaii, caused a native to be sent climbing after them. And again he climbed for
cocoa-nuts. I have drunk the cocoanuts of Jamaica and of Hawaii, but I never knew
how delicious such draught could be till I drank it here in the Marquesas. Occasionally
we rode under wild limes and oranges — great trees which had survived the wilderness
longer than the motes of humans who had cultivated them.

We rode through endless thickets of yellow-pollened cassi — if riding it could be
called; for those fragrant thickets were inhabited by wasps. And such wasps! Great
yellow fellows the size of small canary birds, darting through the air with behind them
drifting a bunch of legs a couple of inches long. A stallion abruptly stands on his forelegs
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and thrusts his hind legs skyward. He withdraws them from the sky long enough to
make one wild jump ahead, and then returns them to their index position. It is nothing.
His thick hide has merely been punctured by a flaming lance of wasp virility. Then
a second and a third stallion, and all the stallions, begin to cavort on their forelegs
over the precipitous landscape. Swat! A white-hot poniard penetrates my cheek. Swat
again!! I am stabbed in the neck. I am bringing up the rear and getting more than
my share. There is no retreat, and the plunging horses ahead, on a precarious trail,
promise little safety. My horse overruns Charmian’s horse, and that sensitive creature,
fresh-stung at the psychological moment, planks one of his hoofs into my horse and
the other hoof into me. I thank my stars that he is not steel-shod, and half-arise from
the saddle at the impact of another flaming dagger. I am certainly getting more than
my share, and so is my poor horse, whose pain and panic are only exceeded by mine.
“Get out of the way! I’m coming!” I shout, frantically dashing my cap at the winged

vipers around me.

On one side of the trail the landscape rises straight up. On the other side it sinks
straight down. The only way to get out of my way is to keep on going. How that
string of horses kept their feet is a miracle; but they dashed ahead, over-running one
another, galloping, trotting, stumbling, jumping, scrambling, and kicking methodically
skyward every time a wasp landed on them. After a while we drew breath and counted
our injuries. And this happened not once, nor twice, but time after time. Strange to
say, it never grew monotonous. I know that I, for one, came through each brush with
the undiminished zest of a man flying from sudden death. No; the pilgrim from Taiohae
to Typee will never suffer from ennui on the way.
At last we arose above the vexation of wasps. It was a matter of altitude, however,

rather than of fortitude. All about us lay the jagged back-bones of ranges, as far as
the eye could see, thrusting their pinnacles into the trade-wind clouds. Under us, from
the way we had come, the Snark lay like a tiny toy on the calm water of Taiohae Bay.
Ahead we could see the inshore indentation of Comptroller Bay. We dropped down a
thousand feet, and Typee lay beneath us. “Had a glimpse of the gardens of paradise
been revealed to me I could scarcely have been more ravished with the sight” — so
said Melville on the moment of his first view of the valley. He saw a garden. We saw
a wilderness. Where were the hundred groves of the breadfruit tree he saw? We saw
jungle, nothing but jungle, with the exception of two grass huts and several clumps
of cocoanuts breaking the primordial green mantle. Where was the Ti of Mehevi, the
bachelors’ hall, the palace where women were taboo, and where he ruled with his
lesser chieftains, keeping the half-dozen dusty and torpid ancients to remind them
of the valorous past? From the swift stream no sounds arose of maids and matrons
pounding tapa. And where was the hut that old Narheyo eternally builded? In vain I
looked for him perched ninety feet from the ground in some tall cocoanut, taking his
morning smoke.
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We went down a zigzag trail under overarching, matted jungle, where great but-
terflies drifted by in the silence. No tattooed savage with club and javelin guarded
the path; and when we forded the stream, we were free to roam where we pleased. No
longer did the taboo, sacred and merciless, reign in that sweet vale. Nay, the taboo still
did reign, a new taboo, for when we approached too near the several wretched native
women, the taboo was uttered warningly. And it was well. They were lepers. The man
who warned us was afflicted horribly with elephantiasis. All were suffering from lung
trouble. The valley of Typee was the abode of death, and the dozen survivors of the
tribe were gasping feebly the last painful breaths of the race.
Certainly the battle had not been to the strong, for once the Typeans were very

strong, stronger than the Happars, stronger than the Taiohaeans, stronger than all
the tribes of Nuku-hiva. The word “typee,” or, rather, “taipi,” originally signified an
eater of human flesh. But since all the Marquesans were human-flesh eaters, to be so
designated was the token that the Typeans were the human-flesh eaters par excellence.
Not alone to Nuku-hiva did the Typean reputation for bravery and ferocity extend.
In all the islands of the Marquesas the Typeans were named with dread. Man could
not conquer them. Even the French fleet that took possession of the Marquesas left
the Typeans alone. Captain Porter, of the frigate Essex, once invaded the valley. His
sailors and marines were reinforced by two thousand warriors of Happar and Taiohae.
They penetrated quite a distance into the valley, but met with so fierce a resistance
that they were glad to retreat and get away in their flotilla of boats and war-canoes.
Of all inhabitants of the South Seas, the Marquesans were adjudged the strongest

and the most beautiful. Melville said of them: “I was especially struck by the physical
strength and beauty they displayed . . . In beauty of form they surpassed anything
I had ever seen. Not a single instance of natural deformity was observable in all the
throng attending the revels. Every individual appeared free from those blemishes which
sometimes mar the effect of an otherwise perfect form. But their physical excellence
did not merely consist in an exemption from these evils; nearly every individual of
the number might have been taken for a sculptor’s model.” Mendana, the discoverer of
the Marquesas, described the natives as wondrously beautiful to behold. Figueroa, the
chronicler of his voyage, said of them: “In complexion they were nearly white; of good
stature and finely formed.” Captain Cook called the Marquesans the most splendid
islanders in the South Seas. The men were described, as “in almost every instance of
lofty stature, scarcely ever less than six feet in height.”
And now all this strength and beauty has departed, and the valley of Typee is

the abode of some dozen wretched creatures, afflicted by leprosy, elephantiasis, and
tuberculosis. Melville estimated the population at two thousand, not taking into consid-
eration the small adjoining valley of Ho-o-u-mi. Life has rotted away in this wonderful
garden spot, where the climate is as delightful and healthful as any to be found in the
world. Not alone were the Typeans physically magnificent; they were pure. Their air
did not contain the bacilli and germs and microbes of disease that fill our own air. And
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when the white men imported in their ships these various micro-organisms or disease,
the Typeans crumpled up and went down before them.
When one considers the situation, one is almost driven to the conclusion that the

white race flourishes on impurity and corruption. Natural selection, however, gives
the explanation. We of the white race are the survivors and the descendants of the
thousands of generations of survivors in the war with the micro-organisms. Whenever
one of us was born with a constitution peculiarly receptive to these minute enemies,
such a one promptly died. Only those of us survived who could withstand them. We
who are alive are the immune, the fit — the ones best constituted to live in a world of
hostile micro-organisms. The poor Marquesans had undergone no such selection. They
were not immune. And they, who had made a custom of eating their enemies, were
now eaten by enemies so microscopic as to be invisible, and against whom no war
of dart and javelin was possible. On the other hand, had there been a few hundred
thousand Marquesans to begin with, there might have been sufficient survivors to lay
the foundation for a new race — a regenerated race, if a plunge into a festering bath
of organic poison can be called regeneration.

We unsaddled our horses for lunch, and after we had fought the stallions apart —
mine with several fresh chunks bitten out of his back — and after we had vainly fought
the sand-flies, we ate bananas and tinned meats, washed down by generous draughts
of cocoanut milk. There was little to be seen. The jungle had rushed back and engulfed
the puny works of man. Here and there pai-pais were to be stumbled upon, but there
were no inscriptions, no hieroglyphics, no clues to the past they attested — only dumb
stones, builded and carved by hands that were forgotten dust. Out of the pai-pais grew
great trees, jealous of the wrought work of man, splitting and scattering the stones
back into the primeval chaos.
We gave up the jungle and sought the stream with the idea of evading the sand-flies.

Vain hope! To go in swimming one must take off his clothes. The sand-flies are aware
of the fact, and they lurk by the river bank in countless myriads. In the native they are
called the nau-nau, which is pronounced “now-now.” They are certainly well named, for
they are the insistent present. There is no past nor future when they fasten upon one’s
epidermis, and I am willing to wager that Omer Khayyam could never have written
the Rubaiyat in the valley of Typee — it would have been psychologically impossible.
I made the strategic mistake of undressing on the edge of a steep bank where I could
dive in but could not climb out. When I was ready to dress, I had a hundred yards’
walk on the bank before I could reach my clothes. At the first step, fully ten thousand
nau-naus landed upon me. At the second step I was walking in a cloud. By the third
step the sun was dimmed in the sky. After that I don’t know what happened. When I
arrived at my clothes, I was a maniac. And here enters my grand tactical error. There
is only one rule of conduct in dealing with nau-naus. Never swat them. Whatever you
do, don’t swat them. They are so vicious that in the instant of annihilation they eject
their last atom of poison into your carcass. You must pluck them delicately, between
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thumb and forefinger, and persuade them gently to remove their proboscides from your
quivering flesh. It is like pulling teeth. But the difficulty was that the teeth sprouted
faster than I could pull them, so I swatted, and, so doing, filled myself full with their
poison. This was a week ago. At the present moment I resemble a sadly neglected
smallpox convalescent.
Ho-o-u-mi is a small valley, separated from Typee by a low ridge, and thither we

started when we had knocked our indomitable and insatiable riding-animals into sub-
mission. As it was, Warren’s mount, after a mile run, selected the most dangerous part
of the trail for an exhibition that kept us all on the anxious seat for fully five minutes.
We rode by the mouth of Typee valley and gazed down upon the beach from which
Melville escaped. There was where the whale-boat lay on its oars close in to the surf;
and there was where Karakoee, the taboo Kanaka, stood in the water and trafficked for
the sailor’s life. There, surely, was where Melville gave Fayaway the parting embrace
ere he dashed for the boat. And there was the point of land from which Mehevi and
Mow-mow and their following swam off to intercept the boat, only to have their wrists
gashed by sheath-knives when they laid hold of the gunwale, though it was reserved
for Mow-mow to receive the boat-hook full in the throat from Melville’s hands.

We rode on to Ho-o-u-mi. So closely was Melville guarded that he never dreamed
of the existence of this valley, though he must continually have met its inhabitants, for
they belonged to Typee. We rode through the same abandoned pae-paes, but as we
neared the sea we found a profusion of cocoanuts, breadfruit trees and taro patches,
and fully a dozen grass dwellings. In one of these we arranged to pass the night, and
preparations were immediately put on foot for a feast. A young pig was promptly
despatched, and while he was being roasted among hot stones, and while chickens
were stewing in cocoanut milk, I persuaded one of the cooks to climb an unusually tall
cocoanut palm. The cluster of nuts at the top was fully one hundred and twenty-five
feet from the ground, but that native strode up to the tree, seized it in both hands, jack-
knived at the waist so that the soles of his feet rested flatly against the trunk, and then
he walked right straight up without stopping. There were no notches in the tree. He
had no ropes to help him. He merely walked up the tree, one hundred and twenty-five
feet in the air, and cast down the nuts from the summit. Not every man there had the
physical stamina for such a feat, or the lungs, rather, for most of them were coughing
their lives away. Some of the women kept up a ceaseless moaning and groaning, so
badly were their lungs wasted. Very few of either sex were full-blooded Marquesans.
They were mostly half-breeds and three-quarter-breeds of French, English, Danish,
and Chinese extraction. At the best, these infusions of fresh blood merely delayed the
passing, and the results led one to wonder whether it was worth while.

The feast was served on a broad pae-pae, the rear portion of which was occupied by
the house in which we were to sleep. The first course was raw fish and poi-poi, the latter
sharp and more acrid of taste than the poi of Hawaii, which is made from taro. The poi-
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poi of the Marquesas is made from breadfruit. The ripe fruit, after the core is removed,
is placed in a calabash and pounded with a stone pestle into a stiff, sticky paste. In
this stage of the process, wrapped in leaves, it can be buried in the ground, where it
will keep for years. Before it can be eaten, however, further processes are necessary. A
leaf-covered package is placed among hot stones, like the pig, and thoroughly baked.
After that it is mixed with cold water and thinned out — not thin enough to run,
but thin enough to be eaten by sticking one’s first and second fingers into it. On close
acquaintance it proves a pleasant and most healthful food. And breadfruit, ripe and
well boiled or roasted! It is delicious. Breadfruit and taro are kingly vegetables, the
pair of them, though the former is patently a misnomer and more resembles a sweet
potato than anything else, though it is not mealy like a sweet potato, nor is it so sweet.
The feast ended, we watched the moon rise over Typee. The air was like balm,

faintly scented with the breath of flowers. It was a magic night, deathly still, without
the slightest breeze to stir the foliage; and one caught one’s breath and felt the pang
that is almost hurt, so exquisite was the beauty of it. Faint and far could be heard
the thin thunder of the surf upon the beach. There were no beds; and we drowsed and
slept wherever we thought the floor softest. Near by, a woman panted and moaned in
her sleep, and all about us the dying islanders coughed in the night.

Chapter XI — The Nature Man
I first met him on Market Street in San Francisco. It was a wet and drizzly afternoon,

and he was striding along, clad solely in a pair of abbreviated knee-trousers and an
abbreviated shirt, his bare feet going slick-slick through the pavement-slush. At his
heels trooped a score of excited gamins. Every head — and there were thousands —
turned to glance curiously at him as he went by. And I turned, too. Never had I seen
such lovely sunburn. He was all sunburn, of the sort a blond takes on when his skin
does not peel. His long yellow hair was burnt, so was his beard, which sprang from a
soil unploughed by any razor. He was a tawny man, a golden-tawny man, all glowing
and radiant with the sun. Another prophet, thought I, come up to town with a message
that will save the world.
A few weeks later I was with some friends in their bungalow in the Piedmont hills

overlooking San Francisco Bay. “We’ve got him, we’ve got him,” they barked. “We
caught him up a tree; but he’s all right now, he’ll feed from the hand. Come on and
see him.” So I accompanied them up a dizzy hill, and in a rickety shack in the midst
of a eucalyptus grove found my sunburned prophet of the city pavements.
He hastened to meet us, arriving in the whirl and blur of a handspring. He did not

shake hands with us; instead, his greeting took the form of stunts. He turned more
handsprings. He twisted his body sinuously, like a snake, until, having sufficiently
limbered up, he bent from the hips, and, with legs straight and knees touching, beat
a tattoo on the ground with the palms of his hands. He whirligigged and pirouetted,
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dancing and cavorting round like an inebriated ape. All the sun-warmth of his ardent
life beamed in his face. I am so happy, was the song without words he sang.
He sang it all evening, ringing the changes on it with an endless variety of stunts. “A

fool! a fool! I met a fool in the forest!” thought I, and a worthy fool he proved. Between
handsprings and whirligigs he delivered his message that would save the world. It was
twofold. First, let suffering humanity strip off its clothing and run wild in the mountains
and valleys; and, second, let the very miserable world adopt phonetic spelling. I caught
a glimpse of the great social problems being settled by the city populations swarming
naked over the landscape, to the popping of shot-guns, the barking of ranch-dogs, and
countless assaults with pitchforks wielded by irate farmers.
The years passed, and, one sunny morning, the Snark poked her nose into a narrow

opening in a reef that smoked with the crashing impact of the trade-wind swell, and
beat slowly up Papeete harbour. Coming off to us was a boat, flying a yellow flag. We
knew it contained the port doctor. But quite a distance off, in its wake, was a tiny out
rigger canoe that puzzled us. It was flying a red flag. I studied it through the glasses,
fearing that it marked some hidden danger to navigation, some recent wreck or some
buoy or beacon that had been swept away. Then the doctor came on board. After he
had examined the state of our health and been assured that we had no live rats hidden
away in the Snark, I asked him the meaning of the red flag. “Oh, that is Darling,” was
the answer.

And then Darling, Ernest Darling flying the red flag that is indicative of the broth-
erhood of man, hailed us. “Hello, Jack!” he called. “Hello, Charmian! He paddled swiftly
nearer, and I saw that he was the tawny prophet of the Piedmont hills. He came over
the side, a sun-god clad in a scarlet loin-cloth, with presents of Arcady and greeting in
both his hands — a bottle of golden honey and a leaf-basket filled WITH great golden
mangoes, golden bananas specked with freckles of deeper gold, golden pine-apples and
golden limes, and juicy oranges minted from the same precious ore of sun and soil. And
in this fashion under the southern sky, I met once more Darling, the Nature Man.
Tahiti is one of the most beautiful spots in the world, inhabited by thieves and

robbers and liars, also by several honest and truthful men and women. Wherefore,
because of the blight cast upon Tahiti’s wonderful beauty by the spidery human vermin
that infest it, I am minded to write, not of Tahiti, but of the Nature Man. He, at least,
is refreshing and wholesome. The spirit that emanates from him is so gentle and sweet
that it would harm nothing, hurt nobody’s feelings save the feelings of a predatory and
plutocratic capitalist.
“What does this red flag mean?” I asked.
“Socialism, of course.”
“Yes, yes, I know that,” I went on; “but what does it mean in your hands?”
“Why, that I’ve found my message.”
“And that you are delivering it to Tahiti?” I demanded incredulously.
“Sure,” he answered simply; and later on I found that he was, too.
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When we dropped anchor, lowered a small boat into the water, and started ashore,
the Nature Man joined us. Now, thought I, I shall be pestered to death by this crank.
Waking or sleeping I shall never be quit of him until I sail away from here.
But never in my life was I more mistaken. I took a house and went to live and work

in it, and the Nature Man never came near me. He was waiting for the invitation. In the
meantime he went aboard the Snark and took possession of her library, delighted by
the quantity of scientific books, and shocked, as I learned afterwards, by the inordinate
amount of fiction. The Nature Man never wastes time on fiction.
After a week or so, my conscience smote me, and I invited him to dinner at a

downtown hotel.
He arrived, looking unwontedly stiff and uncomfortable in a cotton jacket. When

invited to peel it off, he beamed his gratitude and joy, and did so, revealing his sun-gold
skin, from waist to shoulder, covered only by a piece of fish-net of coarse twine and
large of mesh. A scarlet loin-cloth completed his costume. I began my acquaintance
with him that night, and during my long stay in Tahiti that acquaintance ripened into
friendship.
“So you write books,” he said, one day when, tired and sweaty, I finished my morn-

ing’s work.
“I, too, write books,” he announced.
Aha, thought I, now at last is he going to pester me with his literary efforts. My

soul was in revolt. I had not come all the way to the South Seas to be a literary bureau.
“This is the book I write,” he explained, smashing himself a resounding blow on the

chest with his clenched fist. “The gorilla in the African jungle pounds his chest till the
noise of it can be heard half a mile away.”
“A pretty good chest,” quoth I, admiringly; “it would even make a gorilla envious.”
And then, and later, I learned the details of the marvellous book Ernest Darling

had written. Twelve years ago he lay close to death. He weighed but ninety pounds,
and was too weak to speak. The doctors had given him up. His father, a practising
physician, had given him up. Consultations with other physicians had been held upon
him. There was no hope for him. Overstudy (as a school-teacher and as a university
student) and two successive attacks of pneumonia were responsible for his breakdown.
Day by day he was losing strength. He could extract no nutrition from the heavy foods
they gave him; nor could pellets and powders help his stomach to do the work of
digestion. Not only was he a physical wreck, but he was a mental wreck. His mind was
overwrought. He was sick and tired of medicine, and he was sick and tired of persons.
Human speech jarred upon him. Human attentions drove him frantic. The thought
came to him that since he was going to die, he might as well die in the open, away
from all the bother and irritation. And behind this idea lurked a sneaking idea that
perhaps he would not die after all if only he could escape from the heavy foods, the
medicines, and the well-intentioned persons who made him frantic.
So Ernest Darling, a bag of bones and a death’s-head, a perambulating corpse, with

just the dimmest flutter of life in it to make it perambulate, turned his back upon men
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and the habitations of men and dragged himself for five miles through the brush, away
from the city of Portland, Oregon. Of course he was crazy. Only a lunatic would drag
himself out of his death-bed.
But in the brush, Darling found what he was looking for — rest. Nobody bothered

him with beefsteaks and pork. No physicians lacerated his tired nerves by feeling his
pulse, nor tormented his tired stomach with pellets and powders. He began to feel
soothed. The sun was shining warm, and he basked in it. He had the feeling that the
sun shine was an elixir of health. Then it seemed to him that his whole wasted wreck of
a body was crying for the sun. He stripped off his clothes and bathed in the sunshine.
He felt better. It had done him good — the first relief in weary months of pain.
As he grew better, he sat up and began to take notice. All about him were the

birds fluttering and chirping, the squirrels chattering and playing. He envied them
their health and spirits, their happy, care-free existence. That he should contrast their
condition with his was inevitable; and that he should question why they were splendidly
vigorous while he was a feeble, dying wraith of a man, was likewise inevitable. His
conclusion was the very obvious one, namely, that they lived naturally, while he lived
most unnaturally therefore, if he intended to live, he must return to nature.
Alone, there in the brush, he worked out his problem and began to apply it. He

stripped off his clothing and leaped and gambolled about, running on all fours, climbing
trees; in short, doing physical stunts, — and all the time soaking in the sunshine. He
imitated the animals. He built a nest of dry leaves and grasses in which to sleep at
night, covering it over with bark as a protection against the early fall rains. “Here is
a beautiful exercise,” he told me, once, flapping his arms mightily against his sides; “I
learned it from watching the roosters crow.” Another time I remarked the loud, sucking
intake with which he drank cocoanut-milk. He explained that he had noticed the cows
drinking that way and concluded there must be something in it. He tried it and found
it good, and thereafter he drank only in that fashion.

He noted that the squirrels lived on fruits and nuts. He started on a fruit-and-nut
diet, helped out by bread, and he grew stronger and put on weight. For three months
he continued his primordial existence in the brush, and then the heavy Oregon rains
drove him back to the habitations of men. Not in three months could a ninety-pound
survivor of two attacks of pneumonia develop sufficient ruggedness to live through an
Oregon winter in the open.
He had accomplished much, but he had been driven in. There was no place to go

but back to his father’s house, and there, living in close rooms with lungs that panted
for all the air of the open sky, he was brought down by a third attack of pneumonia. He
grew weaker even than before. In that tottering tabernacle of flesh, his brain collapsed.
He lay like a corpse, too weak to stand the fatigue of speaking, too irritated and tired
in his miserable brain to care to listen to the speech of others. The only act of will
of which he was capable was to stick his fingers in his ears and resolutely to refuse to
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hear a single word that was spoken to him. They sent for the insanity experts. He was
adjudged insane, and also the verdict was given that he would not live a month.
By one such mental expert he was carted off to a sanatorium on Mt. Tabor. Here,

when they learned that he was harmless, they gave him his own way. They no longer
dictated as to the food he ate, so he resumed his fruits and nuts — olive oil, peanut
butter, and bananas the chief articles of his diet. As he regained his strength he made
up his mind to live thenceforth his own life. If he lived like others, according to social
conventions, he would surely die. And he did not want to die. The fear of death was
one of the strongest factors in the genesis of the Nature Man. To live, he must have a
natural diet, the open air, and the blessed sunshine.
Now an Oregon winter has no inducements for those who wish to return to Nature,

so Darling started out in search of a climate. He mounted a bicycle and headed south
for the sunlands. Stanford University claimed him for a year. Here he studied and
worked his way, attending lectures in as scant garb as the authorities would allow and
applying as much as possible the principles of living that he had learned in squirrel-
town. His favourite method of study was to go off in the hills back of the University,
and there to strip off his clothes and lie on the grass, soaking in sunshine and health
at the same time that he soaked in knowledge.
But Central California has her winters, and the quest for a Nature Man’s climate

drew him on. He tried Los Angeles and Southern California, being arrested a few times
and brought before the insanity commissions because, forsooth, his mode of life was
not modelled after the mode of life of his fellow-men. He tried Hawaii, where, unable to
prove him insane, the authorities deported him. It was not exactly a deportation. He
could have remained by serving a year in prison. They gave him his choice. Now prison
is death to the Nature Man, who thrives only in the open air and in God’s sunshine.
The authorities of Hawaii are not to be blamed. Darling was an undesirable citizen.
Any man is undesirable who disagrees with one. And that any man should disagree to
the extent Darling did in his philosophy of the simple life is ample vindication of the
Hawaiian authorities verdict of his undesirableness.

So Darling went thence in search of a climate which would not only be desirable,
but wherein he would not be undesirable. And he found it in Tahiti, the garden-spot
of garden-spots. And so it was, according to the narrative as given, that he wrote the
pages of his book. He wears only a loin-cloth and a sleeveless fish-net shirt. His stripped
weight is one hundred and sixty-five pounds. His health is perfect. His eyesight, that at
one time was considered ruined, is excellent. The lungs that were practically destroyed
by three attacks of pneumonia have not only recovered, but are stronger than ever
before.
I shall never forget the first time, while talking to me, that he squashed a mosquito.

The stinging pest had settled in the middle of his back between his shoulders. Without
interrupting the flow of conversation, without dropping even a syllable, his clenched
fist shot up in the air, curved backward, and smote his back between the shoulders,
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killing the mosquito and making his frame resound like a bass drum. It reminded me
of nothing so much as of horses kicking the woodwork in their stalls.
“The gorilla in the African jungle pounds his chest until the noise of it can be heard

half a mile away,” he will announce suddenly, and thereat beat a hair-raising, devil’s
tattoo on his own chest.
One day he noticed a set of boxing-gloves hanging on the wall, and promptly his

eyes brightened.
“Do you box?” I asked.
“I used to give lessons in boxing when I was at Stanford,” was the reply.
And there and then we stripped and put on the gloves. Bang! a long, gorilla arm

flashed out, landing the gloved end on my nose. Biff! he caught me, in a duck, on the
side of the head nearly knocking me over sidewise. I carried the lump raised by that
blow for a week. I ducked under a straight left, and landed a straight right on his
stomach. It was a fearful blow. The whole weight of my body was behind it, and his
body had been met as it lunged forward. I looked for him to crumple up and go down.
Instead of which his face beamed approval, and he said, “That was beautiful.” The next
instant I was covering up and striving to protect myself from a hurricane of hooks, jolts,
and uppercuts. Then I watched my chance and drove in for the solar plexus. I hit the
mark. The Nature Man dropped his arms, gasped, and sat down suddenly.
“I’ll be all right,” he said. “Just wait a moment.”
And inside thirty seconds he was on his feet — ay, and returning the compliment,

for he hooked me in the solar plexus, and I gasped, dropped my hands, and sat down
just a trifle more suddenly than he had.
All of which I submit as evidence that the man I boxed with was a totally different

man from the poor, ninety-pound weight of eight years before, who, given up by physi-
cians and alienists, lay gasping his life away in a closed room in Portland, Oregon. The
book that Ernest Darling has written is a good book, and the binding is good, too.
Hawaii has wailed for years her need for desirable immigrants. She has spent much

time, and thought, and money, in importing desirable citizens, and she has, as yet,
nothing much to show for it. Yet Hawaii deported the Nature Man. She refused to give
him a chance. So it is, to chasten Hawaii’s proud spirit, that I take this opportunity
to show her what she has lost in the Nature Man. When he arrived in Tahiti, he
proceeded to seek out a piece of land on which to grow the food he ate. But land
was difficult to find — that is, inexpensive land. The Nature Man was not rolling in
wealth. He spent weeks in wandering over the steep hills, until, high up the mountain,
where clustered several tiny canyons, he found eighty acres of brush-jungle which were
apparently unrecorded as the property of any one. The government officials told him
that if he would clear the land and till it for thirty years he would be given a title for
it.
Immediately he set to work. And never was there such work. Nobody farmed that

high up. The land was covered with matted jungle and overrun by wild pigs and
countless rats. The view of Papeete and the sea was magnificent, but the outlook was
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not encouraging. He spent weeks in building a road in order to make the plantation
accessible. The pigs and the rats ate up whatever he planted as fast as it sprouted.
He shot the pigs and trapped the rats. Of the latter, in two weeks he caught fifteen
hundred. Everything had to be carried up on his back. He usually did his packhorse
work at night.
Gradually he began to win out. A grass-walled house was built. On the fertile, vol-

canic soil he had wrested from the jungle and jungle beasts were growing five hundred
cocoanut trees, five hundred papaia trees, three hundred mango trees, many breadfruit
trees and alligator-pear trees, to say nothing of vines, bushes, and vegetables. He devel-
oped the drip of the hills in the canyons and worked out an efficient irrigation scheme,
ditching the water from canyon to canyon and paralleling the ditches at different alti-
tudes. His narrow canyons became botanical gardens. The arid shoulders of the hills,
where formerly the blazing sun had parched the jungle and beaten it close to earth,
blossomed into trees and shrubs and flowers. Not only had the Nature Man become
self-supporting, but he was now a prosperous agriculturist with produce to sell to the
city-dwellers of Papeete.
Then it was discovered that his land, which the government officials had informed

him was without an owner, really had an owner, and that deeds, descriptions, etc.,
were on record. All his work bade fare to be lost. The land had been valueless when
he took it up, and the owner, a large landholder, was unaware of the extent to which
the Nature Man had developed it. A just price was agreed upon, and Darling’s deed
was officially filed.

Next came a more crushing blow. Darling’s access to market was destroyed. The road
he had built was fenced across by triple barb-wire fences. It was one of those jumbles
in human affairs that is so common in this absurdest of social systems. Behind it was
the fine hand of the same conservative element that haled the Nature Man before the
Insanity Commission in Los Angeles and that deported him from Hawaii. It is so hard
for self-satisfied men to understand any man whose satisfactions are fundamentally
different. It seems clear that the officials have connived with the conservative element,
for to this day the road the Nature Man built is closed; nothing has been done about
it, while an adamant unwillingness to do anything about it is evidenced on every hand.
But the Nature Man dances and sings along his way. He does not sit up nights thinking
about the wrong which has been done him; he leaves the worrying to the doers of the
wrong. He has no time for bitterness. He believes he is in the world for the purpose of
being happy, and he has not a moment to waste in any other pursuit.
The road to his plantation is blocked. He cannot build a new road, for there is no

ground on which he can build it. The government has restricted him to a wild-pig trail
which runs precipitously up the mountain. I climbed the trail with him, and we had
to climb with hands and feet in order to get up. Nor can that wild-pig trail be made
into a road by any amount of toil less than that of an engineer, a steam-engine, and a
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steel cable. But what does the Nature Man care? In his gentle ethics the evil men do
him he requites with goodness. And who shall say he is not happier than they?
“Never mind their pesky road,” he said to me as we dragged ourselves up a shelf of

rock and sat down, panting, to rest. “I’ll get an air machine soon and fool them. I’m
clearing a level space for a landing stage for the airships, and next time you come to
Tahiti you will alight right at my door.”
Yes, the Nature Man has some strange ideas besides that of the gorilla pounding

his chest in the African jungle. The Nature Man has ideas about levitation. “Yes, sir,”
he said to me, “levitation is not impossible. And think of the glory of it — lifting one’s
self from the ground by an act of will. Think of it! The astronomers tell us that our
whole solar system is dying; that, barring accidents, it will all be so cold that no life
can live upon it. Very well. In that day all men will be accomplished levitationists,
and they will leave this perishing planet and seek more hospitable worlds. How can
levitation be accomplished? By progressive fasts. Yes, I have tried them, and toward
the end I could feel myself actually getting lighter.”
The man is a maniac, thought I.
“Of course,” he added, “these are only theories of mine. I like to speculate upon the

glorious future of man. Levitation may not be possible, but I like to think of it as
possible.”
One evening, when he yawned, I asked him how much sleep he allowed himself.
“Seven hours,” was the answer. “But in ten years I’ll be sleeping only six hours, and

in twenty years only five hours. You see, I shall cut off an hour’s sleep every ten years.”
“Then when you are a hundred you won’t be sleeping at all,” I interjected.
“Just that. Exactly that. When I am a hundred I shall not require sleep. Also, I

shall be living on air. There are plants that live on air, you know.”
“But has any man ever succeeded in doing it?”
He shook his head.
“I never heard of him if he did. But it is only a theory of mine, this living on air. It

would be fine, wouldn’t it? Of course it may be impossible — most likely it is. You see,
I am not unpractical. I never forget the present. When I soar ahead into the future, I
always leave a string by which to find my way back again.”
I fear me the Nature Man is a joker. At any rate he lives the simple life. His laundry

bill cannot be large. Up on his plantation he lives on fruit the labour cost of which,
in cash, he estimates at five cents a day. At present, because of his obstructed road
and because he is head over heels in the propaganda of socialism, he is living in town,
where his expenses, including rent, are twenty-five cents a day. In order to pay those
expenses he is running a night school for Chinese.
The Nature Man is not bigoted. When there is nothing better to eat than meat, he

eats meat, as, for instance, when in jail or on shipboard and the nuts and fruits give
out. Nor does he seem to crystallize into anything except sunburn.
“Drop anchor anywhere and the anchor will drag — that is, if your soul is a limitless,

fathomless sea, and not dog-pound,” he quoted to me, then added: “You see, my anchor
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is always dragging. I live for human health and progress, and I strive to drag my anchor
always in that direction. To me, the two are identical. Dragging anchor is what has
saved me. My anchor did not hold me to my death-bed. I dragged anchor into the
brush and fooled the doctors. When I recovered health and strength, I started, by
preaching and by example, to teach the people to become nature men and nature
women. But they had deaf ears. Then, on the steamer coming to Tahiti, a quarter-
master expounded socialism to me. He showed me that an economic square deal was
necessary before men and women could live naturally. So I dragged anchor once more,
and now I am working for the co-operative commonwealth. When that arrives, it will
be easy to bring about nature living.

“I had a dream last night,” he went on thoughtfully, his face slowly breaking into a
glow. “It seemed that twenty-five nature men and nature women had just arrived on
the steamer from California, and that I was starting to go with them up the wild-pig
trail to the plantation.”
Ah, me, Ernest Darling, sun-worshipper and nature man, there are times when I

am compelled to envy you and your carefree existence. I see you now, dancing up the
steps and cutting antics on the veranda; your hair dripping from a plunge in the salt
sea, your eyes sparkling, your sun-gilded body flashing, your chest resounding to the
devil’s own tattoo as you chant: “The gorilla in the African jungle pounds his chest
until the noise of it can be heard half a mile away.” And I shall see you always as I saw
you that last day, when the Snark poked her nose once more through the passage in
the smoking reef, outward bound, and I waved good-bye to those on shore. Not least
in goodwill and affection was the wave I gave to the golden sun-god in the scarlet
loin-cloth, standing upright in his tiny outrigger canoe.

Chapter XII — The High Seat of Abundance
On the arrival of strangers, every man endeavoured to obtain one as a friend and

carry him off to his own habitation, where he is treated with the greatest kindness
by the inhabitants of the district; they place him on a high seat and feed him with
abundance of the finest food. — Polynesian Researches.
The Snark was lying at anchor at Raiatea, just off the village of Uturoa. She had

arrived the night before, after dark, and we were preparing to pay our first visit ashore.
Early in the morning I had noticed a tiny outrigger canoe, with an impossible spritsail,
skimming the surface of the lagoon. The canoe itself was coffin-shaped, a mere dugout,
fourteen feet long, a scant twelve inches wide, and maybe twenty-four inches deep. It
had no lines, except in so far that it was sharp at both ends. Its sides were perpendicular.
Shorn of the outrigger, it would have capsized of itself inside a tenth of a second. It
was the outrigger that kept it right side up.
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I have said that the sail was impossible. It was. It was one of those things, not that
you have to see to believe, but that you cannot believe after you have seen it. The hoist
of it and the length of its boom were sufficiently appalling; but, not content with that,
its artificer had given it a tremendous head. So large was the head that no common
sprit could carry the strain of it in an ordinary breeze. So a spar had been lashed to
the canoe, projecting aft over the water. To this had been made fast a sprit guy: thus,
the foot of the sail was held by the main-sheet, and the peak by the guy to the sprit.
It was not a mere boat, not a mere canoe, but a sailing machine. And the man in it

sailed it by his weight and his nerve — principally by the latter. I watched the canoe
beat up from leeward and run in toward the village, its sole occupant far out on the
outrigger and luffing up and spilling the wind in the puffs.
“Well, I know one thing,” I announced; “I don’t leave Raiatea till I have a ride in

that canoe.”
A few minutes later Warren called down the companionway, “Here’s that canoe you

were talking about.”
Promptly I dashed on deck and gave greeting to its owner, a tall, slender Polynesian,

ingenuous of face, and with clear, sparkling, intelligent eyes. He was clad in a scarlet
loin-cloth and a straw hat. In his hands were presents — a fish, a bunch of greens, and
several enormous yams. All of which acknowledged by smiles (which are coinage still
in isolated spots of Polynesia) and by frequent repetitions of mauruuru (which is the
Tahitian “thank you”), I proceeded to make signs that I desired to go for a sail in his
canoe.
His face lighted with pleasure and he uttered the single word, “Tahaa,” turning at

the same time and pointing to the lofty, cloud-draped peaks of an island three miles
away — the island of Tahaa. It was fair wind over, but a head-beat back. Now I did not
want to go to Tahaa. I had letters to deliver in Raiatea, and officials to see, and there
was Charmian down below getting ready to go ashore. By insistent signs I indicated
that I desired no more than a short sail on the lagoon. Quick was the disappointment
in his face, yet smiling was the acquiescence.
“Come on for a sail,” I called below to Charmian. “But put on your swimming suit.

It’s going to be wet.”
It wasn’t real. It was a dream. That canoe slid over the water like a streak of silver.

I climbed out on the outrigger and supplied the weight to hold her down, while Tehei
(pronounced Tayhayee) supplied the nerve. He, too, in the puffs, climbed part way out
on the outrigger, at the same time steering with both hands on a large paddle and
holding the mainsheet with his foot.
“Ready about!” he called.
I carefully shifted my weight inboard in order to maintain the equilibrium as the

sail emptied.
“Hard a-lee!” he called, shooting her into the wind.
I slid out on the opposite side over the water on a spar lashed across the canoe, and

we were full and away on the other tack.
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“All right,” said Tehei.
Those three phrases, “Ready about,” “Hard a-lee,” and “All right,” comprised Tehei’s

English vocabulary and led me to suspect that at some time he had been one of a
Kanaka crew under an American captain. Between the puffs I made signs to him and
repeatedly and interrogatively uttered the word SAILOR. Then I tried it in atrocious
French. MARIN conveyed no meaning to him; nor did MATELOT. Either my French
was bad, or else he was not up in it. I have since concluded that both conjectures were
correct. Finally, I began naming over the adjacent islands. He nodded that he had
been to them. By the time my quest reached Tahiti, he caught my drift. His thought-
processes were almost visible, and it was a joy to watch him think. He nodded his
head vigorously. Yes, he had been to Tahiti, and he added himself names of islands
such as Tikihau, Rangiroa, and Fakarava, thus proving that he had sailed as far as the
Paumotus — undoubtedly one of the crew of a trading schooner.
After our short sail, when he had returned on board, he by signs inquired the des-

tination of the Snark, and when I had mentioned Samoa, Fiji, New Guinea, France,
England, and California in their geographical sequence, he said “Samoa,” and by ges-
tures intimated that he wanted to go along. Whereupon I was hard put to explain
that there was no room for him. “Petit bateau” finally solved it, and again the disap-
pointment in his face was accompanied by smiling acquiescence, and promptly came
the renewed invitation to accompany him to Tahaa.
Charmian and I looked at each other. The exhilaration of the ride we had taken

was still upon us. Forgotten were the letters to Raiatea, the officials we had to visit.
Shoes, a shirt, a pair of trousers, cigarettes matches, and a book to read were hastily
crammed into a biscuit tin and wrapped in a rubber blanket, and we were over the
side and into the canoe.
“When shall we look for you?” Warren called, as the wind filled the sail and sent

Tehei and me scurrying out on the outrigger.
“I don’t know,” I answered. “When we get back, as near as I can figure it.”
And away we went. The wind had increased, and with slacked sheets we ran off

before it. The freeboard of the canoe was no more than two and a half inches, and
the little waves continually lapped over the side. This required bailing. Now bailing is
one of the principal functions of the vahine. Vahine is the Tahitian for woman, and
Charmian being the only vahine aboard, the bailing fell appropriately to her. Tehei
and I could not very well do it, the both of us being perched part way out on the
outrigger and busied with keeping the canoe bottom-side down. So Charmian bailed,
with a wooden scoop of primitive design, and so well did she do it that there were
occasions when she could rest off almost half the time.
Raiatea and Tahaa are unique in that they lie inside the same encircling reef. Both

are volcanic islands, ragged of sky-line, with heaven-aspiring peaks and minarets. Since
Raiatea is thirty miles in circumference, and Tahaa fifteen miles, some idea may be
gained of the magnitude of the reef that encloses them. Between them and the reef
stretches from one to two miles of water, forming a beautiful lagoon. The huge Pacific
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seas, extending in unbroken lines sometimes a mile or half as much again in length, hurl
themselves upon the reef, overtowering and falling upon it with tremendous crashes,
and yet the fragile coral structure withstands the shock and protects the land. Outside
lies destruction to the mightiest ship afloat. Inside reigns the calm of untroubled water,
whereon a canoe like ours can sail with no more than a couple of inches of free-board.
We flew over the water. And such water! — clear as the clearest spring-water,

and crystalline in its clearness, all intershot with a maddening pageant of colours and
rainbow ribbons more magnificently gorgeous than any rainbow. Jade green alternated
with turquoise, peacock blue with emerald, while now the canoe skimmed over reddish
purple pools, and again over pools of dazzling, shimmering white where pounded coral
sand lay beneath and upon which oozed monstrous sea-slugs. One moment we were
above wonder-gardens of coral, wherein coloured fishes disported, fluttering like marine
butterflies; the next moment we were dashing across the dark surface of deep channels,
out of which schools of flying fish lifted their silvery flight; and a third moment we
were above other gardens of living coral, each more wonderful than the last. And above
all was the tropic, trade-wind sky with its fluffy clouds racing across the zenith and
heaping the horizon with their soft masses.
Before we were aware, we were close in to Tahaa (pronounced Tah-hah-ah, with

equal accents), and Tehei was grinning approval of the vahine’s proficiency at bailing.
The canoe grounded on a shallow shore, twenty feet from land, and we waded out
on a soft bottom where big slugs curled and writhed under our feet and where small
octopuses advertised their existence by their superlative softness when stepped upon.
Close to the beach, amid cocoanut palms and banana trees, erected on stilts, built of
bamboo, with a grass-thatched roof, was Tehei’s house. And out of the house came
Tehei’s vahine, a slender mite of a woman, kindly eyed and Mongolian of feature —
when she was not North American Indian. “Bihaura,” Tehei called her, but he did not
pronounce it according to English notions of spelling. Spelled “Bihaura,” it sounded
like Bee-ah-oo-rah, with every syllable sharply emphasized.
She took Charmian by the hand and led her into the house, leaving Tehei and me to

follow. Here, by sign-language unmistakable, we were informed that all they possessed
was ours. No hidalgo was ever more generous in the expression of giving, while I am sure
that few hidalgos were ever as generous in the actual practice. We quickly discovered
that we dare not admire their possessions, for whenever we did admire a particular
object it was immediately presented to us. The two vahines, according to the way of
vahines, got together in a discussion and examination of feminine fripperies, while Tehei
and I, manlike, went over fishing-tackle and wild-pig-hunting, to say nothing of the
device whereby bonitas are caught on forty-foot poles from double canoes. Charmian
admired a sewing basket — the best example she had seen of Polynesian basketry;
it was hers. I admired a bonita hook, carved in one piece from a pearl-shell; it was
mine. Charmian was attracted by a fancy braid of straw sennit, thirty feet of it in a
roll, sufficient to make a hat of any design one wished; the roll of sennit was hers. My
gaze lingered upon a poi-pounder that dated back to the old stone days; it was mine.

364



Charmian dwelt a moment too long on a wooden poi-bowl, canoe-shaped, with four
legs, all carved in one piece of wood; it was hers. I glanced a second time at a gigantic
cocoanut calabash; it was mine. Then Charmian and I held a conference in which we
resolved to admire no more — not because it did not pay well enough, but because it
paid too well. Also, we were already racking our brains over the contents of the Snark
for suitable return presents. Christmas is an easy problem compared with a Polynesian
giving-feast.

We sat on the cool porch, on Bihaura’s best mats while dinner was preparing, and
at the same time met the villagers. In twos and threes and groups they strayed along,
shaking hands and uttering the Tahitian word of greeting — Ioarana, pronounced yo-
rah-nah. The men, big strapping fellows, were in loin-cloths, with here and there no
shirt, while the women wore the universal ahu, a sort of adult pinafore that flows in
graceful lines from the shoulders to the ground. Sad to see was the elephantiasis that
afflicted some of them. Here would be a comely woman of magnificent proportions,
with the port of a queen, yet marred by one arm four times — or a dozen times —
the size of the other. Beside her might stand a six-foot man, erect, mighty-muscled,
bronzed, with the body of a god, yet with feet and calves so swollen that they ran
together, forming legs, shapeless, monstrous, that were for all the world like elephant
legs.
No one seems really to know the cause of the South Sea elephantiasis. One theory

is that it is caused by the drinking of polluted water. Another theory attributes it to
inoculation through mosquito bites. A third theory charges it to predisposition plus
the process of acclimatization. On the other hand, no one that stands in finicky dread
of it and similar diseases can afford to travel in the South Seas. There will be occasions
when such a one must drink water. There may be also occasions when the mosquitoes
let up biting. But every precaution of the finicky one will be useless. If he runs barefoot
across the beach to have a swim, he will tread where an elephantiasis case trod a few
minutes before. If he closets himself in his own house, yet every bit of fresh food
on his table will have been subjected to the contamination, be it flesh, fish, fowl, or
vegetable. In the public market at Papeete two known lepers run stalls, and heaven
alone knows through what channels arrive at that market the daily supplies of fish,
fruit, meat, and vegetables. The only happy way to go through the South Seas is with
a careless poise, without apprehension, and with a Christian Science-like faith in the
resplendent fortune of your own particular star. When you see a woman, afflicted with
elephantiasis wringing out cream from cocoanut meat with her naked hands, drink and
reflect how good is the cream, forgetting the hands that pressed it out. Also, remember
that diseases such as elephantiasis and leprosy do not seem to be caught by contact.
We watched a Raratongan woman, with swollen, distorted limbs, prepare our co-

coanut cream, and then went out to the cook-shed where Tehei and Bihaura were
cooking dinner. And then it was served to us on a dry-goods box in the house. Our
hosts waited until we were done and then spread their table on the floor. But our
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table! We were certainly in the high seat of abundance. First, there was glorious raw
fish, caught several hours before from the sea and steeped the intervening time in
lime-juice diluted with water. Then came roast chicken. Two cocoanuts, sharply sweet,
served for drink. There were bananas that tasted like strawberries and that melted in
the mouth, and there was banana-poi that made one regret that his Yankee forebears
ever attempted puddings. Then there was boiled yam, boiled taro, and roasted feis,
which last are nothing more or less than large mealy, juicy, red-coloured cooking ba-
nanas. We marvelled at the abundance, and, even as we marvelled, a pig was brought
on, a whole pig, a sucking pig, swathed in green leaves and roasted upon the hot stones
of a native oven, the most honourable and triumphant dish in the Polynesian cuisine.
And after that came coffee, black coffee, delicious coffee, native coffee grown on the
hillsides of Tahaa.
Tehei’s fishing-tackle fascinated me, and after we arranged to go fishing, Charmian

and I decided to remain all night. Again Tehei broached Samoa, and again my petit
bateau brought the disappointment and the smile of acquiescence to his face. Bora
Bora was my next port. It was not so far away but that cutters made the passage
back and forth between it and Raiatea. So I invited Tehei to go that far with us on
the Snark. Then I learned that his wife had been born on Bora Bora and still owned
a house there. She likewise was invited, and immediately came the counter invitation
to stay with them in their house in Born Bora. It was Monday. Tuesday we would go
fishing and return to Raiatea. Wednesday we would sail by Tahaa and off a certain
point, a mile away, pick up Tehei and Bihaura and go on to Bora Bora. All this we
arranged in detail, and talked over scores of other things as well, and yet Tehei knew
three phrases in English, Charmian and I knew possibly a dozen Tahitian words, and
among the four of us there were a dozen or so French words that all understood. Of
course, such polyglot conversation was slow, but, eked out with a pad, a lead pencil,
the face of a clock Charmian drew on the back of a pad, and with ten thousand and
one gestures, we managed to get on very nicely.
At the first moment we evidenced an inclination for bed the visiting natives, with

soft Iaoranas, faded away, and Tehei and Bihaura likewise faded away. The house
consisted of one large room, and it was given over to us, our hosts going elsewhere
to sleep. In truth, their castle was ours. And right here, I want to say that of all the
entertainment I have received in this world at the hands of all sorts of races in all
sorts of places, I have never received entertainment that equalled this at the hands
of this brown-skinned couple of Tahaa. I do not refer to the presents, the free-handed
generousness, the high abundance, but to the fineness of courtesy and consideration
and tact, and to the sympathy that was real sympathy in that it was understanding.
They did nothing they thought ought to be done for us, according to their standards,
but they did what they divined we waited to be done for us, while their divination
was most successful. It would be impossible to enumerate the hundreds of little acts
of consideration they performed during the few days of our intercourse. Let it suffice
for me to say that of all hospitality and entertainment I have known, in no case was
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theirs not only not excelled, but in no case was it quite equalled. Perhaps the most
delightful feature of it was that it was due to no training, to no complex social ideals,
but that it was the untutored and spontaneous outpouring from their hearts.
The next morning we went fishing, that is, Tehei, Charmian, and I did, in the coffin-

shaped canoe; but this time the enormous sail was left behind. There was no room
for sailing and fishing at the same time in that tiny craft. Several miles away, inside
the reef, in a channel twenty fathoms deep, Tehei dropped his baited hooks and rock-
sinkers. The bait was chunks of octopus flesh, which he bit out of a live octopus that
writhed in the bottom of the canoe. Nine of these lines he set, each line attached to
one end of a short length of bamboo floating on the surface. When a fish was hooked,
the end of the bamboo was drawn under the water. Naturally, the other end rose up in
the air, bobbing and waving frantically for us to make haste. And make haste we did,
with whoops and yells and driving paddles, from one signalling bamboo to another,
hauling up from the depths great glistening beauties from two to three feet in length.
Steadily, to the eastward, an ominous squall had been rising and blotting out the

bright trade-wind sky. And we were three miles to leeward of home. We started as the
first wind-gusts whitened the water. Then came the rain, such rain as only the tropics
afford, where every tap and main in the sky is open wide, and when, to top it all, the
very reservoir itself spills over in blinding deluge. Well, Charmian was in a swimming
suit, I was in pyjamas, and Tehei wore only a loin-cloth. Bihaura was on the beach
waiting for us, and she led Charmian into the house in much the same fashion that
the mother leads in the naughty little girl who has been playing in mud-puddles.
It was a change of clothes and a dry and quiet smoke while kai-kai was preparing.

Kai-kai, by the way, is the Polynesian for “food” or “to eat,” or, rather, it is one form of
the original root, whatever it may have been, that has been distributed far and wide
over the vast area of the Pacific. It is kai in the Marquesas, Raratonga, Manahiki, Niue,
Fakaafo, Tonga, New Zealand, and Vate. In Tahiti “to eat” changes to amu, in Hawaii
and Samoa to ai, in Ban to kana, in Nina to kana, in Nongone to kaka, and in New
Caledonia to ki. But by whatsoever sound or symbol, it was welcome to our ears after
that long paddle in the rain. Once more we sat in the high seat of abundance until we
regretted that we had been made unlike the image of the giraffe and the camel.
Again, when we were preparing to return to the Snark, the sky to windward turned

black and another squall swooped down. But this time it was little rain and all wind. It
blew hour after hour, moaning and screeching through the palms, tearing and wrench-
ing and shaking the frail bamboo dwelling, while the outer reef set no a mighty thun-
dering as it broke the force of the swinging seas. Inside the reef, the lagoon, sheltered
though it was, was white with fury, and not even Tehei’s seamanship could have en-
abled his slender canoe to live in such a welter.
By sunset, the back of the squall had broken though it was still too rough for the

canoe. So I had Tehei find a native who was willing to venture his cutter across to
Raiatea for the outrageous sum of two dollars, Chili, which is equivalent in our money
to ninety cents. Half the village was told off to carry presents, with which Tehei and
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Bihaura speeded their parting guests — captive chickens, fishes dressed and swathed
in wrappings of green leaves, great golden bunches of bananas, leafy baskets spilling
over with oranges and limes, alligator pears (the butter-fruit, also called the avoca),
huge baskets of yams, bunches of taro and cocoanuts, and last of all, large branches
and trunks of trees — firewood for the Snark.
While on the way to the cutter we met the only white man on Tahaa, and of all men,

George Lufkin, a native of New England! Eighty-six years of age he was, sixty-odd of
which, he said, he had spent in the Society Islands, with occasional absences, such as
the gold rush to Eldorado in ‘forty-nine and a short period of ranching in California
near Tulare. Given no more than three months by the doctors to live, he had returned
to his South Seas and lived to eighty-six and to chuckle over the doctors aforesaid,
who were all in their graves. Fee-fee he had, which is the native for elephantiasis and
which is pronounced fay-fay. A quarter of a century before, the disease had fastened
upon him, and it would remain with him until he died. We asked him about kith and
kin. Beside him sat a sprightly damsel of sixty, his daughter. “She is all I have,” he
murmured plaintively, “and she has no children living.”
The cutter was a small, sloop-rigged affair, but large it seemed alongside Tehei’s

canoe. On the other hand, when we got out on the lagoon and were struck by another
heavy wind-squall, the cutter became liliputian, while the Snark, in our imagination,
seemed to promise all the stability and permanence of a continent. They were good
boatmen. Tehei and Bihaura had come along to see us home, and the latter proved a
good boatwoman herself. The cutter was well ballasted, and we met the squall under
full sail. It was getting dark, the lagoon was full of coral patches, and we were carrying
on. In the height of the squall we had to go about, in order to make a short leg to
windward to pass around a patch of coral no more than a foot under the surface. As
the cutter filled on the other tack, and while she was in that “dead” condition that
precedes gathering way, she was knocked flat. Jib-sheet and main-sheet were let go,
and she righted into the wind. Three times she was knocked down, and three times
the sheets were flung loose, before she could get away on that tack.
By the time we went about again, darkness had fallen. We were now to windward of

the Snark, and the squall was howling. In came the jib, and down came the mainsail,
all but a patch of it the size of a pillow-slip. By an accident we missed the Snark, which
was riding it out to two anchors, and drove aground upon the inshore coral. Running
the longest line on the Snark by means of the launch, and after an hour’s hard work,
we heaved the cutter off and had her lying safely astern.
The day we sailed for Bora Bora the wind was light, and we crossed the lagoon

under power to the point where Tehei and Bihaura were to meet us. As we made in to
the land between the coral banks, we vainly scanned the shore for our friends. There
was no sign of them.
“We can’t wait,” I said. “This breeze won’t fetch us to Bora Bora by dark, and I

don’t want to use any more gasolene than I have to.”
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You see, gasolene in the South Seas is a problem. One never knows when he will be
able to replenish his supply.
But just then Tehei appeared through the trees as he came down to the water. He

had peeled off his shirt and was wildly waving it. Bihaura apparently was not ready.
Once aboard, Tehei informed us by signs that we must proceed along the land till
we got opposite to his house. He took the wheel and conned the Snark through the
coral, around point after point till we cleared the last point of all. Cries of welcome
went up from the beach, and Bihaura, assisted by several of the villagers, brought
off two canoe-loads of abundance. There were yams, taro, feis, breadfruit, cocoanuts,
oranges, limes, pineapples, watermelons, alligator pears, pomegranates, fish, chickens
galore crowing and cackling and laying eggs on our decks, and a live pig that squealed
infernally and all the time in apprehension of imminent slaughter.

Under the rising moon we came in through the perilous passage of the reef of Bora
Bora and dropped anchor off Vaitape village. Bihaura, with housewifely anxiety, could
not get ashore too quickly to her house to prepare more abundance for us. While the
launch was taking her and Tehei to the little jetty, the sound of music and of singing
drifted across the quiet lagoon. Throughout the Society Islands we had been continually
informed that we would find the Bora Borans very jolly. Charmian and I went ashore
to see, and on the village green, by forgotten graves on the beach, found the youths and
maidens dancing, flower-garlanded and flower-bedecked, with strange phosphorescent
flowers in their hair that pulsed and dimmed and glowed in the moonlight. Farther
along the beach we came upon a huge grass house, oval-shaped seventy feet in length,
where the elders of the village were singing himines. They, too, were flower-garlanded
and jolly, and they welcomed us into the fold as little lost sheep straying along from
outer darkness.
Early next morning Tehei was on board, with a string of fresh-caught fish and an

invitation to dinner for that evening. On the way to dinner, we dropped in at the
himine house. The same elders were singing, with here or there a youth or maiden
that we had not seen the previous night. From all the signs, a feast was in preparation.
Towering up from the floor was a mountain of fruits and vegetables, flanked on either
side by numerous chickens tethered by cocoanut strips. After several himines had been
sung, one of the men arose and made oration. The oration was made to us, and though
it was Greek to us, we knew that in some way it connected us with that mountain of
provender.
“Can it be that they are presenting us with all that?” Charmian whispered.
“Impossible,” I muttered back. “Why should they be giving it to us? Besides, there

is no room on the Snark for it. We could not eat a tithe of it. The rest would spoil.
Maybe they are inviting us to the feast. At any rate, that they should give all that to
us is impossible.”
Nevertheless we found ourselves once more in the high seat of abundance. The

orator, by gestures unmistakable, in detail presented every item in the mountain to
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us, and next he presented it to us in toto. It was an embarrassing moment. What
would you do if you lived in a hall bedroom and a friend gave you a white elephant?
Our Snark was no more than a hall bedroom, and already she was loaded down with
the abundance of Tahaa. This new supply was too much. We blushed, and stammered,
and mauruuru’d. We mauruuru’d with repeated nui’s which conveyed the largeness and
overwhelmingness of our thanks. At the same time, by signs, we committed the awful
breach of etiquette of not accepting the present. The himine singers’ disappointment
was plainly betrayed, and that evening, aided by Tehei, we compromised by accepting
one chicken, one bunch of bananas, one bunch of taro, and so on down the list.
But there was no escaping the abundance. I bought a dozen chickens from a native

out in the country, and the following day he delivered thirteen chickens along with a
canoe-load of fruit. The French storekeeper presented us with pomegranates and lent
us his finest horse. The gendarme did likewise, lending us a horse that was the very
apple of his eye. And everybody sent us flowers. The Snark was a fruit-stand and a
greengrocer’s shop masquerading under the guise of a conservatory. We went around
flower-garlanded all the time. When the himine singers came on board to sing, the
maidens kissed us welcome, and the crew, from captain to cabin-boy, lost its heart
to the maidens of Bora Bora. Tehei got up a big fishing expedition in our honour, to
which we went in a double canoe, paddled by a dozen strapping Amazons. We were
relieved that no fish were caught, else the Snark would have sunk at her moorings.

The days passed, but the abundance did not diminish. On the day of departure,
canoe after canoe put off to us. Tehei brought cucumbers and a young papaia tree
burdened with splendid fruit. Also, for me he brought a tiny, double canoe with fishing
apparatus complete. Further, he brought fruits and vegetables with the same lavishness
as at Tahaa. Bihaura brought various special presents for Charmian, such as silk-
cotton pillows, fans, and fancy mats. The whole population brought fruits, flowers, and
chickens. And Bihaura added a live sucking pig. Natives whom I did not remember
ever having seen before strayed over the rail and presented me with such things as
fish-poles, fish-lines, and fish-hooks carved from pearl-shell.

As the Snark sailed out through the reef, she had a cutter in tow. This was the
craft that was to take Bihaura back to Tahaa — but not Tehei. I had yielded at last,
and he was one of the crew of the Snark. When the cutter cast off and headed east,
and the Snark’s bow turned toward the west, Tehei knelt down by the cockpit and
breathed a silent prayer, the tears flowing down his cheeks. A week later, when Martin
got around to developing and printing, he showed Tehei some of the photographs. And
that brown-skinned son of Polynesia, gazing on the pictured lineaments of his beloved
Bihaura broke down in tears.
But the abundance! There was so much of it. We could not work the Snark for

the fruit that was in the way. She was festooned with fruit. The life-boat and launch
were packed with it. The awning-guys groaned under their burdens. But once we
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struck the full trade-wind sea, the disburdening began. At every roll the Snark shook
overboard a bunch or so of bananas and cocoanuts, or a basket of limes. A golden
flood of limes washed about in the lee-scuppers. The big baskets of yams burst, and
pineapples and pomegranates rolled back and forth. The chickens had got loose and
were everywhere, roosting on the awnings, fluttering and squawking out on the jib-
boom, and essaying the perilous feat of balancing on the spinnaker-boom. They were
wild chickens, accustomed to flight. When attempts were made to catch them, they
flew out over the ocean, circled about, and came lack. Sometimes they did not come
back. And in the confusion, unobserved, the little sucking pig got loose and slipped
overboard.
“On the arrival of strangers, every man endeavoured to obtain one as a friend and

carry him off to his own habitation, where he is treated with the greatest kindness
by the inhabitants of the district: they place him on a high seat and feed him with
abundance of the finest foods.”

Chapter XIII — The Stone-fishing of Bora Bora
At five in the morning the conches began to blow. From all along the beach the

eerie sounds arose, like the ancient voice of War, calling to the fishermen to arise and
prepare to go forth. We on the Snark likewise arose, for there could be no sleep in that
mad din of conches. Also, we were going stone-fishing, though our preparations were
few.
Tautai-taora is the name for stone-fishing, tautai meaning a “fishing instrument.”

And taora meaning “thrown.” But tautai-taora, in combination, means “stone-fishing,”
for a stone is the instrument that is thrown. Stone-fishing is in reality a fish-drive,
similar in principle to a rabbit-drive or a cattle-drive, though in the latter affairs
drivers and driven operate in the same medium, while in the fish-drive the men must
be in the air to breathe and the fish are driven through the water. It does not matter
if the water is a hundred feet deep, the men, working on the surface, drive the fish just
the same.
This is the way it is done. The canoes form in line, one hundred to two hundred feet

apart. In the bow of each canoe a man wields a stone, several pounds in weight, which
is attached to a short rope. He merely smites the water with the stone, pulls up the
stone, and smites again. He goes on smiting. In the stern of each canoe another man
paddles, driving the canoe ahead and at the same time keeping it in the formation. The
line of canoes advances to meet a second line a mile or two away, the ends of the lines
hurrying together to form a circle, the far edge of which is the shore. The circle begins
to contract upon the shore, where the women, standing in a long row out into the sea,
form a fence of legs, which serves to break any rushes of the frantic fish. At the right
moment when the circle is sufficiently small, a canoe dashes out from shore, dropping
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overboard a long screen of cocoanut leaves and encircling the circle, thus reinforcing
the palisade of legs. Of course, the fishing is always done inside the reef in the lagoon.
“Tres jolie,” the gendarme said, after explaining by signs and gestures that thousands

of fish would be caught of all sizes from minnows to sharks, and that the captured fish
would boil up and upon the very sand of the beach.
It is a most successful method of fishing, while its nature is more that of an outing

festival, rather than of a prosaic, food-getting task. Such fishing parties take place
about once a month at Bora Bora, and it is a custom that has descended from old
time. The man who originated it is not remembered. They always did this thing. But
one cannot help wondering about that forgotten savage of the long ago, into whose
mind first flashed this scheme of easy fishing, of catching huge quantities of fish without
hook, or net, or spear. One thing about him we can know: he was a radical. And we
can be sure that he was considered feather-brained and anarchistic by his conservative
tribesmen. His difficulty was much greater than that of the modern inventor, who has
to convince in advance only one or two capitalists. That early inventor had to convince
his whole tribe in advance, for without the co-operation of the whole tribe the device
could not be tested. One can well imagine the nightly pow-wow-ings in that primitive
island world, when he called his comrades antiquated moss-backs, and they called him
a fool, a freak, and a crank, and charged him with having come from Kansas. Heaven
alone knows at what cost of grey hairs and expletives he must finally have succeeded
in winning over a sufficient number to give his idea a trial. At any rate, the experiment
succeeded. It stood the test of truth — it worked! And thereafter, we can be confident,
there was no man to be found who did not know all along that it was going to work.

Our good friends, Tehei and Bihaura, who were giving the fishing in our honour,
had promised to come for us. We were down below when the call came from on deck
that they were coming. We dashed up the companionway, to be overwhelmed by the
sight of the Polynesian barge in which we were to ride. It was a long double canoe, the
canoes lashed together by timbers with an interval of water between, and the whole
decorated with flowers and golden grasses. A dozen flower-crowned Amazons were at
the paddles, while at the stern of each canoe was a strapping steersman. All were
garlanded with gold and crimson and orange flowers, while each wore about the hips
a scarlet pareu. There were flowers everywhere, flowers, flowers, flowers, without out
end. The whole thing was an orgy of colour. On the platform forward resting on the
bows of the canoes, Tehei and Bihaura were dancing. All voices were raised in a wild
song or greeting.

Three times they circled the Snark before coming alongside to take Charmian and
me on board. Then it was away for the fishing-grounds, a five-mile paddle dead to
windward. “Everybody is jolly in Bora Bora,” is the saying throughout the Society
Islands, and we certainly found everybody jolly. Canoe songs, shark songs, and fishing
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songs were sung to the dipping of the paddles, all joining in on the swinging choruses.
Once in a while the cry Mao! was raised, whereupon all strained like mad at the paddles.
Mao is shark, and when the deep-sea tigers appear, the natives paddle for dear life for
the shore, knowing full well the danger they run of having their frail canoes overturned
and of being devoured. Of course, in our case there were no sharks, but the cry of mao
was used to incite them to paddle with as much energy as if a shark were really after
them. “Hoe! Hoe!” was another cry that made us foam through the water.
On the platform Tehei and Bihaura danced, accompanied by songs and choruses or

by rhythmic hand-clappings. At other times a musical knocking of the paddles against
the sides of the canoes marked the accent. A young girl dropped her paddle, leaped
to the platform, and danced a hula, in the midst of which, still dancing, she swayed
and bent, and imprinted on our cheeks the kiss of welcome. Some of the songs, or
himines, were religious, and they were especially beautiful, the deep basses of the men
mingling with the altos and thin sopranos of the women and forming a combination of
sound that irresistibly reminded one of an organ. In fact, “kanaka organ” is the scoffer’s
description of the himine. On the other hand, some of the chants or ballads were very
barbaric, having come down from pre-Christian times.
And so, singing, dancing, paddling, these joyous Polynesians took us to the fishing.

The gendarme, who is the French ruler of Bora Bora, accompanied us with his family
in a double canoe of his own, paddled by his prisoners; for not only is he gendarme
and ruler, but he is jailer as well, and in this jolly land when anybody goes fishing, all
go fishing. A score of single canoes, with outriggers, paddled along with us. Around
a point a big sailing-canoe appeared, running beautifully before the wind as it bore
down to greet us. Balancing precariously on the outrigger, three young men saluted us
with a wild rolling of drums.
The next point, half a mile farther on, brought us to the place of meeting. Here

the launch, which had been brought along by Warren and Martin, attracted much
attention. The Bora Borans could not see what made it go. The canoes were drawn
upon the sand, and all hands went ashore to drink cocoanuts and sing and dance. Here
our numbers were added to by many who arrived on foot from near-by dwellings, and
a pretty sight it was to see the flower-crowned maidens, hand in hand and two by two,
arriving along the sands.
“They usually make a big catch,” Allicot, a half-caste trader, told us. “At the finish

the water is fairly alive with fish. It is lots of fun. Of course you know all the fish will
be yours.”
“All?” I groaned, for already the Snark was loaded down with lavish presents, by

the canoe-load, of fruits, vegetables, pigs, and chickens.
“Yes, every last fish,” Allicot answered. “You see, when the surround is completed,

you, being the guest of honour, must take a harpoon and impale the first one. It is
the custom. Then everybody goes in with their hands and throws the catch out on the
sand. There will be a mountain of them. Then one of the chiefs will make a speech
in which he presents you with the whole kit and boodle. But you don’t have to take
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them all. You get up and make a speech, selecting what fish you want for yourself and
presenting all the rest back again. Then everybody says you are very generous.”
“But what would be the result if I kept the whole present?” I asked.
“It has never happened,” was the answer. “It is the custom to give and give back

again.”
The native minister started with a prayer for success in the fishing, and all heads

were bared. Next, the chief fishermen told off the canoes and allotted them their
places. Then it was into the canoes and away. No women, however, came along, with
the exception of Bihaura and Charmian. In the old days even they would have been
tabooed. The women remained behind to wade out into the water and form the palisade
of legs.
The big double canoe was left on the beech, and we went in the launch. Half the

canoes paddled off to leeward, while we, with the other half, headed to windward a
mile and a half, until the end of our line was in touch with the reef. The leader of
the drive occupied a canoe midway in our line. He stood erect, a fine figure of an old
man, holding a flag in his hand. He directed the taking of positions and the forming
of the two lines by blowing on a conch. When all was ready, he waved his flag to the
right. With a single splash the throwers in every canoe on that side struck the water
with their stones. While they were hauling them back — a matter of a moment, for
the stones scarcely sank beneath the surface — the flag waved to the left, and with
admirable precision every stone on that side struck the water. So it went, back and
forth, right and left; with every wave of the flag a long line of concussion smote the
lagoon. At the same time the paddles drove the canoes forward and what was being
done in our line was being done in the opposing line of canoes a mile and more away.

On the bow of the launch, Tehei, with eyes fixed on the leader, worked his stone in
unison with the others. Once, the stone slipped from the rope, and the same instant
Tehei went overboard after it. I do not know whether or not that stone reached the
bottom, but I do know that the next instant Tehei broke surface alongside with the
stone in his hand. I noticed this same accident occur several times among the near-by
canoes, but in each instance the thrower followed the stone and brought it back.

The reef ends of our lines accelerated, the shore ends lagged, all under the watchful
supervision of the leader, until at the reef the two lines joined, forming the circle. Then
the contraction of the circle began, the poor frightened fish harried shoreward by the
streaks of concussion that smote the water. In the same fashion elephants are driven
through the jungle by motes of men who crouch in the long grasses or behind trees
and make strange noises. Already the palisade of legs had been built. We could see
the heads of the women, in a long line, dotting the placid surface of the lagoon. The
tallest women went farthest out, thus, with the exception of those close inshore, nearly
all were up to their necks in the water.

374



Still the circle narrowed, till canoes were almost touching. There was a pause. A
long canoe shot out from shore, following the line of the circle. It went as fast as
paddles could drive. In the stern a man threw overboard the long, continuous screen
of cocoanut leaves. The canoes were no longer needed, and overboard went the men
to reinforce the palisade with their legs. For the screen was only a screen, and not a
net, and the fish could dash through it if they tried. Hence the need for legs that ever
agitated the screen, and for hands that splashed and throats that yelled. Pandemonium
reigned as the trap tightened.

But no fish broke surface or collided against the hidden legs. At last the chief
fisherman entered the trap. He waded around everywhere, carefully. But there were no
fish boiling up and out upon the sand. There was not a sardine, not a minnow, not a
polly-wog. Something must have been wrong with that prayer; or else, and more likely,
as one grizzled fellow put it, the wind was not in its usual quarter and the fish were
elsewhere in the lagoon. In fact, there had been no fish to drive.
“About once in five these drives are failures,” Allicot consoled us.
Well, it was the stone-fishing that had brought us to Bora Bora, and it was our luck

to draw the one chance in five. Had it been a raffle, it would have been the other way
about. This is not pessimism. Nor is it an indictment of the plan of the universe. It
is merely that feeling which is familiar to most fishermen at the empty end of a hard
day.

Chapter XIV — The Amateur Navigator
There are captains and captains, and some mighty fine captains, I know; but the

run of the captains on the Snark has been remarkably otherwise. My experience with
them has been that it is harder to take care of one captain on a small boat than of
two small babies. Of course, this is no more than is to be expected. The good men
have positions, and are not likely to forsake their one-thousand-to-fifteen-thousand-ton
billets for the Snark with her ten tons net. The Snark has had to cull her navigators
from the beach, and the navigator on the beach is usually a congenital inefficient —
the sort of man who beats about for a fortnight trying vainly to find an ocean isle and
who returns with his schooner to report the island sunk with all on board, the sort of
man whose temper or thirst for strong waters works him out of billets faster than he
can work into them.
The Snark has had three captains, and by the grace of God she shall have no more.

The first captain was so senile as to be unable to give a measurement for a boom-jaw
to a carpenter. So utterly agedly helpless was he, that he was unable to order a sailor
to throw a few buckets of salt water on the Snark’s deck. For twelve days, at anchor,
under an overhead tropic sun, the deck lay dry. It was a new deck. It cost me one
hundred and thirty-five dollars to recaulk it. The second captain was angry. He was
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born angry. “Papa is always angry,” was the description given him by his half-breed
son. The third captain was so crooked that he couldn’t hide behind a corkscrew. The
truth was not in him, common honesty was not in him, and he was as far away from
fair play and square-dealing as he was from his proper course when he nearly wrecked
the Snark on the Ring-gold Isles.
It was at Suva, in the Fijis, that I discharged my third and last captain and took up

gain the role of amateur navigator. I had essayed it once before, under my first captain,
who, out of San Francisco, jumped the Snark so amazingly over the chart that I really
had to find out what was doing. It was fairly easy to find out, for we had a run of
twenty-one hundred miles before us. I knew nothing of navigation; but, after several
hours of reading up and half an hour’s practice with the sextant, I was able to find
the Snark’s latitude by meridian observation and her longitude by the simple method
known as “equal altitudes.” This is not a correct method. It is not even a safe method,
but my captain was attempting to navigate by it, and he was the only one on board who
should have been able to tell me that it was a method to be eschewed. I brought the
Snark to Hawaii, but the conditions favoured me. The sun was in northern declination
and nearly overhead. The legitimate “chronometer-sight” method of ascertaining the
longitude I had not heard of — yes, I had heard of it. My first captain mentioned it
vaguely, but after one or two attempts at practice of it he mentioned it no more.

I had time in the Fijis to compare my chronometer with two other chronometers.
Two weeks previous, at Pago Pago, in Samoa, I had asked my captain to compare our
chronometer with the chronometers on the American cruiser, the Annapolis. This he
told me he had done — of course he had done nothing of the sort; and he told me that
the difference he had ascertained was only a small fraction of a second. He told it to me
with finely simulated joy and with words of praise for my splendid time-keeper. I repeat
it now, with words of praise for his splendid and unblushing unveracity. For behold,
fourteen days later, in Suva, I compared the chronometer with the one on the Atua, an
Australian steamer, and found that mine was thirty-one seconds fast. Now thirty-one
seconds of time, converted into arc, equals seven and one-quarter miles. That is to
say, if I were sailing west, in the night-time, and my position, according to my dead
reckoning from my afternoon chronometer sight, was shown to be seven miles off the
land, why, at that very moment I would be crashing on the reef. Next I compared my
chronometer with Captain Wooley’s. Captain Wooley, the harbourmaster, gives the
time to Suva, firing a gun signal at twelve, noon, three times a week. According to
his chronometer mine was fifty-nine seconds fast, which is to say, that, sailing west, I
should be crashing on the reef when I thought I was fifteen miles off from it.
I compromised by subtracting thirty-one seconds from the total of my chronometer’s

losing error, and sailed away for Tanna, in the New Hebrides, resolved, when nosing
around the land on dark nights, to bear in mind the other seven miles I might be out
according to Captain Wooley’s instrument. Tanna lay some six hundred miles west-
southwest from the Fijis, and it was my belief that while covering that distance I could
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quite easily knock into my head sufficient navigation to get me there. Well, I got there,
but listen first to my troubles. Navigation IS easy, I shall always contend that; but
when a man is taking three gasolene engines and a wife around the world and is writing
hard every day to keep the engines supplied with gasolene and the wife with pearls
and volcanoes, he hasn’t much time left in which to study navigation. Also, it is bound
to be easier to study said science ashore, where latitude and longitude are unchanging,
in a house whose position never alters, than it is to study navigation on a boat that
is rushing along day and night toward land that one is trying to find and which he is
liable to find disastrously at a moment when he least expects it.
To begin with, there are the compasses and the setting of the courses. We sailed

from Suva on Saturday afternoon, June 6, 1908, and it took us till after dark to run the
narrow, reef-ridden passage between the islands of Viti Levu and Mbengha. The open
ocean lay before me. There was nothing in the way with the exception of Vatu Leile, a
miserable little island that persisted in poking up through the sea some twenty miles to
the west-southwest — just where I wanted to go. Of course, it seemed quite simple to
avoid it by steering a course that would pass it eight or ten miles to the north. It was a
black night, and we were running before the wind. The man at the wheel must be told
what direction to steer in order to miss Vatu Leile. But what direction? I turned me
to the navigation books. “True Course” I lighted upon. The very thing! What I wanted
was the true course. I read eagerly on:
“The True Course is the angle made with the meridian by a straight line on the

chart drawn to connect the ship’s position with the place bound to.”
Just what I wanted. The Snark’s position was at the western entrance of the passage

between Viti Levu and Mbengha. The immediate place she was bound to was a place
on the chart ten miles north of Vatu Leile. I pricked that place off on the chart with
my dividers, and with my parallel rulers found that west-by-south was the true course.
I had but to give it to the man at the wheel and the Snark would win her way to the
safety of the open sea.

But alas and alack and lucky for me, I read on. I discovered that the compass, that
trusty, everlasting friend of the mariner, was not given to pointing north. It varied.
Sometimes it pointed east of north, sometimes west of north, and on occasion it even
turned tail on north and pointed south. The variation at the particular spot on the
globe occupied by the Snark was 9 degrees 40 minutes easterly. Well, that had to be
taken in to account before I gave the steering course to the man at the wheel. I read:
“The Correct Magnetic Course is derived from the True Course by applying to it

the variation.”
Therefore, I reasoned, if the compass points 9 degrees 40 minutes eastward of north,

and I wanted to sail due north, I should have to steer 9 degrees 40 minutes westward
of the north indicated by the compass and which was not north at all. So I added
9 degrees 40 minutes to the left of my west-by-south course, thus getting my correct
Magnetic Course, and was ready once more to run to open sea.
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Again alas and alack! The Correct Magnetic Course was not the Compass Course.
There was another sly little devil lying in wait to trip me up and land me smashing
on the reefs of Vatu Leile. This little devil went by the name of Deviation. I read:
“The Compass Course is the course to steer, and is derived from the

Correct Magnetic Course by applying to it the Deviation.”
Now Deviation is the variation in the needle caused by the distribution of iron on

board of ship. This purely local variation I derived from the deviation card of my
standard compass and then applied to the Correct Magnetic Course. The result was
the Compass Course. And yet, not yet. My standard compass was amidships on the
companionway. My steering compass was aft, in the cockpit, near the wheel. When
the steering compass pointed west-by-south three-quarters-south (the steering course),
the standard compass pointed west-one-half-north, which was certainly not the steering
course. I kept the Snark up till she was heading west-by-south-three-quarters-south on
the standard compass, which gave, on the steering compass, south-west-by-west.

The foregoing operations constitute the simple little matter of setting a course.
And the worst of it is that one must perform every step correctly or else he will hear
“Breakers ahead!” some pleasant night, a nice sea-bath, and be given the delightful
diversion of fighting his way to the shore through a horde of man-eating sharks.
Just as the compass is tricky and strives to fool the mariner by pointing in all

directions except north, so does that guide post of the sky, the sun, persist in not
being where it ought to be at a given time. This carelessness of the sun is the cause
of more trouble — at least it caused trouble for me. To find out where one is on the
earth’s surface, he must know, at precisely the same time, where the sun is in the
heavens. That is to say, the sun, which is the timekeeper for men, doesn’t run on
time. When I discovered this, I fell into deep gloom and all the Cosmos was filled with
doubt. Immutable laws, such as gravitation and the conservation of energy, became
wobbly, and I was prepared to witness their violation at any moment and to remain
unastonished. For see, if the compass lied and the sun did not keep its engagements,
why should not objects lose their mutual attraction and why should not a few bushel
baskets of force be annihilated? Even perpetual motion became possible, and I was
in a frame of mind prone to purchase Keeley-Motor stock from the first enterprising
agent that landed on the Snark’s deck. And when I discovered that the earth really
rotated on its axis 366 times a year, while there were only 365 sunrises and sunsets, I
was ready to doubt my own identity.

This is the way of the sun. It is so irregular that it is impossible for man to devise a
clock that will keep the sun’s time. The sun accelerates and retards as no clock could
be made to accelerate and retard. The sun is sometimes ahead of its schedule; at other
times it is lagging behind; and at still other times it is breaking the speed limit in
order to overtake itself, or, rather, to catch up with where it ought to be in the sky.
In this last case it does not slow down quick enough, and, as a result, goes dashing
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ahead of where it ought to be. In fact, only four days in a year do the sun and the
place where the sun ought to be happen to coincide. The remaining 361 days the sun
is pothering around all over the shop. Man, being more perfect than the sun, makes
a clock that keeps regular time. Also, he calculates how far the sun is ahead of its
schedule or behind. The difference between the sun’s position and the position where
the sun ought to be if it were a decent, self-respecting sun, man calls the Equation of
Time. Thus, the navigator endeavouring to find his ship’s position on the sea, looks in
his chronometer to see where precisely the sun ought to be according to the Greenwich
custodian of the sun. Then to that location he applies the Equation of Time and finds
out where the sun ought to be and isn’t. This latter location, along with several other
locations, enables him to find out what the man from Kansas demanded to know some
years ago.
The Snark sailed from Fiji on Saturday, June 6, and the next day, Sunday, on the

wide ocean, out of sight of land, I proceeded to endeavour to find out my position
by a chronometer sight for longitude and by a meridian observation for latitude. The
chronometer sight was taken in the morning when the sun was some 21 degrees above
the horizon. I looked in the Nautical Almanac and found that on that very day, June 7,
the sun was behind time 1 minute and 26 seconds, and that it was catching up at a rate
of 14.67 seconds per hour. The chronometer said that at the precise moment of taking
the sun’s altitude it was twenty-five minutes after eight o’clock at Greenwich. From this
date it would seem a schoolboy’s task to correct the Equation of Time. Unfortunately,
I was not a schoolboy. Obviously, at the middle of the day, at Greenwich, the sun was
1 minute and 26 seconds behind time. Equally obviously, if it were eleven o’clock in the
morning, the sun would be 1 minute and 26 seconds behind time plus 14.67 seconds. If
it were ten o’clock in the morning, twice 14.67 seconds would have to be added. And
if it were 8: 25 in the morning, then 3.5 times 14.67 seconds would have to be added.
Quite clearly, then, if, instead of being 8:25 A.M., it were 8:25 P.M., then 8.5 times
14.67 seconds would have to be, not added, but SUBTRACTED; for, if, at noon, the
sun were 1 minute and 26 seconds behind time, and if it were catching up with where
it ought to be at the rate of 14.67 seconds per hour, then at 8.25 P.M. it would be
much nearer where it ought to be than it had been at noon.
So far, so good. But was that 8:25 of the chronometer A.M., or P.M.? I looked at the

Snark’s clock. It marked 8:9, and it was certainly A.M. for I had just finished breakfast.
Therefore, if it was eight in the morning on board the Snark, the eight o’clock of the
chronometer (which was the time of the day at Greenwich) must be a different eight
o’clock from the Snark’s eight o’clock. But what eight o’clock was it? It can’t be the
eight o’clock of this morning, I reasoned; therefore, it must be either eight o’clock this
evening or eight o’clock last night.
It was at this juncture that I fell into the bottomless pit of intellectual chaos. We

are in east longitude, I reasoned, therefore we are ahead of Greenwich. If we are behind
Greenwich, then to-day is yesterday; if we are ahead of Greenwich, then yesterday is
to-day, but if yesterday is to-day, what under the sun is to-day! — to-morrow? Absurd!
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Yet it must be correct. When I took the sun this morning at 8:25, the sun’s custodians
at Greenwich were just arising from dinner last night.
“Then correct the Equation of Time for yesterday,” says my logical mind.
“But to-day is to-day,” my literal mind insists. “I must correct the sun for to-day

and not for yesterday.”
“Yet to-day is yesterday,” urges my logical mind.

“That’s all very well,” my literal mind continues, “If I were in Greenwich I might be
in yesterday. Strange things happen in Greenwich. But I know as sure as I am living
that I am here, now, in to-day, June 7, and that I took the sun here, now, to-day, June
7. Therefore, I must correct the sun here, now, to-day, June 7.”
“Bosh!” snaps my logical mind. “Lecky says — ”
“Never mind what Lecky says,” interrupts my literal mind. “Let me tell you what

the Nautical Almanac says. The Nautical Almanac says that to-day, June 7, the sun
was 1 minute and 26 seconds behind time and catching up at the rate of 14.67 seconds
per hour. It says that yesterday, June 6, the sun was 1 minute and 36 seconds behind
time and catching up at the rate of 15.66 seconds per hour. You see, it is preposterous
to think of correcting to-day’s sun by yesterday’s time-table.”
“Fool!”
“Idiot!”
Back and forth they wrangle until my head is whirling around and I am ready to

believe that I am in the day after the last week before next.
I remembered a parting caution of the Suva harbour-master: “IN EAST LONGI-

TUDE TAKE FROM THE NAUTICAL ALMANAC THE ELEMENTS FOR THE
PRECEDING DAY.”
Then a new thought came to me. I corrected the Equation of Time for Sunday

and for Saturday, making two separate operations of it, and lo, when the results were
compared, there was a difference only of four-tenths of a second. I was a changed man.
I had found my way out of the crypt. The Snark was scarcely big enough to hold me
and my experience. Four-tenths of a second would make a difference of only one-tenth
of a mile — a cable-length!

All went merrily for ten minutes, when I chanced upon the following rhyme for
navigators:
“Greenwich time least

Longitude east;
Greenwich best,
Longitude west.”
Heavens! The Snark’s time was not as good as Greenwich time. When it was 8 25 at

Greenwich, on board the Snark it was only 8:9. “Greenwich time best, longitude west.”
There I was. In west longitude beyond a doubt.
“Silly!” cries my literal mind. “You are 8:9 A.M. and Greenwich is 8:25 P.M.”
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“Very well,” answers my logical mind. “To be correct, 8.25 P.M. is really twenty
hours and twenty-five minutes, and that is certainly better than eight hours and nine
minutes. No, there is no discussion; you are in west longitude.”
Then my literal mind triumphs.
“We sailed from Suva, in the Fijis, didn’t we?” it demands, and logical mind agrees.

“And Suva is in east longitude?” Again logical mind agrees. “And we sailed west (which
would take us deeper into east longitude), didn’t we? Therefore, and you can’t escape
it, we are in east longitude.”
“Greenwich time best, longitude west,” chants my logical mind; “and you must grant

that twenty hours and twenty-five minutes is better than eight hours and nine minutes.”
“All right,” I break in upon the squabble; “we’ll work up the sight and then we’ll

see.”
And work it up I did, only to find that my longitude was 184 degrees west.
“I told you so,” snorts my logical mind.
I am dumbfounded. So is my literal mind, for several minutes. Then it enounces:
“But there is no 184 degrees west longitude, nor east longitude, nor any other

longitude. The largest meridian is 180 degrees as you ought to know very well.”
Having got this far, literal mind collapses from the brain strain, logical mind is

dumb flabbergasted; and as for me, I get a bleak and wintry look in my eyes and go
around wondering whether I am sailing toward the China coast or the Gulf of Darien.
Then a thin small voice, which I do not recognize, coming from nowhere in particular

in my consciousness, says:
“The total number of degrees is 360. Subtract the 184 degrees west longitude from

360 degrees, and you will get 176 degrees east longitude.”
“That is sheer speculation,” objects literal mind; and logical mind remonstrates.

“There is no rule for it.”
“Darn the rules!” I exclaim. “Ain’t I here?”
“The thing is self-evident,” I continue. “184 degrees west longitude means a lapping

over in east longitude of four degrees. Besides I have been in east longitude all the
time. I sailed from Fiji, and Fiji is in east longitude. Now I shall chart my position
and prove it by dead reckoning.”
But other troubles and doubts awaited me. Here is a sample of one. In south latitude,

when the sun is in northern declination, chronometer sights may be taken early in the
morning. I took mine at eight o’clock. Now, one of the necessary elements in working
up such a sight is latitude. But one gets latitude at twelve o’clock, noon, by a meridian
observation. It is clear that in order to work up my eight o’clock chronometer sight I
must have my eight o’clock latitude. Of course, if the Snark were sailing due west at six
knots per hour, for the intervening four hours her latitude would not change. But if she
were sailing due south, her latitude would change to the tune of twenty-four miles. In
which case a simple addition or subtraction would convert the twelve o’clock latitude
into eight o’clock latitude. But suppose the Snark were sailing southwest. Then the
traverse tables must be consulted.
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This is the illustration. At eight A.M. I took my chronometer sight. At the same
moment the distance recorded on the log was noted. At twelve M., when the sight for
latitude was taken. I again noted the log, which showed me that since eight o’clock
the Snark had run 24 miles. Her true course had been west 0.75 south. I entered Table
I, in the distance column, on the page for 0.75 point courses, and stopped at 24, the
number of miles run. Opposite, in the next two columns, I found that the Snark had
made 3.5 miles of southing or latitude, and that she had made 23.7 miles of westing.
To find my eight o’clock’ latitude was easy. I had but to subtract 3.5 miles from my
noon latitude. All the elements being present, I worked up my longitude.
But this was my eight o’clock longitude. Since then, and up till noon, I had made

23.7 miles of westing. What was my noon longitude? I followed the rule, turning to
Traverse Table No. II. Entering the table, according to rule, and going through every
detail, according to rule, I found the difference of longitude for the four hours to be 25
miles. I was aghast. I entered the table again, according to rule; I entered the table half
a dozen times, according to rule, and every time found that my difference of longitude
was 25 miles. I leave it to you, gentle reader. Suppose you had sailed 24 miles and that
you had covered 3.5 miles of latitude, then how could you have covered 25 miles of
longitude? Even if you had sailed due west 24 miles, and not changed your latitude,
how could you have changed your longitude 25 miles? In the name of human reason,
how could you cover one mile more of longitude than the total number of miles you
had sailed?
It was a reputable traverse table, being none other than Bowditch’s. The rule was

simple (as navigators’ rules go); I had made no error. I spent an hour over it, and at
the end still faced the glaring impossibility of having sailed 24 miles, in the course of
which I changed my latitude 3.5 miles and my longitude 25 miles. The worst of it was
that there was nobody to help me out. Neither Charmian nor Martin knew as much as
I knew about navigation. And all the time the Snark was rushing madly along toward
Tanna, in the New Hebrides. Something had to be done.

How it came to me I know not — call it an inspiration if you will; but the thought
arose in me: if southing is latitude, why isn’t westing longitude? Why should I have
to change westing into longitude? And then the whole beautiful situation dawned
upon me. The meridians of longitude are 60 miles (nautical) apart at the equator. At
the poles they run together. Thus, if I should travel up the 180 degrees meridian of
longitude until I reached the North Pole, and if the astronomer at Greenwich travelled
up the 0 meridian of longitude to the North Pole, then, at the North Pole, we could
shake hands with each other, though before we started for the North Pole we had
been some thousands of miles apart. Again: if a degree of longitude was 60 miles wide
at the equator, and if the same degree, at the point of the Pole, had no width, then
somewhere between the Pole and the equator that degree would be half a mile wide,
and at other places a mile wide, two miles wide, ten miles wide, thirty miles wide, ay,
and sixty miles wide.
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All was plain again. The Snark was in 19 degrees south latitude. The world wasn’t
as big around there as at the equator. Therefore, every mile of westing at 19 degrees
south was more than a minute of longitude; for sixty miles were sixty miles, but sixty
minutes are sixty miles only at the equator. George Francis Train broke Jules Verne’s
record of around the world. But any man that wants can break George Francis Train’s
record. Such a man would need only to go, in a fast steamer, to the latitude of Cape
Horn, and sail due east all the way around. The world is very small in that latitude,
and there is no land in the way to turn him out of his course. If his steamer maintained
sixteen knots, he would circumnavigate the globe in just about forty days.
But there are compensations. On Wednesday evening, June 10, I brought up my

noon position by dead reckoning to eight P.M. Then I projected the Snark’s course
and saw that she would strike Futuna, one of the easternmost of the New Hebrides,
a volcanic cone two thousand feet high that rose out of the deep ocean. I altered the
course so that the Snark would pass ten miles to the northward. Then I spoke to Wada,
the cook, who had the wheel every morning from four to six.
“Wada San, to-morrow morning, your watch, you look sharp on weather-bow you

see land.”
And then I went to bed. The die was cast. I had staked my reputation as a navigator.

Suppose, just suppose, that at daybreak there was no land. Then, where would my
navigation be? And where would we be? And how would we ever find ourselves? or
find any land? I caught ghastly visions of the Snark sailing for months through ocean
solitudes and seeking vainly for land while we consumed our provisions and sat down
with haggard faces to stare cannibalism in the face.
I confess my sleep was not
“ . . . like a summer sky That held the music of a lark.”
Rather did “I waken to the voiceless dark,” and listen to the creaking of the bulkheads

and the rippling of the sea alongside as the Snark logged steadily her six knots an hour.
I went over my calculations again and again, striving to find some mistake, until my
brain was in such fever that it discovered dozens of mistakes. Suppose, instead of being
sixty miles off Futuna, that my navigation was all wrong and that I was only six miles
off? In which case my course would be wrong, too, and for all I knew the Snark might
be running straight at Futuna. For all I knew the Snark might strike Futuna the next
moment. I almost sprang from the bunk at that thought; and, though I restrained
myself, I know that I lay for a moment, nervous and tense, waiting for the shock.
My sleep was broken by miserable nightmares. Earthquake seemed the favourite af-

fliction, though there was one man, with a bill, who persisted in dunning me throughout
the night. Also, he wanted to fight; and Charmian continually persuaded me to let him
alone. Finally, however, the man with the everlasting dun ventured into a dream from
which Charmian was absent. It was my opportunity, and we went at it, gloriously, all
over the sidewalk and street, until he cried enough. Then I said, “Now how about that
bill?” Having conquered, I was willing to pay. But the man looked at me and groaned.
“It was all a mistake,” he said; “the bill is for the house next door.”
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That settled him, for he worried my dreams no more; and it settled me, too, for
I woke up chuckling at the episode. It was three in the morning. I went up on deck.
Henry, the Rapa islander, was steering. I looked at the log. It recorded forty-two miles.
The Snark had not abated her six-knot gait, and she had not struck Futuna yet. At
half-past five I was again on deck. Wada, at the wheel, had seen no land. I sat on the
cockpit rail, a prey to morbid doubt for a quarter of an hour. Then I saw land, a small,
high piece of land, just where it ought to be, rising from the water on the weather-bow.
At six o’clock I could clearly make it out to be the beautiful volcanic cone of Futuna.
At eight o’clock, when it was abreast, I took its distance by the sextant and found it
to be 9.3 miles away. And I had elected to pass it 10 miles away!
Then, to the south, Aneiteum rose out of the sea, to the north, Aniwa, and, dead

ahead, Tanna. There was no mistaking Tanna, for the smoke of its volcano was towering
high in the sky. It was forty miles away, and by afternoon, as we drew close, never
ceasing to log our six knots, we saw that it was a mountainous, hazy land, with
no apparent openings in its coast-line. I was looking for Port Resolution, though I
was quite prepared to find that as an anchorage, it had been destroyed. Volcanic
earthquakes had lifted its bottom during the last forty years, so that where once the
largest ships rode at anchor there was now, by last reports, scarcely space and depth
sufficient for the Snark. And why should not another convulsion, since the last report,
have closed the harbour completely?
I ran in close to the unbroken coast, fringed with rocks awash upon which the

crashing trade-wind sea burst white and high. I searched with my glasses for miles,
but could see no entrance. I took a compass bearing of Futuna, another of Aniwa,
and laid them off on the chart. Where the two bearings crossed was bound to be the
position of the Snark. Then, with my parallel rulers, I laid down a course from the
Snark’s position to Port Resolution. Having corrected this course for variation and
deviation, I went on deck, and lo, the course directed me towards that unbroken coast-
line of bursting seas. To my Rapa islander’s great concern, I held on till the rocks
awash were an eighth of a mile away.
“No harbour this place,” he announced, shaking his head ominously.
But I altered the course and ran along parallel with the coast.

Charmian was at the wheel. Martin was at the engine, ready to throw
on the propeller. A narrow silt of an opening showed up suddenly.
Through the glasses I could see the seas breaking clear across.
Henry, the Rapa man, looked with troubled eyes; so did Tehei, the
Tahaa man.
“No passage, there,” said Henry. “We go there, we finish quick, sure.”
I confess I thought so, too; but I ran on abreast, watching to see if the line of

breakers from one side the entrance did not overlap the line from the other side. Sure
enough, it did. A narrow place where the sea ran smooth appeared. Charmian put
down the wheel and steadied for the entrance. Martin threw on the engine, while all
hands and the cook sprang to take in sail.
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A trader’s house showed up in the bight of the bay. A geyser, on the shore, a
hundred yards away; spouted a column of steam. To port, as we rounded a tiny point,
the mission station appeared.
“Three fathoms,” cried Wada at the lead-line. “Three fathoms,” “two fathoms,” came

in quick succession.
Charmian put the wheel down, Martin stopped the engine, and the Snark rounded

to and the anchor rumbled down in three fathoms. Before we could catch our breaths a
swarm of black Tannese was alongside and aboard — grinning, apelike creatures, with
kinky hair and troubled eyes, wearing safety-pins and clay-pipes in their slitted ears:
and as for the rest, wearing nothing behind and less than that before. And I don’t
mind telling that that night, when everybody was asleep, I sneaked up on deck, looked
out over the quiet scene, and gloated — yes, gloated — over my navigation.

Chapter XV — Cruising in the Solomons
“Why not come along now?” said Captain Jansen to us, at Penduffryn, on the island

of Guadalcanar.
Charmian and I looked at each other and debated silently for half a minute. Then

we nodded our heads simultaneously. It is a way we have of making up our minds to do
things; and a very good way it is when one has no temperamental tears to shed over
the last tin-of condensed milk when it has capsized. (We are living on tinned goods
these days, and since mind is rumoured to be an emanation of matter, our similes are
naturally of the packing-house variety.)
“You’d better bring your revolvers along, and a couple of rifles,” said Captain Jansen.

“I’ve got five rifles aboard, though the one Mauser is without ammunition. Have you a
few rounds to spare?”
We brought our rifles on board, several handfuls of Mauser cartridges, and Wada

and Nakata, the Snark’s cook and cabin-boy respectively. Wada and Nakata were in
a bit of a funk. To say the least, they were not enthusiastic, though never did Nakata
show the white feather in the face of danger. The Solomon Islands had not dealt kindly
with them. In the first place, both had suffered from Solomon sores. So had the rest of
us (at the time, I was nursing two fresh ones on a diet of corrosive sublimate); but the
two Japanese had had more than their share. And the sores are not nice. They may be
described as excessively active ulcers. A mosquito bite, a cut, or the slightest abrasion,
serves for lodgment of the poison with which the air seems to be filled. Immediately
the ulcer commences to eat. It eats in every direction, consuming skin and muscle with
astounding rapidity. The pin-point ulcer of the first day is the size of a dime by the
second day, and by the end of the week a silver dollar will not cover it.

Worse than the sores, the two Japanese had been afflicted with Solomon Island fever.
Each had been down repeatedly with it, and in their weak, convalescent moments they
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were wont to huddle together on the portion of the Snark that happened to be nearest
to faraway Japan, and to gaze yearningly in that direction.
But worst of all, they were now brought on board the Minota for a recruiting cruise

along the savage coast of Malaita. Wada, who had the worse funk, was sure that he
would never see Japan again, and with bleak, lack-lustre eyes he watched our rifles and
ammunition going on board the Minota. He knew about the Minota and her Malaita
cruises. He knew that she had been captured six months before on the Malaita coast,
that her captain had been chopped to pieces with tomahawks, and that, according
to the barbarian sense of equity on that sweet isle, she owed two more heads. Also,
a labourer on Penduffryn Plantation, a Malaita boy, had just died of dysentery, and
Wada knew that Penduffryn had been put in the debt of Malaita by one more head.
Furthermore, in stowing our luggage away in the skipper’s tiny cabin, he saw the axe
gashes on the door where the triumphant bushmen had cut their way in. And, finally,
the galley stove was without a pipe — said pipe having been part of the loot.
The Minota was a teak-built, Australian yacht, ketch-rigged, long and lean, with

a deep fin-keel, and designed for harbour racing rather than for recruiting blacks.
When Charmian and I came on board, we found her crowded. Her double boat’s crew,
including substitutes, was fifteen, and she had a score and more of “return” boys, whose
time on the plantations was served and who were bound back to their bush villages.
To look at, they were certainly true head-hunting cannibals. Their perforated nostrils
were thrust through with bone and wooden bodkins the size of lead-pencils. Numbers
of them had punctured the extreme meaty point of the nose, from which protruded,
straight out, spikes of turtle-shell or of beads strung on stiff wire. A few had further
punctured their noses with rows of holes following the curves of the nostrils from lip
to point. Each ear of every man had from two to a dozen holes in it — holes large
enough to carry wooden plugs three inches in diameter down to tiny holes in which
were carried clay-pipes and similar trifles. In fact, so many holes did they possess that
they lacked ornaments to fill them; and when, the following day, as we neared Malaita,
we tried out our rifles to see that they were in working order, there was a general
scramble for the empty cartridges, which were thrust forthwith into the many aching
voids in our passengers’ ears.

At the time we tried out our rifles we put up our barbed wire railings. The Minota,
crown-decked, without any house, and with a rail six inches high, was too accessible to
boarders. So brass stanchions were screwed into the rail and a double row of barbed
wire stretched around her from stem to stern and back again. Which was all very well
as a protection from savages, but it was mighty uncomfortable to those on board when
the Minota took to jumping and plunging in a sea-way. When one dislikes sliding down
upon the lee-rail barbed wire, and when he dares not catch hold of the weather-rail
barbed wire to save himself from sliding, and when, with these various disinclinations,
he finds himself on a smooth flush-deck that is heeled over at an angle of forty-five
degrees, some of the delights of Solomon Islands cruising may be comprehended. Also,
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it must be remembered, the penalty of a fall into the barbed wire is more than the
mere scratches, for each scratch is practically certain to become a venomous ulcer.
That caution will not save one from the wire was evidenced one fine morning when we
were running along the Malaita coast with the breeze on our quarter. The wind was
fresh, and a tidy sea was making. A black boy was at the wheel. Captain Jansen, Mr.
Jacobsen (the mate), Charmian, and I had just sat down on deck to breakfast. Three
unusually large seas caught us. The boy at the wheel lost his head. Three times the
Minota was swept. The breakfast was rushed over the lee-rail. The knives and forks
went through the scuppers; a boy aft went clean overboard and was dragged back; and
our doughty skipper lay half inboard and half out, jammed in the barbed wire. After
that, for the rest of the cruise, our joint use of the several remaining eating utensils
was a splendid example of primitive communism. On the Eugenie, however, it was even
worse, for we had but one teaspoon among four of us — but the Eugenie is another
story.

Our first port was Su’u on the west coast of Malaita. The Solomon Islands are on the
fringe of things. It is difficult enough sailing on dark nights through reef-spiked channels
and across erratic currents where there are no lights to guide (from northwest to
southeast the Solomons extend across a thousand miles of sea, and on all the thousands
of miles of coasts there is not one lighthouse); but the difficulty is seriously enhanced
by the fact that the land itself is not correctly charted. Su’u is an example. On the
Admiralty chart of Malaita the coast at this point runs a straight, unbroken line. Yet
across this straight, unbroken line the Minota sailed in twenty fathoms of water. Where
the land was alleged to be, was a deep indentation. Into this we sailed, the mangroves
closing about us, till we dropped anchor in a mirrored pond. Captain Jansen did
not like the anchorage. It was the first time he had been there, and Su’u had a bad
reputation. There was no wind with which to get away in case of attack, while the
crew could be bushwhacked to a man if they attempted to tow out in the whale-boat.
It was a pretty trap, if trouble blew up.
“Suppose the Minota went ashore — what would you do?” I asked.
“She’s not going ashore,” was Captain Jansen’s answer.
“But just in case she did?” I insisted. He considered for a moment and shifted his

glance from the mate buckling on a revolver to the boat’s crew climbing into the
whale-boat each man with a rifle.
“We’d get into the whale-boat, and get out of here as fast as God’d let us,” came

the skipper’s delayed reply.
He explained at length that no white man was sure of his Malaita crew in a tight

place; that the bushmen looked upon all wrecks as their personal property; that the
bushmen possessed plenty of Snider rifles; and that he had on board a dozen “return”
boys for Su’u who were certain to join in with their friends and relatives ashore when
it came to looting the Minota.
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The first work of the whale-boat was to take the “return” boys and their trade-
boxes ashore. Thus one danger was removed. While this was being done, a canoe came
alongside manned by three naked savages. And when I say naked, I mean naked. Not
one vestige of clothing did they have on, unless nose-rings, ear-plugs, and shell armlets
be accounted clothing. The head man in the canoe was an old chief, one-eyed, reputed
to be friendly, and so dirty that a boat-scraper would have lost its edge on him. His
mission was to warn the skipper against allowing any of his people to go ashore. The
old fellow repeated the warning again that night.

In vain did the whale-boat ply about the shores of the bay in quest of recruits. The
bush was full of armed natives; all willing enough to talk with the recruiter, but not
one would engage to sign on for three years’ plantation labour at six pounds per year.
Yet they were anxious enough to get our people ashore. On the second day they raised
a smoke on the beach at the head of the bay. This being the customary signal of men
desiring to recruit, the boat was sent. But nothing resulted. No one recruited, nor were
any of our men lured ashore. A little later we caught glimpses of a number of armed
natives moving about on the beach.
Outside of these rare glimpses, there was no telling how many might be lurking in

the bush. There was no penetrating that primeval jungle with the eye. In the afternoon,
Captain Jansen, Charmian, and I went dynamiting fish. Each one of the boat’s crew
carried a Lee-Enfield. “Johnny,” the native recruiter, had a Winchester beside him at
the steering sweep. We rowed in close to a portion of the shore that looked deserted.
Here the boat was turned around and backed in; in case of attack, the boat would be
ready to dash away. In all the time I was on Malaita I never saw a boat land bow
on. In fact, the recruiting vessels use two boats — one to go in on the beach, armed,
of course, and the other to lie off several hundred feet and “cover” the first boat. The
Minota, however, being a small vessel, did not carry a covering boat.
We were close in to the shore and working in closer, stern-first, when a school of

fish was sighted. The fuse was ignited and the stick of dynamite thrown. With the
explosion, the surface of the water was broken by the flash of leaping fish. At the
same instant the woods broke into life. A score of naked savages, armed with bows
and arrows, spears, and Sniders, burst out upon the shore. At the same moment our
boat’s crew, lifted their rifles. And thus the opposing parties faced each other, while
our extra boys dived over after the stunned fish.
Three fruitless days were spent at Su’u. The Minota got no recruits from the bush,

and the bushmen got no heads from the Minota. In fact, the only one who got anything
was Wade, and his was a nice dose of fever. We towed out with the whale-boat, and
ran along the coast to Langa Langa, a large village of salt-water people, built with
prodigious labour on a lagoon sand-bank — literally BUILT up, an artificial island
reared as a refuge from the blood-thirsty bushmen. Here, also, on the shore side of
the lagoon, was Binu, the place where the Minota was captured half a year previously
and her captain killed by the bushmen. As we sailed in through the narrow entrance,
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a canoe came alongside with the news that the man-of-war had just left that morning
after having burned three villages, killed some thirty pigs, and drowned a baby. This
was the Cambrian, Captain Lewes commanding. He and I had first met in Korea
during the Japanese-Russian War, and we had been crossing each ether’s trail ever
since without ever a meeting. The day the Snark sailed into Suva, in the Fijis, we
made out the Cambrian going out. At Vila, in the New Hebrides, we missed each other
by one day. We passed each other in the night-time off the island of Santo. And the
day the Cambrian arrived at Tulagi, we sailed from Penduffryn, a dozen miles away.
And here at Langa Langa we had missed by several hours.

The Cambrian had come to punish the murderers of the Minota’s captain, but what
she had succeeded in doing we did not learn until later in the day, when a Mr. Abbot,
a missionary, came alongside in his whale-boat. The villages had been burned and the
pigs killed. But the natives had escaped personal harm. The murderers had not been
captured, though the Minota’s flag and other of her gear had been recovered. The
drowning of the baby had come about through a misunderstanding. Chief Johnny, of
Binu, had declined to guide the landing party into the bush, nor could any of his men
be induced to perform that office. Whereupon Captain Lewes, righteously indignant,
had told Chief Johnny that he deserved to have his village burned. Johnny’s beche de
mer English did not include the word “deserve.” So his understanding of it was that
his village was to be burned anyway. The immediate stampede of the inhabitants was
so hurried that the baby was dropped into the water. In the meantime Chief Johnny
hastened to Mr. Abbot. Into his hand he put fourteen sovereigns and requested him
to go on board the Cambrian and buy Captain Lewes off. Johnny’s village was not
burned. Nor did Captain Lewes get the fourteen sovereigns, for I saw them later in
Johnny’s possession when he boarded the Minota. The excuse Johnny gave me for not
guiding the landing party was a big boil which he proudly revealed. His real reason,
however, and a perfectly valid one, though he did not state it, was fear of revenge on
the part of the bushmen. Had he, or any of his men, guided the marines, he could have
looked for bloody reprisals as soon as the Cambrian weighed anchor.
As an illustration of conditions in the Solomons, Johnny’s business on board was

to turn over, for a tobacco consideration, the sprit, mainsail, and jib of a whale-boat.
Later in the day, a Chief Billy came on board and turned over, for a tobacco con-
sideration, the mast and boom. This gear belonged to a whale-boat which Captain
Jansen had recovered the previous trip of the Minota. The whale-boat belonged to
Meringe Plantation on the island of Ysabel. Eleven contract labourers, Malaita men
and bushmen at that, had decided to run away. Being bushmen, they knew nothing
of salt water nor of the way of a boat in the sea. So they persuaded two natives of
San Cristoval, salt-water men, to run away with them. It served the San Cristoval men
right. They should have known better. When they had safely navigated the stolen boat
to Malaita, they had their heads hacked off for their pains. It was this boat and gear
that Captain Jansen had recovered.
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Not for nothing have I journeyed all the way to the Solomons. At last I have seen
Charmian’s proud spirit humbled and her imperious queendom of femininity dragged
in the dust. It happened at Langa Langa, ashore, on the manufactured island which
one cannot see for the houses. Here, surrounded by hundreds of unblushing naked men,
women, and children, we wandered about and saw the sights. We had our revolvers
strapped on, and the boat’s crew, fully armed, lay at the oars, stern in; but the les-
son of the man-of-war was too recent for us to apprehend trouble. We walked about
everywhere and saw everything until at last we approached a large tree trunk that
served as a bridge across a shallow estuary. The blacks formed a wall in front of us
and refused to let us pass. We wanted to know why we were stopped. The blacks said
we could go on. We misunderstood, and started. Explanations became more definite.
Captain Jansen and I, being men, could go on. But no Mary was allowed to wade
around that bridge, much less cross it. “Mary” is beche de mer for woman. Charmian
was a Mary. To her the bridge was tambo, which is the native for taboo. Ah, how my
chest expanded! At last my manhood was vindicated. In truth I belonged to the lordly
sex. Charmian could trapse along at our heels, but we were MEN, and we could go
right over that bridge while she would have to go around by whale-boat.
Now I should not care to be misunderstood by what follows; but it is a matter

of common knowledge in the Solomons that attacks of fever are often brought on by
shock. Inside half an hour after Charmian had been refused the right of way, she was
being rushed aboard the Minota, packed in blankets, and dosed with quinine. I don’t
know what kind of shock had happened to Wada and Nakata, but at any rate they
were down with fever as well. The Solomons might be healthfuller.
Also, during the attack of fever, Charmian developed a Solomon sore. It was the

last straw. Every one on the Snark had been afflicted except her. I had thought that
I was going to lose my foot at the ankle by one exceptionally malignant boring ulcer.
Henry and Tehei, the Tahitian sailors, had had numbers of them. Wada had been able
to count his by the score. Nakata had had single ones three inches in length. Martin
had been quite certain that necrosis of his shinbone had set in from the roots of the
amazing colony he elected to cultivate in that locality. But Charmian had escaped.
Out of her long immunity had been bred contempt for the rest of us. Her ego was
flattered to such an extent that one day she shyly informed me that it was all a matter
of pureness of blood. Since all the rest of us cultivated the sores, and since she did
not — well, anyway, hers was the size of a silver dollar, and the pureness of her blood
enabled her to cure it after several weeks of strenuous nursing. She pins her faith to
corrosive sublimate. Martin swears by iodoform. Henry uses lime-juice undiluted. And
I believe that when corrosive sublimate is slow in taking hold, alternate dressings of
peroxide of hydrogen are just the thing. There are white men in the Solomons who
stake all upon boracic acid, and others who are prejudiced in favour of lysol. I also
have the weakness of a panacea. It is California. I defy any man to get a Solomon
Island sore in California.
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We ran down the lagoon from Langa Langa, between mangrove swamps, through
passages scarcely wider than the Minota, and past the reef villages of Kaloka and
Auki. Like the founders of Venice, these salt-water men were originally refugees from
the mainland. Too weak to hold their own in the bush, survivors of village massacres,
they fled to the sand-banks of the lagoon. These sand-banks they built up into is-
lands. They were compelled to seek their provender from the sea, and in time they
became salt-water men. They learned the ways of the fish and the shellfish, and they
invented hooks and lines, nets and fish-traps. They developed canoe-bodies. Unable
to walk about, spending all their time in the canoes, they became thick-armed and
broad-shouldered, with narrow waists and frail spindly legs. Controlling the sea-coast,
they became wealthy, trade with the interior passing largely through their hands. But
perpetual enmity exists between them and the bushmen. Practically their only truces
are on market-days, which occur at stated intervals, usually twice a week. The bush-
women and the salt-water women do the bartering. Back in the bush, a hundred yards
away, fully armed, lurk the bushmen, while to seaward, in the canoes, are the salt-
water men. There are very rare instances of the market-day truces being broken. The
bushmen like their fish too well, while the salt-water men have an organic craving for
the vegetables they cannot grow on their crowded islets.
Thirty miles from Langa Langa brought us to the passage between Bassakanna

Island and the mainland. Here, at nightfall, the wind left us, and all night, with the
whale-boat towing ahead and the crew on board sweating at the sweeps, we strove to
win through. But the tide was against us. At midnight, midway in the passage, we
came up with the Eugenie, a big recruiting schooner, towing with two whale-boats.
Her skipper, Captain Keller, a sturdy young German of twenty-two, came on board
for a “gam,” and the latest news of Malaita was swapped back and forth. He had been
in luck, having gathered in twenty recruits at the village of Fiu. While lying there, one
of the customary courageous killings had taken place. The murdered boy was what is
called a salt-water bushman — that is, a salt-water man who is half bushman and who
lives by the sea but does not live on an islet. Three bushmen came down to this man
where he was working in his garden. They behaved in friendly fashion, and after a time
suggested kai-kai. Kai-kai means food. He built a fire and started to boil some taro.
While bending over the pot, one of the bushmen shot him through the head. He fell
into the flames, whereupon they thrust a spear through his stomach, turned it around,
and broke it off.
“My word,” said Captain Keller, “I don’t want ever to be shot with a Snider. Spread!

You could drive a horse and carriage through that hole in his head.”
Another recent courageous killing I heard of on Malaita was that of an old man.

A bush chief had died a natural death. Now the bushmen don’t believe in natural
deaths. No one was ever known to die a natural death. The only way to die is by
bullet, tomahawk, or spear thrust. When a man dies in any other way, it is a clear
case of having been charmed to death. When the bush chief died naturally, his tribe
placed the guilt on a certain family. Since it did not matter which one of the family
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was killed, they selected this old man who lived by himself. This would make it easy.
Furthermore, he possessed no Snider. Also, he was blind. The old fellow got an inkling
of what was coming and laid in a large supply of arrows. Three brave warriors, each
with a Snider, came down upon him in the night time. All night they fought valiantly
with him. Whenever they moved in the bush and made a noise or a rustle, he discharged
an arrow in that direction. In the morning, when his last arrow was gone, the three
heroes crept up to him and blew his brains out.
Morning found us still vainly toiling through the passage. At last, in despair, we

turned tail, ran out to sea, and sailed clear round Bassakanna to our objective, Malu.
The anchorage at Malu was very good, but it lay between the shore and an ugly reef,
and while easy to enter, it was difficult to leave. The direction of the southeast trade
necessitated a beat to windward; the point of the reef was widespread and shallow;
while a current bore down at all times upon the point.
Mr. Caulfeild, the missionary at Malu, arrived in his whale-boat from a trip down

the coast. A slender, delicate man he was, enthusiastic in his work, level-headed and
practical, a true twentieth-century soldier of the Lord. When he came down to this
station on Malaita, as he said, he agreed to come for six months. He further agreed
that if he were alive at the end of that time, he would continue on. Six years had
passed and he was still continuing on. Nevertheless he was justified in his doubt as to
living longer than six months. Three missionaries had preceded him on Malaita, and
in less than that time two had died of fever and the third had gone home a wreck.

“What murder are you talking about?” he asked suddenly, in the midst of a confused
conversation with Captain Jansen.
Captain Jansen explained.
“Oh, that’s not the one I have reference to,” quoth Mr. Caulfeild.

“That’s old already. It happened two weeks ago.”

It was here at Malu that I atoned for all the exulting and gloating I had been
guilty of over the Solomon sore Charmian had collected at Langa Langa. Mr. Caulfeild
was indirectly responsible for my atonement. He presented us with a chicken, which I
pursued into the bush with a rifle. My intention was to clip off its head. I succeeded,
but in doing so fell over a log and barked my shin. Result: three Solomon sores. This
made five all together that were adorning my person. Also, Captain Jansen and Nakata
had caught gari-gari. Literally translated, gari-gari is scratch-scratch. But translation
was not necessary for the rest of us. The skipper’s and Nakata’s gymnastics served as
a translation without words.
(No, the Solomon Islands are not as healthy as they might be. I am writing this

article on the island of Ysabel, where we have taken the Snark to careen and clean her
cooper. I got over my last attack of fever this morning, and I have had only one free day
between attacks. Charmian’s are two weeks apart. Wada is a wreck from fever. Last
night he showed all the symptoms of coming down with pneumonia. Henry, a strapping
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giant of a Tahitian, just up from his last dose of fever, is dragging around the deck like
a last year’s crab-apple. Both he and Tehei have accumulated a praiseworthy display
of Solomon sores. Also, they have caught a new form of gari-gari, a sort of vegetable
poisoning like poison oak or poison ivy. But they are not unique in this. A number
of days ago Charmian, Martin, and I went pigeon-shooting on a small island, and we
have had a foretaste of eternal torment ever since. Also, on that small island, Martin
cut the soles of his feet to ribbons on the coral whilst chasing a shark — at least, so
he says, but from the glimpse I caught of him I thought it was the other way about.
The coral-cuts have all become Solomon sores. Before my last fever I knocked the skin
off my knuckles while heaving on a line, and I now have three fresh sores. And poor
Nakata! For three weeks he has been unable to sit down. He sat down yesterday for
the first time, and managed to stay down for fifteen minutes. He says cheerfully that
he expects to be cured of his gari-gari in another month. Furthermore, his gari-gari,
from too enthusiastic scratch-scratching, has furnished footholds for countless Solomon
sores. Still furthermore, he has just come down with his seventh attack of fever. If I
were king, the worst punishment I could inflict on my enemies would be to banish
them to the Solomons. On second thought, king or no king, I don’t think I’d have the
heart to do it.)

Recruiting plantation labourers on a small, narrow yacht, built for harbour sailing,
is not any too nice. The decks swarm with recruits and their families. The main cabin
is packed with them. At night they sleep there. The only entrance to our tiny cabin
is through the main cabin, and we jam our way through them or walk over them. Nor
is this nice. One and all, they are afflicted with every form of malignant skin disease.
Some have ringworm, others have bukua. This latter is caused by a vegetable parasite
that invades the skin and eats it away. The itching is intolerable. The afflicted ones
scratch until the air is filled with fine dry flakes. Then there are yaws and many other
skin ulcerations. Men come aboard with Solomon sores in their feet so large that they
can walk only on their toes, or with holes in their legs so terrible that a fist could
be thrust in to the bone. Blood-poisoning is very frequent, and Captain Jansen, with
sheath-knife and sail needle, operates lavishly on one and all. No matter how desperate
the situation, after opening and cleansing, he claps on a poultice of sea-biscuit soaked
in water. Whenever we see a particularly horrible case, we retire to a corner and deluge
our own sores with corrosive sublimate. And so we live and eat and sleep on the Minota,
taking our chance and “pretending it is good.”
At Suava, another artificial island, I had a second crow over Charmian. A big fella

marster belong Suava (which means the high chief of Suava) came on board. But first
he sent an emissary to Captain Jansen for a fathom of calico with which to cover his
royal nakedness. Meanwhile he lingered in the canoe alongside. The regal dirt on his
chest I swear was half an inch thick, while it was a good wager that the underneath
layers were anywhere from ten to twenty years of age. He sent his emissary on board
again, who explained that the big fella marster belong Suava was condescendingly
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willing enough to shake hands with Captain Jansen and me and cadge a stick or so of
trade tobacco, but that nevertheless his high-born soul was still at so lofty an altitude
that it could not sink itself to such a depth of degradation as to shake hands with a
mere female woman. Poor Charmian! Since her Malaita experiences she has become a
changed woman. Her meekness and humbleness are appallingly becoming, and I should
not be surprised, when we return to civilization and stroll along a sidewalk, to see her
take her station, with bowed head, a yard in the rear.

Nothing much happened at Suava. Bichu, the native cook, deserted. The Minota
dragged anchor. It blew heavy squalls of wind and rain. The mate, Mr. Jacobsen, and
Wada were prostrated with fever. Our Solomon sores increased and multiplied. And the
cockroaches on board held a combined Fourth of July and Coronation Parade. They
selected midnight for the time, and our tiny cabin for the place. They were from two
to three inches long; there were hundreds of them, and they walked all over us. When
we attempted to pursue them, they left solid footing, rose up in the air, and fluttered
about like humming-birds. They were much larger than ours on the Snark. But ours
are young yet, and haven’t had a chance to grow. Also, the Snark has centipedes, big
ones, six inches long. We kill them occasionally, usually in Charmian’s bunk. I’ve been
bitten twice by them, both times foully, while I was asleep. But poor Martin had worse
luck. After being sick in bed for three weeks, the first day he sat up he sat down on
one. Sometimes I think they are the wisest who never go to Carcassonne.
Later on we returned to Malu, picked up seven recruits, hove up anchor, and started

to beat out the treacherous entrance. The wind was chopping about, the current upon
the ugly point of reef setting strong. Just as we were on the verge of clearing it and
gaining open sea, the wind broke off four points. The Minota attempted to go about,
but missed stays. Two of her anchors had been lost at Tulagi. Her one remaining anchor
was let go. Chain was let out to give it a hold on the coral. Her fin keel struck bottom,
and her main topmast lurched and shivered as if about to come down upon our heads.
She fetched up on the slack of the anchors at the moment a big comber smashed her
shoreward. The chain parted. It was our only anchor. The Minota swung around on
her heel and drove headlong into the breakers.
Bedlam reigned. All the recruits below, bushmen and afraid of the sea, dashed

panic-stricken on deck and got in everybody’s way. At the same time the boat’s crew
made a rush for the rifles. They knew what going ashore on Malaita meant — one
hand for the ship and the other hand to fight off the natives. What they held on with
I don’t know, and they needed to hold on as the Minota lifted, rolled, and pounded on
the coral. The bushmen clung in the rigging, too witless to watch out for the topmast.
The whale-boat was run out with a tow-line endeavouring in a puny way to prevent
the Minota from being flung farther in toward the reef, while Captain Jansen and the
mate, the latter pallid and weak with fever, were resurrecting a scrap-anchor from out
the ballast and rigging up a stock for it. Mr. Caulfeild, with his mission boys, arrived
in his whale-boat to help.
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When the Minota first struck, there was not a canoe in sight; but like vultures
circling down out of the blue, canoes began to arrive from every quarter. The boat’s
crew, with rifles at the ready, kept them lined up a hundred feet away with a promise
of death if they ventured nearer. And there they clung, a hundred feet away, black and
ominous, crowded with men, holding their canoes with their paddles on the perilous
edge of the breaking surf. In the meantime the bushmen were flocking down from the
hills armed with spears, Sniders, arrows, and clubs, until the beach was massed with
them. To complicate matters, at least ten of our recruits had been enlisted from the
very bushmen ashore who were waiting hungrily for the loot of the tobacco and trade
goods and all that we had on board.
The Minota was honestly built, which is the first essential for any boat that is

pounding on a reef. Some idea of what she endured may be gained from the fact that
in the first twenty-four hours she parted two anchor-chains and eight hawsers. Our
boat’s crew was kept busy diving for the anchors and bending new lines. There were
times when she parted the chains reinforced with hawsers. And yet she held together.
Tree trunks were brought from ashore and worked under her to save her keel and
bilges, but the trunks were gnawed and splintered and the ropes that held them frayed
to fragments, and still she pounded and held together. But we were luckier than the
Ivanhoe, a big recruiting schooner, which had gone ashore on Malaita several months
previously and been promptly rushed by the natives. The captain and crew succeeded
in getting away in the whale-boats, and the bushmen and salt-water men looted her
clean of everything portable.
Squall after squall, driving wind and blinding rain, smote the Minota, while a heavier

sea was making. The Eugenie lay at anchor five miles to windward, but she was behind
a point of land and could not know of our mishap. At Captain Jansen’s suggestion,
I wrote a note to Captain Keller, asking him to bring extra anchors and gear to our
aid. But not a canoe could be persuaded to carry the letter. I offered half a case of
tobacco, but the blacks grinned and held their canoes bow-on to the breaking seas. A
half a case of tobacco was worth three pounds. In two hours, even against the strong
wind and sea, a man could have carried the letter and received in payment what he
would have laboured half a year for on a plantation. I managed to get into a canoe
and paddle out to where Mr. Caulfeild was running an anchor with his whale-boat.
My idea was that he would have more influence over the natives. He called the canoes
up to him, and a score of them clustered around and heard the offer of half a case of
tobacco. No one spoke.
“I know what you think,” the missionary called out to them. “You think plenty

tobacco on the schooner and you’re going to get it. I tell you plenty rifles on schooner.
You no get tobacco, you get bullets.”
At last, one man, alone in a small canoe, took the letter and started. Waiting for

relief, work went on steadily on the Minota. Her water-tanks were emptied, and spars,
sails, and ballast started shoreward. There were lively times on board when the Minota
rolled one bilge down and then the other, a score of men leaping for life and legs as
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the trade-boxes, booms, and eighty-pound pigs of iron ballast rushed across from rail
to rail and back again. The poor pretty harbour yacht! Her decks and running rigging
were a raffle. Down below everything was disrupted. The cabin floor had been torn up
to get at the ballast, and rusty bilge-water swashed and splashed. A bushel of limes,
in a mess of flour and water, charged about like so many sticky dumplings escaped
from a half-cooked stew. In the inner cabin, Nakata kept guard over our rifles and
ammunition.

Three hours from the time our messenger started, a whale-boat, pressing along under
a huge spread of canvas, broke through the thick of a shrieking squall to windward. It
was Captain Keller, wet with rain and spray, a revolver in belt, his boat’s crew fully
armed, anchors and hawsers heaped high amidships, coming as fast as wind could drive
— the white man, the inevitable white man, coming to a white man’s rescue.
The vulture line of canoes that had waited so long broke and disappeared as quickly

as it had formed. The corpse was not dead after all. We now had three whale-boats, two
plying steadily between the vessel and shore, the other kept busy running out anchors,
rebending parted hawsers, and recovering the lost anchors. Later in the afternoon,
after a consultation, in which we took into consideration that a number of our boat’s
crew, as well as ten of the recruits, belonged to this place, we disarmed the boat’s
crew. This, incidently, gave them both hands free to work for the vessel. The rifles
were put in the charge of five of Mr. Caulfeild’s mission boys. And down below in the
wreck of the cabin the missionary and his converts prayed to God to save the Minota.
It was an impressive scene! the unarmed man of God praying with cloudless faith, his
savage followers leaning on their rifles and mumbling amens. The cabin walls reeled
about them. The vessel lifted and smashed upon the coral with every sea. From on
deck came the shouts of men heaving and toiling, praying, in another fashion, with
purposeful will and strength of arm.
That night Mr. Caulfeild brought off a warning. One of our recruits had a price

on his head of fifty fathoms of shell-money and forty pigs. Baffled in their desire to
capture the vessel, the bushmen decided to get the head of the man. When killing
begins, there is no telling where it will end, so Captain Jansen armed a whale-boat
and rowed in to the edge of the beach. Ugi, one of his boat’s crew, stood up and orated
for him. Ugi was excited. Captain Jansen’s warning that any canoe sighted that night
would be pumped full of lead, Ugi turned into a bellicose declaration of war, which
wound up with a peroration somewhat to the following effect: “You kill my captain, I
drink his blood and die with him!”

The bushmen contented themselves with burning an unoccupied mission house, and
sneaked back to the bush. The next day the Eugenie sailed in and dropped anchor.
Three days and two nights the Minota pounded on the reef; but she held together, and
the shell of her was pulled off at last and anchored in smooth water. There we said
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good-bye to her and all on board, and sailed away on the Eugenie, bound for Florida
Island. {1}

Chapter XVI — Beche De Mer English
‘TOO MUCH’ ENGLISH
Given a number of white traders, a wide area of land, and scores of savage lan-

guages and dialects, the result will be that the traders will manufacture a totally new,
unscientific, but perfectly adequate, language. This the traders did when they invented
the Chinook lingo for use over British Columbia, Alaska, and the Northwest Territory.
So with the lingo of the Kroo-boys of Africa, the pigeon English of the Far East, and
the beche de mer of the westerly portion of the South Seas. This latter is often called
pigeon English, but pigeon English it certainly is not. To show how totally different it
is, mention need be made only of the fact that the classic piecee of China has no place
in it.
There was once a sea captain who needed a dusky potentate down in his cabin. The

potentate was on deck. The captain’s command to the Chinese steward was “Hey, boy,
you go top-side catchee one piecee king.” Had the steward been a New Hibridean or a
Solomon islander, the command would have been: “Hey, you fella boy, go look ‘m eye
belong you along deck, bring ‘m me fella one big fella marster belong black man.”
It was the first white men who ventured through Melanesia after the early explorers,

who developed beche de mer English — men such as the beche de mer fishermen, the
sandalwood traders, the pearl hunters, and the labour recruiters. In the Solomons, for
instance, scores of languages and dialects are spoken. Unhappy the trader who tried to
learn them all; for in the next group to which he might wander he would find scores of
additional tongues. A common language was necessary — a language so simple that a
child could learn it, with a vocabulary as limited as the intelligence of the savages upon
whom it was to be used. The traders did not reason this out. Beche do mer English
was the product of conditions and circumstances. Function precedes organ; and the
need for a universal Melanesian lingo preceded beche de mer English. Beche de mer
was purely fortuitous, but it was fortuitous in the deterministic way. Also, from the
fact that out of the need the lingo arose, beche de mer English is a splendid argument
for the Esperanto enthusiasts.

A limited vocabulary means that each word shall be overworked. Thus, fella, in
beche de mer, means all that piecee does and quite a bit more, and is used continu-
ally in every possible connection. Another overworked word is belong. Nothing stands
alone. Everything is related. The thing desired is indicated by its relationship with
other things. A primitive vocabulary means primitive expression, thus, the continu-
ance of rain is expressed as rain he stop. SUN HE COME UP cannot possibly be
misunderstood, while the phrase-structure itself can be used without mental exertion
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in ten thousand different ways, as, for instance, a native who desires to tell you that
there are fish in the water and who says FISH HE STOP. It was while trading on
Ysabel island that I learned the excellence of this usage. I wanted two or three pairs
of the large clam-shells (measuring three feet across), but I did not want the meat
inside. Also, I wanted the meat of some of the smaller clams to make a chowder. My
instruction to the natives finally ripened into the following “You fella bring me fella
big fella clam — kai-kai he no stop, he walk about. You fella bring me fella small fella
clam — kai-kai he stop.”

Kai-kai is the Polynesian for food, meat, eating, and to eat: but it would be hard
to say whether it was introduced into Melanesia by the sandalwood traders or by
the Polynesian westward drift. Walk about is a quaint phrase. Thus, if one orders a
Solomon sailor to put a tackle on a boom, he will suggest, “That fella boom he walk
about too much.” And if the said sailor asks for shore liberty, he will state that it is
his desire to walk about. Or if said sailor be seasick, he will explain his condition by
stating, “Belly belong me walk about too much.”
Too much, by the way, does not indicate anything excessive. It is merely the simple

superlative. Thus, if a native is asked the distance to a certain village, his answer will
be one of these four: “Close-up”; “long way little bit”; “long way big bit”; or “long way
too much.” Long way too much does not mean that one cannot walk to the village; it
means that he will have to walk farther than if the village were a long way big bit.
Gammon is to lie, to exaggerate, to joke. Mary is a woman. Any woman is a Mary.

All women are Marys. Doubtlessly the first dim white adventurer whimsically called a
native woman Mary, and of similar birth must have been many other words in beche
de mer. The white men were all seamen, and so capsize and sing out were introduced
into the lingo. One would not tell a Melanesian cook to empty the dish-water, but he
would tell him to capsize it. To sing out is to cry loudly, to call out, or merely to speak.
Sing-sing is a song. The native Christian does not think of God calling for Adam in
the Garden of Eden; in the native’s mind, God sings out for Adam.

Savvee or catchee are practically the only words which have been introduced straight
from pigeon English. Of course, pickaninny has happened along, but some of its uses
are delicious. Having bought a fowl from a native in a canoe, the native asked me if
I wanted “Pickaninny stop along him fella.” It was not until he showed me a handful
of hen’s eggs that I understood his meaning. My word, as an exclamation with a
thousand significances, could have arrived from nowhere else than Old England. A
paddle, a sweep, or an oar, is called washee, and washee is also the verb.
Here is a letter, dictated by one Peter, a native trader at Santa Anna, and addressed

to his employer. Harry, the schooner captain, started to write the letter, but was
stopped by Peter at the end of the second sentence. Thereafter the letter runs in Peter’s
own words, for Peter was afraid that Harry gammoned too much, and he wanted the
straight story of his needs to go to headquarters.
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“Santa Anna.”
“Trader Peter has worked 12 months for your firm and has not received any pay yet.

He hereby wants 12 pounds.” (At this point Peter began dictation). “Harry he gammon
along him all the time too much. I like him 6 tin biscuit, 4 bag rice, 24 tin bullamacow.
Me like him 2 rifle, me savvee look out along boat, some place me go man he no good,
he kai-kai along me.

“Peter.”
Bullamacow means tinned beef. This word was corrupted from the English language

by the Samoans, and from them learned by the traders, who carried it along with
them into Melanesia. Captain Cook and the other early navigators made a practice of
introducing seeds, plants, and domestic animals amongst the natives. It was at Samoa
that one such navigator landed a bull and a cow. “This is a bull and cow,” said he to
the Samoans. They thought he was giving the name of the breed, and from that day
to this, beef on the hoof and beef in the tin is called bullamacow.
A Solomon islander cannot say FENCE, so, in beche de mer, it becomes fennis;

store is sittore, and box is bokkis. Just now the fashion in chests, which are known
as boxes, is to have a bell-arrangement on the lock so that the box cannot be opened
without sounding an alarm. A box so equipped is not spoken of as a mere box, but as
the bokkis belong bell.

FRIGHT is the beche de mer for fear. If a native appears timid and one asks him the
cause, he is liable to hear in reply: “Me fright along you too much.” Or the native may
be fright along storm, or wild bush, or haunted places. CROSS covers every form of
anger. A man may be cross at one when he is feeling only petulant; or he may be cross
when he is seeking to chop off your head and make a stew out of you. A recruit, after
having toiled three years on a plantation, was returned to his own village on Malaita.
He was clad in all kinds of gay and sportive garments. On his head was a top-hat. He
possessed a trade-box full of calico, beads, porpoise-teeth, and tobacco. Hardly was
the anchor down, when the villagers were on board. The recruit looked anxiously for
his own relatives, but none was to be seen. One of the natives took the pipe out of
his mouth. Another confiscated the strings of beads from around his neck. A third
relieved him of his gaudy loin-cloth, and a fourth tried on the top-hat and omitted to
return it. Finally, one of them took his trade-box, which represented three years’ toil,
and dropped it into a canoe alongside. “That fella belong you?” the captain asked the
recruit, referring to the thief. “No belong me,” was the answer. “Then why in Jericho
do you let him take the box?” the captain demanded indignantly. Quoth the recruit,
“Me speak along him, say bokkis he stop, that fella he cross along me” — which was
the recruit’s way of saying that the other man would murder him. God’s wrath, when
He sent the Flood, was merely a case of being cross along mankind.
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What name? is the great interrogation of beche de mer. It all depends on how it is
uttered. It may mean: What is your business? What do you mean by this outrageous
conduct? What do you want? What is the thing you are after? You had best watch
out; I demand an explanation; and a few hundred other things. Call a native out of
his house in the middle of the night, and he is likely to demand, “What name you sing
out along me?”

Imagine the predicament of the Germans on the plantations of Bougainville Island,
who are compelled to learn beche de mer English in order to handle the native labourers.
It is to them an unscientific polyglot, and there are no text-books by which to study
it. It is a source of unholy delight to the other white planters and traders to hear the
German wrestling stolidly with the circumlocutions and short-cuts of a language that
has no grammar and no dictionary.
Some years ago large numbers of Solomon islanders were recruited to labour on the

sugar plantations of Queensland. A missionary urged one of the labourers, who was a
convert, to get up and preach a sermon to a shipload of Solomon islanders who had
just arrived. He chose for his subject the Fall of Man, and the address he gave became
a classic in all Australasia. It proceeded somewhat in the following manner:
“Altogether you boy belong Solomons you no savvee white man. Me fella me savvee

him. Me fella me savvee talk along white man.
“Before long time altogether no place he stop. God big fella marster belong white

man, him fella He make ‘m altogether. God big fella marster belong white man, He
make ‘m big fella garden. He good fella too much. Along garden plenty yam he stop,
plenty cocoanut, plenty taro, plenty kumara (sweet potatoes), altogether good fella
kai-kai too much.
“Bimeby God big fella marster belong white man He make ‘m one fella man and

put ‘m along garden belong Him. He call ‘m this fella man Adam. He name belong
him. He put him this fella man Adam along garden, and He speak, ‘This fella garden
he belong you.’ And He look ‘m this fella Adam he walk about too much. Him fella
Adam all the same sick; he no savvee kai-kai; he walk about all the time. And God He
no savvee. God big fella marster belong white man, He scratch ‘m head belong Him.
God say: ‘What name? Me no savvee what name this fella Adam he want.’
“Bimeby God He scratch ‘m head belong Him too much, and speak: ‘Me fella me

savvee, him fella Adam him want ‘m Mary.’ So He make Adam he go asleep, He take
one fella bone belong him, and He make ‘m one fella Mary along bone. He call him
this fella Mary, Eve. He give ‘m this fella Eve along Adam, and He speak along him
fella Adam: ‘Close up altogether along this fella garden belong you two fella. One fella
tree he tambo (taboo) along you altogether. This fella tree belong apple.’
“So Adam Eve two fella stop along garden, and they two fella have ‘m good time

too much. Bimeby, one day, Eve she come along Adam, and she speak, ‘More good
you me two fella we eat ‘m this fella apple.’ Adam he speak, ‘No,’ and Eve she speak,
‘What name you no like ‘m me?’ And Adam he speak, ‘Me like ‘m you too much, but

400



me fright along God.’ And Eve she speak, ‘Gammon! What name? God He no savvee
look along us two fella all ‘m time. God big fella marster, He gammon along you.’ But
Adam he speak, ‘No.’ But Eve she talk, talk, talk, allee time — allee same Mary she
talk along boy along Queensland and make ‘m trouble along boy. And bimeby Adam
he tired too much, and he speak, ‘All right.’ So these two fella they go eat ‘m. When
they finish eat ‘m, my word, they fright like hell, and they go hide along scrub.

“And God He come walk about along garden, and He sing out, ‘Adam!’ Adam he
no speak. He too much fright. My word! And God He sing out, ‘Adam!’ And Adam he
speak, ‘You call ‘m me?’ God He speak, ‘Me call ‘m you too much.’ Adam he speak,
‘Me sleep strong fella too much.’ And God He speak, ‘You been eat ‘m this fella apple.’
Adam he speak, ‘No, me no been eat ‘m.’ God He speak. ‘What name you gammon
along me? You been eat ‘m.’ And Adam he speak, ‘Yes, me been eat ‘m.’
“And God big fella marster He cross along Adam Eve two fella too much, and He

speak, ‘You two fella finish along me altogether. You go catch ‘m bokkis (box) belong
you, and get to hell along scrub.’
“So Adam Eve these two fella go along scrub. And God He make ‘m one big fennis

(fence) all around garden and He put ‘m one fella marster belong God along fennis.
And He give this fella marster belong God one big fella musket, and He speak, ‘S’pose
you look ‘m these two fella Adam Eve, you shoot ‘m plenty too much.’“

Chapter XVII — The Amateur M.d.
When we sailed from San Francisco on the Snark I knew as much about sickness as

the Admiral of the Swiss Navy knows about salt water. And here, at the start, let me
advise any one who meditates going to out-of-the-way tropic places. Go to a first-class
druggist — the sort that have specialists on their salary list who know everything. Talk
the matter over with such an one. Note carefully all that he says. Have a list made of
all that he recommends. Write out a cheque for the total cost, and tear it up.
I wish I had done the same. I should have been far wiser, I know now, if I had bought

one of those ready-made, self-acting, fool-proof medicine chests such as are favoured
by fourth-rate ship-masters. In such a chest each bottle has a number. On the inside of
the lid is placed a simple table of directions: No. 1, toothache; No. 2, smallpox; No. 3,
stomachache; No. 4, cholera; No. 5, rheumatism; and so on, through the list of human
ills. And I might have used it as did a certain venerable skipper, who, when No. 3 was
empty, mixed a dose from No. 1 and No. 2, or, when No. 7 was all gone, dosed his crew
with 4 and 3 till 3 gave out, when he used 5 and 2.
So far, with the exception of corrosive sublimate (which was recommended as an

antiseptic in surgical operations, and which I have not yet used for that purpose), my
medicine-chest has been useless. It has been worse than useless, for it has occupied
much space which I could have used to advantage.
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With my surgical instruments it is different. While I have not yet had serious use
for them, I do not regret the space they occupy. The thought of them makes me feel
good. They are so much life insurance, only, fairer than that last grim game, one is not
supposed to die in order to win. Of course, I don’t know how to use them, and what
I don’t know about surgery would set up a dozen quacks in prosperous practice. But
needs must when the devil drives, and we of the Snark have no warning when the devil
may take it into his head to drive, ay, even a thousand miles from land and twenty
days from the nearest port.
I did not know anything about dentistry, but a friend fitted me out with forceps

and similar weapons, and in Honolulu I picked up a book upon teeth. Also, in that
sub-tropical city I managed to get hold of a skull, from which I extracted the teeth
swiftly and painlessly. Thus equipped, I was ready, though not exactly eager, to tackle
any tooth that get in my way. It was in Nuku-hiva, in the Marquesas, that my first
case presented itself in the shape of a little, old Chinese. The first thing I did was
to got the buck fever, and I leave it to any fair-minded person if buck fever, with its
attendant heart-palpitations and arm-tremblings, is the right condition for a man to
be in who is endeavouring to pose as an old hand at the business. I did not fool the
aged Chinaman. He was as frightened as I and a bit more shaky. I almost forgot to be
frightened in the fear that he would bolt. I swear, if he had tried to, that I would have
tripped him up and sat on him until calmness and reason returned.
I wanted that tooth. Also, Martin wanted a snap-shot of me getting it. Likewise

Charmian got her camera. Then the procession started. We were stopping at what
had been the club-house when Stevenson was in the Marquesas on the Casco. On the
veranda, where he had passed so many pleasant hours, the light was not good — for
snapshots, I mean. I led on into the garden, a chair in one hand, the other hand filled
with forceps of various sorts, my knees knocking together disgracefully. The poor old
Chinaman came second, and he was shaking, too. Charmian and Martin brought up
the rear, armed with kodaks. We dived under the avocado trees, threaded our way
through the cocoanut palms, and came on a spot that satisfied Martin’s photographic
eye.
I looked at the tooth, and then discovered that I could not remember anything

about the teeth I had pulled from the skull five months previously. Did it have one
prong? two prongs? or three prongs? What was left of the part that showed appeared
very crumbly, and I knew that I should have take hold of the tooth deep down in the
gum. It was very necessary that I should know how many prongs that tooth had. Back
to the house I went for the book on teeth. The poor old victim looked like photographs
I had seen of fellow-countrymen of his, criminals, on their knees, waiting the stroke of
the beheading sword.
“Don’t let him get away,” I cautioned to Martin. “I want that tooth.”
“I sure won’t,” he replied with enthusiasm, from behind his camera.

“I want that photograph.”

402



For the first time I felt sorry for the Chinaman. Though the book did not tell me
anything about pulling teeth, it was all right, for on one page I found drawings of all
the teeth, including their prongs and how they were set in the jaw. Then came the
pursuit of the forceps. I had seven pairs, but was in doubt as to which pair I should
use. I did not want any mistake. As I turned the hardware over with rattle and clang,
the poor victim began to lose his grip and to turn a greenish yellow around the gills.
He complained about the sun, but that was necessary for the photograph, and he had
to stand it. I fitted the forceps around the tooth, and the patient shivered and began
to wilt.

“Ready?” I called to Martin.
“All ready,” he answered.
I gave a pull. Ye gods! The tooth, was loose! Out it came on the instant. I was

jubilant as I held it aloft in the forceps.
“Put it back, please, oh, put it back,” Martin pleaded. “You were too quick for me.”
And the poor old Chinaman sat there while I put the tooth back and pulled over.

Martin snapped the camera. The deed was done. Elation? Pride? No hunter was ever
prouder of his first pronged buck than I was of that tree-pronged tooth. I did it! I did
it! With my of own hands and a pair of forceps I did it, to say nothing of the forgotten
memories of the dead man’s skull.
My next case was a Tahitian sailor. He was a small man, in a state of collapse from

long days and nights of jumping toothache. I lanced the gums first. I didn’t know how
to lance them, but I lanced them just the same. It was a long pull and a strong pull.
The man was a hero. He groaned and moaned, and I thought he was going to faint.
But he kept his mouth open and let me pull. And then it came.
After that I was ready to meet all comers — just the proper state of mind for a

Waterloo. And it came. Its name was Tomi. He was a strapping giant of a heathen with
a bad reputation. He was addicted to deeds of violence. Among other things he had
beaten two of his wives to death with his fists. His father and mother had been naked
cannibals. When he sat down and I put the forceps into his mouth, he was nearly as
tall as I was standing up. Big men, prone to violence, very often have a streak of fat
in their make-up, so I was doubtful of him. Charmian grabbed one arm and Warren
grabbed the other. Then the tug of war began. The instant the forceps closed down
on the tooth, his jaws closed down on the forceps. Also, both his hands flew up and
gripped my pulling hand. I held on, and he held on. Charmian and Warren held on.
We wrestled all about the shop.

It was three against one, and my hold on an aching tooth was certainly a foul one;
but in spite of the handicap he got away with us. The forceps slipped off, banging
and grinding along against his upper teeth with a nerve-scraping sound. Out of his
month flew the forceps, and he rose up in the air with a blood-curdling yell. The three
of us fell back. We expected to be massacred. But that howling savage of sanguinary
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reputation sank back in the chair. He held his head in both his hands, and groaned
and groaned and groaned. Nor would he listen to reason. I was a quack. My painless
tooth-extraction was a delusion and a snare and a low advertising dodge. I was so
anxious to get that tooth that I was almost ready to bribe him. But that went against
my professional pride and I let him depart with the tooth still intact, the only case on
record up to date of failure on my part when once I had got a grip. Since then I have
never let a tooth go by me. Only the other day I volunteered to beat up three days
to windward to pull a woman missionary’s tooth. I expect, before the voyage of the
Snark is finished, to be doing bridge work and putting on gold crowns.
I don’t know whether they are yaws or not — a physician in Fiji told me they were,

and a missionary in the Solomons told me they were not; but at any rate I can vouch
for the fact that they are most uncomfortable. It was my luck to ship in Tahiti a French-
sailor, who, when we got to sea, proved to be afflicted with a vile skin disease. The
Snark was too small and too much of a family party to permit retaining him on board;
but perforce, until we could reach land and discharge him, it was up to me to doctor
him. I read up the books and proceeded to treat him, taking care afterwards always to
use a thorough antiseptic wash. When we reached Tutuila, far from getting rid of him,
the port doctor declared a quarantine against him and refused to allow him ashore.
But at Apia, Samoa, I managed to ship him off on a steamer to New Zealand. Here at
Apia my ankles were badly bitten by mosquitoes, and I confess to having scratched the
bites — as I had a thousand times before. By the time I reached the island of Savaii,
a small sore had developed on the hollow of my instep. I thought it was due to chafe
and to acid fumes from the hot lava over which I tramped. An application of salve
would cure it — so I thought. The salve did heal it over, whereupon an astonishing
inflammation set in, the new skin came off, and a larger sore was exposed. This was
repeated many times. Each time new skin formed, an inflammation followed, and the
circumference of the sore increased. I was puzzled and frightened. All my life my skin
had been famous for its healing powers, yet here was something that would not heal.
Instead, it was daily eating up more skin, while it had eaten down clear through the
skin and was eating up the muscle itself.
By this time the Snark was at sea on her way to Fiji. I remembered the French sailor,

and for the first time became seriously alarmed. Four other similar sores had appeared
— or ulcers, rather, and the pain of them kept me awake at night. All my plans were
made to lay up the Snark in Fiji and get away on the first steamer to Australia and
professional M.D.’s. In the meantime, in my amateur M.D. way, I did my best. I read
through all the medical works on board. Not a line nor a word could I find descriptive
of my affliction. I brought common horse-sense to bear on the problem. Here were
malignant and excessively active ulcers that were eating me up. There was an organic
and corroding poison at work. Two things I concluded must be done. First, some agent
must be found to destroy the poison. Secondly, the ulcers could not possibly heal from
the outside in; they must heal from the inside out. I decided to fight the poison with
corrosive sublimate. The very name of it struck me as vicious. Talk of fighting fire with
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fire! I was being consumed by a corrosive poison, and it appealed to my fancy to fight
it with another corrosive poison. After several days I alternated dressings of corrosive
sublimate with dressings of peroxide of hydrogen. And behold, by the time we reached
Fiji four of the five ulcers were healed, while the remaining one was no bigger than a
pea.

I now felt fully qualified to treat yaws. Likewise I had a wholesome respect for them.
Not so the rest of the crew of the Snark. In their case, seeing was not believing. One
and all, they had seen my dreadful predicament; and all of them, I am convinced, had
a subconscious certitude that their own superb constitutions and glorious personalities
would never allow lodgment of so vile a poison in their carcasses as my anaemic con-
stitution and mediocre personality had allowed to lodge in mine. At Port Resolution,
in the New Hebrides, Martin elected to walk barefooted in the bush and returned on
board with many cuts and abrasions, especially on his shins.
“You’d better be careful,” I warned him. “I’ll mix up some corrosive sublimate for

you to wash those cuts with. An ounce of prevention, you know.”
But Martin smiled a superior smile. Though he did not say so. I nevertheless was

given to understand that he was not as other men (I was the only man he could possibly
have had reference to), and that in a couple of days his cuts would be healed. He also
read me a dissertation upon the peculiar purity of his blood and his remarkable healing
powers. I felt quite humble when he was done with me. Evidently I was different from
other men in so far as purity of blood was concerned.
Nakata, the cabin-boy, while ironing one day, mistook the calf of his leg for the

ironing-block and accumulated a burn three inches in length and half an inch wide. He,
too, smiled the superior smile when I offered him corrosive sublimate and reminded
him of my own cruel experience. I was given to understand, with all due suavity and
courtesy, that no matter what was the matter with my blood, his number-one, Japanese,
Port-Arthur blood was all right and scornful of the festive microbe.

Wada, the cook, took part in a disastrous landing of the launch, when he had to
leap overboard and fend the launch off the beach in a smashing surf. By means of shells
and coral he cut his legs and feet up beautifully. I offered him the corrosive sublimate
bottle. Once again I suffered the superior smile and was given to understand that his
blood was the same blood that had licked Russia and was going to lick the United
States some day, and that if his blood wasn’t able to cure a few trifling cuts, he’d
commit hari-kari in sheer disgrace.
From all of which I concluded that an amateur M.D. is without honour on his own

vessel, even if he has cured himself. The rest of the crew had begun to look upon me
as a sort of mild mono-maniac on the question of sores and sublimate. Just because
my blood was impure was no reason that I should think everybody else’s was. I made
no more overtures. Time and microbes were with me, and all I had to do was wait.
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“I think there’s some dirt in these cuts,” Martin said tentatively, after several days.
“I’ll wash them out and then they’ll be all right,” he added, after I had refused to rise
to the bait.
Two more days passed, but the cuts did not pass, and I caught Martin soaking his

feet and legs in a pail of hot water.
“Nothing like hot water,” he proclaimed enthusiastically. “It beats all the dope the

doctors ever put up. These sores will be all right in the morning.”
But in the morning he wore a troubled look, and I knew that the hour of my triumph

approached.
“I think I WILL try some of that medicine,” he announced later on in the day. “Not

that I think it’ll do much good,” he qualified, “but I’ll just give it a try anyway.”
Next came the proud blood of Japan to beg medicine for its illustrious sores, while I

heaped coals of fire on all their houses by explaining in minute and sympathetic detail
the treatment that should be given. Nakata followed instructions implicitly, and day
by day his sores grew smaller. Wada was apathetic, and cured less readily. But Martin
still doubted, and because he did not cure immediately, he developed the theory that
while doctor’s dope was all right, it did not follow that the same kind of dope was
efficacious with everybody. As for himself, corrosive sublimate had no effect. Besides,
how did I know that it was the right stuff? I had had no experience. Just because I
happened to get well while using it was not proof that it had played any part in the
cure. There were such things as coincidences. Without doubt there was a dope that
would cure the sores, and when he ran across a real doctor he would find what that
dope was and get some of it.
About this time we arrived in the Solomon Islands. No physician would ever recom-

mend the group for invalids or sanitoriums. I spent but little time there ere I really and
for the first time in my life comprehended how frail and unstable is human tissue. Our
first anchorage was Port Mary, on the island of Santa Anna. The one lone white man,
a trader, came alongside. Tom Butler was his name, and he was a beautiful example of
what the Solomons can do to a strong man. He lay in his whale-boat with the helpless-
ness of a dying man. No smile and little intelligence illumined his face. He was a sombre
death’s-head, too far gone to grin. He, too, had yaws, big ones. We were compelled to
drag him over the rail of the Snark. He said that his health was good, that he had not
had the fever for some time, and that with the exception of his arm he was all right
and trim. His arm appeared to be paralysed. Paralysis he rejected with scorn. He had
had it before, and recovered. It was a common native disease on Santa Anna, he said,
as he was helped down the companion ladder, his dead arm dropping, bump-bump,
from step to step. He was certainly the ghastliest guest we ever entertained, and we’ve
had not a few lepers and elephantiasis victims on board.

Martin inquired about yaws, for here was a man who ought to know. He certainly
did know, if we could judge by his scarred arms and legs and by the live ulcers that
corroded in the midst of the scars. Oh, one got used to yaws, quoth Tom Butler. They
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were never really serious until they had eaten deep into the flesh. Then they attacked
the walls of the arteries, the arteries burst, and there was a funeral. Several of the
natives had recently died that way ashore. But what did it matter? If it wasn’t yaws,
it was something else in the Solomons.
I noticed that from this moment Martin displayed a swiftly increasing interest in his

own yaws. Dosings with corrosive sublimate were more frequent, while, in conversation,
he began to revert with growing enthusiasm to the clean climate of Kansas and all
other things Kansan. Charmian and I thought that California was a little bit of all
right. Henry swore by Rapa, and Tehei staked all on Bora Bora for his own blood’s
sake; while Wada and Nakata sang the sanitary paean of Japan.
One evening, as the Snark worked around the southern end of the island of Ugi,

looking for a reputed anchorage, a Church of England missionary, a Mr. Drew, bound
in his whaleboat for the coast of San Cristoval, came alongside and stopped for dinner.
Martin, his legs swathed in Red Cross bandages till they looked like a mummy’s,
turned the conversation upon yaws. Yes, said Mr. Drew, they were quite common in
the Solomons. All white men caught them.

“And have you had them?” Martin demanded, in the soul of him quite shocked that
a Church of England missionary could possess so vulgar an affliction.
Mr. Drew nodded his head and added that not only had he had them, but at that

moment he was doctoring several.
“What do you use on them?” Martin asked like a flash.
My heart almost stood still waiting the answer. By that answer my professional

medical prestige stood or fell. Martin, I could see, was quite sure it was going to fall.
And then the answer — O blessed answer!
“Corrosive sublimate,” said Mr. Drew.
Martin gave in handsomely, I’ll admit, and I am confident that at that moment, if

I had asked permission to pull one of his teeth, he would not have denied me.
All white men in the Solomons catch yaws, and every cut or abrasion practically

means another yaw. Every man I met had had them, and nine out of ten had active
ones. There was but one exception, a young fellow who had been in the islands five
months, who had come down with fever ten days after he arrived, and who had since
then been down so often with fever that he had had neither time nor opportunity for
yaws.
Every one on the Snark except Charmian came down with yaws. Hers was the

same egotism that Japan and Kansas had displayed. She ascribed her immunity to the
pureness of her blood, and as the days went by she ascribed it more often and more
loudly to the pureness of her blood. Privately I ascribed her immunity to the fact that,
being a woman, she escaped most of the cuts and abrasions to which we hard-working
men were subject in the course of working the Snark around the world. I did not tell
her so. You see, I did not wish to bruise her ego with brutal facts. Being an M.D., if
only an amateur one, I knew more about the disease than she, and I knew that time
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was my ally. But alas, I abused my ally when it dealt a charming little yaw on the
shin. So quickly did I apply antiseptic treatment, that the yaw was cured before she
was convinced that she had one. Again, as an M.D., I was without honour on my own
vessel; and, worse than that, I was charged with having tried to mislead her into the
belief that she had had a yaw. The pureness of her blood was more rampant than ever,
and I poked my nose into my navigation books and kept quiet. And then came the
day. We were cruising along the coast of Malaita at the time.
“What’s that abaft your ankle-bone?” said I.
“Nothing,” said she.
“All right,” said I; “but put some corrosive sublimate on it just the same. And some

two or three weeks from now, when it is well and you have a scar that you will carry
to your grave, just forget about the purity of your blood and your ancestral history
and tell me what you think about yaws anyway.”

It was as large as a silver dollar, that yaw, and it took all of three weeks to heal.
There were times when Charmian could not walk because of the hurt of it; and there
were times upon times when she explained that abaft the ankle-bone was the most
painful place to have a yaw. I explained, in turn, that, never having experienced a
yaw in that locality, I was driven to conclude the hollow of the instep was the most
painful place for yaw-culture. We left it to Martin, who disagreed with both of us and
proclaimed passionately that the only truly painful place was the shin. No wonder
horse-racing is so popular.
But yaws lose their novelty after a time. At the present moment of writing I have

five yaws on my hands and three more on my shin. Charmian has one on each side of
her right instep. Tehei is frantic with his. Martin’s latest shin-cultures have eclipsed
his earlier ones. And Nakata has several score casually eating away at his tissue. But
the history of the Snark in the Solomons has been the history of every ship since the
early discoverers. From the “Sailing Directions” I quote the following:
“The crews of vessels remaining any considerable time in the Solomons find wounds

and sores liable to change into malignant ulcers.”
Nor on the question of fever were the “Sailing Directions” any more encouraging, for

in them I read:
“New arrivals are almost certain sooner or later to suffer from fever. The natives are

also subject to it. The number of deaths among the whites in the year 1897 amounted
to 9 among a population of 50.”
Some of these deaths, however, were accidental.
Nakata was the first to come down with fever. This occurred at Penduffryn. Wada

and Henry followed him. Charmian surrendered next. I managed to escape for a couple
of months; but when I was bowled over, Martin sympathetically joined me several days
later. Out of the seven of us all told Tehei is the only one who has escaped; but his
sufferings from nostalgia are worse than fever. Nakata, as usual, followed instructions
faithfully, so that by the end of his third attack he could take a two hours’ sweat,
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consume thirty or forty grains of quinine, and be weak but all right at the end of
twenty-four hours.
Wada and Henry, however, were tougher patients with which to deal. In the first

place, Wada got in a bad funk. He was of the firm conviction that his star had set
and that the Solomons would receive his bones. He saw that life about him was cheap.
At Penduffryn he saw the ravages of dysentery, and, unfortunately for him, he saw
one victim carried out on a strip of galvanized sheet-iron and dumped without coffin
or funeral into a hole in the ground. Everybody had fever, everybody had dysentery,
everybody had everything. Death was common. Here to-day and gone to-morrow —
and Wada forgot all about to-day and made up his mind that to-morrow had come.
He was careless of his ulcers, neglected to sublimate them, and by uncontrolled

scratching spread them all over his body. Nor would he follow instructions with fever,
and, as a result, would be down five days at a time, when a day would have been
sufficient. Henry, who is a strapping giant of a man, was just as bad. He refused point
blank to take quinine, on the ground that years before he had had fever and that the
pills the doctor gave him were of different size and colour from the quinine tablets I
offered him. So Henry joined Wada.
But I fooled the pair of them, and dosed them with their own medicine, which was

faith-cure. They had faith in their funk that they were going to die. I slammed a lot
of quinine down their throats and took their temperature. It was the first time I had
used my medicine-chest thermometer, and I quickly discovered that it was worthless,
that it had been produced for profit and not for service. If I had let on to my two
patients that the thermometer did not work, there would have been two funerals in
short order. Their temperature I swear was 105 degrees. I solemnly made one and then
the other smoke the thermometer, allowed an expression of satisfaction to irradiate
my countenance, and joyfully told them that their temperature was 94 degrees. Then
I slammed more quinine down their throats, told them that any sickness or weakness
they might experience would be due to the quinine, and left them to get well. And they
did get well, Wada in spite of himself. If a man can die through a misapprehension, is
there any immorality in making him live through a misapprehension?
Commend me the white race when it comes to grit and surviving. One of our two

Japanese and both our Tahitians funked and had to be slapped on the back and cheered
up and dragged along by main strength toward life. Charmian and Martin took their
afflictions cheerfully, made the least of them, and moved with calm certitude along the
way of life. When Wada and Henry were convinced that they were going to die, the
funeral atmosphere was too much for Tehei, who prayed dolorously and cried for hours
at a time. Martin, on the other hand, cursed and got well, and Charmian groaned and
made plans for what she was going to do when she got well again.
Charmian had been raised a vegetarian and a sanitarian. Her Aunt Netta, who

brought her up and who lived in a healthful climate, did not believe in drugs. Neither
did Charmian. Besides, drugs disagreed with her. Their effects were worse than the
ills they were supposed to alleviate. But she listened to the argument in favour of

409



quinine, accepted it as the lesser evil, and in consequence had shorter, less painful, and
less frequent attacks of fever. We encountered a Mr. Caulfeild, a missionary, whose
two predecessors had died after less than six months’ residence in the Solomons. Like
them he had been a firm believer in homeopathy, until after his first fever, whereupon,
unlike them, he made a grand slide back to allopathy and quinine, catching fever and
carrying on his Gospel work.
But poor Wada! The straw that broke the cook’s back was when Charmian and I

took him along on a cruise to the cannibal island of Malaita, in a small yacht, on the
deck of which the captain had been murdered half a year before. Kai-kai means to eat,
and Wada was sure he was going to be kai-kai’d. We went about heavily armed, our
vigilance was unremitting, and when we went for a bath in the mouth of a fresh-water
stream, black boys, armed with rifles, did sentry duty about us. We encountered English
war vessels burning and shelling villages in punishment for murders. Natives with prices
on their heads sought shelter on board of us. Murder stalked abroad in the land. In out-
of-they-way places we received warnings from friendly savages of impending attacks.
Our vessel owed two heads to Malaita, which were liable to be collected any time. Then
to cap it all, we were wrecked on a reef, and with rifles in one hand warned the canoes
of wreckers off while with the other hand we toiled to save the ship. All of which was
too much for Wada, who went daffy, and who finally quitted the Snark on the island
of Ysabel, going ashore for good in a driving rain-storm, between two attacks of fever,
while threatened with pneumonia. If he escapes being kai-kai’d, and if he can survive
sores and fever which are riotous ashore, he can expect, if he is reasonably lucky, to
get away from that place to the adjacent island in anywhere from six to eight weeks.
He never did think much of my medicine, despite the fact that I successfully and at
the first trail pulled two aching teeth for him.
The Snark has been a hospital for months, and I confess that we are getting used

to it. At Meringe Lagoon, where we careened and cleaned the Snark’s copper, there
were times when only one man of us was able to go into the water, while the three
white men on the plantation ashore were all down with fever. At the moment of writing
this we are lost at sea somewhere northeast of Ysabel and trying vainly to find Lord
Howe Island, which is an atoll that cannot be sighted unless one is on top of it. The
chronometer has gone wrong. The sun does not shine anyway, nor can I get a star
observation at night, and we have had nothing but squalls and rain for days and days.
The cook is gone. Nakata, who has been trying to be both cook and cabin boy, is down
on his back with fever. Martin is just up from fever, and going down again. Charmian,
whose fever has become periodical, is looking up in her date book to find when the
next attack will be. Henry has begun to eat quinine in an expectant mood. And, since
my attacks hit me with the suddenness of bludgeon-blows I do not know from moment
to moment when I shall be brought down. By a mistake we gave our last flour away
to some white men who did not have any flour. We don’t know when we’ll make land.
Our Solomon sores are worse than ever, and more numerous. The corrosive sublimate
was accidentally left ashore at Penduffryn; the peroxide of hydrogen is exhausted; and
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I am experimenting with boracic acid, lysol, and antiphlogystine. At any rate, if I fail
in becoming a reputable M.D., it won’t be from lack of practice.
P.S. It is now two weeks since the foregoing was written, and Tehei, the only immune

on board has been down ten days with far severer fever than any of us and is still down.
His temperature has been repeatedly as high as 104, and his pulse 115.
P.S. At sea, between Tasman atoll and Manning Straits. Tehei’s attack developed

into black water fever — the severest form of malarial fever, which, the doctor-book
assures me, is due to some outside infection as well. Having pulled him through his
fever, I am now at my wit’s end, for he has lost his wits altogether. I am rather recent
in practice to take up the cure of insanity. This makes the second lunacy case on this
short voyage.

P.S. Some day I shall write a book (for the profession), and entitle it, “Around
the World on the Hospital Ship Snark.” Even our pets have not escaped. We sailed
from Meringe Lagoon with two, an Irish terrier and a white cockatoo. The terrier
fell down the cabin companionway and lamed its nigh hind leg, then repeated the
manoeuvre and lamed its off fore leg. At the present moment it has but two legs to
walk on. Fortunately, they are on opposite sides and ends, so that she can still dot and
carry two. The cockatoo was crushed under the cabin skylight and had to be killed.
This was our first funeral — though for that matter, the several chickens we had, and
which would have made welcome broth for the convalescents, flew overboard and were
drowned. Only the cockroaches flourish. Neither illness nor accident ever befalls them,
and they grow larger and more carnivorous day by day, gnawing our finger-nails and
toe-nails while we sleep.
P.S. Charmian is having another bout with fever. Martin, in despair, has taken to

horse-doctoring his yaws with bluestone and to blessing the Solomons. As for me, in
addition to navigating, doctoring, and writing short stories, I am far from well. With
the exception of the insanity cases, I’m the worst off on board. I shall catch the next
steamer to Australia and go on the operating table. Among my minor afflictions, I may
mention a new and mysterious one. For the past week my hands have been swelling
as with dropsy. It is only by a painful effort that I can close them. A pull on a rope
is excruciating. The sensations are like those that accompany severe chilblains. Also,
the skin is peeling off both hands at an alarming rate, besides which the new skin
underneath is growing hard and thick. The doctor-book fails to mention this disease.
Nobody knows what it is.
P.S. Well, anyway, I’ve cured the chronometer. After knocking about the sea for

eight squally, rainy days, most of the time hove to, I succeeded in catching a partial
observation of the sun at midday. From this I worked up my latitude, then headed
by log to the latitude of Lord Howe, and ran both that latitude and the island down
together. Here I tested the chronometer by longitude sights and found it something
like three minutes out. Since each minute is equivalent to fifteen miles, the total error
can be appreciated. By repeated observations at Lord Howe I rated the chronometer,
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finding it to have a daily losing error of seven-tenths of a second. Now it happens that
a year ago, when we sailed from Hawaii, that selfsame chronometer had that selfsame
losing error of seven-tenths of a second. Since that error was faithfully added every day,
and since that error, as proved by my observations at Lord Howe, has not changed,
then what under the sun made that chronometer all of a sudden accelerate and catch
up with itself three minutes? Can such things be? Expert watchmakers say no; but
I say that they have never done any expert watch-making and watch-rating in the
Solomons. That it is the climate is my only diagnosis. At any rate, I have successfully
doctored the chronometer, even if I have failed with the lunacy cases and with Martin’s
yaws.
P.S. Martin has just tried burnt alum, and is blessing the Solomons more fervently

than ever.
P.S. Between Manning Straits and Pavuvu Islands.
Henry has developed rheumatism in his back, ten skins have peeled off my hands

and the eleventh is now peeling, while Tehei is more lunatic than ever and day and
night prays God not to kill him. Also, Nakata and I are slashing away at fever again.
And finally up to date, Nakata last evening had an attack of ptomaine poisoning, and
we spent half the night pulling him through.

Back Word
The Snark was forty-three feet on the water-line and fifty-five over all, with fifteen

feet beam (tumble-home sides) and seven feet eight inches draught. She was ketch-
rigged, carrying flying-jib, jib, fore-staysail, main-sail, mizzen, and spinnaker. There
were six feet of head-room below, and she was crown-decked and flush-decked. There
were four alleged WATER-TIGHT compartments. A seventy-horse power auxiliary
gas-engine sporadically furnished locomotion at an approximate cost of twenty dollars
per mile. A five-horse power engine ran the pumps when it was in order, and on two
occasions proved capable of furnishing juice for the search-light. The storage batteries
worked four or five times in the course of two years. The fourteen-foot launch was
rumoured to work at times, but it invariably broke down whenever I stepped on board.
But the Snark sailed. It was the only way she could get anywhere. She sailed for

two years, and never touched rock, reef, nor shoal. She had no inside ballast, her iron
keel weighed five tons, but her deep draught and high freeboard made her very stiff.
Caught under full sail in tropic squalls, she buried her rail and deck many times, but
stubbornly refused to turn turtle. She steered easily, and she could run day and night,
without steering, close-by, full-and-by, and with the wind abeam. With the wind on
her quarter and the sails properly trimmed, she steered herself within two points, and
with the wind almost astern she required scarcely three points for self-steering.
The Snark was partly built in San Francisco. The morning her iron keel was to be

cast was the morning of the great earthquake. Then came anarchy. Six months overdue
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in the building, I sailed the shell of her to Hawaii to be finished, the engine lashed to
the bottom, building materials lashed on deck. Had I remained in San Francisco for
completion, I’d still be there. As it was, partly built, she cost four times what she
ought to have cost.
The Snark was born unfortunately. She was libelled in San Francisco, had her

cheques protested as fraudulent in Hawaii, and was fined for breach of quarantine in
the Solomons. To save themselves, the newspapers could not tell the truth about her.
When I discharged an incompetent captain, they said I had beaten him to a pulp.
When one young man returned home to continue at college, it was reported that I was
a regular Wolf Larsen, and that my whole crew had deserted because I had beaten it to
a pulp. In fact the only blow struck on the Snark was when the cook was manhandled
by a captain who had shipped with me under false pretences, and whom I discharged in
Fiji. Also, Charmian and I boxed for exercise; but neither of us was seriously maimed.
The voyage was our idea of a good time. I built the Snark and paid for it, and for

all expenses. I contracted to write thirty-five thousand words descriptive of the trip for
a magazine which was to pay me the same rate I received for stories written at home.
Promptly the magazine advertised that it was sending me especially around the world
for itself. It was a wealthy magazine. And every man who had business dealings with
the Snark charged three prices because forsooth the magazine could afford it. Down in
the uttermost South Sea isle this myth obtained, and I paid accordingly. To this day
everybody believes that the magazine paid for everything and that I made a fortune
out of the voyage. It is hard, after such advertising, to hammer it into the human
understanding that the whole voyage was done for the fun of it.
I went to Australia to go into hospital, where I spent five weeks. I spent five months

miserably sick in hotels. The mysterious malady that afflicted my hands was too much
for the Australian specialists. It was unknown in the literature of medicine. No case
like it had ever been reported. It extended from my hands to my feet so that at times
I was as helpless as a child. On occasion my hands were twice their natural size, with
seven dead and dying skins peeling off at the same time. There were times when my
toe-nails, in twenty-four hours, grew as thick as they were long. After filing them off,
inside another twenty-four hours they were as thick as before.
The Australian specialists agreed that the malady was non-parasitic, and that, there-

fore, it must be nervous. It did not mend, and it was impossible for me to continue
the voyage. The only way I could have continued it would have been by being lashed
in my bunk, for in my helpless condition, unable to clutch with my hands, I could not
have moved about on a small rolling boat. Also, I said to myself that while there were
many boats and many voyages, I had but one pair of hands and one set of toe-nails.
Still further, I reasoned that in my own climate of California I had always maintained
a stable nervous equilibrium. So back I came.
Since my return I have completely recovered. And I have found out what was the

matter with me. I encountered a book by Lieutenant-Colonel Charles E. Woodruff of
the United States Army entitled “Effects of Tropical Light on White Men.” Then I
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knew. Later, I met Colonel Woodruff, and learned that he had been similarly afflicted.
Himself an Army surgeon, seventeen Army surgeons sat on his case in the Philippines,
and, like the Australian specialists, confessed themselves beaten. In brief, I had a strong
predisposition toward the tissue-destructiveness of tropical light. I was being torn to
pieces by the ultra-violet rays just as many experimenters with the X-ray have been
torn to pieces.
In passing, I may mention that among the other afflictions that jointly compelled the

abandonment of the voyage, was one that is variously called the healthy man’s disease,
European Leprosy, and Biblical Leprosy. Unlike True Leprosy, nothing is known of
this mysterious malady. No doctor has ever claimed a cure for a case of it, though
spontaneous cures are recorded. It comes, they know not how. It is, they know not
what. It goes, they know not why. Without the use of drugs, merely by living in the
wholesome California climate, my silvery skin vanished. The only hope the doctors
had held out to me was a spontaneous cure, and such a cure was mine.
A last word: the test of the voyage. It is easy enough for me or any man to say

that it was enjoyable. But there is a better witness, the one woman who made it from
beginning to end. In hospital when I broke the news to Charmian that I must go back
to California, the tears welled into her eyes. For two days she was wrecked and broken
by the knowledge that the happy, happy voyage was abandoned.
GLEN ELLEN, CALIFORNIA,
April 7, 1911
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What Communities Lose by the
Competitive System

London delivered this lecture in Oakland before the Third Ward Equality Club in
September 1900.
MAN’S primacy in the animal kingdom was made possible, first, by his manifesta-

tion of the gregarious instinct; and second, by his becoming conscious of this instinct
and the power within it which worked for his own good and permitted him to endure.
Natural selection, undeviating, pitiless, careless of the individual, destroyed or allowed
to perpetuate, as the case might be, such breeds as were unfittest or fittest to sur-
vive. In this sternest of struggles man developed the greatest variability, the highest
capacity for adaptation; thus he became the favored child of the keenest competition
ever waged on the planet. Drawing his strength and knowledge from the dugs of com-
petition, he early learned the great lesson: that he stood alone, unaided, in a mighty
battle wherein all the natural forces and the myriad forms of organic life seethed in
one vast, precarious turmoil. From this he early drew the corollary, that his strength
lay in numbers, in unity of interests, in solidarity of effort — in short, in combination
against the hostile elements of his environment. His history substantiates it. From the
family to the tribe, to the federation of tribes, to the nation, to the (to-day) growing
consciousness of the interdependence of nations, he has obeyed it; by his successes, his
mistakes and his failures, he has proved it. There is much to condemn, much which
might have been better, but in the very nature of things, not one jot or tittle could
have been otherwise than it has. And to-day, while he might felicitate himself on his
past, none the less vigilant must be his scrutiny of the future. He cannot stop. He must
go on.
But of the various forms of combination or coöperation which have marked the

progress of man, none has been perfect; yet have they possessed, in a gradually ascend-
ing scale, less and less of imperfection. Every working political and social organism has
maintained, during the period of its usefulness and in accordance with time and place,
an equilibrium between the claims of society. When the balance was destroyed, either
by too harsh an assertion of the right of the single life or the right of the type, the social
organism has passed away, and another, adjusted to the changed conditions, replaced
it. While the individual has made apparent sacrifices in the maintenance of this equi-
librium, and likewise society, the result has been identity of interest, and good, both
for the single life and the type. And in pursuance of this principle of the coöperation
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of man against the hostile elements of his environment, social compacts or laws have
been formulated and observed. By the surrender of certain rights, the friction between
the units of the social organism has been reduced, so that the organism might continue
to operate. The future and inevitable rise of the type and the social organism, must
necessitate a still further reduction in the friction of its units. Internal competition
must be minimized, or turned into channels other that those along which it works
to-day. This brings us to a discussion of the present: What the community loses by the
competitive system.
DIVISION OF LAND
All things being equal, ten thousand acres of arable land, under one executive,

worked en bloc, say for the purpose of growing wheat, utilizing the most improved
methods of plowing, sowing and harvesting, will produce greater returns at less ex-
pense than can an equal number of acres, divided into one hundred plots, and worked
individually by one hundred men. If the community, believing this friction of its units
to be logical, farms in the latter manner, it must suffer a distinct pecuniary loss. And
the effects of this loss — call it lack of gain if you will — though apparently borne
by the agrarian population, are equally felt by the urban population. Of the many
items which at once suggest themselves, consider the simple one of fences. For the
division of land in the state of Indiana alone, their cost is computed at two hundred
million dollars, and if placed in single file at the equator, they would encircle the globe
fourteen times. Under a scientific system of agriculture they would be almost wholly
dispensed with. As it is, they represent just so much waste of energy, just so much real
loss of wealth. And these losses, of which the preceding is but one of a host, may be
attributed to a certain asserted right of the individual to private ownership in land.
To this division of land among individuals, whether in the country, in the city or in

franchises, may be traced numerous other losses and grotesque features of the commu-
nity. Lack of combination in the country causes expensive crops; in the city, expensive
public utilities and service, and frightful architectural monstrosities. If a street railway
corporation can issue an annual dividend of ten per cent to its shareholders, the com-
munity, through lack of the cooperation necessary to that railway for itself, has lost
the ten per cent, which otherwise it might have enjoyed in bettering its transit ser-
vice, by the building of recreative parks, by the founding of libraries, or by increasing
the efficiency of its schools. With regard to architecture, the presence of coöperation
among individuals is most notable where it occurs, most notorious where it is absent.
Some few of the public buildings, and many tasteful portions of the select resident
districts, are examples of the one; sky-scrapers and rattle-trap tenements, of the other.
A pumpkin between two planks, unable to obtain a proper rotundity, will lengthen
out. Want of combination among adjacent property-owners, and the sky-scraper arises.
A pumpkin is denied volition; man is not. The pumpkin cannot help itself; man may
remove the planks. There is a certain identity in the raison d’être of the pumpkin
and the sky-scraper. Man my remedy either, for to him is given the power of reacting
against his environment.
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LOSS OF EFFORT
If one were to hire two men to do his gardening when there was no more work

than could reasonably be done by one, how quickly his neighbor would decry his
extravagance! Yet in the course of the day, with the greatest equanimity, that same
neighbor will fare forth and pay his quota for a score of services each performed by two
or more men where only one is required. But he is dense to this loss to the community,
which he, as a member, must pay. On his street from two to a dozen milkmen deliver
their wares, likewise as many butchers, bakers and grocers; yet one policeman patrols
and one postman serves the whole district. Downtown are a dozen groceries, each
paying rent, maintaining fixtures and staffs of employees, and doing business within
half as many blocks. One big store could operate the distributing function performed
by these dozen small ones, and operate it more efficiently and as far less cost and labor.
The success of the great department stores is a striking proof of this. The department
store, in wiping out competition, get greater returns out of less effort. And having
destroyed competition, there is no longer any reason that it should exist, save as a
common property of the community’s common good. It cannot be denied that the
community would gain by so operating it, and not only in this but in all similar
enterprises.
Take, for instance, because of this prerogative of friction the units of society main-

tain as their right, another series of burdens borne by the community. To make it
concrete, let the drummer class serve as an illustration. Certainly fifty thousand is a
conservative estimate for the drummers or traveling men of the United States. And
it is very conservative to place their hotel bills, traveling expenses, commissions and
salaries at five dollars a day per man. Since the producer must sell his wares at a
profit or else go out of business, the consumer must pay the actual cost of the article
— whether it be the legitimate cost or not — plus the per cent increment necessary
for the continued existence of the producer’s capital. Therefore the community, being
the consumer, must support these fifty thousand five-dollar-a-day drummers; this, ag-
gregated, forms a daily loss to the community of a quarter of a million, or an annual
loss of upward of a hundred millions of dollars. Nor, from the economic view, is this
the sum total of the community’s loss. These drummers are not legitimate creators of
wealth. The cost they add to the articles they sell is an unnecessary one. The function
they carry on in society is absolutely useless. Their labor is illegitimately expended.
Not only have they done nothing, but they have been paid as though they had done
something. Assuming eight hours to be the normal working day, they have, in the
course of the year, taking Sundays and holidays into consideration, thrown away one
hundred and twenty millions of working hours. The community has paid for this and
lost it. It possesses nothing to show for their labor, save a heavy item in its expense
account. But what a gain there would have been had they devoted their time to the
planting of potatoes or the building of public highways! And it must be borne in mind
that this is but one of a long series of similar burdens which may be assembled under
the head of “commercial waste.” Consider the one item of advertisement. To make the
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advertisements which litter the streets, desecrate the air, pollute the country, and in-
vade the sanctity of the family circle, a host of people are employed, such as draftsmen,
paper-makers, printer, bill-posters, painters, carpenters, gilders, mechanics, et cetera.
Soap and patent-medicine firms have been known to expend as high as a half a million
dollars a year for their advertising. All this appalling commercial waste is drained from
the community. Commercial waste exists in many forms, one of which is the articles
made to sell, not use, such as adulterated foods and shoddy goods; or, to travesty
Matthew Arnold, razors which do not shave, clothing which does not wear, watches
which will not run.
Let one other example of the loss of effort suffice: that of competing corporations.

Again to be concrete, let the example be a public municipal utility. A water company
has the necessary water supply, the necessary facilities for distributing it, and the
necessary capital with which to operate the plant. It happens to be a monopoly, and
the community clamors for competition. A group of predatory capitalists invades the
established company’s territory, tears up the streets, parallels the older company’s
mains, and digs, tunnels and dams in the hills to get the necessary commodity. In view
of the fact that the other company is fully capacitated to supply the community, this
is just so much waste of effort; and equally so, some one must pay for it. Who? Let
us see. A rate war ensues. Water becomes a drug on the market. Both companies are
operating at ruinous losses which must ultimately destroy them. There are three ways
by which the struggle may be concluded. First, the company with the smallest capital
may go under. In this case the capitalists have lost the money invested, the community
the labor. But this rarely happens. Second, the wealthier company may buy out the
poorer one. In this case it has been forced to double its invested capital. Since it is now
become a monopoly, and since capital requires a certain definite rate of interest, the
community’s water bills must rise to satisfy it. Third, both companies being of equal
strength, and a Kilkenny-cat conclusion being impossible, they combine, with double
capital which demands a double return. In one of these three ways the competition
of corporations must inevitably result; nor can the community escape the consequent
loss, save by the coöperative operation of all such industries.
COSTLINESS OF EFFORT
Because of the individual performance of many tasks which may be done collectively,

effort entails a corresponding costliness. Since much that might have been included
under this head has been previously discussed, such labors as may be purely individual
shall be here handled. In the field of household economics there are numerous losses of
this nature. Of these, choose one. Contemplate that humble but essentially necessary
item, the family wash. In a hundred houses, on washing-day, are one hundred toiling
housewives, one hundred homes for the time being thrown out of joint, one hundred
fires, one hundred tubs being filled and emptied, and so forth and so on — soap,
powder, bluing, fuel and fixtures, all bought at expensive retail prices. Two men, in a
well-appointed small steam-laundry, could do their washing for them, year in and year
out, at a tithe the expense and toil. Disregarding the saving gained by the wholesale
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purchase of supplies, by system, and by division of labor, these two men, by machinery
alone, increase their power tenfold. By means of a proper domestic cooperation, if not
municipal, each of these housewives would save a sum of money which would go far in
purchasing little luxuries and recreations.
Again, consider the example of the poorer families of a large town, who buy their

food and other necessaries from at least one hundred shops of one sort and another.
Here, the costliness of effort for which they pay is not theirs but that of the people they
deal with. Instead of one large distributing depot, these one hundred petty merchants
each order and handle separate parcels of goods, write separate letters and checks, and
keep separate books, all of which is practically unnecessary. Somebody pays for all this,
for the useless letters, checks, parcels, clerks, bookkeepers and porters, and assuredly
it is not the shopkeeper. And aside from all this, suppose each shop clears for its owner
ten dollars a week — a very modest sum — or five hundred dollars a year. For the one
hundred shops this would equal fifty thousand dollars. And this the poorer members
of the community must pay.
The people have come partially to recognize this, however. To-day no man dreams

of keeping his own fire-fighting or street-lighting apparatus, of maintaining his own
policeman, keeping his street in repair, or seeing to the proper disposition of his sewage.
Somewhere in the past his ancestors did all this for themselves, or else it was not done
at all; that is to say, there was greater friction or less coöperation among the units of
society then than now.
TRADE AND COMMERCIAL CRISES
At one time our forefathers, ignorant of hygiene, sanitation and quarantine, were

powerless before the plagues which swept across the earth; yet we, their enlightened
descendants, find ourselves impotent in the face of the great social cataclysms known as
trade and commercial crises. The crises are peculiarly a modern product — made pos-
sible by the specialization of industry and the immense strides which have been taken
in the invention of labor-saving machinery, but due, and directly so, to the antagonism
of the units which compose society. A competent coöperative management could so
operate all the implements and institutions of the present industrial civilization, that
there need never be a fear of a trade or commercial crisis. Boards or departments,
scientifically conducted, could ascertain, first, the consuming power of the community;
second, its producing power; and then, by an orderly arrangement, adjust those two,
one to the other. These boards or departments would have to study all the causes which
go to make the community’s producing power inconstant — such as failure of crops,
drouths, et cetera — and so to direct the energy of the community that equilibrium
between its production and consumption might still be maintained. And to do this is
certainly within the realm of man’s achievement.
But instead of this logical arrangement of industry, the community to-day possesses

the chaotic system of competitive production. It is a war of producers, also of distribu-
tors. Success depends on individual knowledge of just how much and at what cost all
others are producing, and of just how much and at what prices they are selling. All the
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factors which decide the fluctuations of the world’s markets or the purchasing power of
its peoples, must be taken into account. A war-cloud in the Balkans, a failure of crops
in the Argentine, the thoughtless word of a kaiser, or a strike of organized labor, and
success or failure depends on how closely the results of this event have been foreseen.
And even then, because of a thousand and one fortuitous happenings, chance plays an
important part. Even the footing of the wisest and the surest is precarious. Risk is the
secret of gain. Lessen the risk, the gain is lessened; abolish it, and there can be no gain.
Individual strives against individual, producing for himself, buying for himself, selling
for himself, and keeping his transactions secret. Everybody is in the dark. Each is plan-
ning, guessing, chancing; and because of this, the competitive system of industry, as a
whole, may be justly characterized as planless. The effort lost is tremendous, the waste
prodigal. A favorable season arrives. Increased orders accelerate production. Times are
prosperous. All industries are stimulated. Little heed is taken of the overstocking of
the markets, till at last they are flooded with commodities. This is the danger-point.
The collapse of a land-boom in Oregon, the failure of a building association in Austria
— anything may start the chain of destruction. Speculations begin to burst, credits
to be called in, there is a rush to realize on commodities produced, prices fall, wages
come down, factories close up, and consumption is correspondingly reduced. The in-
terdependence of all forms of industry asserts itself. One branch of trade stops, and
those branches dependent upon it, or allied with it, cannot continue. This spreads.
Depression grows, failures increase, industry is paralyzed. The crisis has come! And
then may be observed the paradoxical spectacle of glutted warehouses and starving
multitudes. Then comes the slow and painful recovery of years, then an acceleration of
planless production, and then another crisis. This is friction, the inevitable correlative
of a disorderly system of production and distribution. And the losses incurred by such
friction are incalculable.
COMMERCIAL SELECTION
The forces of evolution, effecting their ends under various guises are, after all, one

and the same principle. They are conscious of neither good nor evil, and work blindly.
In any given environment they decide which are to survive and which to perish. But the
environment they do not question; it is no concern of theirs, for they work only with
the material that is. Nor are they to be bribed or deceived. If it be a good environment,
they will see to it that the good endure and the race be lifted; if an evil environment,
they will select the evil for survival, and degeneration or race deterioration will follow.
In the world primeval, man was almost utterly the creature of his natural environ-

ment. Possessing locomotion, he could change the conditions which surrounded him
only by removing himself to some other portion of the earth’s surface. But man so
developed that the time came where he could change his natural environment, not by
removing but by reacting upon it. If there were ferocious animals, he destroyed them;
pestilential marshes, he drained them. He cleared the ground that he might till it,
made roads, built bridges — in short, conquered his natural environment. Thus it was
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that the road-maker and bridge-builder survived, and those who would make neither
roads nor bridges were stamped out.
But to-day, in all but the most primitive communities, man has conquered his

natural environment and become the creature of an artificial environment which he
himself has created. Natural selection has seemingly been suspended; in reality, it has
taken on new forms. Among these may be noted military and commercial selection.
Intertribal warfare, in which farming and fighting are carried on alike by all male
members of the community, does not give rise to military selection. This arises only
when tribes have united to form the state, and division of labor decides it to be more
practicable that part of the community farm all the time, and part of the community
fight all the time. Thus is created the standing army and the regular soldier. The
stronger, the braver, the more indomitable, are selected to go to the wars, and to die
early, without offspring. The weaker are sent to the plow and permitted to perpetuate
their kind. As Doctor Jordan has remarked, the best are sent forth, the second-best
remain. But it does not stop at this. The best of the second-best are next sent, and
the third-best is left. The French peasant of to-day demonstrated what manner of man
is left to the soil after one hundred years or so of military selection. Where are the
soldiers of Greece, Sparta and Rome? They lie on countless fields of battle, and with
them their descendents which were not. The degenerate peoples of those countries are
the descendants of those who remained to the soil — “of those who were left,” Doctor
Jordan aptly puts it.
To-day, however more especially among ourselves military selection has waned, but

commercial selection has waxed. Those members of the social organism who are suc-
cessful in the warfare of the units, are the ones selected to survive. Regardless of the
real welfare of the race, those individuals who better adapt themselves to the actual
environment are permitted to exist and perpetuate themselves. Under the industrial
system as at present conducted, in all branches the demand for units is less than is
the supply. This renders the unit helpless. Trade is unsentimental, unscrupulous. The
man who succeeds in acquiring wealth, is assured of his own survival and that of his
progeny. Much selfishness and little altruism must be his, and the heritage he passes
down; otherwise he will not acquire his wealth, nor his descendents retain theirs, and
both he and they will be relegated to the middle class. Here the keenest and usually the
more conscienceless trader survives. If he be unwise or lenient in his dealings, he will
fail and descend to the working class. Conditions here change. The individual who can
work most, on least, and bow his head best to the captains of industry, survives. If he
cannot do these things well, his place is taken by those who can, and he falls into the
slum class. Again conditions change. In the slums, the person who brings with him or
is born there with normal morals, et cetera, must either yield or be exterminated; for
the criminal, the beggar and the thief are best fitted to survive in such an environment
and to propagate their kind.
Briefly outlined, this is commercial selection. The individual asserts its claims, to the

detriment and injury of the type. It is well known that the intensity of the struggle has
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increased many fold in the last five decades, and it is self-evident that its intensity must
still further and frightfully increase in the next five decades, unless the present system
of production and distribution undergoes a modification for the better. Retaining it in
its entirety, there are two salutary but at the same time absurd ways of ameliorating
things: either kill off half the units, or destroy all machinery. But this is as temporary
as it is unwise. Only a little while and commercial select would again prevail. Besides,
man must go forward; he can neither stop nor turn back. Commercial selection means
race prostitution, and if continued, race deterioration. Internal competition must be
minimized and industry yield more and more to the coöperative principle. For the
good of the present and the future generations, certain rights of the individual must
be curtailed or surrendered. Yet this is nothing new to the individual; his whole past
is a history of such surrenders.
The old indictment that competitive capital is soulless, still holds. Altruism and in-

dustrial competition are mutually destructive. They cannot exist together. The strug-
gling capitalist who may entertain philanthropic notions concerning the conduct of
his business, is illogical, and false to his position and himself, and if he persists he
will surely fail. Competitive industry is not concerned with right or wrong; its sole
and perpetual query is, How may I undersell my competitors? And one answer only
is vouchsafed: By producing more cheaply. The capitalist who wishes to keep his head
above the tide must scale his labor and raw material as relentlessly as do his busi-
ness rivals, or even a little more so. There are two ways of scaling raw material: by
reducing quality and adulterating, or by forcing the producer to sell more cheaply.
But the producer cannot scale nature; there is nothing left for him to do but scale
his labor. Altruism is incompatible with business success. This being so, foul air, vile
water, poor and adulterated foods, unhealthy factory work, crowding, disease, and all
that drags down the physical, mental and moral tone of the community, are consistent
and essential adjuncts of the competitive system.
THE ESTHETIC LOSS
As being the more striking, the only form of art here considered will be that which

appeals to the mind through the eye; but what is said will apply, subject to various
modifications, to all other forms of the esthetic. Art is at present enjoyed by a greatly
favored but very small portion of the community — the rich and those that are per-
mitted to mingle with them. The poor, lacking not only in time and means but in
the training so essential to a just comprehension of the beautiful, and having offered
to them only the inferior grades, and because of all of this, reacting upon an already
harsh environment, live unlovely lives and dies without having feasted their souls on
the real treasures of life.
And even to the rich and those that cling about their skirts, only fleeting visions

may be had of art. Their homes and galleries may be all the soul desires; but the
instant they venture on the streets of the city, they have left the realm of beauty for an
unsightly dominion, where the utilitarian makes the world hideous and survives, and
the idealist is banished or exterminated.
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Art, to be truly effective, should be part and parcel of life, and pervade it in all it
interstices. It should be work-a-day as well as idle-day. Full justice should be accorded
the artist of the period; to do this the whole community should enjoy, appreciate and
understand the work of on who has toiled at creating the beautiful. Nor can this be
done till the belly-need is made a subsidiary accompaniment of life, instead of being,
as it now is to so many, the sole and all-important aim.
Present-day art may be characterized as a few scattered oases amid a desert of

industrial ugliness. Not even among the rich can all refresh themselves at the founts.
The nineteenth-century business man has not time for such. He is the slave of his desk,
the genie of the dollar.
The artist exerts himself for a very small audience indeed. The general public never

attains a standard of comprehension; it cannot measure his work. It looks upon his
wares in the light of curiosities, baubles, luxuries, blind to the fact that they are ob-
jects which should conduce to the highest pleasure. And herein great injury is done the
artist, and heavy limitations are laid upon him. But so long as “society flourishes by
the antagonism of its units,” art, in its full, broad scope will have neither place nor sig-
nificance; the artist will not receive justice for his travail, nor the people compensation
for their labor in the common drudgery of life.
INDIVIDUALITY
Variety is the essence of progress; its manifestation is the manifestation of indi-

viduality. Man advanced to his dominant position among the vertebrates because his
“apelike and probably arboreal ancestors” possessed variety to an unusual degree. And
in turn, the races of man possessing the greatest variability advanced to the center
of the world-stage, while those possessing the least retreated to the background or to
oblivion.
There should be no one type of man. A community in which all men are run in

the same mold is virtually bankrupt, though its strong-boxes be overflowing with
the treasures of the world. Such a community can endure only through a process of
vegetation; it must remain silent or suffer ignominy. An instance of this is afforded by
Spain and her Invincible Armada. The Spaniards were great fighting-men; so were the
English. But the English could also build ships and sail them, cast cannon and shoot
them. In short, the English possessed and utilized variety. Spain, through a vicious
social selection, had lost the greater part of the variety which was hers in the former
times. Nor was this loss due to an innate degeneracy of her people, but to her social,
political and religious structures.
A people must have some standard by which to measure itself and its individuals;

then it must shape its institutions in such manner as will permit its attaining this
standard. If the measure of individual worth be, How much have I made? the present
competitive system is the best medium by which to gain that end; but under all its
guises it will form a certain type — from the factory hand to the millionaire there will
be the one stamp of material acquisitiveness. But if the measure be, What have I made
of myself? it cannot be attained by the present system. The demand of the belly-need
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is too strong; the friction too great: individuality is repressed, forced to manifest itself
in acquisitiveness and selfishness. And after all, the greatness of a community lies not
in the strength of its strong-boxes, nor in the extravagant follies of a few of its members,
but in its wisdom, its power for good, and its possibility of realizing itself the highest
and the best. It were well to stand, as Doctor Jordan has said, “for civic ideals, and
the greatest of these, that government should make men by giving them freedom to
make themselves.”

424



The Human Drift

This non-fiction collection was first published in 1917. From the viewpoint of an
adventurer, London comments on many things which he has seen in his world trav-
els, the “human” element being emphasized throughout. The collection epitomises his
philosophy of life.

The Human Drift
“The Revelations of Devout and Learn’d

Who rose before us, and as Prophets Burn’d,
Are all but stories, which, awoke from Sleep,
They told their comrades, and to Sleep return’d.”
The history of civilisation is a history of wandering, sword in hand, in search of food.

In the misty younger world we catch glimpses of phantom races, rising, slaying, finding
food, building rude civilisations, decaying, falling under the swords of stronger hands,
and passing utterly away. Man, like any other animal, has roved over the earth seeking
what he might devour; and not romance and adventure, but the hunger-need, has urged
him on his vast adventures. Whether a bankrupt gentleman sailing to colonise Virginia
or a lean Cantonese contracting to labour on the sugar plantations of Hawaii, in each
case, gentleman and coolie, it is a desperate attempt to get something to eat, to get
more to eat than he can get at home.
It has always been so, from the time of the first pre-human anthropoid crossing a

mountain-divide in quest of better berry-bushes beyond, down to the latest Slovak,
arriving on our shores to-day, to go to work in the coal-mines of Pennsylvania. These
migratory movements of peoples have been called drifts, and the word is apposite.
Unplanned, blind, automatic, spurred on by the pain of hunger, man has literally
drifted his way around the planet. There have been drifts in the past, innumerable and
forgotten, and so remote that no records have been left, or composed of such low-typed
humans or pre-humans that they made no scratchings on stone or bone and left no
monuments to show that they had been.
These early drifts we conjecture and know must have occurred, just as we know

that the first upright-walking brutes were descended from some kin of the quadru-
mana through having developed “a pair of great toes out of two opposable thumbs.”
Dominated by fear, and by their very fear accelerating their development, these early
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ancestors of ours, suffering hunger-pangs very like the ones we experience to-day, drifted
on, hunting and being hunted, eating and being eaten, wandering through thousand-
year-long odysseys of screaming primordial savagery, until they left their skeletons in
glacial gravels, some of them, and their bone-scratchings in cave-men’s lairs.
There have been drifts from east to west and west to east, from north to south and

back again, drifts that have criss-crossed one another, and drifts colliding and recoiling
and caroming off in new directions. From Central Europe the Aryans have drifted into
Asia, and from Central Asia the Turanians have drifted across Europe. Asia has thrown
forth great waves of hungry humans from the prehistoric “round-barrow” “broad-heads”
who overran Europe and penetrated to Scandinavia and England, down through the
hordes of Attila and Tamerlane, to the present immigration of Chinese and Japanese
that threatens America. The Phoenicians and the Greeks, with unremembered drifts
behind them, colonised the Mediterranean. Rome was engulfed in the torrent of Ger-
manic tribes drifting down from the north before a flood of drifting Asiatics. The
Angles, Saxons, and Jutes, after having drifted whence no man knows, poured into
Britain, and the English have carried this drift on around the world. Retreating before
stronger breeds, hungry and voracious, the Eskimo has drifted to the inhospitable po-
lar regions, the Pigmy to the fever-rotten jungles of Africa. And in this day the drift
of the races continues, whether it be of Chinese into the Philippines and the Malay
Peninsula, of Europeans to the United States or of Americans to the wheat-lands of
Manitoba and the Northwest.
Perhaps most amazing has been the South Sea Drift. Blind, fortuitous, precarious

as no other drift has been, nevertheless the islands in that waste of ocean have received
drift after drift of the races. Down from the mainland of Asia poured an Aryan drift
that built civilisations in Ceylon, Java, and Sumatra. Only the monuments of these
Aryans remain. They themselves have perished utterly, though not until after leaving
evidences of their drift clear across the great South Pacific to far Easter Island. And
on that drift they encountered races who had accomplished the drift before them, and
they, the Aryans, passed, in turn, before the drift of other and subsequent races whom
we to-day call the Polynesian and the Melanesian.
Man early discovered death. As soon as his evolution permitted, he made himself

better devices for killing than the old natural ones of fang and claw. He devoted himself
to the invention of killing devices before he discovered fire or manufactured for himself
religion. And to this day, his finest creative energy and technical skill are devoted to
the same old task of making better and ever better killing weapons. All his days, down
all the past, have been spent in killing. And from the fear-stricken, jungle-lurking, cave-
haunting creature of long ago, he won to empery over the whole animal world because
he developed into the most terrible and awful killer of all the animals. He found himself
crowded. He killed to make room, and as he made room ever he increased and found
himself crowded, and ever he went on killing to make more room. Like a settler clearing
land of its weeds and forest bushes in order to plant corn, so man was compelled to
clear all manner of life away in order to plant himself. And, sword in hand, he has
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literally hewn his way through the vast masses of life that occupied the earth space he
coveted for himself. And ever he has carried the battle wider and wider, until to-day
not only is he a far more capable killer of men and animals than ever before, but he
has pressed the battle home to the infinite and invisible hosts of menacing lives in the
world of micro-organisms.
It is true, that they that rose by the sword perished by the sword. And yet, not

only did they not all perish, but more rose by the sword than perished by it, else man
would not to-day be over-running the world in such huge swarms. Also, it must not
be forgotten that they who did not rise by the sword did not rise at all. They were
not. In view of this, there is something wrong with Doctor Jordan’s war-theory, which
is to the effect that the best being sent out to war, only the second best, the men
who are left, remain to breed a second-best race, and that, therefore, the human race
deteriorates under war. If this be so, if we have sent forth the best we bred and gone
on breeding from the men who were left, and since we have done this for ten thousand
millenniums and are what we splendidly are to-day, then what unthinkably splendid
and god-like beings must have been our forebears those ten thousand millenniums ago!
Unfortunately for Doctor Jordan’s theory, those ancient forebears cannot live up to
this fine reputation. We know them for what they were, and before the monkey cage
of any menagerie we catch truer glimpses and hints and resemblances of what our
ancestors really were long and long ago. And by killing, incessant killing, by making a
shambles of the planet, those ape-like creatures have developed even into you and me.
As Henley has said in “The Song of the Sword”:
“The Sword Singing —
Driving the darkness,

Even as the banners
And spear of the Morning;
Sifting the nations,
The Slag from the metal,
The waste and the weak
From the fit and the strong;
Fighting the brute,
The abysmal Fecundity;
Checking the gross
Multitudinous blunders,
The groping, the purblind
Excesses in service
Of the Womb universal,
The absolute drudge.”
As time passed and man increased, he drifted ever farther afield in search of room.

He encountered other drifts of men, and the killing of men became prodigious. The weak
and the decadent fell under the sword. Nations that faltered, that waxed prosperous
in fat valleys and rich river deltas, were swept away by the drifts of stronger men who
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were nourished on the hardships of deserts and mountains and who were more capable
with the sword. Unknown and unnumbered billions of men have been so destroyed
in prehistoric times. Draper says that in the twenty years of the Gothic war, Italy
lost 15,000,000 of her population; “and that the wars, famines, and pestilences of the
reign of Justinian diminished the human species by the almost incredible number
of 100,000,000.” Germany, in the Thirty Years’ War, lost 6,000,000 inhabitants. The
record of our own American Civil War need scarcely be recalled.
And man has been destroyed in other ways than by the sword. Flood, famine,

pestilence and murder are potent factors in reducing population — in making room.
As Mr. Charles Woodruff, in his “Expansion of Races,” has instanced: In 1886, when the
dikes of the Yellow River burst, 7,000,000 people were drowned. The failure of crops in
Ireland, in 1848, caused 1,000,000 deaths. The famines in India of 1896-7 and 1899-1900
lessened the population by 21,000,000. The T’ai’ping rebellion and the Mohammedan
rebellion, combined with the famine of 1877-78, destroyed scores of millions of Chinese.
Europe has been swept repeatedly by great plagues. In India, for the period of 1903 to
1907, the plague deaths averaged between one and two millions a year. Mr. Woodruff
is responsible for the assertion that 10,000,000 persons now living in the United States
are doomed to die of tuberculosis. And in this same country ten thousand persons a
year are directly murdered. In China, between three and six millions of infants are
annually destroyed, while the total infanticide record of the whole world is appalling.
In Africa, now, human beings are dying by millions of the sleeping sickness.
More destructive of life than war, is industry. In all civilised countries great masses of

people are crowded into slums and labour-ghettos, where disease festers, vice corrodes,
and famine is chronic, and where they die more swiftly and in greater numbers than do
the soldiers in our modern wars. The very infant mortality of a slum parish in the East
End of London is three times that of a middle-class parish in the West End. In the
United States, in the last fourteen years, a total of coal-miners, greater than our entire
standing army, has been killed and injured. The United States Bureau of Labour states
that during the year 1908, there were between 30,000 and 35,000 deaths of workers by
accidents, while 200,000 more were injured. In fact, the safest place for a working-man
is in the army. And even if that army be at the front, fighting in Cuba or South Africa,
the soldier in the ranks has a better chance for life than the working-man at home.
And yet, despite this terrible roll of death, despite the enormous killing of the

past and the enormous killing of the present, there are to-day alive on the planet a
billion and three quarters of human beings. Our immediate conclusion is that man
is exceedingly fecund and very tough. Never before have there been so many people
in the world. In the past centuries the world’s population has been smaller; in the
future centuries it is destined to be larger. And this brings us to that old bugbear
that has been so frequently laughed away and that still persists in raising its grisly
head — namely, the doctrine of Malthus. While man’s increasing efficiency of food-
production, combined with colonisation of whole virgin continents, has for generations
given the apparent lie to Malthus’ mathematical statement of the Law of Population,
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nevertheless the essential significance of his doctrine remains and cannot be challenged.
Population does press against subsistence. And no matter how rapidly subsistence
increases, population is certain to catch up with it.
When man was in the hunting stage of development, wide areas were necessary

for the maintenance of scant populations. With the shepherd stages, the means of
subsistence being increased, a larger population was supported on the same territory.
The agricultural stage gave support to a still larger population; and, to-day, with the
increased food-getting efficiency of a machine civilisation, an even larger population
is made possible. Nor is this theoretical. The population is here, a billion and three
quarters of men, women, and children, and this vast population is increasing on itself
by leaps and bounds.
A heavy European drift to the New World has gone on and is going on; yet Europe,

whose population a century ago was 170,000,000, has to-day 500,000,000. At this rate of
increase, provided that subsistence is not overtaken, a century from now the population
of Europe will be 1,500,000,000. And be it noted of the present rate of increase in the
United States that only one-third is due to immigration, while two-thirds is due to
excess of births over deaths. And at this present rate of increase, the population of the
United States will be 500,000,000 in less than a century from now.
Man, the hungry one, the killer, has always suffered for lack of room. The world

has been chronically overcrowded. Belgium with her 572 persons to the square mile is
no more crowded than was Denmark when it supported only 500 palæolithic people.
According to Mr. Woodruff, cultivated land will produce 1600 times as much food as
hunting land. From the time of the Norman Conquest, for centuries Europe could sup-
port no more than 25 to the square mile. To-day Europe supports 81 to the square mile.
The explanation of this is that for the several centuries after the Norman Conquest
her population was saturated. Then, with the development of trading and capitalism,
of exploration and exploitation of new lands, and with the invention of labour-saving
machinery and the discovery and application of scientific principles, was brought about
a tremendous increase in Europe’s food-getting efficiency. And immediately her popu-
lation sprang up.
According to the census of Ireland, of 1659, that country had a population of 500,000.

One hundred and fifty years later, her population was 8,000,000. For many centuries the
population of Japan was stationary. There seemed no way of increasing her food-getting
efficiency. Then, sixty years ago, came Commodore Perry, knocking down her doors and
letting in the knowledge and machinery of the superior food-getting efficiency of the
Western world. Immediately upon this rise in subsistence began the rise of population;
and it is only the other day that Japan, finding her population once again pressing
against subsistence, embarked, sword in hand, on a westward drift in search of more
room. And, sword in hand, killing and being killed, she has carved out for herself
Formosa and Korea, and driven the vanguard of her drift far into the rich interior of
Manchuria.
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For an immense period of time China’s population has remained at 400,000,000
— the saturation point. The only reason that the Yellow River periodically drowns
millions of Chinese is that there is no other land for those millions to farm. And after
every such catastrophe the wave of human life rolls up and now millions flood out upon
that precarious territory. They are driven to it, because they are pressed remorselessly
against subsistence. It is inevitable that China, sooner or later, like Japan, will learn
and put into application our own superior food-getting efficiency. And when that time
comes, it is likewise inevitable that her population will increase by unguessed millions
until it again reaches the saturation point. And then, inoculated with Western ideas,
may she not, like Japan, take sword in hand and start forth colossally on a drift of her
own for more room? This is another reputed bogie — the Yellow Peril; yet the men of
China are only men, like any other race of men, and all men, down all history, have
drifted hungrily, here, there and everywhere over the planet, seeking for something to
eat. What other men do, may not the Chinese do?
But a change has long been coming in the affairs of man. The more recent drifts of

the stronger races, carving their way through the lesser breeds to more earth-space, has
led to peace, ever to wider and more lasting peace. The lesser breeds, under penalty
of being killed, have been compelled to lay down their weapons and cease killing
among themselves. The scalp-talking Indian and the head-hunting Melanesian have
been either destroyed or converted to a belief in the superior efficacy of civil suits
and criminal prosecutions. The planet is being subdued. The wild and the hurtful are
either tamed or eliminated. From the beasts of prey and the cannibal humans down
to the death-dealing microbes, no quarter is given; and daily, wider and wider areas of
hostile territory, whether of a warring desert-tribe in Africa or a pestilential fever-hole
like Panama, are made peaceable and habitable for mankind. As for the great mass
of stay-at-home folk, what percentage of the present generation in the United States,
England, or Germany, has seen war or knows anything of war at first hand? There was
never so much peace in the world as there is to-day.
War itself, the old red anarch, is passing. It is safer to be a soldier than a working-

man. The chance for life is greater in an active campaign than in a factory or a
coal-mine. In the matter of killing, war is growing impotent, and this in face of the
fact that the machinery of war was never so expensive in the past nor so dreadful.
War-equipment to-day, in time of peace, is more expensive than of old in time of war.
A standing army costs more to maintain than it used to cost to conquer an empire. It
is more expensive to be ready to kill, than it used to be to do the killing. The price of
a Dreadnought would furnish the whole army of Xerxes with killing weapons. And, in
spite of its magnificent equipment, war no longer kills as it used to when its methods
were simpler. A bombardment by a modern fleet has been known to result in the killing
of one mule. The casualties of a twentieth century war between two world-powers are
such as to make a worker in an iron-foundry turn green with envy. War has become
a joke. Men have made for themselves monsters of battle which they cannot face in
battle. Subsistence is generous these days, life is not cheap, and it is not in the nature
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of flesh and blood to indulge in the carnage made possible by present-day machinery.
This is not theoretical, as will be shown by a comparison of deaths in battle and men
involved, in the South African War and the Spanish-American War on the one hand,
and the Civil War or the Napoleonic Wars on the other.
Not only has war, by its own evolution, rendered itself futile, but man himself, with

greater wisdom and higher ethics, is opposed to war. He has learned too much. War is
repugnant to his common sense. He conceives it to be wrong, to be absurd, and to be
very expensive. For the damage wrought and the results accomplished, it is not worth
the price. Just as in the disputes of individuals the arbitration of a civil court instead
of a blood feud is more practical, so, man decides, is arbitration more practical in the
disputes of nations.
War is passing, disease is being conquered, and man’s food-getting efficiency is

increasing. It is because of these factors that there are a billion and three quarters
of people alive to-day instead of a billion, or three-quarters of a billion. And it is
because of these factors that the world’s population will very soon be two billions
and climbing rapidly toward three billions. The lifetime of the generation is increasing
steadily. Men live longer these days. Life is not so precarious. The newborn infant has
a greater chance for survival than at any time in the past. Surgery and sanitation
reduce the fatalities that accompany the mischances of life and the ravages of disease.
Men and women, with deficiencies and weaknesses that in the past would have effected
their rapid extinction, live to-day and father and mother a numerous progeny. And
high as the food-getting efficiency may soar, population is bound to soar after it. “The
abysmal fecundity” of life has not altered. Given the food, and life will increase. A small
percentage of the billion and three-quarters that live to-day may hush the clamour of
life to be born, but it is only a small percentage. In this particular, the life in the
man-animal is very like the life in the other animals.
And still another change is coming in human affairs. Though politicians gnash

their teeth and cry anathema, and man, whose superficial book-learning is vitiated by
crystallised prejudice, assures us that civilisation will go to smash, the trend of society,
to-day, the world over, is toward socialism. The old individualism is passing. The state
interferes more and more in affairs that hitherto have been considered sacredly private.
And socialism, when the last word is said, is merely a new economic and political
system whereby more men can get food to eat. In short, socialism is an improved
food-getting efficiency.
Furthermore, not only will socialism get food more easily and in greater quantity,

but it will achieve a more equitable distribution of that food. Socialism promises, for a
time, to give all men, women, and children all they want to eat, and to enable them to
eat all they want as often as they want. Subsistence will be pushed back, temporarily, an
exceedingly long way. In consequence, the flood of life will rise like a tidal wave. There
will be more marriages and more children born. The enforced sterility that obtains
to-day for many millions, will no longer obtain. Nor will the fecund millions in the
slums and labour-ghettos, who to-day die of all the ills due to chronic underfeeding
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and overcrowding, and who die with their fecundity largely unrealised, die in that
future day when the increased food-getting efficiency of socialism will give them all
they want to eat.
It is undeniable that population will increase prodigiously-just as it has increased

prodigiously during the last few centuries, following upon the increase in food-getting
efficiency. The magnitude of population in that future day is well nigh unthinkable.
But there is only so much land and water on the surface of the earth. Man, despite his
marvellous accomplishments, will never be able to increase the diameter of the planet.
The old days of virgin continents will be gone. The habitable planet, from ice-cap to
ice-cap, will be inhabited. And in the matter of food-getting, as in everything else,
man is only finite. Undreamed-of efficiencies in food-getting may be achieved, but,
soon or late, man will find himself face to face with Malthus’ grim law. Not only will
population catch up with subsistence, but it will press against subsistence, and the
pressure will be pitiless and savage. Somewhere in the future is a date when man will
face, consciously, the bitter fact that there is not food enough for all of him to eat.
When this day comes, what then? Will there be a recrudescence of old obsolete

war? In a saturated population life is always cheap, as it is cheap in China, in India,
to-day. Will new human drifts take place, questing for room, carving earth-space out
of crowded life. Will the Sword again sing:
“Follow, O follow, then,

Heroes, my harvesters!
Where the tall grain is ripe
Thrust in your sickles!
Stripped and adust
In a stubble of empire
Scything and binding
The full sheaves of sovereignty.”
Even if, as of old, man should wander hungrily, sword in hand, slaying and being

slain, the relief would be only temporary. Even if one race alone should hew down the
last survivor of all the other races, that one race, drifting the world around, would
saturate the planet with its own life and again press against subsistence. And in that
day, the death rate and the birth rate will have to balance. Men will have to die, or be
prevented from being born. Undoubtedly a higher quality of life will obtain, and also a
slowly decreasing fecundity. But this decrease will be so slow that the pressure against
subsistence will remain. The control of progeny will be one of the most important
problems of man and one of the most important functions of the state. Men will
simply be not permitted to be born.
Disease, from time to time, will ease the pressure. Diseases are parasites, and it

must not be forgotten that just as there are drifts in the world of man, so are there
drifts in the world of micro-organisms — hunger-quests for food. Little is known of
the micro-organic world, but that little is appalling; and no census of it will ever be
taken, for there is the true, literal “abysmal fecundity.” Multitudinous as man is, all
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his totality of individuals is as nothing in comparison with the inconceivable vastness
of numbers of the micro-organisms. In your body, or in mine, right now, are swarming
more individual entities than there are human beings in the world to-day. It is to us
an invisible world. We only guess its nearest confines. With our powerful microscopes
and ultramicroscopes, enlarging diameters twenty thousand times, we catch but the
slightest glimpses of that profundity of infinitesimal life.
Little is known of that world, save in a general way. We know that out of it arise dis-

eases, new to us, that afflict and destroy man. We do not know whether these diseases
are merely the drifts, in a fresh direction, of already-existing breeds of micro-organisms,
or whether they are new, absolutely new, breeds themselves just spontaneously gener-
ated. The latter hypothesis is tenable, for we theorise that if spontaneous generation
still occurs on the earth, it is far more likely to occur in the form of simple organisms
than of complicated organisms.
Another thing we know, and that is that it is in crowded populations that new

diseases arise. They have done so in the past. They do so to-day. And no matter how
wise are our physicians and bacteriologists, no matter how successfully they cope with
these invaders, new invaders continue to arise — new drifts of hungry life seeking
to devour us. And so we are justified in believing that in the saturated populations
of the future, when life is suffocating in the pressure against subsistence, that new,
and ever new, hosts of destroying micro-organisms will continue to arise and fling
themselves upon earth-crowded man to give him room. There may even be plagues
of unprecedented ferocity that will depopulate great areas before the wit of man can
overcome them. And this we know: that no matter how often these invisible hosts
may be overcome by man’s becoming immune to them through a cruel and terrible
selection, new hosts will ever arise of these micro-organisms that were in the world
before he came and that will be here after he is gone.
After he is gone? Will he then some day be gone, and this planet know him no

more? Is it thither that the human drift in all its totality is trending? God Himself is
silent on this point, though some of His prophets have given us vivid representations
of that last day when the earth shall pass into nothingness. Nor does science, despite
its radium speculations and its attempted analyses of the ultimate nature of matter,
give us any other word than that man will pass. So far as man’s knowledge goes,
law is universal. Elements react under certain unchangeable conditions. One of these
conditions is temperature. Whether it be in the test tube of the laboratory or the
workshop of nature, all organic chemical reactions take place only within a restricted
range of heat. Man, the latest of the ephemera, is pitifully a creature of temperature,
strutting his brief day on the thermometer. Behind him is a past wherein it was too
warm for him to exist. Ahead of him is a future wherein it will be too cold for him to
exist. He cannot adjust himself to that future, because he cannot alter universal law,
because he cannot alter his own construction nor the molecules that compose him.
It would be well to ponder these lines of Herbert Spencer’s which follow, and which

embody, possibly, the wildest vision the scientific mind has ever achieved:
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“Motion as well as Matter being fixed in quantity, it would seem that the change
in the distribution of Matter which Motion effects, coming to a limit in whichever
direction it is carried, the indestructible Motion thereupon necessitates a reverse dis-
tribution. Apparently, the universally-co-existent forces of attraction and repulsion,
which, as we have seen, necessitate rhythm in all minor changes throughout the Uni-
verse, also necessitate rhythm in the totality of its changes — produce now an im-
measurable period during which the attractive forces predominating, cause universal
concentration, and then an immeasurable period during which the repulsive forces pre-
dominating, cause universal diffusion — alternate eras of Evolution and Dissolution.
And thus there is suggested the conception of a past during which there have been
successive Evolutions analogous to that which is now going on; a future during which
successive other Evolutions may go on — ever the same in principle but never the
same in concrete result.”
That is it — the most we know — alternate eras of evolution and dissolution. In

the past there have been other evolutions similar to that one in which we live, and
in the future there may be other similar evolutions — that is all. The principle of all
these evolutions remains, but the concrete results are never twice alike. Man was not;
he was; and again he will not be. In eternity which is beyond our comprehension, the
particular evolution of that solar satellite we call the “Earth” occupied but a slight
fraction of time. And of that fraction of time man occupies but a small portion. All
the whole human drift, from the first ape-man to the last savant, is but a phantom, a
flash of light and a flutter of movement across the infinite face of the starry night.
When the thermometer drops, man ceases — with all his lusts and wrestlings and

achievements; with all his race-adventures and race-tragedies; and with all his red
killings, billions upon billions of human lives multiplied by as many billions more. This
is the last word of Science, unless there be some further, unguessed word which Science
will some day find and utter. In the meantime it sees no farther than the starry void,
where the “fleeting systems lapse like foam.” Of what ledger-account is the tiny life of
man in a vastness where stars snuff out like candles and great suns blaze for a time-tick
of eternity and are gone?
And for us who live, no worse can happen than has happened to the earliest drifts

of man, marked to-day by ruined cities of forgotten civilisation — ruined cities, which,
on excavation, are found to rest on ruins of earlier cities, city upon city, and fourteen
cities, down to a stratum where, still earlier, wandering herdsmen drove their flocks,
and where, even preceding them, wild hunters chased their prey long after the cave-
man and the man of the squatting-place cracked the knuckle-bones of wild animals
and vanished from the earth. There is nothing terrible about it. With Richard Hovey,
when he faced his death, we can say: “Behold! I have lived!” And with another and
greater one, we can lay ourselves down with a will. The one drop of living, the one
taste of being, has been good; and perhaps our greatest achievement will be that we
dreamed immortality, even though we failed to realise it.
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Small-boat Sailing
A sailor is born, not made. And by “sailor” is meant, not the average efficient and

hopeless creature who is found to-day in the forecastle of deepwater ships, but the man
who will take a fabric compounded of wood and iron and rope and canvas and compel
it to obey his will on the surface of the sea. Barring captains and mates of big ships,
the small-boat sailor is the real sailor. He knows — he must know — how to make
the wind carry his craft from one given point to another given point. He must know
about tides and rips and eddies, bar and channel markings, and day and night signals;
he must be wise in weather-lore; and he must be sympathetically familiar with the
peculiar qualities of his boat which differentiate it from every other boat that was ever
built and rigged. He must know how to gentle her about, as one instance of a myriad,
and to fill her on the other tack without deadening her way or allowing her to fall off
too far.
The deepwater sailor of to-day needs know none of these things. And he doesn’t.

He pulls and hauls as he is ordered, swabs decks, washes paint, and chips iron-rust. He
knows nothing, and cares less. Put him in a small boat and he is helpless. He will cut
an even better figure on the hurricane deck of a horse.
I shall never forget my child-astonishment when I first encountered one of these

strange beings. He was a runaway English sailor. I was a lad of twelve, with a decked-
over, fourteen-foot, centre-board skiff which I had taught myself to sail. I sat at his
feet as at the feet of a god, while he discoursed of strange lands and peoples, deeds
of violence, and hair-raising gales at sea. Then, one day, I took him for a sail. With
all the trepidation of the veriest little amateur, I hoisted sail and got under way. Here
was a man, looking on critically, I was sure, who knew more in one second about boats
and the water than I could ever know. After an interval, in which I exceeded myself,
he took the tiller and the sheet. I sat on the little thwart amidships, open-mouthed,
prepared to learn what real sailing was. My mouth remained open, for I learned what
a real sailor was in a small boat. He couldn’t trim the sheet to save himself, he nearly
capsized several times in squalls, and, once again, by blunderingly jibing over; he didn’t
know what a centre-board was for, nor did he know that in running a boat before the
wind one must sit in the middle instead of on the side; and finally, when we came back
to the wharf, he ran the skiff in full tilt, shattering her nose and carrying away the
mast-step. And yet he was a really truly sailor fresh from the vasty deep.
Which points my moral. A man can sail in the forecastles of big ships all his life and

never know what real sailing is. From the time I was twelve, I listened to the lure of the
sea. When I was fifteen I was captain and owner of an oyster-pirate sloop. By the time
I was sixteen I was sailing in scow-schooners, fishing salmon with the Greeks up the
Sacramento River, and serving as sailor on the Fish Patrol. And I was a good sailor,
too, though all my cruising had been on San Francisco Bay and the rivers tributary to
it. I had never been on the ocean in my life.

435



Then, the month I was seventeen, I signed before the mast as an able seaman on a
three-top-mast schooner bound on a seven-months’ cruise across the Pacific and back
again. As my shipmates promptly informed me, I had had my nerve with me to sign
on as able seaman. Yet behold, I was an able seaman. I had graduated from the right
school. It took no more than minutes to learn the names and uses of the few new
ropes. It was simple. I did not do things blindly. As a small-boat sailor I had learned
to reason out and know the why of everything. It is true, I had to learn how to steer by
compass, which took maybe half a minute; but when it came to steering “full-and-by”
and “close-and-by,” I could beat the average of my shipmates, because that was the very
way I had always sailed. Inside fifteen minutes I could box the compass around and
back again. And there was little else to learn during that seven-months’ cruise, except
fancy rope-sailorising, such as the more complicated lanyard knots and the making of
various kinds of sennit and rope-mats. The point of all of which is that it is by means
of small-boat sailing that the real sailor is best schooled.
And if a man is a born sailor, and has gone to the school of the sea, never in all

his life can he get away from the sea again. The salt of it is in his bones as well as his
nostrils, and the sea will call to him until he dies. Of late years, I have found easier
ways of earning a living. I have quit the forecastle for keeps, but always I come back
to the sea. In my case it is usually San Francisco Bay, than which no lustier, tougher,
sheet of water can be found for small-boat sailing.
It really blows on San Francisco Bay. During the winter, which is the best cruising

season, we have southeasters, southwesters, and occasional howling northers. Through-
out the summer we have what we call the “sea-breeze,” an unfailing wind off the Pacific
that on most afternoons in the week blows what the Atlantic Coast yachtsmen would
name a gale. They are always surprised by the small spread of canvas our yachts carry.
Some of them, with schooners they have sailed around the Horn, have looked proudly
at their own lofty sticks and huge spreads, then patronisingly and even pityingly at
ours. Then, perchance, they have joined in a club cruise from San Francisco to Mare
Island. They found the morning run up the Bay delightful. In the afternoon, when
the brave west wind ramped across San Pablo Bay and they faced it on the long beat
home, things were somewhat different. One by one, like a flight of swallows, our more
meagrely sparred and canvassed yachts went by, leaving them wallowing and dead and
shortening down in what they called a gale but which we called a dandy sailing breeze.
The next time they came out, we would notice their sticks cut down, their booms
shortened, and their after-leeches nearer the luffs by whole cloths.
As for excitement, there is all the difference in the world between a ship in trouble

at sea, and a small boat in trouble on land-locked water. Yet for genuine excitement
and thrill, give me the small boat. Things happen so quickly, and there are always so
few to do the work — and hard work, too, as the small-boat sailor knows. I have toiled
all night, both watches on deck, in a typhoon off the coast of Japan, and been less
exhausted than by two hours’ work at reefing down a thirty-foot sloop and heaving up
two anchors on a lee shore in a screaming southeaster.
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Hard work and excitement? Let the wind baffle and drop in a heavy tide-way just
as you are sailing your little sloop through a narrow draw-bridge. Behold your sails,
upon which you are depending, flap with sudden emptiness, and then see the impish
wind, with a haul of eight points, fill your jib aback with a gusty puff. Around she
goes, and sweeps, not through the open draw, but broadside on against the solid piles.
Hear the roar of the tide, sucking through the trestle. And hear and see your pretty,
fresh-painted boat crash against the piles. Feel her stout little hull give to the impact.
See the rail actually pinch in. Hear your canvas tearing, and see the black, square-
ended timbers thrusting holes through it. Smash! There goes your topmast stay, and
the topmast reels over drunkenly above you. There is a ripping and crunching. If it
continues, your starboard shrouds will be torn out. Grab a rope — any rope — and
take a turn around a pile. But the free end of the rope is too short. You can’t make
it fast, and you hold on and wildly yell for your one companion to get a turn with
another and longer rope. Hold on! You hold on till you are purple in the face, till it
seems your arms are dragging out of their sockets, till the blood bursts from the ends
of your fingers. But you hold, and your partner gets the longer rope and makes it fast.
You straighten up and look at your hands. They are ruined. You can scarcely relax
the crooks of the fingers. The pain is sickening. But there is no time. The skiff, which
is always perverse, is pounding against the barnacles on the piles which threaten to
scrape its gunwale off. It’s drop the peak! Down jib! Then you run lines, and pull
and haul and heave, and exchange unpleasant remarks with the bridge-tender who is
always willing to meet you more than half way in such repartee. And finally, at the
end of an hour, with aching back, sweat-soaked shirt, and slaughtered hands, you are
through and swinging along on the placid, beneficent tide between narrow banks where
the cattle stand knee-deep and gaze wonderingly at you. Excitement! Work! Can you
beat it in a calm day on the deep sea?
I’ve tried it both ways. I remember labouring in a fourteen days’ gale off the coast

of New Zealand. We were a tramp collier, rusty and battered, with six thousand tons
of coal in our hold. Life lines were stretched fore and aft; and on our weather side,
attached to smokestack guys and rigging, were huge rope-nettings, hung there for the
purpose of breaking the force of the seas and so saving our mess-room doors. But the
doors were smashed and the mess-rooms washed out just the same. And yet, out of it
all, arose but the one feeling, namely, of monotony.
In contrast with the foregoing, about the liveliest eight days of my life were spent in

a small boat on the west coast of Korea. Never mind why I was thus voyaging up the
Yellow Sea during the month of February in below-zero weather. The point is that I
was in an open boat, a sampan, on a rocky coast where there were no light-houses and
where the tides ran from thirty to sixty feet. My crew were Japanese fishermen. We
did not speak each other’s language. Yet there was nothing monotonous about that
trip. Never shall I forget one particular cold bitter dawn, when, in the thick of driving
snow, we took in sail and dropped our small anchor. The wind was howling out of the
northwest, and we were on a lee shore. Ahead and astern, all escape was cut off by
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rocky headlands, against whose bases burst the unbroken seas. To windward a short
distance, seen only between the snow-squalls, was a low rocky reef. It was this that
inadequately protected us from the whole Yellow Sea that thundered in upon us.
The Japanese crawled under a communal rice mat and went to sleep. I joined them,

and for several hours we dozed fitfully. Then a sea deluged us out with icy water, and
we found several inches of snow on top the mat. The reef to windward was disappearing
under the rising tide, and moment by moment the seas broke more strongly over the
rocks. The fishermen studied the shore anxiously. So did I, and with a sailor’s eye,
though I could see little chance for a swimmer to gain that surf-hammered line of
rocks. I made signs toward the headlands on either flank. The Japanese shook their
heads. I indicated that dreadful lee shore. Still they shook their heads and did nothing.
My conclusion was that they were paralysed by the hopelessness of the situation. Yet
our extremity increased with every minute, for the rising tide was robbing us of the
reef that served as buffer. It soon became a case of swamping at our anchor. Seas were
splashing on board in growing volume, and we baled constantly. And still my fishermen
crew eyed the surf-battered shore and did nothing.
At last, after many narrow escapes from complete swamping, the fishermen got into

action. All hands tailed on to the anchor and hove it up. For’ard, as the boat’s head
paid off, we set a patch of sail about the size of a flour-sack. And we headed straight
for shore. I unlaced my shoes, unbottoned my great-coat and coat, and was ready to
make a quick partial strip a minute or so before we struck. But we didn’t strike, and,
as we rushed in, I saw the beauty of the situation. Before us opened a narrow channel,
frilled at its mouth with breaking seas. Yet, long before, when I had scanned the shore
closely, there had been no such channel. I had forgotten the thirty-foot tide. And it
was for this tide that the Japanese had so precariously waited. We ran the frill of
breakers, curved into a tiny sheltered bay where the water was scarcely flawed by the
gale, and landed on a beach where the salt sea of the last tide lay frozen in long curving
lines. And this was one gale of three in the course of those eight days in the sampan.
Would it have been beaten on a ship? I fear me the ship would have gone aground on
the outlying reef and that its people would have been incontinently and monotonously
drowned.
There are enough surprises and mishaps in a three-days’ cruise in a small boat to

supply a great ship on the ocean for a full year. I remember, once, taking out on her
trial trip a little thirty-footer I had just bought. In six days we had two stiff blows,
and, in addition, one proper southwester and one rip-snorting southeaster. The slight
intervals between these blows were dead calms. Also, in the six days, we were aground
three times. Then, too, we tied up to the bank in the Sacramento River, and, grounding
by an accident on the steep slope on a falling tide, nearly turned a side somersault
down the bank. In a stark calm and heavy tide in the Carquinez Straits, where anchors
skate on the channel-scoured bottom, we were sucked against a big dock and smashed
and bumped down a quarter of a mile of its length before we could get clear. Two hours
afterward, on San Pablo Bay, the wind was piping up and we were reefing down. It is
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no fun to pick up a skiff adrift in a heavy sea and gale. That was our next task, for
our skiff, swamping, parted both towing painters we had bent on. Before we recovered
it we had nearly killed ourselves with exhaustion, and we certainly had strained the
sloop in every part from keelson to truck. And to cap it all, coming into our home port,
beating up the narrowest part of the San Antonio Estuary, we had a shave of inches
from collision with a big ship in tow of a tug. I have sailed the ocean in far larger craft
a year at a time, in which period occurred no such chapter of moving incident.
After all, the mishaps are almost the best part of small-boat sailing. Looking back,

they prove to be punctuations of joy. At the time they try your mettle and your
vocabulary, and may make you so pessimistic as to believe that God has a grudge
against you — but afterward, ah, afterward, with what pleasure you remember them
and with what gusto do you relate them to your brother skippers in the fellowhood of
small-boat sailing!
A narrow, winding slough; a half tide, exposing mud surfaced with gangrenous slime;

the water itself filthy and discoloured by the waste from the vats of a near-by tannery;
the marsh grass on either side mottled with all the shades of a decaying orchid; a
crazy, ramshackled, ancient wharf; and at the end of the wharf a small, white-painted
sloop. Nothing romantic about it. No hint of adventure. A splendid pictorial argument
against the alleged joys of small-boat sailing. Possibly that is what Cloudesley and I
thought, that sombre, leaden morning as we turned out to cook breakfast and wash
decks. The latter was my stunt, but one look at the dirty water overside and another
at my fresh-painted deck, deterred me. After breakfast, we started a game of chess.
The tide continued to fall, and we felt the sloop begin to list. We played on until the
chess men began to fall over. The list increased, and we went on deck. Bow-line and
stern-line were drawn taut. As we looked the boat listed still farther with an abrupt
jerk. The lines were now very taut.
“As soon as her belly touches the bottom she will stop,” I said.
Cloudesley sounded with a boat-hook along the outside.
“Seven feet of water,” he announced. “The bank is almost up and down. The first

thing that touches will be her mast when she turns bottom up.”
An ominous, minute snapping noise came from the stern-line. Even as we looked,

we saw a strand fray and part. Then we jumped. Scarcely had we bent another line
between the stern and the wharf, when the original line parted. As we bent another
line for’ard, the original one there crackled and parted. After that, it was an inferno
of work and excitement.
We ran more and more lines, and more and more lines continued to part, and more

and more the pretty boat went over on her side. We bent all our spare lines; we unrove
sheets and halyards; we used our two-inch hawser; we fastened lines part way up the
mast, half way up, and everywhere else. We toiled and sweated and enounced our
mutual and sincere conviction that God’s grudge still held against us. Country yokels
came down on the wharf and sniggered at us. When Cloudesley let a coil of rope slip
down the inclined deck into the vile slime and fished it out with seasick countenance,
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the yokels sniggered louder and it was all I could do to prevent him from climbing up
on the wharf and committing murder.
By the time the sloop’s deck was perpendicular, we had unbent the boom-lift from

below, made it fast to the wharf, and, with the other end fast nearly to the mast-head,
heaved it taut with block and tackle. The lift was of steel wire. We were confident that
it could stand the strain, but we doubted the holding-power of the stays that held the
mast.
The tide had two more hours to ebb (and it was the big run-out), which meant that

five hours must elapse ere the returning tide would give us a chance to learn whether
or not the sloop would rise to it and right herself.
The bank was almost up and down, and at the bottom, directly beneath us, the

fast-ebbing tide left a pit of the vilest, illest-smelling, illest-appearing muck to be seen
in many a day’s ride. Said Cloudesley to me gazing down into it:
“I love you as a brother. I’d fight for you. I’d face roaring lions, and sudden death by

field and flood. But just the same, don’t you fall into that.” He shuddered nauseously.
“For if you do, I haven’t the grit to pull you out. I simply couldn’t. You’d be awful.
The best I could do would be to take a boat-hook and shove you down out of sight.”
We sat on the upper side-wall of the cabin, dangled our legs down the top of the

cabin, leaned our backs against the deck, and played chess until the rising tide and the
block and tackle on the boom-lift enabled us to get her on a respectable keel again.
Years afterward, down in the South Seas, on the island of Ysabel, I was caught in a
similar predicament. In order to clean her copper, I had careened the Snark broadside
on to the beach and outward. When the tide rose, she refused to rise. The water crept in
through the scuppers, mounted over the rail, and the level of the ocean slowly crawled
up the slant of the deck. We battened down the engine-room hatch, and the sea rose
to it and over it and climbed perilously near to the cabin companion-way and skylight.
We were all sick with fever, but we turned out in the blazing tropic sun and toiled
madly for several hours. We carried our heaviest lines ashore from our mast-heads
and heaved with our heaviest purchase until everything crackled including ourselves.
We would spell off and lie down like dead men, then get up and heave and crackle
again. And in the end, our lower rail five feet under water and the wavelets lapping the
companion-way combing, the sturdy little craft shivered and shook herself and pointed
her masts once more to the zenith.
There is never lack of exercise in small-boat sailing, and the hard work is not only

part of the fun of it, but it beats the doctors. San Francisco Bay is no mill pond. It is
a large and draughty and variegated piece of water. I remember, one winter evening,
trying to enter the mouth of the Sacramento. There was a freshet on the river, the
flood tide from the bay had been beaten back into a strong ebb, and the lusty west
wind died down with the sun. It was just sunset, and with a fair to middling breeze,
dead aft, we stood still in the rapid current. We were squarely in the mouth of the river;
but there was no anchorage and we drifted backward, faster and faster, and dropped
anchor outside as the last breath of wind left us. The night came on, beautiful and
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warm and starry. My one companion cooked supper, while on deck I put everything
in shape Bristol fashion. When we turned in at nine o’clock the weather-promise was
excellent. (If I had carried a barometer I’d have known better.) By two in the morning
our shrouds were thrumming in a piping breeze, and I got up and gave her more
scope on her hawser. Inside another hour there was no doubt that we were in for a
southeaster.
It is not nice to leave a warm bed and get out of a bad anchorage in a black blowy

night, but we arose to the occasion, put in two reefs, and started to heave up. The
winch was old, and the strain of the jumping head sea was too much for it. With the
winch out of commission, it was impossible to heave up by hand. We knew, because we
tried it and slaughtered our hands. Now a sailor hates to lose an anchor. It is a matter
of pride. Of course, we could have buoyed ours and slipped it. Instead, however, I gave
her still more hawser, veered her, and dropped the second anchor.
There was little sleep after that, for first one and then the other of us would be

rolled out of our bunks. The increasing size of the seas told us we were dragging, and
when we struck the scoured channel we could tell by the feel of it that our two anchors
were fairly skating across. It was a deep channel, the farther edge of it rising steeply
like the wall of a canyon, and when our anchors started up that wall they hit in and
held.
Yet, when we fetched up, through the darkness we could hear the seas breaking on

the solid shore astern, and so near was it that we shortened the skiff’s painter.
Daylight showed us that between the stern of the skiff and destruction was no more

than a score of feet. And how it did blow! There were times, in the gusts, when the
wind must have approached a velocity of seventy or eighty miles an hour. But the
anchors held, and so nobly that our final anxiety was that the for’ard bitts would be
jerked clean out of the boat. All day the sloop alternately ducked her nose under and
sat down on her stern; and it was not till late afternoon that the storm broke in one last
and worst mad gust. For a full five minutes an absolute dead calm prevailed, and then,
with the suddenness of a thunderclap, the wind snorted out of the southwest — a shift
of eight points and a boisterous gale. Another night of it was too much for us, and we
hove up by hand in a cross head-sea. It was not stiff work. It was heart-breaking. And I
know we were both near to crying from the hurt and the exhaustion. And when we did
get the first anchor up-and-down we couldn’t break it out. Between seas we snubbed
her nose down to it, took plenty of turns, and stood clear as she jumped. Almost
everything smashed and parted except the anchor-hold. The chocks were jerked out,
the rail torn off, and the very covering-board splintered, and still the anchor held. At
last, hoisting the reefed mainsail and slacking off a few of the hard-won feet of the
chain, we sailed the anchor out. It was nip and tuck, though, and there were times
when the boat was knocked down flat. We repeated the manoeuvre with the remaining
anchor, and in the gathering darkness fled into the shelter of the river’s mouth.
I was born so long ago that I grew up before the era of gasolene. As a result, I am

old-fashioned. I prefer a sail-boat to a motor-boat, and it is my belief that boat-sailing
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is a finer, more difficult, and sturdier art than running a motor. Gasolene engines are
becoming fool-proof, and while it is unfair to say that any fool can run an engine, it is
fair to say that almost any one can. Not so, when it comes to sailing a boat. More skill,
more intelligence, and a vast deal more training are necessary. It is the finest training
in the world for boy and youth and man. If the boy is very small, equip him with a
small, comfortable skiff. He will do the rest. He won’t need to be taught. Shortly he
will be setting a tiny leg-of-mutton and steering with an oar. Then he will begin to talk
keels and centreboards and want to take his blankets out and stop aboard all night.
But don’t be afraid for him. He is bound to run risks and encounter accidents.

Remember, there are accidents in the nursery as well as out on the water. More boys
have died from hot-house culture than have died on boats large and small; and more
boys have been made into strong and reliant men by boat-sailing than by lawn-croquet
and dancing-school.
And once a sailor, always a sailor. The savour of the salt never stales. The sailor

never grows so old that he does not care to go back for one more wrestling bout with
wind and wave. I know it of myself. I have turned rancher, and live beyond sight of
the sea. Yet I can stay away from it only so long. After several months have passed,
I begin to grow restless. I find myself day-dreaming over incidents of the last cruise,
or wondering if the striped bass are running on Wingo Slough, or eagerly reading the
newspapers for reports of the first northern flights of ducks. And then, suddenly, there
is a hurried pack of suit-cases and overhauling of gear, and we are off for Vallejo where
the little Roamer lies, waiting, always waiting, for the skiff to come alongside, for the
lighting of the fire in the galley-stove, for the pulling off of gaskets, the swinging up
of the mainsail, and the rat-tat-tat of the reef-points, for the heaving short and the
breaking out, and for the twirling of the wheel as she fills away and heads up Bay or
down.
JACK LONDON

On Board Roamer,
Sonoma Creek,
April 15, 1911

Four Horses and a Sailor
“Huh! Drive four horses! I wouldn’t sit behind you — not for a thousand dollars —

over them mountain roads.”
So said Henry, and he ought to have known, for he drives four horses himself.
Said another Glen Ellen friend: “What? London? He drive four horses? Can’t drive

one!”
And the best of it is that he was right. Even after managing to get a few hundred

miles with my four horses, I don’t know how to drive one. Just the other day, swinging
down a steep mountain road and rounding an abrupt turn, I came full tilt on a horse
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and buggy being driven by a woman up the hill. We could not pass on the narrow road,
where was only a foot to spare, and my horses did not know how to back, especially
up-hill. About two hundred yards down the hill was a spot where we could pass. The
driver of the buggy said she didn’t dare back down because she was not sure of the
brake. And as I didn’t know how to tackle one horse, I didn’t try it. So we unhitched
her horse and backed down by hand. Which was very well, till it came to hitching the
horse to the buggy again. She didn’t know how. I didn’t either, and I had depended on
her knowledge. It took us about half an hour, with frequent debates and consultations,
though it is an absolute certainty that never in its life was that horse hitched in that
particular way.
No; I can’t harness up one horse. But I can four, which compels me to back up

again to get to my beginning. Having selected Sonoma Valley for our abiding place,
Charmian and I decided it was about time we knew what we had in our own county
and the neighbouring ones. How to do it, was the first question. Among our many
weaknesses is the one of being old-fashioned. We don’t mix with gasolene very well. And,
as true sailors should, we naturally gravitate toward horses. Being one of those lucky
individuals who carries his office under his hat, I should have to take a typewriter and
a load of books along. This put saddle-horses out of the running. Charmian suggested
driving a span. She had faith in me; besides, she could drive a span herself. But when I
thought of the many mountains to cross, and of crossing them for three months with a
poor tired span, I vetoed the proposition and said we’d have to come back to gasolene
after all. This she vetoed just as emphatically, and a deadlock obtained until I received
inspiration.
“Why not drive four horses?” I said.
“But you don’t know how to drive four horses,” was her objection.
I threw my chest out and my shoulders back. “What man has done, I can do,” I

proclaimed grandly. “And please don’t forget that when we sailed on the Snark I knew
nothing of navigation, and that I taught myself as I sailed.”
“Very well,” she said. (And there’s faith for you! ) “They shall be four saddle horses,

and we’ll strap our saddles on behind the rig.”
It was my turn to object. “Our saddle horses are not broken to harness.”
“Then break them.”
And what I knew about horses, much less about breaking them, was just about as

much as any sailor knows. Having been kicked, bucked off, fallen over backward upon,
and thrown out and run over, on very numerous occasions, I had a mighty vigorous
respect for horses; but a wife’s faith must be lived up to, and I went at it.
King was a polo pony from St. Louis, and Prince a many-gaited love-horse from

Pasadena. The hardest thing was to get them to dig in and pull. They rollicked along
on the levels and galloped down the hills, but when they struck an up-grade and felt
the weight of the breaking-cart, they stopped and turned around and looked at me. But
I passed them, and my troubles began. Milda was fourteen years old, an unadulterated
broncho, and in temperament was a combination of mule and jack-rabbit blended
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equally. If you pressed your hand on her flank and told her to get over, she lay down
on you. If you got her by the head and told her to back, she walked forward over you.
And if you got behind her and shoved and told her to “Giddap!” she sat down on you.
Also, she wouldn’t walk. For endless weary miles I strove with her, but never could I
get her to walk a step. Finally, she was a manger-glutton. No matter how near or far
from the stable, when six o’clock came around she bolted for home and never missed
the directest cross-road. Many times I rejected her.
The fourth and most rejected horse of all was the Outlaw. From the age of three

to seven she had defied all horse-breakers and broken a number of them. Then a long,
lanky cowboy, with a fifty-pound saddle and a Mexican bit had got her proud goat. I
was the next owner. She was my favourite riding horse. Charmian said I’d have to put
her in as a wheeler where I would have more control over her. Now Charmian had a
favourite riding mare called Maid. I suggested Maid as a substitute. Charmian pointed
out that my mare was a branded range horse, while hers was a near-thoroughbred, and
that the legs of her mare would be ruined forever if she were driven for three months. I
acknowledged her mare’s thoroughbredness, and at the same time defied her to find any
thoroughbred with as small and delicately-viciously pointed ears as my Outlaw. She
indicated Maid’s exquisitely thin shinbone. I measured the Outlaw’s. It was equally
thin, although, I insinuated, possibly more durable. This stabbed Charmian’s pride.
Of course her near-thoroughbred Maid, carrying the blood of “old” Lexington, Morella,
and a streak of the super-enduring Morgan, could run, walk, and work my unregistered
Outlaw into the ground; and that was the very precise reason why such a paragon of
a saddle animal should not be degraded by harness.
So it was that Charmian remained obdurate, until, one day, I got her behind the

Outlaw for a forty-mile drive. For every inch of those forty miles the Outlaw kicked
and jumped, in between the kicks and jumps finding time and space in which to seize
its team-mate by the back of the neck and attempt to drag it to the ground. Another
trick the Outlaw developed during that drive was suddenly to turn at right angles in
the traces and endeavour to butt its team-mate over the grade. Reluctantly and nobly
did Charmian give in and consent to the use of Maid. The Outlaw’s shoes were pulled
off, and she was turned out on range.
Finally, the four horses were hooked to the rig — a light Studebaker trap. With

two hours and a half of practice, in which the excitement was not abated by several
jack-poles and numerous kicking matches, I announced myself as ready for the start.
Came the morning, and Prince, who was to have been a wheeler with Maid, showed
up with a badly kicked shoulder. He did not exactly show up; we had to find him,
for he was unable to walk. His leg swelled and continually swelled during the several
days we waited for him. Remained only the Outlaw. In from pasture she came, shoes
were nailed on, and she was harnessed into the wheel. Friends and relatives strove to
press accident policies on me, but Charmian climbed up alongside, and Nakata got
into the rear seat with the typewriter — Nakata, who sailed cabin-boy on the Snark
for two years and who had shown himself afraid of nothing, not even of me and my
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amateur jamborees in experimenting with new modes of locomotion. And we did very
nicely, thank you, especially after the first hour or so, during which time the Outlaw
had kicked about fifty various times, chiefly to the damage of her own legs and the
paintwork, and after she had bitten a couple of hundred times, to the damage of Maid’s
neck and Charmian’s temper. It was hard enough to have her favourite mare in the
harness without also enduring the spectacle of its being eaten alive.
Our leaders were joys. King being a polo pony and Milda a rabbit, they rounded

curves beautifully and darted ahead like coyotes out of the way of the wheelers. Milda’s
besetting weakness was a frantic desire not to have the lead-bar strike her hocks. When
this happened, one of three things occurred: either she sat down on the lead-bar, kicked
it up in the air until she got her back under it, or exploded in a straight-ahead, harness-
disrupting jump. Not until she carried the lead-bar clean away and danced a break-
down on it and the traces, did she behave decently. Nakata and I made the repairs
with good old-fashioned bale-rope, which is stronger than wrought-iron any time, and
we went on our way.
In the meantime I was learning — I shall not say to tool a four-in-hand — but

just simply to drive four horses. Now it is all right enough to begin with four work-
horses pulling a load of several tons. But to begin with four light horses, all running,
and a light rig that seems to outrun them — well, when things happen they happen
quickly. My weakness was total ignorance. In particular, my fingers lacked training,
and I made the mistake of depending on my eyes to handle the reins. This brought
me up against a disastrous optical illusion. The bight of the off head-line, being longer
and heavier than that of the off wheel-line, hung lower. In a moment requiring quick
action, I invariably mistook the two lines. Pulling on what I thought was the wheel-
line, in order to straighten the team, I would see the leaders swing abruptly around
into a jack-pole. Now for sensations of sheer impotence, nothing can compare with a
jack-pole, when the horrified driver beholds his leaders prancing gaily up the road and
his wheelers jogging steadily down the road, all at the same time and all harnessed
together and to the same rig.
I no longer jack-pole, and I don’t mind admitting how I got out of the habit. It was

my eyes that enslaved my fingers into ill practices. So I shut my eyes and let the fingers
go it alone. To-day my fingers are independent of my eyes and work automatically. I
do not see what my fingers do. They just do it. All I see is the satisfactory result.
Still we managed to get over the ground that first day — down sunny Sonoma Valley

to the old town of Sonoma, founded by General Vallejo as the remotest outpost on
the northern frontier for the purpose of holding back the Gentiles, as the wild Indians
of those days were called. Here history was made. Here the last Spanish mission was
reared; here the Bear flag was raised; and here Kit Carson, and Fremont, and all our
early adventurers came and rested in the days before the days of gold.
We swung on over the low, rolling hills, through miles of dairy farms and chicken

ranches where every blessed hen is white, and down the slopes to Petaluma Valley.
Here, in 1776, Captain Quiros came up Petaluma Creek from San Pablo Bay in quest
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of an outlet to Bodega Bay on the coast. And here, later, the Russians, with Alaskan
hunters, carried skin boats across from Fort Ross to poach for sea-otters on the Spanish
preserve of San Francisco Bay. Here, too, still later, General Vallejo built a fort, which
still stands — one of the finest examples of Spanish adobe that remain to us. And
here, at the old fort, to bring the chronicle up to date, our horses proceeded to make
peculiarly personal history with astonishing success and dispatch. King, our peerless,
polo-pony leader, went lame. So hopelessly lame did he go that no expert, then and
afterward, could determine whether the lameness was in his frogs, hoofs, legs, shoulders,
or head. Maid picked up a nail and began to limp. Milda, figuring the day already
sufficiently spent and maniacal with manger-gluttony, began to rabbit-jump. All that
held her was the bale-rope. And the Outlaw, game to the last, exceeded all previous
exhibitions of skin-removing, paint-marring, and horse-eating.
At Petaluma we rested over while King was returned to the ranch and Prince sent

to us. Now Prince had proved himself an excellent wheeler, yet he had to go into the
lead and let the Outlaw retain his old place. There is an axiom that a good wheeler is
a poor leader. I object to the last adjective. A good wheeler makes an infinitely worse
kind of a leader than that. I know . . . now. I ought to know. Since that day I have
driven Prince a few hundred miles in the lead. He is neither any better nor any worse
than the first mile he ran in the lead; and his worst is even extremely worse than what
you are thinking. Not that he is vicious. He is merely a good-natured rogue who shakes
hands for sugar, steps on your toes out of sheer excessive friendliness, and just goes
on loving you in your harshest moments.
But he won’t get out of the way. Also, whenever he is reproved for being in the

wrong, he accuses Milda of it and bites the back of her neck. So bad has this become
that whenever I yell “Prince!” in a loud voice, Milda immediately rabbit-jumps to the
side, straight ahead, or sits down on the lead-bar. All of which is quite disconcerting.
Picture it yourself. You are swinging round a sharp, down-grade, mountain curve, at
a fast trot. The rock wall is the outside of the curve. The inside of the curve is a
precipice. The continuance of the curve is a narrow, unrailed bridge. You hit the curve,
throwing the leaders in against the wall and making the polo-horse do the work. All is
lovely. The leaders are hugging the wall like nestling doves. But the moment comes in
the evolution when the leaders must shoot out ahead. They really must shoot, or else
they’ll hit the wall and miss the bridge. Also, behind them are the wheelers, and the rig,
and you have just eased the brake in order to put sufficient snap into the manoeuvre.
If ever team-work is required, now is the time. Milda tries to shoot. She does her best,
but Prince, bubbling over with roguishness, lags behind. He knows the trick. Milda
is half a length ahead of him. He times it to the fraction of a second. Maid, in the
wheel, over-running him, naturally bites him. This disturbs the Outlaw, who has been
behaving beautifully, and she immediately reaches across for Maid. Simultaneously,
with a fine display of firm conviction that it’s all Milda’s fault, Prince sinks his teeth
into the back of Milda’s defenceless neck. The whole thing has occurred in less than
a second. Under the surprise and pain of the bite, Milda either jumps ahead to the
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imminent peril of harness and lead-bar, or smashes into the wall, stops short with the
lead-bar over her back, and emits a couple of hysterical kicks. The Outlaw invariably
selects this moment to remove paint. And after things are untangled and you have had
time to appreciate the close shave, you go up to Prince and reprove him with your
choicest vocabulary. And Prince, gazelle-eyed and tender, offers to shake hands with
you for sugar. I leave it to any one: a boat would never act that way.
We have some history north of the Bay. Nearly three centuries and a half ago,

that doughty pirate and explorer, Sir Francis Drake, combing the Pacific for Spanish
galleons, anchored in the bight formed by Point Reyes, on which to-day is one of the
richest dairy regions in the world. Here, less than two decades after Drake, Sebastien
Carmenon piled up on the rocks with a silk-laden galleon from the Philippines. And in
this same bay of Drake, long afterward, the Russian fur-poachers rendezvous’d their
bidarkas and stole in through the Golden Gate to the forbidden waters of San Francisco
Bay.
Farther up the coast, in Sonoma County, we pilgrimaged to the sites of the Russian

settlements. At Bodega Bay, south of what to-day is called Russian River, was their
anchorage, while north of the river they built their fort. And much of Fort Ross still
stands. Log-bastions, church, and stables hold their own, and so well, with rusty hinges
creaking, that we warmed ourselves at the hundred-years-old double fireplace and slept
under the hand-hewn roof beams still held together by spikes of hand-wrought iron.
We went to see where history had been made, and we saw scenery as well. One

of our stretches in a day’s drive was from beautiful Inverness on Tomales Bay, down
the Olema Valley to Bolinas Bay, along the eastern shore of that body of water to
Willow Camp, and up over the sea-bluffs, around the bastions of Tamalpais, and down
to Sausalito. From the head of Bolinas Bay to Willow Camp the drive on the edge
of the beach, and actually, for half-mile stretches, in the waters of the bay itself, was
a delightful experience. The wonderful part was to come. Very few San Franciscans,
much less Californians, know of that drive from Willow Camp, to the south and east,
along the poppy-blown cliffs, with the sea thundering in the sheer depths hundreds of
feet below and the Golden Gate opening up ahead, disclosing smoky San Francisco on
her many hills. Far off, blurred on the breast of the sea, can be seen the Farallones,
which Sir Francis Drake passed on a S. W. course in the thick of what he describes as
a “stynking fog.” Well might he call it that, and a few other names, for it was the fog
that robbed him of the glory of discovering San Francisco Bay.
It was on this part of the drive that I decided at last I was learning real mountain-

driving. To confess the truth, for delicious titillation of one’s nerve, I have since driven
over no mountain road that was worse, or better, rather, than that piece.
And then the contrast! From Sausalito, over excellent, park-like boulevards, through

the splendid redwoods and homes of Mill Valley, across the blossomed hills of Marin
County, along the knoll-studded picturesque marshes, past San Rafael resting warmly
among her hills, over the divide and up the Petaluma Valley, and on to the grassy feet
of Sonoma Mountain and home. We covered fifty-five miles that day. Not so bad, eh,
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for Prince the Rogue, the paint-removing Outlaw, the thin-shanked thoroughbred, and
the rabbit-jumper? And they came in cool and dry, ready for their mangers and the
straw.
Oh, we didn’t stop. We considered we were just starting, and that was many weeks

ago. We have kept on going over six counties which are comfortably large, even for
California, and we are still going. We have twisted and tabled, criss-crossed our tracks,
made fascinating and lengthy dives into the interior valleys in the hearts of Napa
and Lake Counties, travelled the coast for hundreds of miles on end, and are now in
Eureka, on Humboldt Bay, which was discovered by accident by the gold-seekers, who
were trying to find their way to and from the Trinity diggings. Even here, the white
man’s history preceded them, for dim tradition says that the Russians once anchored
here and hunted sea-otter before the first Yankee trader rounded the Horn, or the first
Rocky Mountain trapper thirsted across the “Great American Desert” and trickled
down the snowy Sierras to the sun-kissed land. No; we are not resting our horses here
on Humboldt Bay. We are writing this article, gorging on abalones and mussels, digging
clams, and catching record-breaking sea-trout and rock-cod in the intervals in which
we are not sailing, motor-boating, and swimming in the most temperately equable
climate we have ever experienced.
These comfortably large counties! They are veritable empires. Take Humboldt, for

instance. It is three times as large as Rhode Island, one and a half times as large as
Delaware, almost as large as Connecticut, and half as large as Massachusetts. The pio-
neer has done his work in this north of the bay region, the foundations are laid, and all
is ready for the inevitable inrush of population and adequate development of resources
which so far have been no more than skimmed, and casually and carelessly skimmed
at that. This region of the six counties alone will some day support a population of
millions. In the meanwhile, O you home-seekers, you wealth-seekers, and, above all,
you climate-seekers, now is the time to get in on the ground floor.
Robert Ingersoll once said that the genial climate of California would in a fairly

brief time evolve a race resembling the Mexicans, and that in two or three generations
the Californians would be seen of a Sunday morning on their way to a cockfight with a
rooster under each arm. Never was made a rasher generalisation, based on so absolute
an ignorance of facts. It is to laugh. Here is a climate that breeds vigour, with just
sufficient geniality to prevent the expenditure of most of that vigour in fighting the
elements. Here is a climate where a man can work three hundred and sixty-five days
in the year without the slightest hint of enervation, and where for three hundred and
sixty-five nights he must perforce sleep under blankets. What more can one say? I
consider myself somewhat of climate expert, having adventured among most of the
climates of five out of the six zones. I have not yet been in the Antarctic, but whatever
climate obtains there will not deter me from drawing the conclusion that nowhere is
there a climate to compare with that of this region. Maybe I am as wrong as Ingersoll
was. Nevertheless I take my medicine by continuing to live in this climate. Also, it is
the only medicine I ever take.
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But to return to the horses. There is some improvement. Milda has actually learned
to walk. Maid has proved her thoroughbredness by never tiring on the longest days, and,
while being the strongest and highest spirited of all, by never causing any trouble save
for an occasional kick at the Outlaw. And the Outlaw rarely gallops, no longer butts,
only periodically kicks, comes in to the pole and does her work without attempting
to vivisect Maid’s medulla oblongata, and — marvel of marvels — is really and truly
getting lazy. But Prince remains the same incorrigible, loving and lovable rogue he has
always been.
And the country we’ve been over! The drives through Napa and Lake Counties!

One, from Sonoma Valley, via Santa Rosa, we could not refrain from taking several
ways, and on all the ways we found the roads excellent for machines as well as horses.
One route, and a more delightful one for an automobile cannot be found, is out from
Santa Rosa, past old Altruria and Mark West Springs, then to the right and across to
Calistoga in Napa Valley. By keeping to the left, the drive holds on up the Russian
River Valley, through the miles of the noted Asti Vineyards to Cloverdale, and then
by way of Pieta, Witter, and Highland Springs to Lakeport. Still another way we took,
was down Sonoma Valley, skirting San Pablo Bay, and up the lovely Napa Valley. From
Napa were side excursions through Pope and Berryessa Valleys, on to Ætna Springs,
and still on, into Lake County, crossing the famous Langtry Ranch.
Continuing up the Napa Valley, walled on either hand by great rock palisades and

redwood forests and carpeted with endless vineyards, and crossing the many stone
bridges for which the County is noted and which are a joy to the beauty-loving eyes as
well as to the four-horse tyro driver, past Calistoga with its old mud-baths and chicken-
soup springs, with St. Helena and its giant saddle ever towering before us, we climbed
the mountains on a good grade and dropped down past the quicksilver mines to the
canyon of the Geysers. After a stop over night and an exploration of the miniature-
grand volcanic scene, we pulled on across the canyon and took the grade where the
cicadas simmered audibly in the noon sunshine among the hillside manzanitas. Then,
higher, came the big cattle-dotted upland pastures, and the rocky summit. And here
on the summit, abruptly, we caught a vision, or what seemed a mirage. The ocean we
had left long days before, yet far down and away shimmered a blue sea, framed on the
farther shore by rugged mountains, on the near shore by fat and rolling farm lands.
Clear Lake was before us, and like proper sailors we returned to our sea, going for a
sail, a fish, and a swim ere the day was done and turning into tired Lakeport blankets
in the early evening. Well has Lake County been called the Walled-in County. But the
railroad is coming. They say the approach we made to Clear Lake is similar to the
approach to Lake Lucerne. Be that as it may, the scenery, with its distant snow-capped
peaks, can well be called Alpine.
And what can be more exquisite than the drive out from Clear Lake to Ukiah by

way of the Blue Lakes chain! — every turn bringing into view a picture of breathless
beauty; every glance backward revealing some perfect composition in line and colour,
the intense blue of the water margined with splendid oaks, green fields, and swaths
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of orange poppies. But those side glances and backward glances were provocative of
trouble. Charmian and I disagreed as to which way the connecting stream of water
ran. We still disagree, for at the hotel, where we submitted the affair to arbitration,
the hotel manager and the clerk likewise disagreed. I assume, now, that we never will
know which way that stream runs. Charmian suggests “both ways.” I refuse such a
compromise. No stream of water I ever saw could accomplish that feat at one and the
same time. The greatest concession I can make is that sometimes it may run one way
and sometimes the other, and that in the meantime we should both consult an oculist.
More valley from Ukiah to Willits, and then we turned westward through the virgin

Sherwood Forest of magnificent redwood, stopping at Alpine for the night and contin-
uing on through Mendocino County to Fort Bragg and “salt water.” We also came to
Fort Bragg up the coast from Fort Ross, keeping our coast journey intact from the
Golden Gate. The coast weather was cool and delightful, the coast driving superb. Es-
pecially in the Fort Ross section did we find the roads thrilling, while all the way along
we followed the sea. At every stream, the road skirted dizzy cliff-edges, dived down
into lush growths of forest and ferns and climbed out along the cliff-edges again. The
way was lined with flowers — wild lilac, wild roses, poppies, and lupins. Such lupins!
— giant clumps of them, of every lupin-shade and — colour. And it was along the Men-
docino roads that Charmian caused many delays by insisting on getting out to pick
the wild blackberries, strawberries, and thimble-berries which grew so profusely. And
ever we caught peeps, far down, of steam schooners loading lumber in the rocky coves;
ever we skirted the cliffs, day after day, crossing stretches of rolling farm lands and
passing through thriving villages and saw-mill towns. Memorable was our launch-trip
from Mendocino City up Big River, where the steering gears of the launches work the
reverse of anywhere else in the world; where we saw a stream of logs, of six to twelve
and fifteen feet in diameter, which filled the river bed for miles to the obliteration of
any sign of water; and where we were told of a white or albino redwood tree. We did
not see this last, so cannot vouch for it.
All the streams were filled with trout, and more than once we saw the side-hill

salmon on the slopes. No, side-hill salmon is not a peripatetic fish; it is a deer out of
season. But the trout! At Gualala Charmian caught her first one. Once before in my
life I had caught two . . . on angleworms. On occasion I had tried fly and spinner and
never got a strike, and I had come to believe that all this talk of fly-fishing was just
so much nature-faking. But on the Gualala River I caught trout — a lot of them —
on fly and spinners; and I was beginning to feel quite an expert, until Nakata, fishing
on bottom with a pellet of bread for bait, caught the biggest trout of all. I now affirm
there is nothing in science nor in art. Nevertheless, since that day poles and baskets
have been added to our baggage, we tackle every stream we come to, and we no longer
are able to remember the grand total of our catch.
At Usal, many hilly and picturesque miles north of Fort Bragg, we turned again into

the interior of Mendocino, crossing the ranges and coming out in Humboldt County on
the south fork of Eel River at Garberville. Throughout the trip, from Marin County
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north, we had been warned of “bad roads ahead.” Yet we never found those bad roads.
We seemed always to be just ahead of them or behind them. The farther we came
the better the roads seemed, though this was probably due to the fact that we were
learning more and more what four horses and a light rig could do on a road. And thus
do I save my face with all the counties. I refuse to make invidious road comparisons. I
can add that while, save in rare instances on steep pitches, I have trotted my horses
down all the grades, I have never had one horse fall down nor have I had to send the
rig to a blacksmith shop for repairs.
Also, I am learning to throw leather. If any tyro thinks it is easy to take a short-

handled, long-lashed whip, and throw the end of that lash just where he wants it, let
him put on automobile goggles and try it. On reconsideration, I would suggest the
substitution of a wire fencing-mask for the goggles. For days I looked at that whip. It
fascinated me, and the fascination was composed mostly of fear. At my first attempt,
Charmian and Nakata became afflicted with the same sort of fascination, and for a
long time afterward, whenever they saw me reach for the whip, they closed their eyes
and shielded their heads with their arms.
Here’s the problem. Instead of pulling honestly, Prince is lagging back and manoeu-

vring for a bite at Milda’s neck. I have four reins in my hands. I must put these four
reins into my left hand, properly gather the whip handle and the bight of the lash in
my right hand, and throw that lash past Maid without striking her and into Prince. If
the lash strikes Maid, her thoroughbredness will go up in the air, and I’ll have a case
of horse hysteria on my hands for the next half hour. But follow. The whole problem
is not yet stated. Suppose that I miss Maid and reach the intended target. The instant
the lash cracks, the four horses jump, Prince most of all, and his jump, with spread
wicked teeth, is for the back of Milda’s neck. She jumps to escape — which is her
second jump, for the first one came when the lash exploded. The Outlaw reaches for
Maid’s neck, and Maid, who has already jumped and tried to bolt, tries to bolt harder.
And all this infinitesimal fraction of time I am trying to hold the four animals with my
left hand, while my whip-lash, writhing through the air, is coming back to me. Three
simultaneous things I must do: keep hold of the four reins with my left hand; slam on
the brake with my foot; and on the rebound catch that flying lash in the hollow of
my right arm and get the bight of it safely into my right hand. Then I must get two
of the four lines back into my right hand and keep the horses from running away or
going over the grade. Try it some time. You will find life anything but wearisome. Why,
the first time I hit the mark and made the lash go off like a revolver shot, I was so
astounded and delighted that I was paralysed. I forgot to do any of the multitudinous
other things, tangled the whip lash in Maid’s harness, and was forced to call upon
Charmian for assistance. And now, confession. I carry a few pebbles handy. They’re
great for reaching Prince in a tight place. But just the same I’m learning that whip
every day, and before I get home I hope to discard the pebbles. And as long as I rely
on pebbles, I cannot truthfully speak of myself as “tooling a four-in-hand.”
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From Garberville, where we ate eel to repletion and got acquainted with the aborig-
ines, we drove down the Eel River Valley for two days through the most unthinkably
glorious body of redwood timber to be seen anywhere in California. From Dyerville on
to Eureka, we caught glimpses of railroad construction and of great concrete bridges
in the course of building, which advertised that at least Humboldt County was going
to be linked to the rest of the world.
We still consider our trip is just begun. As soon as this is mailed from Eureka, it’s

heigh ho! for the horses and pull on. We shall continue up the coast, turn in for Hoopa
Reservation and the gold mines, and shoot down the Trinity and Klamath rivers in
Indian canoes to Requa. After that, we shall go on through Del Norte County and into
Oregon. The trip so far has justified us in taking the attitude that we won’t go home
until the winter rains drive us in. And, finally, I am going to try the experiment of
putting the Outlaw in the lead and relegating Prince to his old position in the near
wheel. I won’t need any pebbles then.

Nothing That Ever Came to Anything
It was at Quito, the mountain capital of Ecuador, that the following passage at

correspondence took place. Having occasion to buy a pair of shoes in a shop six feet
by eight in size and with walls three feet thick, I noticed a mangy leopard skin on the
floor. I had no Spanish. The shop-keeper had no English. But I was an adept at sign
language. I wanted to know where I should go to buy leopard skins. On my scribble-pad
I drew the interesting streets of a city. Then I drew a small shop, which, after much
effort, I persuaded the proprietor into recognising as his shop. Next, I indicated in my
drawing that on the many streets there were many shops. And, finally, I made myself
into a living interrogation mark, pointing all the while from the mangy leopard skin
to the many shops I had sketched.
But the proprietor failed to follow me. So did his assistant. The street came in to

help — that is, as many as could crowd into the six-by-eight shop; while those that
could not force their way in held an overflow meeting on the sidewalk. The proprietor
and the rest took turns at talking to me in rapid-fire Spanish, and, from the expressions
on their faces, all concluded that I was remarkably stupid. Again I went through my
programme, pointing on the sketch from the one shop to the many shops, pointing out
that in this particular shop was one leopard skin, and then questing interrogatively
with my pencil among all the shops. All regarded me in blank silence, until I saw
comprehension suddenly dawn on the face of a small boy.
“Tigres montanya!” he cried.
This appealed to me as mountain tigers, namely, leopards; and in token that he

understood, the boy made signs for me to follow him, which I obeyed. He led me for
a quarter of a mile, and paused before the doorway of a large building where soldiers
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slouched on sentry duty and in and out of which went other soldiers. Motioning for me
to remain, he ran inside.
Fifteen minutes later he was out again, without leopard skins, but full of information.

By means of my card, of my hotel card, of my watch, and of the boy’s fingers, I learned
the following: that at six o’clock that evening he would arrive at my hotel with ten
leopard skins for my inspection. Further, I learned that the skins were the property of
one Captain Ernesto Becucci. Also, I learned that the boy’s name was Eliceo.
The boy was prompt. At six o’clock he was at my room. In his hand was a small

roll addressed to me. On opening it I found it to be manuscript piano music, the Hora
Tranquila Valse, or “Tranquil Hour Waltz,” by Ernesto Becucci. I came for leopard
skins, thought I, and the owner sends me sheet music instead. But the boy assured
me that he would have the skins at the hotel at nine next morning, and I entrusted to
him the following letter of acknowledgment:
“DEAR CAPTAIN BECUCCI:
“A thousand thanks for your kind presentation of Hora Tranquila Valse. Mrs. London

will play it for me this evening.
“Sincerely yours,
“Jack London.”
Next morning Eliceo was back, but without the skins. Instead, he gave me a letter,

written in Spanish, of which the following is a free translation:
“To my dearest and always appreciated friend, I submit myself —
“DEAR SIR:
“I sent you last night an offering by the bearer of this note, and you returned me a

letter which I translated.
“Be it known to you, sir, that I am giving this waltz away in the best society,

and therefore to your honoured self. Therefore it is beholden to you to recognise the
attention, I mean by a tangible return, as this composition was made by myself. You
will therefore send by your humble servant, the bearer, any offering, however minute,
that you may be prompted to make. Send it under cover of an envelope. The bearer
may be trusted.
“I did not indulge in the pleasure of visiting your honourable self this morning, as

I find my body not to be enjoying the normal exercise of its functions.
“As regards the skins from the mountain, you shall be waited on by a small boy

at seven o’clock at night with ten skins from which you may select those which most
satisfy your aspirations.
“In the hope that you will look upon this in the same light as myself, I beg to be

allowed to remain,
“Your most faithful servant,
“CAPTAIN ERNESTO BECUCCI.”
Well, thought I, this Captain Ernesto Becucci has shown himself to be such an

undependable person, that, while I don’t mind rewarding him for his composition, I
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fear me if I do I never shall lay eyes on those leopard skins. So to Eliceo I gave this
letter for the Captain:
“MY DEAR CAPTAIN BECUCCI:
“Have the boy bring the skins at seven o’clock this evening, when I shall be glad to

look at them. This evening when the boy brings the skins, I shall be pleased to give
him, in an envelope, for you, a tangible return for your musical composition.
“Please put the price on each skin, and also let me know for what sum all the skins

will sell together.
“Sincerely yours,
“JACK LONDON.”
Now, thought I, I have him. No skins, no tangible return; and evidently he is set on

receiving that tangible return.
At seven o’clock Eliceo was back, but without leopard skins. He handed me this

letter:
“SEÑOR LONDON:
“I wish to instil in you the belief that I lost to-day, at half past three in the afternoon,

the key to my cubicle. While distributing rations to the soldiers I dropped it. I see in
this loss the act of God.
“I received a letter from your honourable self, delivered by the one who bears you

this poor response of mine. To-morrow I will burst open the door to permit me to keep
my word with you. I feel myself eternally shamed not to be able to dominate the evils
that afflict colonial mankind. Please send me the trifle that you offered me. Send me
this proof of your appreciation by the bearer, who is to be trusted. Also give to him a
small sum of money for himself, and earn the undying gratitude of
“Your most faithful servant,
“CAPTAIN ERNESTO BECUCCI.”
Also, inclosed in the foregoing letter was the following original poem, à propos

neither of leopard skins nor tangible returns, so far as I can make out:
EFFUSION
Thou canst not weep;

Nor ask I for a year
To rid me of my woes
Or make my life more dear.
The mystic chains that bound

Thy all-fond heart to mine,
Alas! asundered are
For now and for all time.
In vain you strove to hide,

From vulgar gaze of man,
The burning glance of love
That none but Love can scan.
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Go on thy starlit way
And leave me to my fate;
Our souls must needs unite —
But, God! ’twill be too late.
To all and sundry of which I replied:
“MY DEAR CAPTAIN BECUCCI:
“I regret exceedingly to hear that by act of God, at half past three this afternoon,

you lost the key to your cubicle. Please have the boy bring the skins at seven o’clock
to-morrow morning, at which time, when he brings the skins, I shall be glad to make
you that tangible return for your ‘Tranquil Hour Waltz.’
“Sincerely yours,
“JACK LONDON.”
At seven o’clock came no skins, but the following:
“SIR:
“After offering you my most sincere respects, I beg to continue by telling you that

no one, up to the time of writing, has treated me with such lack of attention. It was a
present to gentlemen who were to retain the piece of music, and who have all, without
exception, made me a present of five dollars. It is beyond my humble capacity to believe
that you, after having offered to send me money in an envelope, should fail to do so.
“Send me, I pray of you, the money to remunerate the small boy for his repeated

visits to you. Please be discreet and send it in an envelope by the bearer.
“Last night I came to the hotel with the boy. You were dining. I waited more than

an hour for you and then went to the theatre. Give the boy some small amount, and
send me a like offering of larger proportions.
“Awaiting incessantly a slight attention on your part,
“CAPTAIN ERNESTO BECUCCI.”
And here, like one of George Moore’s realistic studies, ends this intercourse with

Captain Ernesto Becucci. Nothing happened. Nothing ever came to anything. He got
no tangible return, and I got no leopard skins. The tangible return he might have got,
I presented to Eliceo, who promptly invested it in a pair of trousers and a ticket to the
bull-fight.
(NOTE TO EDITOR. — This is a faithful narration of what actually happened in

Quito, Ecuador.)

That Dead Men Rise Up Never
The month in which my seventeenth birthday arrived I signed on before the mast

on the Sophie Sutherland, a three-topmast schooner bound on a seven-months’ seal-
hunting cruise to the coast of Japan. We sailed from San Francisco, and immediately
I found confronting me a problem of no inconsiderable proportions. There were twelve
men of us in the forecastle, ten of whom were hardened, tarry-thumbed sailors. Not
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alone was I a youth and on my first voyage, but I had for shipmates men who had come
through the hard school of the merchant service of Europe. As boys, they had had to
perform their ship’s duty, and, in addition, by immemorial sea custom, they had had
to be the slaves of the ordinary and able-bodied seamen. When they became ordinary
seamen they were still the slaves of the able-bodied. Thus, in the forecastle, with the
watch below, an able seaman, lying in his bunk, will order an ordinary seaman to fetch
him his shoes or bring him a drink of water. Now the ordinary seaman may be lying in
his bunk. He is just as tired as the able seaman. Yet he must get out of his bunk and
fetch and carry. If he refuses, he will be beaten. If, perchance, he is so strong that he
can whip the able seaman, then all the able seamen, or as many as may be necessary,
pitch upon the luckless devil and administer the beating.
My problem now becomes apparent. These hard-bit Scandinavian sailors had come

through a hard school. As boys they had served their mates, and as able seamen they
looked to be served by other boys. I was a boy — withal with a man’s body. I had
never been to sea before — withal I was a good sailor and knew my business. It was
either a case of holding my own with them or of going under. I had signed on as an
equal, and an equal I must maintain myself, or else endure seven months of hell at
their hands. And it was this very equality they resented. By what right was I an equal?
I had not earned that high privilege. I had not endured the miseries they had endured
as maltreated boys or bullied ordinaries. Worse than that, I was a land-lubber making
his first voyage. And yet, by the injustice of fate, on the ship’s articles I was their
equal.
My method was deliberate, and simple, and drastic. In the first place, I resolved to

do my work, no matter how hard or dangerous it might be, so well that no man would
be called upon to do it for me. Further, I put ginger in my muscles. I never malingered
when pulling on a rope, for I knew the eagle eyes of my forecastle mates were squinting
for just such evidences of my inferiority. I made it a point to be among the first of the
watch going on deck, among the last going below, never leaving a sheet or tackle for
some one else to coil over a pin. I was always eager for the run aloft for the shifting of
topsail sheets and tacks, or for the setting or taking in of topsails; and in these matters
I did more than my share.
Furthermore, I was on a hair-trigger of resentment myself. I knew better than to

accept any abuse or the slightest patronizing. At the first hint of such, I went off —
I exploded. I might be beaten in the subsequent fight, but I left the impression that
I was a wild-cat and that I would just as willingly fight again. My intention was to
demonstrate that I would tolerate no imposition. I proved that the man who imposed
on me must have a fight on his hands. And doing my work well, the innate justice
of the men, assisted by their wholesome dislike for a clawing and rending wild-cat
ruction, soon led them to give over their hectoring. After a bit of strife, my attitude
was accepted, and it was my pride that I was taken in as an equal in spirit as well as in
fact. From then on, everything was beautiful, and the voyage promised to be a happy
one.
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But there was one other man in the forecastle. Counting the Scandinavians as ten,
and myself as the eleventh, this man was the twelfth and last. We never knew his
name, contenting ourselves with calling him the “Bricklayer.” He was from Missouri
— at least he so informed us in the one meagre confidence he was guilty of in the
early days of the voyage. Also, at that time, we learned several other things. He was a
bricklayer by trade. He had never even seen salt water until the week before he joined
us, at which time he had arrived in San Francisco and looked upon San Francisco Bay.
Why he, of all men, at forty years of age, should have felt the prod to go to sea, was
beyond all of us; for it was our unanimous conviction that no man less fitted for the
sea had ever embarked on it. But to sea he had come. After a week’s stay in a sailors’
boarding-house, he had been shoved aboard of us as an able seaman.
All hands had to do his work for him. Not only did he know nothing, but he proved

himself unable to learn anything. Try as they would, they could never teach him to
steer. To him the compass must have been a profound and awful whirligig. He never
mastered its cardinal points, much less the checking and steadying of the ship on her
course. He never did come to know whether ropes should be coiled from left to right or
from right to left. It was mentally impossible for him to learn the easy muscular trick
of throwing his weight on a rope in pulling and hauling. The simplest knots and turns
were beyond his comprehension, while he was mortally afraid of going aloft. Bullied
by captain and mate, he was one day forced aloft. He managed to get underneath the
crosstrees, and there he froze to the ratlines. Two sailors had to go after him to help
him down.
All of which was bad enough had there been no worse. But he was vicious, malig-

nant, dirty, and without common decency. He was a tall, powerful man, and he fought
with everybody. And there was no fairness in his fighting. His first fight on board, the
first day out, was with me, when he, desiring to cut a plug of chewing tobacco, took
my personal table-knife for the purpose, and whereupon, I, on a hair-trigger, promptly
exploded. After that he fought with nearly every member of the crew. When his cloth-
ing became too filthy to be bearable by the rest of us, we put it to soak and stood
over him while he washed it. In short, the Bricklayer was one of those horrible and
monstrous things that one must see in order to be convinced that they exist.
I will only say that he was a beast, and that we treated him like a beast. It is only

by looking back through the years that I realise how heartless we were to him. He was
without sin. He could not, by the very nature of things, have been anything else than
he was. He had not made himself, and for his making he was not responsible. Yet we
treated him as a free agent and held him personally responsible for all that he was and
that he should not have been. As a result, our treatment of him was as terrible as he
was himself terrible. Finally we gave him the silent treatment, and for weeks before he
died we neither spoke to him nor did he speak to us. And for weeks he moved among
us, or lay in his bunk in our crowded house, grinning at us his hatred and malignancy.
He was a dying man, and he knew it, and we knew it. And furthermore, he knew that
we wanted him to die. He cumbered our life with his presence, and ours was a rough
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life that made rough men of us. And so he died, in a small space crowded by twelve
men and as much alone as if he had died on some desolate mountain peak. No kindly
word, no last word, was passed between. He died as he had lived, a beast, and he died
hating us and hated by us.
And now I come to the most startling moment of my life. No sooner was he dead

than he was flung overboard. He died in a night of wind, drawing his last breath as the
men tumbled into their oilskins to the cry of “All hands!” And he was flung overboard,
several hours later, on a day of wind. Not even a canvas wrapping graced his mortal
remains; nor was he deemed worthy of bars of iron at his feet. We sewed him up in
the blankets in which he died and laid him on a hatch-cover for’ard of the main-hatch
on the port side. A gunnysack, half full of galley coal, was fastened to his feet.
It was bitter cold. The weather-side of every rope, spar, and stay was coated with ice,

while all the rigging was a harp, singing and shouting under the fierce hand of the wind.
The schooner, hove to, lurched and floundered through the sea, rolling her scuppers
under and perpetually flooding the deck with icy salt water. We of the forecastle stood
in sea-boots and oilskins. Our hands were mittened, but our heads were bared in the
presence of the death we did not respect. Our ears stung and numbed and whitened,
and we yearned for the body to be gone. But the interminable reading of the burial
service went on. The captain had mistaken his place, and while he read on without
purpose we froze our ears and resented this final hardship thrust upon us by the
helpless cadaver. As from the beginning, so to the end, everything had gone wrong
with the Bricklayer. Finally, the captain’s son, irritated beyond measure, jerked the
book from the palsied fingers of the old man and found the place. Again the quavering
voice of the captain arose. Then came the cue: “And the body shall be cast into the
sea.” We elevated one end of the hatch-cover, and the Bricklayer plunged outboard and
was gone.
Back into the forecastle we cleaned house, washing out the dead man’s bunk and

removing every vestige of him. By sea law and sea custom, we should have gathered
his effects together and turned them over to the captain, who, later, would have held
an auction in which we should have bid for the various articles. But no man wanted
them, so we tossed them up on deck and overboard in the wake of the departed body
— the last ill-treatment we could devise to wreak upon the one we had hated so. Oh,
it was raw, believe me; but the life we lived was raw, and we were as raw as the life.
The Bricklayer’s bunk was better than mine. Less sea water leaked down through

the deck into it, and the light was better for lying in bed and reading. Partly for this
reason I proceeded to move into his bunk. My other reason was pride. I saw the sailors
were superstitious, and by this act I determined to show that I was braver than they.
I would cap my proved equality by a deed that would compel their recognition of my
superiority. Oh, the arrogance of youth! But let that pass. The sailors were appalled
by my intention. One and all, they warned me that in the history of the sea no man
had taken a dead man’s bunk and lived to the end of the voyage. They instanced case
after case in their personal experience. I was obdurate. Then they begged and pleaded
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with me, and my pride was tickled in that they showed they really liked me and were
concerned about me. This but served to confirm me in my madness. I moved in, and,
lying in the dead man’s bunk, all afternoon and evening listened to dire prophecies of
my future. Also were told stories of awful deaths and gruesome ghosts that secretly
shivered the hearts of all of us. Saturated with this, yet scoffing at it, I rolled over at
the end of the second dog-watch and went to sleep.
At ten minutes to twelve I was called, and at twelve I was dressed and on deck,

relieving the man who had called me. On the sealing grounds, when hove to, a watch
of only a single man is kept through the night, each man holding the deck for an hour.
It was a dark night, though not a black one. The gale was breaking up, and the clouds
were thinning. There should have been a moon, and, though invisible, in some way a
dim, suffused radiance came from it. I paced back and forth across the deck amidships.
My mind was filled with the event of the day and with the horrible tales my shipmates
had told, and yet I dare to say, here and now, that I was not afraid. I was a healthy
animal, and furthermore, intellectually, I agreed with Swinburne that dead men rise
up never. The Bricklayer was dead, and that was the end of it. He would rise up never
— at least, never on the deck of the Sophie Sutherland. Even then he was in the ocean
depths miles to windward of our leeward drift, and the likelihood was that he was
already portioned out in the maws of many sharks. Still, my mind pondered on the
tales of the ghosts of dead men I had heard, and I speculated on the spirit world.
My conclusion was that if the spirits of the dead still roamed the world they carried
the goodness or the malignancy of the earth-life with them. Therefore, granting the
hypothesis (which I didn’t grant at all), the ghost of the Bricklayer was bound to be as
hateful and malignant as he in life had been. But there wasn’t any Bricklayer’s ghost
— that I insisted upon.
A few minutes, thinking thus, I paced up and down. Then, glancing casually for’ard,

along the port side, I leaped like a startled deer and in a blind madness of terror rushed
aft along the poop, heading for the cabin. Gone was all my arrogance of youth and
my intellectual calm. I had seen a ghost. There, in the dim light, where we had flung
the dead man overboard, I had seen a faint and wavering form. Six-feet in length it
was, slender, and of substance so attenuated that I had distinctly seen through it the
tracery of the fore-rigging.
As for me, I was as panic-stricken as a frightened horse. I, as I, had ceased to

exist. Through me were vibrating the fibre-instincts of ten thousand generations of
superstitious forebears who had been afraid of the dark and the things of the dark. I
was not I. I was, in truth, those ten thousand forebears. I was the race, the whole human
race, in its superstitious infancy. Not until part way down the cabin-companionway did
my identity return to me. I checked my flight and clung to the steep ladder, suffocating,
trembling, and dizzy. Never, before nor since, have I had such a shock. I clung to the
ladder and considered. I could not doubt my senses. That I had seen something there
was no discussion. But what was it? Either a ghost or a joke. There could be nothing
else. If a ghost, the question was: would it appear again? If it did not, and I aroused
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the ship’s officers, I would make myself the laughing stock of all on board. And by
the same token, if it were a joke, my position would be still more ridiculous. If I were
to retain my hard-won place of equality, it would never do to arouse any one until I
ascertained the nature of the thing.
I am a brave man. I dare to say so; for in fear and trembling I crept up the companion-

way and went back to the spot from which I had first seen the thing. It had vanished.
My bravery was qualified, however. Though I could see nothing, I was afraid to go
for’ard to the spot where I had seen the thing. I resumed my pacing up and down,
and though I cast many an anxious glance toward the dread spot, nothing manifested
itself. As my equanimity returned to me, I concluded that the whole affair had been a
trick of the imagination and that I had got what I deserved for allowing my mind to
dwell on such matters.
Once more my glances for’ard were casual, and not anxious; and then, suddenly,

I was a madman, rushing wildly aft. I had seen the thing again, the long, wavering
attenuated substance through which could be seen the fore-rigging. This time I had
reached only the break of the poop when I checked myself. Again I reasoned over the
situation, and it was pride that counselled strongest. I could not afford to make myself
a laughing-stock. This thing, whatever it was, I must face alone. I must work it out
myself. I looked back to the spot where we had tilted the Bricklayer. It was vacant.
Nothing moved. And for a third time I resumed my amidships pacing.
In the absence of the thing my fear died away and my intellectual poise returned.

Of course it was not a ghost. Dead men did not rise up. It was a joke, a cruel joke. My
mates of the forecastle, by some unknown means, were frightening me. Twice already
must they have seen me run aft. My cheeks burned with shame. In fancy I could hear
the smothered chuckling and laughter even then going on in the forecastle. I began to
grow angry. Jokes were all very well, but this was carrying the thing too far. I was the
youngest on board, only a youth, and they had no right to play tricks on me of the
order that I well knew in the past had made raving maniacs of men and women. I grew
angrier and angrier, and resolved to show them that I was made of sterner stuff and
at the same time to wreak my resentment upon them. If the thing appeared again, I
made my mind up that I would go up to it — furthermore, that I would go up to it
knife in hand. When within striking distance, I would strike. If a man, he would get
the knife-thrust he deserved. If a ghost, well, it wouldn’t hurt the ghost any, while I
would have learned that dead men did rise up.
Now I was very angry, and I was quite sure the thing was a trick; but when the

thing appeared a third time, in the same spot, long, attenuated, and wavering, fear
surged up in me and drove most of my anger away. But I did not run. Nor did I take
my eyes from the thing. Both times before, it had vanished while I was running away,
so I had not seen the manner of its going. I drew my sheath-knife from my belt and
began my advance. Step by step, nearer and nearer, the effort to control myself grew
more severe. The struggle was between my will, my identity, my very self, on the one
hand, and on the other, the ten thousand ancestors who were twisted into the fibres
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of me and whose ghostly voices were whispering of the dark and the fear of the dark
that had been theirs in the time when the world was dark and full of terror.
I advanced more slowly, and still the thing wavered and flitted with strange eerie

lurches. And then, right before my eyes, it vanished. I saw it vanish. Neither to the
right nor left did it go, nor backward. Right there, while I gazed upon it, it faded away,
ceased to be. I didn’t die, but I swear, from what I experienced in those few succeeding
moments, that I know full well that men can die of fright. I stood there, knife in hand,
swaying automatically to the roll of the ship, paralysed with fear. Had the Bricklayer
suddenly seized my throat with corporeal fingers and proceeded to throttle me, it
would have been no more than I expected. Dead men did rise up, and that would be
the most likely thing the malignant Bricklayer would do.
But he didn’t seize my throat. Nothing happened. And, since nature abhors a status,

I could not remain there in the one place forever paralysed. I turned and started aft.
I did not run. What was the use? What chance had I against the malevolent world of
ghosts? Flight, with me, was the swiftness of my legs. The pursuit, with a ghost, was
the swiftness of thought. And there were ghosts. I had seen one.
And so, stumbling slowly aft, I discovered the explanation of the seeming. I saw the

mizzen topmast lurching across a faint radiance of cloud behind which was the moon.
The idea leaped in my brain. I extended the line between the cloudy radiance and the
mizzen-topmast and found that it must strike somewhere near the fore-rigging on the
port side. Even as I did this, the radiance vanished. The driving clouds of the breaking
gale were alternately thickening and thinning before the face of the moon, but never
exposing the face of the moon. And when the clouds were at their thinnest, it was a
very dim radiance that the moon was able to make. I watched and waited. The next
time the clouds thinned I looked for’ard, and there was the shadow of the topmast,
long and attenuated, wavering and lurching on the deck and against the rigging.
This was my first ghost. Once again have I seen a ghost. It proved to be a New-

foundland dog, and I don’t know which of us was the more frightened, for I hit that
Newfoundland a full right-arm swing to the jaw. Regarding the Bricklayer’s ghost,
I will say that I never mentioned it to a soul on board. Also, I will say that in all
my life I never went through more torment and mental suffering than on that lonely
night-watch on the Sophie Sutherland.
(TO THE EDITOR. — This is not a fiction. It is a true page out of my life.)

A Classic of the Sea
Introduction to “Two Years before the Mast.”
Once in a hundred years is a book written that lives not alone for its own century

but which becomes a document for the future centuries. Such a book is Dana’s. When
Marryat’s and Cooper’s sea novels are gone to dust, stimulating and joyful as they
have been to generations of men, still will remain “Two Years Before the Mast.”
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Paradoxical as it may seem, Dana’s book is the classic of the sea, not because there
was anything extraordinary about Dana, but for the precise contrary reason that he
was just an ordinary, normal man, clear-seeing, hard-headed, controlled, fitted with
adequate education to go about the work. He brought a trained mind to put down with
untroubled vision what he saw of a certain phase of work-a-day life. There was nothing
brilliant nor fly-away about him. He was not a genius. His heart never rode his head.
He was neither overlorded by sentiment nor hag-ridden by imagination. Otherwise
he might have been guilty of the beautiful exaggerations in Melville’s “Typee” or the
imaginative orgies in the latter’s “Moby Dick.” It was Dana’s cool poise that saved him
from being spread-eagled and flogged when two of his mates were so treated; it was
his lack of abandon that prevented him from taking up permanently with the sea, that
prevented him from seeing more than one poetical spot, and more than one romantic
spot on all the coast of Old California. Yet these apparent defects were his strength.
They enabled him magnificently to write, and for all time, the picture of the sea-life
of his time.
Written close to the middle of the last century, such has been the revolution worked

in man’s method of trafficking with the sea, that the life and conditions described
in Dana’s book have passed utterly away. Gone are the crack clippers, the driving
captains, the hard-bitten but efficient foremast hands. Remain only crawling cargo
tanks, dirty tramps, greyhound liners, and a sombre, sordid type of sailing ship. The
only records broken to-day by sailing vessels are those for slowness. They are no longer
built for speed, nor are they manned before the mast by as sturdy a sailor stock, nor
aft the mast are they officered by sail-carrying captains and driving mates.
Speed is left to the liners, who run the silk, and tea, and spices. Admiralty courts,

boards of trade, and underwriters frown upon driving and sail-carrying. No more are
the free-and-easy, dare-devil days, when fortunes were made in fast runs and lucky
ventures, not alone for owners, but for captains as well. Nothing is ventured now. The
risks of swift passages cannot be abided. Freights are calculated to the last least fraction
of per cent. The captains do no speculating, no bargain-making for the owners. The
latter attend to all this, and by wire and cable rake the ports of the seven seas in quest
of cargoes, and through their agents make all business arrangements.
It has been learned that small crews only, and large carriers only, can return a

decent interest on the investment. The inevitable corollary is that speed and spirit are
at a discount. There is no discussion of the fact that in the sailing merchant marine
the seamen, as a class, have sadly deteriorated. Men no longer sell farms to go to sea.
But the time of which Dana writes was the heyday of fortune-making and adventure
on the sea — with the full connotation of hardship and peril always attendant.
It was Dana’s fortune, for the sake of the picture, that the Pilgrim was an average

ship, with an average crew and officers, and managed with average discipline. Even the
hazing that took place after the California coast was reached, was of the average sort.
The Pilgrim savoured not in any way of a hell-ship. The captain, while not the sweetest-
natured man in the world, was only an average down-east driver, neither brilliant nor
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slovenly in his seamanship, neither cruel nor sentimental in the treatment of his men.
While, on the one hand, there were no extra liberty days, no delicacies added to the
meagre forecastle fare, nor grog or hot coffee on double watches, on the other hand
the crew were not chronically crippled by the continual play of knuckle-dusters and
belaying pins. Once, and once only, were men flogged or ironed — a very fair average
for the year 1834, for at that time flogging on board merchant vessels was already well
on the decline.
The difference between the sea-life then and now can be no better epitomised than

in Dana’s description of the dress of the sailor of his day:
“The trousers tight around the hips, and thence hanging long and loose around the

feet, a superabundance of checked shirt, a low-crowned, well-varnished black hat, worn
on the back of the head, with half a fathom of black ribbon hanging over the left eye,
and a peculiar tie to the black silk neckerchief.”
Though Dana sailed from Boston only three-quarters of a century ago, much that

is at present obsolete was then in full sway. For instance, the old word larboard was
still in use. He was a member of the larboard watch. The vessel was on the larboard
tack. It was only the other day, because of its similarity in sound to starboard, that
larboard was changed to port. Try to imagine “All larboard bowlines on deck!” being
shouted down into the forecastle of a present day ship. Yet that was the call used on
the Pilgrim to fetch Dana and the rest of his watch on deck.
The chronometer, which is merely the least imperfect time-piece man has devised,

makes possible the surest and easiest method by far of ascertaining longitude. Yet the
Pilgrim sailed in a day when the chronometer was just coming into general use. So
little was it depended upon that the Pilgrim carried only one, and that one, going
wrong at the outset, was never used again. A navigator of the present would be aghast
if asked to voyage for two years, from Boston, around the Horn to California, and back
again, without a chronometer. In those days such a proceeding was a matter of course,
for those were the days when dead reckoning was indeed something to reckon on, when
running down the latitude was a common way of finding a place, and when lunar
observations were direly necessary. It may be fairly asserted that very few merchant
officers of to-day ever make a lunar observation, and that a large percentage are unable
to do it.
“Sept. 22nd., upon coming on deck at seven bells in the morning we found the other

watch aloft throwing water upon the sails, and looking astern we saw a small, clipper-
built brig with a black hull heading directly after us. We went to work immediately,
and put all the canvas upon the brig which we could get upon her, rigging out oars for
studding-sail yards; and contined wetting down the sails by buckets of water whipped
up to the mast-head . . . She was armed, and full of men, and showed no colours.”
The foregoing sounds like a paragraph from “Midshipman Easy” or the “Water

Witch,” rather than a paragraph from the soberest, faithfullest, and most literal chron-
icle of the sea ever written. And yet the chase by a pirate occurred, on board the brig
Pilgrim, on September 22nd, 1834 — something like only two generations ago.
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Dana was the thorough-going type of man, not overbalanced and erratic, without
quirk or quibble of temperament. He was efficient, but not brilliant. His was a general
all-round efficiency. He was efficient at the law; he was efficient at college; he was
efficient as a sailor; he was efficient in the matter of pride, when that pride was no
more than the pride of a forecastle hand, at twelve dollars a month, in his seaman’s
task well done, in the smart sailing of his captain, in the clearness and trimness of his
ship.
There is no sailor whose cockles of the heart will not warm to Dana’s description of

the first time he sent down a royal yard. Once or twice he had seen it done. He got an
old hand in the crew to coach him. And then, the first anchorage at Monterey, being
pretty thick with the second mate, he got him to ask the mate to be sent up the first
time the royal yards were struck. “Fortunately,” as Dana describes it, “I got through
without any word from the officer; and heard the ‘well done’ of the mate, when the
yard reached the deck, with as much satisfaction as I ever felt at Cambridge on seeing
a ‘bene’ at the foot of a Latin exercise.”
“This was the first time I had taken a weather ear-ring, and I felt not a little proud

to sit astride of the weather yard-arm, past the ear-ring, and sing out ‘Haul out to
leeward!’ ” He had been over a year at sea before he essayed this able seaman’s task, but
he did it, and he did it with pride. And with pride, he went down a four-hundred foot
cliff, on a pair of top-gallant studding-sail halyards bent together, to dislodge several
dollars worth of stranded bullock hides, though all the acclaim he got from his mates
was: “What a d-d fool you were to risk your life for half a dozen hides!”
In brief, it was just this efficiency in pride, as well as work, that enabled Dana to

set down, not merely the photograph detail of life before the mast and hide-droghing
on the coast of California, but of the untarnished simple psychology and ethics of the
forecastle hands who droghed the hides, stood at the wheel, made and took in sail,
tarred down the rigging, holystoned the decks, turned in all-standing, grumbled as
they cut about the kid, criticised the seamanship of their officers, and estimated the
duration of their exile from the cubic space of the hide-house.
JACK LONDON

Glen Ellen, California,
August 13, 1911.

A Wicked Woman
(Curtain Raiser)

Scene — California.
Time — Afternoon of a summer day.
CHARACTERS
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LORETTA, A sweet, young thing. Frightfully innocent. About nineteen years old.
Slender, delicate, a fragile flower. Ingenuous.
NED BASHFORD, A jaded young man of the world, who has philosophised his

experiences and who is without faith in the veracity or purity of women.
BILLY MARSH, A boy from a country town who is just about as innocent as

Loretta. Awkward. Positive. Raw and callow youth.
ALICE HEMINGWAY, A society woman, good-hearted, and a match-maker.
JACK HEMINGWAY, Her husband.
MAID.

A Wicked Woman
[Curtain rises on a conventional living room of a country house in California. It is

the Hemingway house at Santa Clara. The room is remarkable for magnificent stone
fireplace at rear centre. On either side of fireplace are generous, diamond-paned win-
dows. Wide, curtained doorways to right and left. To left, front, table, with vase of
flowers and chairs. To right, front, grand piano.]
[Curtain discovers LORETTA seated at piano, not playing, her back to it, facing

NED BASHFORD, who is standing.]
LORETTA. [Petulantly, fanning herself with sheet of music.] No, I won’t go fishing.

It’s too warm. Besides, the fish won’t bite so early in the afternoon.
NED. Oh, come on. It’s not warm at all. And anyway, we won’t really fish. I want

to tell you something.
LORETTA. [Still petulantly.] You are always wanting to tell me something.
NED. Yes, but only in fun. This is different. This is serious. Our . . . my happiness

depends upon it.
LORETTA. [Speaking eagerly, no longer petulant, looking, serious and delighted,

divining a proposal.] Then don’t wait. Tell me right here.
NED. [Almost threateningly.] Shall I?
LORETTA. [Challenging.] Yes.
[He looks around apprehensively as though fearing interruption, clears his throat,

takes resolution, also takes LORETTA’s hand.]
[LORETTA is startled, timid, yet willing to hear, naïvely unable to conceal her love

for him.]
NED. [Speaking softly.] Loretta . . . I, . . . ever since I met you I have —
[JACK HEMINGWAY appears in the doorway to the left, just entering.]
[NED suddenly drops LORETTA’s hand. He shows exasperation.]
[LORETTA shows disappointment at interruption.]
NED. Confound it
LORETTA. [Shocked.] Ned! Why will you swear so?
NED. [Testily.] That isn’t swearing.
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LORETTA. What is it, pray?
NED. Displeasuring.
JACK HEMINGWAY. [Who is crossing over to right.] Squabbling again?
LORETTA. [Indignantly and with dignity.] No, we’re not.
NED. [Gruffly.] What do you want now?
JACK HEMINGWAY. [Enthusiastically.] Come on fishing.
NED. [Snappily.] No. It’s too warm.
JACK HEMINGWAY. [Resignedly, going out right.] You needn’t take a fellow’s

head off.
LORETTA. I thought you wanted to go fishing.
NED. Not with Jack.
LORETTA. [Accusingly, fanning herself vigorously.] And you told me it wasn’t

warm at all.
NED. [Speaking softly.] That isn’t what I wanted to tell you, Loretta. [He takes her

hand.] Dear Loretta —
[Enter abruptly ALICE HEMINGWAY from right.]
[LORETTA sharply jerks her hand away, and looks put out.]
[NED tries not to look awkward.]
ALICE HEMINGWAY. Goodness! I thought you’d both gone fishing!
LORETTA. [Sweetly.] Is there anything you want, Alice?
NED. [Trying to be courteous.] Anything I can do?
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [Speaking quickly, and trying to withdraw.] No, no. I only

came to see if the mail had arrived.
LORETTA AND NED
[Speaking together.] No, it hasn’t arrived.
LORETTA. [Suddenly moving toward door to right.] I am going to see.
[NED looks at her reproachfully.]
[LORETTA looks back tantalisingly from doorway and disappears.]
[NED flings himself disgustedly into Morris chair.]
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [Moving over and standing in front of him. Speaks accus-

ingly.] What have you been saying to her?
NED. [Disgruntled.] Nothing.
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [Threateningly.] Now listen to me, Ned.
NED. [Earnestly.] On my word, Alice, I’ve been saying nothing to her.
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [With sudden change of front.] Then you ought to have

been saying something to her.
NED. [Irritably. Getting chair for her, seating her, and seating himself again.] Look

here, Alice, I know your game. You invited me down here to make a fool of me.
ALICE HEMINGWAY. Nothing of the sort, sir. I asked you down to meet a sweet

and unsullied girl — the sweetest, most innocent and ingenuous girl in the world.
NED. [Dryly.] That’s what you said in your letter.
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ALICE HEMINGWAY. And that’s why you came. Jack had been trying for a year
to get you to come. He did not know what kind of a letter to write.
NED. If you think I came because of a line in a letter about a girl I’d never seen —
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [Mockingly.] The poor, jaded, world-worn man, who is no

longer interested in women . . . and girls! The poor, tired pessimist who has lost all
faith in the goodness of women —
NED. For which you are responsible.
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [Incredulously.] I?
NED. You are responsible. Why did you throw me over and marry Jack?
ALICE HEMINGWAY. Do you want to know?
NED. Yes.
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [Judiciously.] First, because I did not love you. Second,

because you did not love me. [She smiles at his protesting hand and at the protesting
expression on his face.] And third, because there were just about twenty-seven other
women at that time that you loved, or thought you loved. That is why I married Jack.
And that is why you lost faith in the goodness of women. You have only yourself to
blame.
NED. [Admiringly.] You talk so convincingly. I almost believe you as I listen to

you. And yet I know all the time that you are like all the rest of your sex — faithless,
unveracious, and . . .
[He glares at her, but does not proceed.]
ALICE HEMINGWAY. Go on. I’m not afraid.
NED. [With finality.] And immoral.
ALICE HEMINGWAY. Oh! You wretch!
NED. [Gloatingly.] That’s right. Get angry. You may break the furniture if you wish.

I don’t mind.
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [With sudden change of front, softly.] And how about

Loretta?
[NED gasps and remains silent.]
ALICE HEMINGWAY. The depths of duplicity that must lurk under that sweet

and innocent exterior . . . according to your philosophy!
NED. [Earnestly.] Loretta is an exception, I confess. She is all that you said in

your letter. She is a little fairy, an angel. I never dreamed of anything like her. It is
remarkable to find such a woman in this age.
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [Encouragingly.] She is so naive.
NED. [Taking the bait.] Yes, isn’t she? Her face and her tongue betray all her

secrets.
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [Nodding her head.] Yes, I have noticed it.
NED. [Delightedly.] Have you?
ALICE HEMINGWAY. She cannot conceal anything. Do you know that she loves

you?
NED. [Falling into the trap, eagerly.] Do you think so?
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ALICE HEMINGWAY. [Laughing and rising.] And to think I once permitted you
to make love to me for three weeks!
[NED rises.]
[MAID enters from left with letters, which she brings to ALICE HEMINGWAY.]
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [Running over letters.] None for you, Ned. [Selecting two

letters for herself.] Tradesmen. [Handing remainder of letters to MAID.] And three for
Loretta. [Speaking to MAID.] Put them on the table, Josie.
[MAID puts letters on table to left front, and makes exit to left.]
NED. [With shade of jealousy.] Loretta seems to have quite a correspondence.
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [With a sigh.] Yes, as I used to when I was a girl.
NED. But hers are family letters.
ALICE HEMINGWAY. Yes, I did not notice any from Billy.
NED. [Faintly.] Billy?
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [Nodding.] Of course she has told you about him?
NED. [Gasping.] She has had lovers . . . already?
ALICE HEMINGWAY. And why not? She is nineteen.
NED. [Haltingly.] This . . . er . . . this Billy . . . ?
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [Laughing and putting her hand reassuringly on his arm.]

Now don’t be alarmed, poor, tired philosopher. She doesn’t love Billy at all.
[LORETTA enters from right.]
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [To LORETTA, nodding toward table.] Three letters for

you.
LORETTA. [Delightedly.] Oh! Thank you.
[LORETTA trips swiftly across to table, looks at letters, sits down, opens letters,

and begins to read.]
NED. [Suspiciously.] But Billy?
ALICE HEMINGWAY. I am afraid he loves her very hard. That is why she is here.

They had to send her away. Billy was making life miserable for her. They were little
children together — playmates. And Billy has been, well, importunate. And Loretta,
poor child, does not know anything about marriage. That is all.
NED. [Reassured.] Oh, I see.
[ALICE HEMINGWAY starts slowly toward right exit, continuing conversation and

accompanied by NED.]
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [Calling to LORETTA.] Are you going fishing, Loretta?
[LORETTA looks up from letter and shakes head.]
ALICE HEMINGWAY. [To NED.] Then you’re not, I suppose?
NED. No, it’s too warm.
ALICE HEMINGWAY. Then I know the place for you.
NED. Where?
ALICE HEMINGWAY. Right here. [Looks significantly in direction of LORETTA.]

Now is your opportunity to say what you ought to say.
[ALICE HEMINGWAY laughs teasingly and goes out to right.]
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[NED hesitates, starts to follow her, looks at LORETTA, and stops. He twists his
moustache and continues to look at her meditatively.]
[LORETTA is unaware of his presence and goes on reading. Finishes letter, folds it,

replaces in envelope, looks up, and discovers NED.]
LORETTA. [Startled.] Oh! I thought you were gone.
NED. [Walking across to her.] I thought I’d stay and finish our conversation.
LORETTA. [Willingly, settling herself to listen.] Yes, you were going to . . . [Drops

eyes and ceases talking.]
NED. [Taking her hand, tenderly.] I little dreamed when I came down here visiting

that I was to meet my destiny in — [Abruptly releases LORETTA’s hand.]
[MAID enters from left with tray.]
[LORETTA glances into tray and discovers that it is empty. She looks inquiringly

at MAID.]
MAID. A gentleman to see you. He hasn’t any card. He said for me to tell you that

it was Billy.
LORETTA. [Starting, looking with dismay and appeal to NED.] Oh! . . . Ned!
NED [Gracefully and courteously, rising to his feet and preparing to go.] If you’ll

excuse me now, I’ll wait till afterward to tell you what I wanted.
LORETTA. [In dismay.] What shall I do?
NED. [Pausing.] Don’t you want to see him? [LORETTA shakes her head.] Then

don’t.
LORETTA. [Slowly.] I can’t do that. We are old friends. We . . . were children

together. [To the MAID.] Send him in. [To NED, who has started to go out toward
right.] Don’t go, Ned.
[MAID makes exit to left.]
NED. [Hesitating a moment.] I’ll come back.
[NED makes exit to right.]
[LORETTA, left alone on stage, shows perturbation and dismay.]
[BILLY enters from left. Stands in doorway a moment. His shoes are dusty. He looks

overheated. His eyes and face brighten at sight of LORETTA.]
BILLY. [Stepping forward, ardently.] Loretta!
LORETTA. [Not exactly enthusiastic in her reception, going slowly to meet him.]

You never said you were coming.
[BILLY shows that he expects to kiss her, but she merely shakes his hand.]
BILLY. [Looking down at his very dusty shoes.] I walked from the station.
LORETTA. If you had let me know, the carriage would have been sent for you.
BILLY. [With expression of shrewdness.] If I had let you know, you wouldn’t have

let me come.
[BILLY looks around stage cautiously, then tries to kiss her.]
LORETTA. [Refusing to be kissed. ] Won’t you sit down?
BILLY. [Coaxingly.] Go on, just one. [LORETTA shakes head and holds him off.]

Why not? We’re engaged.
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LORETTA. [With decision. ] We’re not. You know we’re not. You know I broke it
off the day before I came away. And . . . and . . . you’d better sit down.
[BILLY sits down on edge of chair. LORETTA seats herself by table. Billy, without

rising, jerks his chair forward till they are facing each other, his knees touching hers.
He yearns toward her. She moves back her chair slightly.]
BILLY. [With supreme confidence.] That’s what I came to see you for — to get

engaged over again.
[BILLY hudges chair forward and tries to take her hand.]
[LORETTA hudges her chair back.]
BILLY. [Drawing out large silver watch and looking at it.] Now look here, Loretta,

I haven’t any time to lose. I’ve got to leave for that train in ten minutes. And I want
you to set the day.
LORETTA. But we’re not engaged, Billy. So there can’t be any setting of the day.
BILLY. [With confidence.] But we’re going to be. [Suddenly breaking out.] Oh,

Loretta, if you only knew how I’ve suffered. That first night I didn’t sleep a wink.
I haven’t slept much ever since. [Hudges chair forward.] I walk the floor all night.
[Solemnly.] Loretta, I don’t eat enough to keep a canary bird alive. Loretta . . . [Hudges
chair forward.]
LORETTA. [Hudging her chair back maternally.] Billy, what you need is a tonic.

Have you seen Doctor Haskins?
BILLY. [Looking at watch and evincing signs of haste.] Loretta, when a girl kisses

a man, it means she is going to marry him.
LORETTA. I know it, Billy. But . . . [She glances toward letters on table.] Captain

Kitt doesn’t want me to marry you. He says . . . [She takes letter and begins to open
it.]
BILLY. Never mind what Captain Kitt says. He wants you to stay and be company

for your sister. He doesn’t want you to marry me because he knows she wants to keep
you.
LORETTA. Daisy doesn’t want to keep me. She wants nothing but my own happi-

ness. She says — [She takes second letter from table and begins to open it.]
BILLY. Never mind what Daisy says —
LORETTA. [Taking third letter from table and beginning to open it.] And Martha

says —
BILLY. [Angrily.] Darn Martha and the whole boiling of them!
LORETTA. [Reprovingly.] Oh, Billy!
BILLY. [Defensively.] Darn isn’t swearing, and you know it isn’t.
[There is an awkward pause. Billy has lost the thread of the conversation and has

vacant expression.]
BILLY. [Suddenly recollecting.] Never mind Captain Kitt, and Daisy, and Martha,

and what they want. The question is, what do you want?
LORETTA. [Appealingly.] Oh, Billy, I’m so unhappy.
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BILLY. [Ignoring the appeal and pressing home the point.] The thing is, do you
want to marry me? [He looks at his watch.] Just answer that.
LORETTA. Aren’t you afraid you’ll miss that train?
BILLY. Darn the train!
LORETTA. [Reprovingly.] Oh, Billy!
BILLY. [Most irascibly.] Darn isn’t swearing. [Plaintively.] That’s the way you al-

ways put me off. I didn’t come all the way here for a train. I came for you. Now just
answer me one thing. Do you want to marry me?
LORETTA. [Firmly.] No, I don’t want to marry you.
BILLY. [With assurance.] But you’ve got to, just the same.
LORETTA. [With defiance.] Got to?
BILLY. [With unshaken assurance.] That’s what I said — got to. And I’ll see that

you do.
LORETTA. [Blazing with anger.] I am no longer a child. You can’t bully me, Billy

Marsh!
BILLY. [Coolly.] I’m not trying to bully you. I’m trying to save your reputation.
LORETTA. [Faintly.] Reputation?
BILLY. [Nodding.] Yes, reputation. [He pauses for a moment, then speaks very

solemnly.] Loretta, when a woman kisses a man, she’s got to marry him.
LORETTA. [Appalled, faintly.] Got to?
BILLY. [Dogmatically.] It is the custom.
LORETTA. [Brokenly.] And when . . . a . . . a woman kisses a man and doesn’t . .

. marry him . . . ?
BILLY. Then there is a scandal. That’s where all the scandals you see in the papers

come from.
[BILLY looks at watch.]
[LORETTA in silent despair.]
LORETTA. [In abasement.] You are a good man, Billy. [Billy shows that he believes

it.] And I am a very wicked woman.
BILLY. No, you’re not, Loretta. You just didn’t know.
LORETTA. [With a gleam of hope.] But you kissed me first.
BILLY. It doesn’t matter. You let me kiss you.
LORETTA. [Hope dying down.] But not at first.
BILLY. But you did afterward and that’s what counts. You let me you in the grape-

arbour. You let me —
LORETTA. [With anguish] Don’t! Don’t!
BILLY. [Relentlessly.] — kiss you when you were playing the piano. You let me kiss

you that day of the picnic. And I can’t remember all the times you let me kiss you
good night.
LORETTA. [Beginning to weep.] Not more than five.
BILLY. [With conviction.] Eight at least.
LORETTA. [Reproachfully, still weeping.] You told me it was all right.
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BILLY. [Emphatically.] So it was all right — until you said you wouldn’t marry me
after all. Then it was a scandal — only no one knows it yet. If you marry me no one
ever will know it. [Looks at watch.] I’ve got to go. [Stands up.] Where’s my hat?
LORETTA. [Sobbing.] This is awful.
BILLY. [Approvingly.] You bet it’s awful. And there’s only one way out. [Looks

anxiously about for hat.] What do you say?
LORETTA. [Brokenly.] I must think. I’ll write to you. [Faintly.] The train? Your

hat’s in the hall.
BILLY. [Looks at watch, hastily tries to kiss her, succeeds only in shaking hand,

starts across stage toward left.] All right. You write to me. Write to-morrow. [Stops
for a moment in doorway and speaks very solemnly.] Remember, Loretta, there must
be no scandal.
[Billy goes out.]
[LORETTA sits in chair quietly weeping. Slowly dries eyes, rises from chair, and

stands, undecided as to what she will do next.]
[NED enters from right, peeping. Discovers that LORETTA is alone, and comes

quietly across stage to her. When NED comes up to her she begins weeping again and
tries to turn her head away. NED catches both her hands in his and compels her to
look at him. She weeps harder.]
NED. [Putting one arm protectingly around her shoulder and drawing her toward

him.] There, there, little one, don’t cry.
LORETTA. [Turning her face to his shoulder like a tired child, sobbing.] Oh, Ned,

if you only knew how wicked I am.
NED. [Smiling indulgently.] What is the matter, little one? Has your dearly beloved

sister failed to write to you? [LORETTA shakes head.] Has Hemingway been bullying
you? [LORETTA shakes head.] Then it must have been that caller of yours? [Long
pause, during which LORETTA’s weeping grows more violent.] Tell me what’s the
matter, and we’ll see what I can do. [He lightly kisses her hair — so lightly that she
does not know.]
LORETTA. [Sobbing.] I can’t. You will despise me. Oh, Ned, I am so ashamed.
NED. [Laughing incredulously.] Let us forget all about it. I want to tell you some-

thing that may make me very happy. My fondest hope is that it will make you happy,
too. Loretta, I love you —
LORETTA. [Uttering a sharp cry of delight, then moaning.] Too late!
NED. [Surprised.] Too late?
LORETTA. [Still moaning.] Oh, why did I? [NED somewhat stiffens.] I was so

young. I did not know the world then.
NED. What is it all about anyway?
LORETTA. Oh, I . . . he . . . Billy . . . I am a wicked woman, Ned. I know you will

never speak to me again.
NED. This . . . er . . . this Billy — what has he been doing?
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LORETTA. I . . . he . . . I didn’t know. I was so young. I could not help it. Oh, I
shall go mad, I shall go mad!
[NED’s encircling arm goes limp. He gently disengages her and deposits her in big

chair.]
[LORETTA buries her face and sobs afresh.]
NED. [Twisting moustache fiercely, regarding her dubiously, hesitating a moment,

then drawing up chair and sitting down.] I . . . I do not understand.
LORETTA. [Wailing.] I am so unhappy!
NED. [Inquisitorially.] Why unhappy?
LORETTA. Because . . . he . . . he wants to marry me.
NED. [His face brightening instantly, leaning forward and laying a hand soothingly

on hers.] That should not make any girl unhappy. Because you don’t love him is no
reason — [Abruptly breaking off.] Of course you don’t love him? [LORETTA shakes
her head and shoulders vigorously.] What?
LORETTA. [Explosively.] No, I don’t love Billy! I don’t want to love Billy!
NED. [With confidence.] Because you don’t love him is no reason that you should

be unhappy just because he has proposed to you.
LORETTA. [Sobbing.] That’s the trouble. I wish I did love him. Oh, I wish I were

dead.
NED. [Growing complacent.] Now my dear child, you are worrying yourself over

trifles. [His second hand joins the first in holding her hands.] Women do it every day.
Because you have changed your mind, or did not know you mind, because you have —
to use an unnecessarily harsh word — jilted a man —
LORETTA. [Interrupting, raising her head and looking at him.] Jilted? Oh Ned, if

that were a all!
NED. [Hollow voice.] All!
[NED’s hands slowly retreat from hers. He opens his mouth as though to speak

further, then changes his mind and remains silent.]
LORETTA. [Protestingly.] But I don’t want to marry him!
NED. Then I shouldn’t.
LORETTA. But I ought to marry him.
NED. Ought to marry him? [LORETTA nods.] That is a strong word.
LORETTA. [Nodding.] I know it is. [Her lips are trembling, but she strives for

control and manages to speak more calmly.] I am a wicked woman. A terrible wicked
woman. No one knows how wicked I am . . . except Billy.
NED. [Starting, looking at her queerly.] He . . . Billy knows? [LORETTA nods. He

debates with himself a moment.] Tell me about it. You must tell me all of it.
LORETTA. [Faintly, as though about to weep again.] All of it?
NED. [Firmly.] Yes, all of it.
LORETTA. [Haltingly.] And . . . will . . . you . . . ever . . . forgive . . . me?
NED. [Drawing a long, breath, desperately.] Yes, I’ll forgive you. Go ahead.
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LORETTA. There was no one to tell me. We were with each other so much. I did
not know anything of the world . . . then. [Pauses.]
NED. [Impatiently.] Go on.
LORETTA. If I had only known. [Pauses.]
NED. [Biting his lip and clenching his hands.] Yes, yes. Go on.
LORETTA. We were together almost every evening.
NED. [Savagely.] Billy?
LORETTA. Yes, of course, Billy. We were with each other so much . . . If I had

only known . . . There was no one to tell me . . . I was so young . . . [Breaks down
crying.]
NED. [Leaping to his feet, explosively.] The scoundrel!
LORETTA. [Lifting her head.] Billy is not a scoundrel . . . He . . . he . . . is a good

man.
NED. [Sarcastically.] I suppose you’ll be telling me next that it was all your fault.

[LORETTA nods.] What!
LORETTA. [Steadily.] It was all my fault. I should never have let him. I was to

blame.
NED. [Paces up and down for a minute, stops in front of her, and speaks with

resignation.] All right. I don’t blame you in the least, Loretta. And you have been very
honest. It is . . . er . . . commendable. But Billy is right, and you are wrong. You must
get married.
LORETTA. [In dim, far-away voice.] To Billy?
NED. Yes, to Billy. I’ll see to it. Where does he live? I’ll make him. If he won’t I’ll

. . . I’ll shoot him!
LORETTA. [Crying out with alarm.] Oh, Ned, you won’t do that?
NED. [Sternly.] I shall.
LORETTA. But I don’t want to marry Billy.
NED. [Sternly.] You must. And Billy must. Do you understand? It is the only thing.
LORETTA. That’s what Billy said.
NED. [Triumphantly.] You see, I am right.
LORETTA. And if . . . if I don’t marry him . . . there will be . . . scandal?
NED. [Calmly.] Yes, there will be scandal.
LORETTA. That’s what Billy said. Oh, I am so unhappy!
[LORETTA breaks down into violent weeping.]
[NED paces grimly up and down, now and again fiercely twisting his moustache.]
LORETTA. [Face buried, sobbing and crying all the time.]
I don’t want to leave Daisy! I don’t want to leave Daisy! What shall I do? What

shall I do? How was I to know? He didn’t tell me. Nobody else ever kissed me. [NED
stops curiously to listen. As he listens his face brightens.] I never dreamed a kiss could
be so terrible . . . until . . . until he told me. He only told me this morning.
NED. [Abruptly.] Is that what you are crying about?
LORETTA. [Reluctantly.] N-no.
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NED. [In hopeless voice, the brightness gone out of his face, about to begin pacing
again.] Then what are you crying about?
LORETTA. Because you said I had to marry Billy. I don’t want to marry Billy. I

don’t want to leave Daisy. I don’t know what I want. I wish I were dead.
NED. [Nerving himself for another effort.] Now look here, Loretta, be sensible. What

is this about kisses? You haven’t told me everything after all.
LORETTA. I . . . I don’t want to tell you everything.
NED. [Imperatively.] You must.
LORETTA. [Surrendering.] Well, then . . . must I?
NED. You must.
LORETTA. [Floundering.] He . . . I . . . we . . . I let him, and he kissed me.
NED. [Desperately, controlling himself.] Go on.
LORETTA. He says eight, but I can’t think of more than five times.
NED. Yes, go on.
LORETTA. That’s all.
NED. [With vast incredulity.] All?
LORETTA. [Puzzled.] All?
NED. [Awkwardly.] I mean . . . er . . . nothing worse?
LORETTA. [Puzzled.] Worse? As though there could be. Billy said —
NED. [Interrupting.] When?
LORETTA. This afternoon. Just now. Billy said that my . . . our . . . our . . . our

kisses were terrible if we didn’t get married.
NED. What else did he say?
LORETTA. He said that when a woman permitted a man to kiss her she always

married him. That it was awful if she didn’t. It was the custom, he said; and I say it
is a bad, wicked custom, and it has broken my heart. I shall never be happy again. I
know I am terrible, but I can’t help it. I must have been born wicked.
NED. [Absent-mindedly bringing out a cigarette and striking a match.] Do you

mind if I smoke? [Coming to himself again, and flinging away match and cigarette.] I
beg your pardon. I don’t want to smoke. I didn’t mean that at all. What I mean is . . .
[He bends over LORETTA, catches her hands in his, then sits on arm of chair, softly
puts one arm around her, and is about to kiss her.]
LORETTA. [With horror, repulsing him.] No! No!
NED. [Surprised.] What’s the matter?
LORETTA. [Agitatedly.] Would you make me a wickeder woman than I am?
NED. A kiss?
LORETTA. There will be another scandal. That would make two scandals.
NED. To kiss the woman I love . . . a scandal?
LORETTA. Billy loves me, and he said so.
NED. Billy is a joker . . . or else he is as innocent as you.
LORETTA. But you said so yourself.
NED. [Taken aback.] I?
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LORETTA. Yes, you said it yourself, with your own lips, not ten minutes ago. I
shall never believe you again.
NED. [Masterfully putting arm around her and drawing her toward him.] And I am

a joker, too, and a very wicked man. Nevertheless, you must trust me. There will be
nothing wrong.
LORETTA. [Preparing to yield.] And no . . . scandal?
NED. Scandal fiddlesticks. Loretta, I want you to be my wife. [He waits anxiously.]
[JACK HEMINGWAY, in fishing costume, appears in doorway to right and looks

on.]
NED. You might say something.
LORETTA. I will . . . if . . .
[ALICE HEMINGWAY appears in doorway to left and looks on.]
NED. [In suspense.] Yes, go on.
LORETTA. If I don’t have to marry Billy.
NED. [Almost shouting.] You can’t marry both of us!
LORETTA. [Sadly, repulsing him with her hands.] Then, Ned, I cannot marry you.
NED. [Dumbfounded.] W-what?
LORETTA. [Sadly.] Because I can’t marry both of you.
NED. Bosh and nonsense!
LORETTA. I’d like to marry you, but . . .
NED. There is nothing to prevent you.
LORETTA. [With sad conviction.] Oh, yes, there is. You said yourself that I had

to marry Billy. You said you would s-s-shoot him if he didn’t.
NED. [Drawing her toward him.] Nevertheless . . .
LORETTA. [Slightly holding him off.] And it isn’t the custom . . . what . . . Billy

said?
NED. No, it isn’t the custom. Now, Loretta, will you marry me?
LORETTA. [Pouting demurely.] Don’t be angry with me, Ned. [He gathers her into

his arms and kisses her. She partially frees herself, gasping.] I wish it were the custom,
because now I’d have to marry you, Ned, wouldn’t I?
[NED and LORETTA kiss a second time and profoundly.]
[JACK HEMINGWAY chuckles.]
[NED and LORETTA, startled, but still in each other’s arms, look around. NED

looks sillily at ALICE HEMINGWAY. LORETTA looks at JACK HEMINGWAY.]
LORETTA. I don’t care.
CURTAIN

The Birth Mark
SKETCH BY JACK LONDON written for Robert and Julia Fitzsimmons
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SCENE — One of the club rooms of the West Bay Athletic Club. Near centre
front is a large table covered with newspapers and magazines. At left a punching-bag
apparatus. At right, against wall, a desk, on which rests a desk-telephone. Door at rear
toward left. On walls are framed pictures of pugilists, conspicuous among which is one
of Robert Fitzsimmons. Appropriate furnishings, etc., such as foils, clubs, dumb-bells
and trophies.
[Enter MAUD SYLVESTER.]
[She is dressed as a man, in evening clothes, preferably a Tuxedo. In her hand is

a card, and under her arm a paper-wrapped parcel. She peeps about curiously and
advances to table. She is timorous and excited, elated and at the same time frightened.
Her eyes are dancing with excitement.]
MAUD. [Pausing by table.] Not a soul saw me. I wonder where everybody is. And

that big brother of mine said I could not get in. [She reads back of card.] “Here is my
card, Maudie. If you can use it, go ahead. But you will never get inside the door. I
consider my bet as good as won.” [Looking up, triumphantly.] You do, do you? Oh, if
you could see your little sister now. Here she is, inside. [Pauses, and looks about.] So
this is the West Bay Athletic Club. No women allowed. Well, here I am, if I don’t look
like one. [Stretches out one leg and then the other, and looks at them. Leaving card
and parcel on table, she struts around like a man, looks at pictures of pugilists on walls,
reading aloud their names and making appropriate remarks. But she stops before the
portrait of Fitzsimmons and reads aloud.] “Robert Fitzsimmons, the greatest warrior
of them all.” [Clasps hands, and looking up at portrait murmurs.] Oh, you dear!
[Continues strutting around, imitating what she considers are a man’s stride and

swagger, returns to table and proceeds to unwrap parcel.] Well, I’ll go out like a girl, if
I did come in like a man. [Drops wrapping paper on table and holds up a woman’s long
automobile cloak and a motor bonnet. Is suddenly startled by sound of approaching
footsteps and glances in a frightened way toward door.] Mercy! Here comes somebody
now! [Glances about her in alarm, drops cloak and bonnet on floor close to table,
seizes a handful of newspapers, and runs to large leather chair to right of table, where
she seats herself hurriedly. One paper she holds up before her, hiding her face as she
pretends to read. Unfortunately the paper is upside down. The other papers lie on her
lap.]
[Enter ROBERT FITZSIMMONS.]
[He looks about, advances to table, takes out cigarette case and is about to select

one, when he notices motor cloak and bonnet on floor. He lays cigarette case on table
and picks them up. They strike him as profoundly curious things to be in a club room.
He looks at MAUD, then sees card on table. He picks it up and reach it to himself,
then looks at her with comprehension. Hidden by her newspaper, she sees nothing. He
looks at card again and reads and speaks in an aside.]
FITZSIMMONS. “Maudie. John H. Sylvester.” That must be Jack Sylvester’s sister

Maud. [FITZSIMMONS shows by his expression that he is going to play a joke. Tossing
cloak and bonnet under the table he places card in his vest pocket, selects a chair, sits
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down, and looks at MAUD. He notes paper is upside down, is hugely tickled, and laughs
silently.] Hello! [Newspaper is agitated by slight tremor. He speaks more loudly.] Hello!
[Newspaper shakes badly. He speaks very loudly.] Hello!
MAUD. [Peeping at him over top of paper and speaking hesitatingly.] H-h-hello!
FITZSIMMONS. [Gruffly.] You are a queer one, reading a paper upside down.
MAUD. [Lowering newspaper and trying to appear at ease.] It’s quite a trick, isn’t

it? I often practise it. I’m real clever at it, you know.
FITZSIMMONS. [Grunts, then adds.] Seems to me I have seen you before.
MAUD. [Glancing quickly from his face to portrait and back again.] Yes, and I know

you — You are Robert Fitzsimmons.
FITZSIMMONS. I thought I knew you.
MAUD. Yes, it was out in San Francisco. My people still live there. I’m just —

ahem — doing New York.
FITZSIMMONS. But I don’t quite remember the name.
MAUD. Jones — Harry Jones.
FITZSIMMONS. [Hugely delighted, leaping from chair and striding over to her.]

Sure. [Slaps her resoundingly on shoulder.]
[She is nearly crushed by the weight of the blow, and at the same time shocked. She

scrambles to her feet.]
FITZSIMMONS. Glad to see you, Harry. [He wrings her hand, so that it hurts.]

Glad to see you again, Harry. [He continues wringing her hand and pumping her arm.]
MAUD. [Struggling to withdraw her hand and finally succeeding. Her voice is rather

faint.] Ye-es, er . . . Bob . . . er . . . glad to see you again. [She looks ruefully at her
bruised fingers and sinks into chair. Then, recollecting her part, she crosses her legs in
a mannish way.]
FITZSIMMONS. [Crossing to desk at right, against which he leans, facing her.] You

were a wild young rascal in those San Francisco days. [Chuckling.] Lord, Lord, how it
all comes back to me.
MAUD. [Boastfully.] I was wild — some.
FITZSIMMONS. [Grinning.] I should say! Remember that night I put you to bed?
MAUD. [Forgetting herself, indignantly.] Sir!
FITZSIMMONS. You were . . . er . . . drunk.
MAUD. I never was!
FITZSIMMONS. Surely you haven’t forgotten that night! You began with dropping

champagne bottles out of the club windows on the heads of the people on the sidewalk,
and you wound up by assaulting a cabman. And let me tell you I saved you from a
good licking right there, and squared it with the police. Don’t you remember?
MAUD. [Nodding hesitatingly.] Yes, it is beginning to come back to me. I was a bit

tight that night.
FITZSIMMONS. [Exultantly.] A bit tight! Why, before I could get you to bed you

insisted on telling me the story of your life.
MAUD. Did I? I don’t remember that.
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FITZSIMMONS. I should say not. You were past remembering anything by that
time. You had your arms around my neck —
MAUD. [Interrupting.] Oh!
FITZSIMMONS. And you kept repeating over and over, “Bob, dear Bob.”
MAUD. [Springing to her feet.] Oh! I never did! [Recollecting herself.] Perhaps I

must have. I was a trifle wild in those days, I admit. But I’m wise now. I’ve sowed my
wild oats and steadied down.
FITZSIMMONS. I’m glad to hear that, Harry. You were tearing off a pretty fast

pace in those days. [Pause, in which MAUD nods.] Still punch the bag?
MAUD. [In quick alarm, glancing at punching bag.] No, I’ve got out of the hang of

it.
FITZSIMMONS. [Reproachfully.] You haven’t forgotten that right-and-left, arm,

elbow and shoulder movement I taught you?
MAUD. [With hesitation.] N-o-o.
FITZSIMMONS. [Moving toward bag to left.] Then, come on.
MAUD. [Rising reluctantly and following.] I’d rather see you punch the bag. I’d

just love to.
FITZSIMMONS. I will, afterward. You go to it first.
MAUD. [Eyeing the bag in alarm.] No; you. I’m out of practice.
FITZSIMMONS. [Looking at her sharply.] How many drinks have you had to-night?
MAUD. Not a one. I don’t drink — that is — er — only occasionally.
FITZSIMMONS. [Indicating bag.] Then go to it.
MAUD. No; I tell you I am out of practice. I’ve forgotten it all. You see, I made a

discovery.
[Pauses.]
FITZSIMMONS. Yes?
MAUD. I — I — you remember what a light voice I always had — almost soprano?
[FITZSIMMONS nods.]
MAUD. Well, I discovered it was a perfect falsetto.
[FITZSIMMONS nods.]
MAUD. I’ve been practising it ever since. Experts, in another room, would swear

it was a woman’s voice. So would you, if you turned your back and I sang.
FITZSIMMONS. [Who has been laughing incredulously, now becomes suspicious.]

Look here, kid, I think you are an impostor. You are not Harry Jones at all.
MAUD. I am, too.
FITZSIMMONS. I don’t believe it. He was heavier than you.
MAUD. I had the fever last summer and lost a lot of weight.
FITZSIMMONS. You are the Harry Jones that got sousesd and had to be put to

bed?
MAUD. Y-e-s.
FITZSIMMONS. There is one thing I remember very distinctly. Harry Jones had a

birth mark on his knee. [He looks at her legs searchingly.]
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MAUD. [Embarrassed, then resolving to carry it out.] Yes, right here. [She advances
right leg and touches it.]
FITZSIMMONS. [Triumphantly.] Wrong. It was the other knee.
MAUD. I ought to know.
FITZSIMMONS. You haven’t any birth mark at all.
MAUD. I have, too.
FITZSIMMONS. [Suddenly springing to her and attempting to seize her leg.] Then

we’ll prove it. Let me see.
MAUD. [In a panic backs away from him and resists his attempts, until grinning

in an aside to the audience, he gives over. She, in an aside to audience.] Fancy his
wanting to see my birth mark.
FITZSIMMONS. [Bullying.] Then take a go at the bag. [She shakes her head.]

You’re not Harry Jones.
MAUD. [Approaching punching bag.] I am, too.
FITZSIMMONS. Then hit it.
MAUD. [Resolving to attempt it, hits bag several nice blows, and then is struck on

the nose by it.] Oh!
[Recovering herself and rubbing her nose.] I told you I was out of practice. You

punch the bag, Bob.
FITZSIMMONS. I will, if you will show me what you can do with that wonderful

soprano voice of yours.
MAUD. I don’t dare. Everybody would think there was a woman in the club.
FITZSIMMONS. [Shaking his head.] No, they won’t. They’ve all gone to the fight.

There’s not a soul in the building.
MAUD. [Alarmed, in a weak voice.] Not — a — soul — in — the building?
FITZSIMMONS. Not a soul. Only you and I.
MAUD. [Starting hurriedly toward door.] Then I must go.
FITZSIMMONS. What’s your hurry? Sing.
MAUD. [Turning back with new resolve.] Let me see you punch the bag, — er —

Bob.
FITZSIMMONS. You sing first.
MAUD. No; you punch first.
FITZSIMMONS. I don’t believe you are Harry —
MAUD. [Hastily.] All right, I’ll sing. You sit down over there and turn your back.
[FITZSIMMONS obeys.]
[MAUD walks over to the table toward right. She is about to sing, when she notices

FITZSIMMONS’ cigarette case, picks it up, and in an aside reads his name on it and
speaks.]
MAUD. “Robert Fitzsimmons.” That will prove to my brother that I have been here.
FITZSIMMONS. Hurry up.
[MAUD hastily puts cigarette case in her pocket and begins to sing.]
SONG
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[During the song FITZSIMMONS turns his head slowly and looks at her with
growing admiration.]
MAUD. How did you like it?
FITZSIMMONS. [Gruffly.] Rotten. Anybody could tell it was a boy’s voice —
MAUD. Oh!
FITZSIMMONS. It is rough and coarse and it cracked on every high note.
MAUD. Oh! Oh!
[Recollecting herself and shrugging her shoulders.] Oh, very well. Now let’s see if

you can do any better with the bag.
[FITZSIMMONS takes off coat and gives exhibition.]
[MAUD looks on in an ecstasy of admiration.]
MAUD. [As he finishes.] Beautiful! Beautiful!
[FITZSIMMONS puts on coat and goes over and sits down near table.] Nothing like

the bag to limber one up. I feel like a fighting cock. Harry, let’s go out on a toot, you
and I.
MAUD. Wh-a-a-t?
FITZSIMMONS. A toot. You know — one of those rip-snorting nights you used to

make.
MAUD. [Emphatically, as she picks up newspapers from leather chair, sits down,

and places them on her lap.] I’ll do nothing of the sort. I’ve — I’ve reformed.
FITZSIMMONS. You used to joy-ride like the very devil.
MAUD. I know it.
FITZSIMMONS. And you always had a pretty girl or two along.
MAUD. [Boastfully, in mannish, fashion.] Oh, I still have my fling. Do you know

any — well, — er, — nice girls?
FITZSIMMONS. Sure.
MAUD. Put me wise.
FITZSIMMONS. Sure. You know Jack Sylvester?
MAUD. [Forgetting herself.] He’s my brother —
FITZSIMMONS. [Exploding.] What!
MAUD. — In-law’s first cousin.
FITZSIMMONS. Oh!
MAUD. So you see I don’t know him very well. I only met him once — at the club.

We had a drink together.
FITZSIMMONS. Then you don’t know his sister?
MAUD. [Starting.] His sister? I — I didn’t know he had a sister.
FITZSIMMONS. [Enthusiastically.] She’s a peach. A queen. A little bit of all right.

A — a loo-loo.
MAUD. [Flattered.] She is, is she?
FITZSIMMONS. She’s a scream. You ought to get acquainted with her.
MAUD. [Slyly.] You know her, then?
FITZSIMMONS. You bet.
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MAUD. [Aside.] Oh, ho! [To FITZSIMMONS.] Know her very well?
FITZSIMMONS. I’ve taken her out more times than I can remember. You’ll like

her, I’m sure.
MAUD. Thanks. Tell me some more about her.
FITZSIMMONS. She dresses a bit loud. But you won’t mind that. And whatever

you do, don’t take her to eat.
MAUD. [Hiding her chagrin.] Why not?
FITZSIMMONS. I never saw such an appetite —
MAUD. Oh!
FITZSIMMONS. It’s fair sickening. She must have a tapeworm. And she thinks she

can sing.
MAUD. Yes?
FITZSIMMONS. Rotten. You can do better yourself, and that’s not saying much.

She’s a nice girl, really she is, but she is the black sheep of the family. Funny, isn’t it?
MAUD. [Weak voice.] Yes, funny.
FITZSIMMONS. Her brother Jack is all right. But he can’t do anything with her.

She’s a — a —
MAUD. [Grimly.] Yes. Go on.
FITZSIMMONS. A holy terror. She ought to be in a reform school.
MAUD. [Springing to her feet and slamming newspapers in his face.] Oh! Oh! Oh!

You liar! She isn’t anything of the sort!
FITZSIMMONS. [Recovering from the onslaught and making believe he is angry,

advancing threateningly on her.] Now I’m going to put a head on you. You young
hoodlum.
MAUD. [All alarm and contrition, backing away from him.] Don’t! Please don’t! I’m

sorry! I apologise. I — I beg your pardon, Bob. Only I don’t like to hear girls talked
about that way, even — even if it is true. And you ought to know.
FITZSIMMONS. [Subsiding and resuming seat.] You’ve changed a lot, I must say.
MAUD. [Sitting down in leather chair.] I told you I’d reformed. Let us talk about

something else. Why is it girls like prize-fighters? I should think — ahem — I mean it
seems to me that girls would think prize-fighters horrid.
FITZSIMMONS. They are men.
MAUD. But there is so much crookedness in the game. One hears about it all the

time.
FITZSIMMONS. There are crooked men in every business and profession. The best

fighters are not crooked.
MAUD. I — er — I thought they all faked fights when there was enough in it.
FITZSIMMONS. Not the best ones.
MAUD. Did you — er — ever fake a fight?
FITZSIMMONS. [Looking at her sharply, then speaking solemnly.] Yes. Once.
MAUD. [Shocked, speaking sadly.] And I always heard of you and thought of you

as the one clean champion who never faked.
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FITZSIMMONS. [Gently and seriously.] Let me tell you about it. It was down in
Australia. I had just begun to fight my way up. It was with old Bill Hobart out at
Rushcutters Bay. I threw the fight to him.
MAUD. [Repelled, disgusted.] Oh! I could not have believed it of you.
FITZSIMMONS. Let me tell you about it. Bill was an old fighter. Not an old man,

you know, but he’d been in the fighting game a long time. He was about thirty-eight
and a gamer man never entered the ring. But he was in hard luck. Younger fighters
were coming up, and he was being crowded out. At that time it wasn’t often he got a
fight and the purses were small. Besides it was a drought year in Australia. You don’t
know what that means. It means that the rangers are starved. It means that the sheep
are starved and die by the millions. It means that there is no money and no work, and
that the men and women and kiddies starve.
Bill Hobart had a missus and three kids and at the time of his fight with me they

were all starving. They did not have enough to eat. Do you understand? They did not
have enough to eat. And Bill did not have enough to eat. He trained on an empty
stomach, which is no way to train you’ll admit. During that drought year there was
little enough money in the ring, but he had failed to get any fights. He had worked at
long-shoring, ditch-digging, coal-shovelling — anything, to keep the life in the missus
and the kiddies. The trouble was the jobs didn’t hold out. And there he was, matched
to fight with me, behind in his rent, a tough old chopping-block, but weak from lack
of food. If he did not win the fight, the landlord was going to put them into the street.
MAUD. But why would you want to fight with him in such weak condition?
FITZSIMMONS. I did not know. I did not learn till at the ringside just before the

fight. It was in the dressing rooms, waiting our turn to go on. Bill came out of his
room, ready for the ring. “Bill,” I said — in fun, you know. “Bill, I’ve got to do you
to-night.” He said nothing, but he looked at me with the saddest and most pitiful face
I have ever seen. He went back into his dressing room and sat down.
“Poor Bill!” one of my seconds said. “He’s been fair starving these last weeks. And

I’ve got it straight, the landlord chucks him out if he loses to-night.”
Then the call came and we went into the ring. Bill was desperate. He fought like a

tiger, a madman. He was fair crazy. He was fighting for more than I was fighting for.
I was a rising fighter, and I was fighting for the money and the recognition. But Bill
was fighting for life — for the life of his loved ones.
Well, condition told. The strength went out of him, and I was fresh as a daisy.

“What’s the matter, Bill?” I said to him in a clinch. “You’re weak.” “I ain’t had a bit
to eat this day,” he answered. That was all.
By the seventh round he was about all in, hanging on and panting and sobbing for

breath in the clinches, and I knew I could put him out any time. I drew back my right
for the short-arm jab that would do the business. He knew it was coming, and he was
powerless to prevent it.
“For the love of God, Bob,” he said; and — [Pause.]
MAUD. Yes? Yes?
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FITZSIMMONS. I held back the blow. We were in a clinch.
“For the love of God, Bob,” he said again, “the misses and the kiddies!”
And right there I saw and knew it all. I saw the hungry children asleep, and the

missus sitting up and waiting for Bill to come home, waiting to know whether they
were to have food to eat or be thrown out in the street.
“Bill,” I said, in the next clinch, so low only he could hear. “Bill, remember the La

Blanche swing. Give it to me, hard.”
We broke away, and he was tottering and groggy. He staggered away and started

to whirl the swing. I saw it coming. I made believe I didn’t and started after him in a
rush. Biff! It caught me on the jaw, and I went down. I was young and strong. I could
eat punishment. I could have got up the first second. But I lay there and let them
count me out. And making believe I was still dazed, I let them carry me to my corner
and work to bring me to. [Pause.]
Well, I faked that fight.
MAUD. [Springing to him and shaking his hand.] Thank God! Oh! You are a man!

A — a — a hero!
FITZSIMMONS. [Dryly, feeling in his pocket.] Let’s have a smoke. [He fails to find

cigarette case.]
MAUD. I can’t tell you how glad I am you told me that.
FITZSIMMONS. [Gruffly.] Forget it. [He looks on table, and fails to find cigarette

case. Looks at her suspiciously, then crosses to desk at right and reaches for telephone.]
MAUD. [Curiously.] What are you going to do?
FITZSIMMONS. Call the police.
MAUD. What for?
FITZSIMMONS. For you.
MAUD. For me?
FITZSIMMONS. You are not Harry Jones. And not only are you an impostor, but

you are a thief.
MAUD. [Indignantly.] How dare you?
FITZSIMMONS. You have stolen my cigarette case.
MAUD. [Remembering and taken aback, pulls out cigarette case.] Here it is.
FITZSIMMONS. Too late. It won’t save you. This club must be kept respectable.

Thieves cannot be tolerated.
MAUD. [Growing alarm.] But you won’t have me arrested?
FITZSIMMONS. I certainly will.
MAUD. [Pleadingly.] Please! Please!
FITZSIMMONS. [Obdurately.] I see no reason why I should not.
MAUD. [Hurriedly, in a panic.] I’ll give you a reason — a — a good one. I — I —

am not Harry Jones.
FITZSIMMONS. [Grimly.] A good reason in itself to call in the police.
MAUD. That isn’t the reason. I’m — a — Oh! I’m so ashamed.
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FITZSIMMONS. [Sternly.] I should say you ought to be. [Reaches for telephone
receiver.]
MAUD. [In rush of desperation.] Stop! I’m a — I’m a — a girl. There! [Sinks down

in chair, burying her face in her hands.]
[FITZSIMMONS, hanging up receiver, grunts.]
[MAUD removes hands and looks at him indignantly. As she speaks her indignation

grows.]
MAUD. I only wanted your cigarette case to prove to my brother that I had been

here. I — I’m Maud Sylvester, and you never took me out once. And I’m not a black
sheep. And I don’t dress loudly, and I haven’t a — a tapeworm.
FITZSIMMONS. [Grinning and pulling out card from vest pocket.] I knew you were

Miss Sylvester all the time.
MAUD. Oh! You brute! I’ll never speak to you again.
FITZSIMMONS. [Gently.] You’ll let me see you safely out of here.
MAUD. [Relenting.] Ye-e-s. [She rises, crosses to table, and is about to stoop for

motor cloak and bonnet, but he forestall her, holds cloak and helps her into it.] Thank
you. [She takes off wig, fluffs her own hair becomingly, and puts on bonnet, looking
every inch a pretty young girl, ready for an automobile ride.]
FITZSIMMONS. [Who, all the time, watching her transformation, has been growing

bashful, now handing her the cigarette case.] Here’s the cigarette case. You may k-k-
keep it.
MAUD. [Looking at him, hesitates, then takes it.] I thank you — er — Bob. I shall

treasure it all my life. [He is very embarrassed.] Why, I do believe you’re bashful. What
is the matter?
FITZSIMMONS. [Stammering.] Why — I — you — You are a girl — and — a —

a — deuced pretty one.
MAUD. [Taking his arm, ready to start for door.] But you knew it all along.
FITZSIMMONS. But it’s somehow different now when you’ve got your girl’s clothes

on.
MAUD. But you weren’t a bit bashful — or nice, when — you — you — [Blurting

it out.] Were so anxious about birth marks.
[They start to make exit.]
CURTAIN
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The Story of an Eyewitness

SAN FRANCISCO: Jack London’s Lens on 1906 Earthquake — Centennial Year
, Collier’s special Correspondent
Collier’s, the National Weekly May 5, 1906
Upon receipt of the first news of the earthquake, Colliers telegraphed to Mr. Jack

London–who lives only forty miles from San Francisco–requesting him to go to the
scene of the disaster and write the story of what he saw. Mr. London started at once,
and he sent the following dramatic description of the tragic events he witnessed in the
burning city:
THE EARTHQUAKE SHOOK down in San Francisco hundreds of thousands of

dollars worth of walls and chimneys. But the conflagration that followed burned up
hundreds of millions of dollars’ worth of property There is no estimating within hun-
dreds of millions the actual damage wrought. Not in history has a modern imperial
city been so completely destroyed. San Francisco is gone. Nothing remains of it but
memories and a fringe of dwelling-houses on its outskirts. Its industrial section is wiped
out. Its business section is wiped out. Its social and residential section is wiped out.
The factories and warehouses, the great stores and newspaper buildings, the hotels and
the palaces of the nabobs, are all gone. Remains only the fringe of dwelling houses on
the outskirts of what was once San Francisco.
Within an hour after the earthquake shock the smoke of San Francisco’s burning

was a lurid tower visible a hundred miles away. And for three days and nights this
lurid tower swayed in the sky, reddening the sun, darkening the day, and filling the
land with smoke.
On Wednesday morning at a quarter past five came the earthquake. A minute later

the flames were leaping upward In a dozen different quarters south of Market Street, in
the working-class ghetto, and in the factories, fires started. There was no opposing the
flames. There was no organization, no communication. All the cunning adjustments
of a twentieth century city had been smashed by the earthquake. The streets were
humped into ridges and depressions, and piled with the debris of fallen walls. The
steel rails were twisted into perpendicular and horizontal angles. The telephone and
telegraph systems were disrupted. And the great water-mains had burst. All the shrewd
contrivances and safeguards of man had been thrown out of gear by thirty seconds’
twitching of the earth-crust.
The Fire Made its Own Draft
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By Wednesday afternoon, inside of twelve hours, half the heart of the city was gone.
At that time I watched the vast conflagration from out on the bay. It was dead calm.
Not a flicker of wind stirred. Yet from every side wind was pouring in upon the city.
East, west, north, and south, strong winds were blowing upon the doomed city. The
heated air rising made an enormous suck. Thus did the fire of itself build its own
colossal chimney through the atmosphere. Day and night this dead calm continued,
and yet, near to the flames, the wind was often half a gale, so mighty was the suck.
Wednesday night saw the destruction of the very heart of the city. Dynamite was

lavishly used, and many of San Francisco proudest structures were crumbled by man
himself into ruins, but there was no withstanding the onrush of the flames. Time and
again successful stands were made by the fire-fighters, and every time the flames flanked
around on either side or came up from the rear, and turned to defeat the hard-won
victory.
An enumeration of the buildings destroyed would be a directory of San Francisco.

An enumeration of the buildings undestroyed would be a line and several addresses. An
enumeration of the deeds of heroism would stock a library and bankrupt the Carnegie
medal fund. An enumeration of the dead-will never be made. All vestiges of them were
destroyed by the flames. The number of the victims of the earthquake will never be
known. South of Market Street, where the loss of life was particularly heavy, was the
first to catch fire.
Remarkable as it may seem, Wednesday night while the whole city crashed and

roared into ruin, was a quiet night. There were no crowds. There was no shouting and
yelling. There was no hysteria, no disorder. I passed Wednesday night in the path of
the advancing flames, and in all those terrible hours I saw not one woman who wept,
not one man who was excited, not one person who was in the slightest degree panic
stricken.
Before the flames, throughout the night, fled tens of thousands of homeless ones.

Some were wrapped in blankets. Others carried bundles of bedding and dear household
treasures. Sometimes a whole family was harnessed to a carriage or delivery wagon that
was weighted down with their possessions. Baby buggies, toy wagons, and go-carts
were used as trucks, while every other person was dragging a trunk. Yet everybody
was gracious. The most perfect courtesy obtained. Never in all San Francisco’s history,
were her people so kind and courteous as on this night of terror.
A Caravan of Trunks
All night these tens of thousands fled before the flames. Many of them, the poor

people from the labor ghetto, had fled all day as well. They had left their homes
burdened with possessions. Now and again they lightened up, flinging out upon the
street clothing and treasures they had dragged for miles.
They held on longest to their trunks, and over these trunks many a strong man

broke his heart that night. The hills of San Francisco are steep, and up these hills, mile
after mile, were the trunks dragged. Everywhere were trunks with across them lying
their exhausted owners, men and women. Before the march of the flames were flung
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picket lines of soldiers. And a block at a time, as the flames advanced, these pickets
retreated. One of their tasks was to keep the trunk-pullers moving. The exhausted
creatures, stirred on by the menace of bayonets, would arise and struggle up the steep
pavements, pausing from weakness every five or ten feet.
Often, after surmounting a heart-breaking hill. they would find another wall of flame

advancing upon them at right angles and be compelled to change anew the line of their
retreat. In the end, completely played out, after toiling for a dozen hours like giants,
thousands of them were compelled to abandon their trunks. Here the shopkeepers and
soft members of the middle class were at a disadvantage. But the working-men dug
holes in vacant lots and backyards and buried their trunks.
The Doomed City
At nine o’clock Wednesday evening I walked down through the very heart of the city.

I walked through miles and miles of magnificent buildings and towering skyscrapers.
Here was no fire. All was in perfect order. The police patrolled the streets. Every
building had its watchman at the door. And yet it was doomed, all of it. There was no
water. The dynamite was giving out. And at right angles two different conflagrations
were sweeping down upon it.
At one o’clock in the morning I walked down through the same section Everything

still stood intact. There was no fire. And yet there was a change. A rain of ashes
was falling. The watchmen at the doors were gone. The police had been withdrawn.
There were no firemen, no fire-engines, no men fighting with dynamite. The district
had been absolutely abandoned. I stood at the corner of Kearny and Market, in the
very innermost heart of San Francisco. Kearny Street was deserted. Half a dozen blocks
away it was burning on both sides. The street was a wall of flame. And against this wall
of flame, silhouetted sharply, were two United States cavalrymen sitting their horses,
calming watching. That was all. Not another person was in sight. In the intact heart
of the city two troopers sat their horses and watched.
Spread of the Conflagration
Surrender was complete. There was no water. The sewers had long since been

pumped dry. There was no dynamite. Another fire had broken out further uptown,
and now from three sides conflagrations were sweeping down. The fourth side had
been burned earlier in the day. In that direction stood the tottering walls of the Exam-
iner building, the burned-out Call building, the smoldering ruins of the Grand Hotel,
and the gutted, devastated, dynamited Palace Hotel.
The following will illustrate the sweep of the flames and the inability of men to

calculate their spread. At eight o’clock Wednesday evening I passed through Union
Square. It was packed with refugees. Thousands of them had gone to bed on the grass.
Government tents had been set up, supper was being cooked, and the refugees were
lining up for free meals.
At half past one in the morning three sides of Union Square were in flames. The

fourth side, where stood the great St. Francis Hotel was still holding out. An hour later,
ignited from top and sides the St. Francis was flaming heavenward. Union Square,
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heaped high with mountains of trunks, was deserted. Troops, refugees, and all had
retreated.
A Fortune for a Horse!
It was at Union Square that I saw a man offering a thousand dollars for a team

of horses. He was in charge of a truck piled high with trunks from some hotel. It had
been hauled here into what was considered safety, and the horses had been taken out.
The flames were on three sides of the Square and there were no horses.
Also, at this time, standing beside the truck, I urged a man to seek safety in flight.

He was all but hemmed in by several conflagrations. He was an old man and he was
on crutches. Said he: “Today is my birthday. Last night I was worth thirty-thousand
dollars. I bought five bottles of wine, some delicate fish and other things for my birthday
dinner. I have had no dinner, and all I own are these crutches.”
I convinced him of his danger and started him limping on his way. An hour later,

from a distance, I saw the truck-load of trunks burning merrily in the middle of the
street.
On Thursday morning at a quarter past five, just twenty-four hours after the earth-

quake, I sat on the steps of a small residence on Nob Hill. With me sat Japanese,
Italians, Chinese, and negroes–a bit of the cosmopolitan flotsam of the wreck of the
city. All about were the palaces of the nabob pioneers of Forty–nine. To the east and
south at right angles, were advancing two mighty walls of flame.
I went inside with the owner of the house on the steps of which I sat. He was cool

and cheerful and hospitable. “Yesterday morning,” he said, “I was worth six hundred
thousand dollars. This morning this house is all I have left. It will go in fifteen minutes.
He pointed to a large cabinet. “That is my wife’s collection of china. This rug upon
which we stand is a present. It cost fifteen hundred dollars. Try that piano. Listen to
its tone. There are few like it. There are no horses. The flames will be here in fifteen
minutes.”
Outside the old Mark Hopkins residence a palace was just catching fire. The troops

were falling back and driving the refugees before them. From every side came the
roaring of flames, the crashing of walls, and the detonations of dynamite.
The Dawn of the Second Day
I passed out of the house. Day was trying to dawn through the smoke-pall. A sickly

light was creeping over the face of things. Once only the sun broke through the smoke-
pall, blood-red, and showing quarter its usual size. The smoke-pall itself, viewed from
beneath, was a rose color that pulsed and fluttered with lavender shades Then it turned
to mauve and yellow and dun. There was no sun. And so dawned the second day on
stricken San Francisco.
An hour later I was creeping past the shattered dome of the City Hall. Than it

there was no better exhibit of the destructive force of the earthquake. Most of the
stone had been shaken from the great dome, leaving standing the naked framework of
steel. Market Street was piled high with the wreckage, and across the wreckage lay the
overthrown pillars of the City Hall shattered into short crosswise sections.
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This section of the city with the exception of the Mint and the Post-Office, was
already a waste of smoking ruins. Here and there through the smoke, creeping warily
under the shadows of tottering walls, emerged occasional men and women. It was like
the meeting of the handful of survivors after the day of the end of the world.
Beeves Slaughtered and Roasted
On Mission Street lay a dozen steers, in a neat row stretching across the street

just as they had been struck down by the flying ruins of the earthquake. The fire had
passed through afterward and roasted them. The human dead had been carried away
before the fire came. At another place on Mission Street I saw a milk wagon. A steel
telegraph pole had smashed down sheer through the driver’s seat and crushed the front
wheels. The milk cans lay scattered around.
All day Thursday and all Thursday night, all day Friday and Friday night, the

flames still raged on.
Friday night saw the flames finally conquered. through not until Russian Hill and

Telegraph Hill had been swept and three-quarters of a mile of wharves and docks had
been licked up.
The Last Stand
The great stand of the fire-fighters was made Thursday night on Van Ness Avenue.

Had they failed here, the comparatively few remaining houses of the city would have
been swept. Here were the magnificent residences of the second generation of San
Francisco nabobs, and these, in a solid zone, were dynamited down across the path of
the fire. Here and there the flames leaped the zone, but these fires were beaten out,
principally by the use of wet blankets and rugs.
San Francisco, at the present time, is like the crater of a volcano, around which

are camped tens of thousands of refugees At the Presidio alone are at least twenty
thousand. All the surrounding cities and towns are jammed with the homeless ones,
where they are being cared for by the relief committees. The refugees were carried
free by the railroads to any point they wished to go, and it is estimated that over one
hundred thousand people have left the peninsula on which San Francisco stood. The
Government has the situation in hand, and, thanks to the immediate relief given by the
whole United States, there is not the slightest possibility of a famine. The bankers and
business men have already set about making preparations to rebuild San Francisco.
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Editorial Crimes – A Protest

First published in Dilettante, February, 1901
OW the majority of editors are excellent men, courteous and sympathetic to a

degree hardly to be expected under the circumstances. But there is no disguising
the fact that there are unscrupulous editors, and it were well that the beginner be
made acquainted with a few of’ their crimes and misdemeanors; for the results of such
editorial wrong-doing are often cruel and always vexatious. And there is no reason for
the perpetration of these crimes, except in the pitiable case of the mendicant journals,
at the sanctum door of’ which the wolf of bankruptcy is always growling. To them all
things are permissible. They are brilliant exponents of the law of’ self-preservation.
Not so With the rest of the fraternity. They can present no valid excuse for their

misconduct. For instance: A writer spends his spare time in stamping and addressing
countless envelopes and in keeping a large miscellany of manuscripts on the road. It
behooves him to keep a short lookout against their being lost, strayed, or stolen with
a newspaper, after the dispatch of the manuscript, he probably permits a month of
silence to elapse; with a second rate magazine, six weeks; and with a first rate magazine,
possibility two months. At the end of these respective periods, in the meantime having
received no news of the wandering child of his head and hand, he sends off a ‘trailer.’ As
a rule, this either brings him the return of the manuscript, or a note of acceptance. In
either case the editor has been guilty of a misdemeanor. The manuscript is a commodity.
The time element of the political economist enters into the determination of its value,
though, forsooth, the writer is denied any monetary consideration on the same. A
manufacturer, selling shoes on ninety days, demands and receives-and justly so-a larger
price than if he sells for cash. Since the writer is denied this, it is the plain duty of the
editor to create as little possible delay in the examination of his wares. The very fact
that the ‘trailer’ elicited so prompt an editorial decision, proves that the editor was
sinning.
But when, after long holding of the article, the editor takes no notice of the trailer,

he is positively criminal. Common ethics demands a reply. And again, after several
months of anxious waiting, a trailer will bring back the manuscript in the company
of a stereotyped slip, upon which may be noted, among other things, the following:
Should a manuscript be held as presenting features worthy of additional consideration
for a longer period than suits the convenience of the author, it will be immediately
returned upon a request from the author. Now the trailer distinctly stated that it did
not wish the return of the manuscript, but was merely what it purported to be — an
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enquiry after its welfare and a desire to guard against its loss. Surely, the magazine
in question could not in the practical nature of things have been holding more than a
very limited number of manuscripts for ‘additional consideration;’ and it would have
been a light task to inform the authors interested of the state of affairs.
Having had such an experience, the present writer, fearing a repetition, allowed a

manuscript to remain six months with another magazine editor. But lack-a-day, it took
four trailers, thirty days apart, to compass its return. So, under such circumstances, the
writer finds himself ‘twixt the devil and the deep sea; on the one hand the touchiness
of the editor, on the other the loss of the manuscript.
From another editor, after four months of holding, a trailer resurrected the

manuscript and the accompanying note: It has merit but is too long. While it does
not suit our paper you will doubtless find a market. In the name of common idiocy,
did it take four months to reach this conclusion?
The return of manuscript written over and scrawled upon is not so unusual an

occurrence in the course of marketing one’s wares. And it is in no pleasant spirit that
a writer sits down to re-type an article mutilated by a criminal editor. But even then,
compensation sometimes plays its small part. I once submitted an afternoon’s hack-
work, in the form of a fifteen hundred word skit, to a New York weekly paper. If
accepted, my fondest dreams could not picture a check of greater magnitude than five
dollars. After two months of silence, I trailed it; and back it came by return mail. It was
OK’d and signed with the editor’s name across the face, and edited for the press, and
blue-penciled throughout. Utterly ruined-so I thought; but in sheer despair, without
removing one of the barbarian’s ravages, I dispatched it to the most prominent boy’s
paper in the United States. Four weeks later came a check for twenty-five dollars. My
maledictions upon the head of the barbarian turned to blessings. Even now my heart
goes out to him. My benefactor!
The question of payment is another matter which involves much criminality. An

editor, whose rates are extremely low, has no right, in dealing with a new contributor, to
rush his work into print without first ascertaining whether these low rates are agreeable
to the vendor of manuscripts. Yet this is often done. There is also the newspaper editor
who accepts and pays for work, and when the writer asks for the number in which it
was published, advises him to buy the files, or asks why did he not subscribe. Then
there is the editor who writes one a pleasant little note of acceptance, saying nice little
things about the ‘contribution,’ but omitting to make mention of that important little
matter of payment. It will be noticed that he has inserted the thin end of the wedge
when he refers to the manuscript as a ‘contribution.’ Keep an eye on him! Some day he
will express unholy surprise at your daring to ask for your pay. Likewise, there is the
editor one has always to dun. There is a custom among the ‘silent, sullen people who
run the magazines,’ to make payment within thirty days after publication. With this
no fault can be found. But there certainly can be with the editor who waits sixty or
ninety days, or a year, or any other length of time after publication; and who, at any
time past the thirty day limit, in reply to a dun, makes instant payment and profuse
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apology. It is too bad, but one sometimes has to deal with such fellows. But don’t
be bashful with them. Give them the limit, and then dun. If it turns out to be only
a mistake on their part, why, nobody is hurt and everything is rectified. If it is no
mistake, then rest assured that you have made no mistake either.
But a word for the good editors. More than once, pressed for money, I have written

to them promptly upon publication of my work, or shortly afterward, and without
exception they have at once made remittance. If they had been sensitive, it would
have been very easy to seek refuge behind their thirty day custom.
It is perhaps better to end this article while the theme runs among the good editors,

and no better way can I find to do so, than by describing the ideal management of a
Massachusetts’ agricultural weekly. Doubtless many readers will be able to name it at
sight. However, this is its method: A manuscript rarely remains with it a week pending
decision. If unavailable, it is returned at once. If acceptable, it is accepted at once. In
the latter case, a postal card is mailed to the writer, informing him that payment will
be made thirty days after publication, and that a copy of the number containing his
article will be mailed him. These promises are fulfilled to the letter. It can hardly be
hyperbole to say one is as sure of it as of the rising of the sun. It will be observed that
it does away with much of the editorial misconduct I have described, and were it a
general institution it would surely save the souls of many editors from damnation.
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The Future of War

M. Bloch, the great Polish economist, throws some edifying light upon the events
now transpiring in the Transvaal. The ease with which the Boers have held back the
British has called forth universal surprise and contentment, and further emphasized
the practical impossibility of frontal attacks on entrenched troops and the seeming
impossibility of successful enveloping or flanking. In the stubbornly contested advance
of General Buller to the relief of Ladysmith may be noted much evidence in favor of M.
Bloch’s affirmation that war is no longer possible, — not between the first-class soldiers
of first-class powers. In Europe, as he points out, it is conceded to be impossible for
the minor states to go to war, except by leave and license of the great powers. They in
turn are almost equally matched as to possession of the machinery of war, and in the
event of hostilities can mobilize their great armies upon their frontiers before invasion
by the enemy.
In such a case, the Polish writer holds, a deadlock will occur, and the side that

advances, advances to extermination. With forces approximately equal, all military
writers are agreed that frontal attack is suicidal, and, for the same reason, flank attack
unwise and impossible.
French statisticians inform us that an attacking body, in order that it shall not

be inferior to the defenders when it has got within thirty-five and a half yards (the
distance at which it will be able to rush upon the enemy), for each hundred men of
the defenders must have six hundred and thirty-seven men; while-if it wishes to reach
the actual position of the defenders not numerically inferior, it must have eight times
as many men.
From the statistics of General Skugarevski we learn that a body of troops double

the strength of the defenders, beginning an attack from eight hundred paces, by the
time they have advanced three hundred paces will have less than half their strength
available against the defense. With equal forces, the defenders may allow the enemy
to approach to within a distance of two hundred and twenty yards, when they will
only need to discharge the six cartridges in their magazines in order to annihilate the
attacking force.
The celebrated Prussian authority, General Müller, declares that in order to avoid

total extermination soldiers will be compelled, in scattered formation, and as much as
possible unobserved by the enemy, to creep forward, hiding behind irregularities in the
field, and burying themselves in the earth like moles.

494



It is the technical development of the machinery of warfare that has invested the at-
tack with such fatality. Rapidity of fire, greater range, greater precision, and smokeless
powder may be accounted the four factors which have brought about this apparently
absurd state of affairs. In the last thirty years the soldier’s rapidity of fire has been
increased twelve times. With the new self-charging rifle of the Mauser pattern (the six-
millimeter gun) a soldier can fire from six to seven times per second. But on account of
reloading the magazine, he can fire only seventy-eight unaimed, or sixty aimed, shots
per minute. However, this is not so bad. These improved weapons will inevitably de-
mand the rearmament of the armies of Germany, Austria, Italy, France, and Russia,
at an estimated cost of not less than $754,000,000, a sum which will tax the wits of
the parliaments to wring from the groaning workers.
Better explosives and the reduction of calibers have given greater range, and by

the leveling of the trajectory of the bullet, greater penetration. At half a mile a bullet
will go as easily through a file of men as through the body of one. The Indians in
our late trouble in Minnesota, used to the traditional method of fighting from shelter,
discovered that even the solid diameter of a tree no longer afforded protection and
threw down their guns in disgust. Only a fool would fight under such conditions.
The modern rifle has a range of from two to three miles; for the first mile and a half

it is deadly. Because of this, attacks must be made in loose formation, and hence with
great armies the line of battle will be extended over an enormous front. No longer is it
possible to fight men in masses, nor can battles be opened up at close range; and if an
attack be insisted upon, the increase in casualties will be frightful. During the time a
body of men are attacking a modern battery across a distance of a mile and a half it
is estimated that that single battery would fire fourteen hundred and fifty rounds of
shell, scattering 275,000 fragments of death among the soldiers of the assaulting party.
The advantage of smokeless powder has been sufficiently demonstrated in Cuba and

the Philippines, but one great disadvantage has been ignored; the battles of the future
must be fought without the merciful screen of smoke, which in the past hid the shock
of the charges, the wavering and indecision, the ghastly carnage. But in the future,
whether it be one man shot down or a division destroyed, it will be open to the eyes of
all men. In the old-time battle no private knew how the day went, nor knew, mayhap,
that they were snatching victory from the maw of defeat. But in the modern battle,
where he may see the play like a chessboard, the effect of even temporary disaster upon
the morale of the army may well be imagined.
Armies can no longer come into close contact. The bayonet and cavalry charge are

obsolete. Cold steel is no longer possible. Since infantry can no longer drive infantry
from a fortified position, the artillery has come to be greatly relied upon. Competent
military experts hold that the French artillery has increased its deadlines in the last
thirty years one hundred and sixteen times. This has been made possible by the use
of range-finders, chemical instead of mechanical mixtures of powder, high explosives,
increase of range, and rapid fire. But no infantry will be expected to occupy forti-
fied positions without a good backing of artillery. The Boers instance this admirably.
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Therefore the infantry will remain quiet while an artillery duel takes place in which
the chances are large for the mutual extermination of guns and gunners. With this
accomplished the deadlock would still remain unbroken. The zone of rifle-fire, eleven
hundred yards wide, a literal belt of death, would preclude either infantry from attack-
ing. Should the artillery on one side be silenced, a gradual entrenched retreat would be
in order, the eleven-hundred-yard zone of fire in the mean time preventing the deliv-
ery of a crushing blow by the victors. This withdrawal from the artillery range would
permit a breathing spell in which the temporarily vanquished could again fortify itself;
but the position would be unchanged. The consideration of these facts has brought
military experts to the belief that that the decisive battle is no longer possible, and
that it is highly improbable that the apparently victorious army can ever by force of
arms wrest the spoils of war from the vanquished army.
As regards this question of attack, the written opinions of the great military author-

ities of the militant nations will bear illuminating inspection. No two agree. For every
proposition in the line of attack a counter proposition is put forth for the defense. Ev-
ery plausible method of attack is honeycombed by hopeless contradictions. Simmered
down and summed up, they can only agree upon a successful assault taking place when
the defense has become helpless, panic-stricken, and disorganized. The French expert,
captain Nigote, has drawn a picture of the kind of attack to be expected in future
warfare: —
The distance is 6,600 yards from the enemy. The artillery is in position and the

command has been passed along the batteries to “give fire.” The enemy’s artillery
replies. Shells tear up the soil and burst; in a short time the crew of every gun has
ascertained the distance of the enemy. Then every projectile discharged bursts in the
air over the heads of the enemy, raining down hundreds of fragments and bullets on
his position. Men and horses are overwhelmed under this rain of lead and iron. Guns
destroy one another, batteries are mutually annihilated, ammunition cases are emptied.
In the midst of this fire the battalions will advance.
Now they are but 2,200 yards away. Already the rifle-bullets whistle around and kill,

each not only finding a victim, but penetrating files, ricocheting, and striking again.
Volley succeeds volley, bullets in great handfuls, constant as hail and swift as lightning,
deluge the field of battle.
The artillery, having silenced the enemy, is now free to deal with the enemy’s bat-

talions. On his infantry, however loosely it may be formed, the guns direct thick iron
rain, and soon in the positions of the enemy the earth is reddened with blood.
The firing lines will advance one after the other, battalions will march after bat-

talions; finally, the reserves will follow. Yet with all this movement in the two armies
there will be a belt a thousand paces wide, separating them as if neutral territory,
swept by the fire of both sides, a belt which no living being can stand for a moment.
The ammunition will be almost exhausted, millions of cartridges, thousands of shells,

will cover the soil. But the fire will continue until the empty ammunition-cases are
replaced with full ones.
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Melipite bombs will turn farmhouses, villages, and hamlets to dust, destroying ev-
erything that might be used as cover, obstacle, or refuge.
The moment will approach when half the combatants will be mowed down. Dead

and wounded will lie in parallel rows, separated one from the other by that belt of a
thousand paces swept by cross-fire of shells which no living being can pass.
The battle will continue with ferocity. But still those thousand paces unchangingly

separate the foes.
Which have gained the victory? Neither.
From the consideration of the technical aspect of modern warfare, M. Bloch is led

irresistibly to the conclusion that when the nations in their harness go up against each
other a condition of deadlock will inevitably result. Neither army may attack; both will
play for strategic gains. If one should be smaller than the other, and if it should be on
the defensive, it will prevent outflanking by maneuvering on an inner and smaller circle.
Clouds of invisible sharpshooters, using smokeless powder, will pick off at from half a
mile to a mile the reconnoitering parties of the enemy, and by so doing, constantly veil
a constantly changing position. Feeling the enemy’s position by skirmish-lines and by
driving in the outposts, presents unsurmountable obstacles. The zone of fire prevents
rushing and learning whether the opposing force is a hundred or ten thousand soldiers
strong; that is; rushing cannot be accomplished except by means of immensely superior
numbers. Such an attack requires time to develop, and gives time for the defense on
the inner circle to hurry up re-enforcements. In any case the embattled armies will
both be stalemated. Neither can develop a general attack and escape extermination;
and it is safe to predict that neither will be very apt to advance to suicide.
This leads to the economic aspect of future warfare. The maintenance of modern

armies means enormous expenditure of money. The expenditure of life would corre-
spond should they be unwise enough to even venture partial attacks in isolated por-
tions of the field. Therefore, the question arises: How long will the working populations
which are represented by these armies be able and willing to feed them, to furnish them
with the munitions of war, and to replete the ranks of the soldiers from the ranks of
the producers? It is inevitable, supposing the home political situation to remain un-
changed, that the nation with the greater and more available resources, coupled with
the tougher and more tenacious population, will be the victor. Famine, not force, will
decide the issue.
Future wars must be long. No more open fields; no more decisive victories; but a

succession of sieges fought over and through successive lines of wide-extending fortifi-
cations. Nothing will be accomplished quickly. The defeated army — supposing that
it can be defeated — will retire slowly, intrenching itself step by step, and most likely
with steam-intrenching machines. Every retrogressive movement would be protected
by the invisible sharpshooters and by the zone of fire, precluding any possibility of
rout through a general advance of the victorious army.
In a war between the Triple and Dual Alliance, ten millions of men would be under

arms. To feed and keep them going would require $20,000,000 per day, or 7,300,000,000

497



per year. How long may such prodigality endure? The increase in the costliness of
modern warfare may be best instanced from the navy. The cost of a first-class line-
of-battle sailing ship was $500,000; of the first English iron-clad Warrior, in 1860,
$1,850,000; of the German ironclad Koenig Wilhelm, in 1868, $2,500,000; of the Italian
Duilo, in 1876, $3,500,000; and of the Italia, in 1886, $5,000,000. Taking the engines,
boilers, and coal-bunkers from out a modern cruiser and filling the empty space with
water, a frigate of the old time, guns and all, could be floated within, and room would
still remain in which to steer a pinnace completely around her. In 1896, Austria spent
four and a half times more on her army and navy than an education; Italy in the
same year, eight times more; France, five times more; and Russia, twelve times more.
Eloquent figures for the intellectual and moral culture of the enlightened nations!
M. Bloch, for 1893, has given the following table of the aggregate expenditures of

the six European powers on armies and fleets: —
The civil population will decide the future war by its capacity for enduring all the

privations consequent upon a state of semi-famine when the whole industrial system is
thrown out of joint, and by its power and willingness to fill the mouths of the million
non-producing soldiers and to furnish them with the sinews of war. At the front will
be the chess-game; at home the workers feeding the players. All will depend upon the
stamina of the civil population.
And the civil population will have need for all its stamina. Conditions have changed.

Modern complex civilization, with its intricate systems of production and distribution,
cannot sow and harvest the crops and fight between times. It is very easily thrown
out of gear. When M. Burdeau was in the French Ministry an attempt was made to
ascertain how the social organism would continue to carry on its functions in time of
war, — how, from day to day, the population was to receive its bread. But the military
authorities protested and the inquiry was shelved. With dislocation and stagnation of
industry, the rise of breadstuffs, and the front, the population must needs be a very
patient one, or else the authorities will find much trouble on their hands.
In the event of such a war, securities, which are now held largely by the middle

classes, would go tumbling and crashing, rending it difficult for the government to
float loans on a disrupted and frightened market. The disastrous effect to-day of of
a war rumor on any seat of exchange, is common knowledge. If paper money were
issued under such conditions, its depreciation would be instant and great. The rise
of the necessaries of life will tend to do this and to set into motion the remorseless
pendulum of action and reaction. The countries in which more live by trade than by
agriculture — the wheat-importing countries — will feel the pinch of famine quickly
and bitterly. In the time of the Crimean war, wheat rose in England eighty per cent.
The Alabama, decades ago, demonstrated how precarious was the sea for carrying. She,
a single cruiser, caused a perceptible rise in the price of wheat. The very fear of this,
on the sensitive capitalistic system, even with danger afar off, is bound to make the
market panicky and to send prices skyward. And under such circumstances speculation
is sure to exact its exorbitant penalty. The ravages of the commercial crisis in time of
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peace are too well known to make necessary further comment on what they would be
in time of war.
The interruption of the operation of the productive forces, and the difficulty in

satisfying the vital needs of the population, lead up to the political aspect of future
warfare. Are the peoples, especially of the European countries, homogeneous enough
in their political beliefs to stand in the strain? Labor troubles, bread riots, and rebel-
lion are factors, subversive all, which must be taken into account. The mobilization
of a whole working population may lead to unpleasant results, conscription to revolu-
tion. There are strong tendencies threatening the present social order which cannot be
lightly passed over. Also, a strong anti-military propaganda has grown up. The small
protesting voices of the past have merged into the roar of the peoples. The world has
lifted itself to a higher morality. The aim of the human is to alleviate the ills of the
human. Among all classes the opposition to war is keen and growing. In Germany,
one anti-military factor alone is the Socialists. What may be expected of them, three
millions strong, when the nation puts on its harness? In the same country, in 1893,
those who opposed the new military project received 1,097,000 more votes than did its
supporters. Between 1887 and 1893 the opposition to militarism increased seven times.
In France, in 1893, the Socialist vote (utterly opposed to militarism), was 600,000;
three years later it was 1,000,000. It must not be forgotten that such bodies of men are
thoroughly and centrally organized. The discontented rabbles which would inevitably
follow their lead swell the numbers to such vast proportions that a Continental nation
may well pause and consider before it rushes into war.
Such, in short, is a rapid and incomplete resumé of the facts which have led M.

Bloch to predicate the impossibility of future war. From the technical standpoint, the
improvement in the mechanism of war has made war impossible. Economics, and not
force of arms, will decide; not battles, but famine. And behind all, ready and anxious
to say the last word, looms the ominous figure of Revolution.
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Mexico’s Army and Ours

Published in Colliers’ magazine, 1914
MANY officers and men have I shaken hands with in the brief days since this wave of

war rolled south and broke on the shore of Mexico, and no officer nor man have I found
who was immune to a certain infection. This infection, however, might be described in
surgical jargon as “beneficent.” On the face of it every mother’s son of them has told
me something that cannot possibly be true. Only one out of all of them could have
told the truth, and it is beyond my powers of discernment to pick out this man. But
I have yet to meet an officer of soldiers or marines who has not only solemnly assured
me but with glistening eyes of enthusiasm has averred that his regiment or battalion,
officers and men, for discipline and efficiency, is the finest in the entire army of the
United States. Furthermore, each one disclaims any personal prejudice in the matter,
and usually concludes with the statement that it is generally conceded in army circles
that his regiment or battalion is the finest. I wonder if such esprit de corps exists in
the Mexican army. What our army and navy is was splendidly demonstrated when our
bluejackets marched aboard their ships before our drawn-up soldiers while Admiral
Fletcher transferred the command of Vera Cruz to General Funston. Boys they were,
all boys, the flower of the young men of our land, and they marched with the clacking
rhythm of “boots, boots” on the pavement along the broad lane formed by the regulars
on one side presenting arms and on the other side cheering American civilians. It was
a joy to see the faces that tried not to smile with pleasure over the applause for work
well done, and to catch the involuntary sideward glances of boyish eyes not yet quite
disciplined to the level impassive look of war.
These thousands of sailors marched straight down the dock end and disappeared.

The effect was uncanny. What was becoming of them? The smokestacks of a couple
of tugs showed at the dock end, and that was all. And yet the river of men flowed
on and on, sailors and marines, officers, bands, hospital squads, and moving banners,
sun-tanned men of the Arkansas, the Florida, the Utah, the San Francisco, the New
Hampshire, the South Carolina, the Vermont, the Chester, and the New Jersey, all
without a hitch or halt, and disappeared. It reminded one of the tank of the New
York Hippodrome, when the long lines of stage soldiers march down into the water,
knee-high, hip-high, shoulder-high, then heads under and are gone.
But out at the dock end, besides the tugs, was a flotilla of launches and cutters that

received those thousands as fast as they arrived and carried them at a single trip to
the battleships lying in the inner and outer harbors.
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Two Types of “Gringo” Fighting Men
OUR soldiers and sailors are markedly different in type. It must be curious how this

happens to be so. Do land life and sea life make the difference? Or does one common
type of man elect the sea and another common type elect the land? The sailors are
shorter, broader shouldered, thicker set. The soldiers are taller, leaner, longer legged.
Their faces are leaner, their lips thinner. They seem to the eye tougher, stringier,
sterner. The sailors’ faces seem broader across the cheek bones. Their lips seem fuller,
their bodies more rounded.
Most notable is the difference when they are grouped into marching masses. The

sailors have a swinging, springing, elastic stride. The soldiers’ legs move more mechani-
cally, more like clockwork legs, with a very tiny minimum of waste motion. It is prettier
to watch the sailors marching with all the swaying elasticity of their bodies, and yet
one receives the impression that, when it comes to the long killing hiking, the soldiers
would easily outwalk their comrades of the sea. A great throng of Mexicans, numbers
of them without a doubt having sniped our sailors during the first days, looked on this
display of what manner of men we send to war. The haste and advertisement with
which they doffed their hats to the Stars and Stripes was absurd and laughable.
One cannot but imagine what the situation would be like were it reversed — were

Vera Cruz populated by Americans and in the possession of a Mexican army. First
of all, our jefe politico, or mayor, would have been taken out and shot against a wall.
Against walls all over the city our oldiers and civilians would have been lined up and
shot. Our jails would have been emptied of criminals, who would be made soldiers and
looters. No American’s life would be safe, especially if he were known to possess any
money. Law, save for harshest military law, such as has been meted out by conquerors
since the human world began, would have ceased. So would all business have ceased.
He who possessed food would hide it, and there would be hungry women and children.
Quite the contrary has been our occupation of Vera Cruz. To the amazement of

the Mexicans, there was no general slaughter against blank walls. Instead of turning
the prisoners loose, their numbers were added to. Every riotous and disorderly citizen,
every sneak thief and petty offender, was marched to the city prison the moment he
displayed activity. The American conquerors bid for the old order that had obtained in
the city, and began the bidding by putting the petty offenders to sweeping the streets.
No property was confiscated. Anything commandeered for the use of the army was

paid for, and well paid for. Men who owned horses, mules, carts, and automobiles
competed with one another to have their property commandeered. The graft which all
business men suffered at the hands of their own officials immediately ceased. Never in
their lives had their property been so safe and so profitable. Incidentally, the diseases
that stalk at the heels of war did not stalk. On the contrary, Vera Cruz was cleaned
and disinfected as it had never been in all its history.
The Various Benefits of Being Conquered
IN SHORT, American occupation gave Vera Cruz a bull market in health, order,

and business. Mexican paper money appreciated. Prices rose. Profits soared. Verily,
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the Vera Cruzans will long remember this being conquered by the Americans, and
yearn for the blissful day when the Americans will conquer them again. They would
not mind thus being conquered to the end of time.
An exciting sight was the cleaning up of the Naval School, which had been so

disorganized the first day by the five minutes of shell fire from the Chester. Immediately
the city had been turned over to the army by the navy, the first battalion of the
Fourth Infantry and Fourth Field Artillery descended upon the Naval School. In a
trice every window was vomiting forth the débris that clogged the interior. And then
was fought the second battle of the Naval School. Thousands of poor Mexicans —
men, women, and children — surrounded the building and battled over the old shoes,
shattered furniture, and discarded clothes. It was the women who fought fiercest and
most vociferously, and, to the accompaniment of much hair pulling, many a pair of
linen trousers and its legs irrevocably separated. They struggled and squabbled and
ran hither and thither like ants about a honey-pot. For once war was kind to them,
and, instead of being looted, they were themselves tasting the joys of looting. And alas!
I saw the ruined pretties rain down amid the mortar dust from my lady’s boudoir and
the two red, high-heeled Spanish slippers borne off in opposite directions by gleeful
Indian women.
Fighting Qualities of the Peon
AS I write this, beneath my window, with a great clattering of hoofs on the asphalt,

is passing a long column of mountain batteries, all carried on the backs of our big
Government mules. And as I look down at our sun-bronzed troopers in their olive
drab, my mind reverts to the review the other day of our soldiers and sailors. Surely,
if the peon soldiers of Mexico could have been brought down to witness what manner
of soldiers and equipment was ours, there would have been such a rush for the brush
that ten years would not have seen the last of them dug out of their hiding places.
And yet this is not fair. The peon soldier is not a coward. Stupid he well is, just as

sillily officered; but he is too much of a fatalist as well as a savage to be grossly afraid
of death. The peon bends to the mailed fist of power, but never breaks. Like the fellah
of Egypt, he patiently endures through the centuries and watches his rulers come and
go.
Changes of government mean to the peon merely changes of the everlasting master.

His harsh treatment and poorly rewarded toil are ever the same, unchanging as the
sun and seasons. He has little to lose and less to gain. He is born to an unlovely place
in life. It is the will of God, the law of existence.
With rare exceptions he does not dream that there may be a social order wherein

can be no masters of the sort he knows. He has always been a slave. He was a slave
to the Toltecs and the Aztecs, to the Spaniards, and to the Mexicans descended from
the Aztecs and the Spaniards. It must not be concluded that there is no hope for him
in the future. He is what he is to-day, and what he has been for so long, because he
has been made so by a cruel and ruthless selection.
The Elimination of the Spirited
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IF A breeder should stock his farm with the swiftest race horses obtainable, and
employ a method of selection whereby only the slowest and clumsiest horses were bred,
it would not be many generations before he would have a breed of very slow and very
clumsy horses. Life is plastic and varies in all directions. Occasionally this breeder
would find a beautiful, swift colt born on his farm. Since kind begets kind, he would
eliminate such a colt and perpetuate only the slow and clumsy.
Now this is just the sort of selection that has been applied to the peon for many

centuries. Whenever a peon of dream and passion and vision and spirit was born he
was eliminated. His masters wanted lowly, docile, stupid slaves, and resented such a
variation. Soon or late the spirit of such a peon manifested itself and the peon was
shot or flogged to death. He did not beget. His kind perished with him whenever he
appeared.
But life is plastic and can be molded by selection into diverse forms. The horse

breeder can reverse his method of selection, and from slow and clumsy sires and dams
bred up a strain of horses beautiful and swift. And so with the peon. For the present
generation of him there is little hope. But for the future generations a social selection
that will put a premium of living on dream and passion and vision and spirit will
develop an entirely different type of peon.
A Soldier Against His Will
BUT we must not make the mistake of straying after far goals. The time is now.

We live now. Our problem, the world problem, the peon problem is now. The peon we
must consider is the peon as he is now — the selected burden bearer of the centuries.
He has never heard of economic principles, nor a square deal. Nor has he thrilled, save
vaguely, to the call of freedom — in which even freedom has meant license, and, as
robber and bandit, he has treated the weak and defenseless in precisely the same way
he has been accustomed to begin treated.
I was through a Mexican barracks. It was like a jail. All the windows were barred.

They had to be barred so that the conscript peon soldiers might not escape. Most
of them do not like to be soldiers. They are compelled to be. All over Mexico they
gather the peons into the jails and force them to become soldiers. Sometimes they
are arrested for petty infractions of the law. A peon seeks to gladden his existence by
drinking a few cents’ worth of half-spoiled pulque. The maggots of intoxication begin
to crawl in his brain, and he is happy in that for a space he has forgotten in God knows
what dim drunken imaginings. Then the long arm of his ruler reaches out through the
medium of many minions, and the peon, sober with an aching head, finds himself in
jail waiting the next draft to the army. Often enough he does not have to commit any
petty infraction. He is railroaded to the front just the same.
He does not know whom he fight for, for what, or why. He accepts it as the system

of life. It is a very sad world, but it is the only world he knows. This is why he is not
altogether a coward in battle. Also it is why, in the midst of battle or afterward, he so
frequently changes sides. He is not fighting for any principle, for any reward. It is a sad
world, in which witless, humble men are just forced to fight, to kill, and to be killed.
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The merits of either banner are equal, or, rather, so far as he is concerned, there are
no merits to either banner.
He prays to God in some dim, dumb way, and vaguely imagines when he has been

expedited from this sad world by a machete slash or bayonet thrust or high-velocity
steel-jacketed bullet that all will be made square in that other world where God rules
and where taskmasters are not.
Yet, deep down in the true ribs of him, there is a vein of raw savagery in the peon.

Of old he delighted in human sacrifice. To-day he delights in the not always skilled
butchery of bulls in the game introduced by his late Spanish masters. He likes cock-
fighting with curved steel spurs that slash to the heart of life and cast a crimson splash
upon the dull gray of living.
His Fatalism
AND still the peon is not exposited. There is another side to him. He is a born

gambler, as well as fatalist, and he is not averse to taking a chance; though his own
life be the stake, he plays against another’s life. How else can be explained his nervy
conduct, deserted by his officers, in defending Vera Cruz against our landing forces?
Now I am not altogether a coward. I have everbeen guilty on occasion of taking a

chance. And yet I am frank to say that I would not dream of taking a chance on the
flat roofs of Vera Cruz against thousands of American soldiers and a fleet of battleships
with an effective range of five thousand yards.
But this was the very chance many a peon soldier took. He sniped our men from

the roofs in the fond hope that he could kill a man and escape being killed himself.
Also, he was stupid in that he did not realized how little chance he had. Nevertheless,
and on top of it all, he was not afraid.
They say that he and his fellows even dared to crawl unwounded, amid the wounded,

into the hospital cots under the Red Cross, and to draw blankets over themselves and
the Mausers, and to crawl out occasionally to the roofs for another shot at our sailors.
When it became too hot for them they hid among the wounded again. Now this is
a deed too risky for my nerve or for the nerve of any intelligent man. But I insist
that these Mexican soldiers were stupid enough voluntarily to take the chance. From
this another conclusion may be draw, namely, that the sorry soldier of Mexico is not
altogether amiable and is prone to be nasty and dangerous to the American boys who
have crossed the sea to take “peaceable” possession of a customhouse.
I saw the leg of a peon soldier amputated. It was a perfectly good leg, all except for

a few inches of bone near the thigh which had been shattered to countless fragments
by a wobbling, high-velocity American bullet. And as I gazed at that leg, limp yet with
life, being carried out of the operating room, and realized that this was what men did
to men in the twentieth century after Christ, I found myself in accord of sentiment
with the peon: it is a sad world, a sad world!
An Example of Swift Destruction
IT IS a sad world wherein the millions of the stupid lowly are compelled to toil

and moil at the making of all manner of commodities that can be and are on occasion

504



destroyed in an instant by the hot breath of war. I have just come back from the
vast Cuartel, or Barracks, of Vera Cruz. Such a destruction of the labor of men! Bales
upon bales and mountains of bales of clothing, of uniforms of wool, of linen, of cotton,
disrupted, torn to pieces, scattered about, infected by possible diseases that compel a
final cleansing by fire. Huge squad rooms, knee-deep in the litter of things the toil of
men has made — hats, caps, shirts, modern leather shoes and rude sandals of the sort
worn on the north Mediterranean half a thousand years before the days of Julius Cæsar;
saddles and saddle bags, spurs, bridles, and bits; entrenching tools, scattered contents
of soldiers’ ditty boxes, canteens and mess kits of tin, serapes from the north, mats
from the hot countries, meals partly eaten, half-cooked messes of food in the kitchen
pots, smashed Mausers, cymbals and tubes, drums and cornets of a brass band that
had departed abruptly and bandless.
In the manner of a few minutes the feet of war had trod under foot and passed on.

Those who fled had fled hastily, leaving their last-issued rations behind. Those who
pursued had paused but long enough to fire a myriad of shots and race on. The empty
bandoliers marked the trail of the American sailors and marines. In the stables were
the officers’ automobiles and carromatas with seats for grooms behind. But there were
no horses, and the automobiles had been smashed. Thousands of hours’ toil of men’s
hands had been annihilated.
The streets of Vera Cruz teem with beggars. Our soldiers are pestered by the starv-

ing, ragged poor. A thousand meals cluttered the Cuartel, already mildewed and being
eaten by cockroaches and stray cats; woven cloth and manufactured footgear sufficient
for ten thousand poor were destined for the flames. I agree with the peon: It is a sad
world. It is also a funny world.
A Square Deal?
THE query inevitably rises: How is the peon to get a square deal? And who will

give him a square deal? By square deal is not meant the Utopian ideal dreamed of a
far future, but the measure of fair treatment that is possible here and now in civilized
nations. The men of the civilized nations are only frail, fallible, human men, with all
the weaknesses common to human men just in the process of emerging from barbarism.
Nevertheless, with such men a squarer deal obtains than does obtain in savagery. The
much-mixed descendants of the Spaniards and Aztecs can scarcely be called civilized.
They have had over four centuries of rule in Mexico, and they have done anything
but build a civilization. What measure of civilization they do possess is exotic. It has
been introduced by north Europeans and Americans, and by north Europeans and
Americans has it been maintained. The peon of to-day, under Mexican rule, is no
better off than he was under Aztec rule. It is to be doubted that he is as well off. On
the face of it, his much-mixed breed of rulers cannot give him the square deal that is
possible to be given by more intelligent and humane rulers — that is given to-day by
such rulers in other countries in the world.
Motes and Beams
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THIS is the problem to-day for the big brother to the nations of the New World. Oh,
make no mistake! The big brother’s hands are not clean, nor is his history immaculate.
But his hands are as clean and his history is as immaculate as are the hands and
histories of the other nations in the thick of transition from barbarism and savagery.
He even has societies for the prevention of cruelty to animals, the members of which
very frequently interfere between a horse and its owner, and hale the owner to court
for punishment.
The mixed-breed rulers of Mexico seem incapable of treating the peon with the

measure of fairness that is possible in the world to-day and that is practiced the world
to-day. The Mexican peon residing in the United States at the present time — and
there are many thousands of him — is far better treated than are his brothers south
of the border.
Never mind what his legal status may be or is alleged to be. The fact is, the peon of

Mexico, so far as liberty and a share in the happiness produced by his toil is concerned,
is as much a slave as he ever was. He is so much property to his rulers, who work him,
not with treatment equal to that a accorded a horse, but with harsher and far less
considerate treatment.
Of course, the owner of a horse, when arrested by an agent of a humane society,

indignantly protests that the horse is his property. But a wider social vision is growing
in the foremost nations that property rights are a social responsibility, and that society
can and must interfere between the owner and his mismanaged property. But somehow
the old order is hard to change. There is a narcotic mangle in phrases and precedents.
It is an established right for society to step in between a man and his horse, but it is
still abhorrent for a nation to step in between a handful of rulers and their millions of
mismanaged and ill-treated subjects. Yet such interference is logically the duty of the
United States as the big brother of the countries of the New World. Nevertheless, the
United States did so step in when it went to war with Spain over the ill treatment of
the Cubans. But is required the blowing up of the Maine to precipitate its action.
Big Brother’s Job
AND here in Mexico the United States has stepped in, still dominated by narcotic

precedent, on the immediate pretext of a failure in formal courtesy about a flag. But
why not have done with fooling? Why not toss the old drugs overboard and consider the
matter clear-eyed? The exotic civilization introduced by America and Europe is being
destroyed by the madness of a handful of rulers who do not know how to rule, who
have never successfully ruled, and whose orgies at ruling have been and are similar to
those indulged in by drunken miners sowing the floors of barrooms with their fortunate
gold dust.
The big brother can police, organize, and manage Mexico. The so-called leaders of

Mexico cannot. And the lives and happiness of a few million peons, as well as of many
millions yet to be born, are at stake.
The policeman stops a man from beating his wife. The humane officer stops a man

from beating his horse. May not a powerful and self-alleged enlightened nation stop a
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handful of inefficient and incapable rulers from making a shambles and a desert of a
fair land wherein are all the natural resources of a high and happy civilization?
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A Letter to Houghton, Mifflin &
Co.

Jack London
962 East 16th.st
Oakland, Calif
Jan. 31, 1900
Houghton, Mifflin & Co.,
Gentlemen
In reply to yours of January 25th. requesting additional xxxx biographical data.

I see I shall have to piece out my previous narrative, which, in turn, will make this
choppy
My father was Pennsylvania-born, a soldier, scout, backwoodsman, trapper, and

wanderer. My mother was born in Ohio. Both came west independently, meeting and
marrying in San Francisco, where I was born January 12, 1876. What little city life
I then passed was in my babyhood. My life, from my fourth to my ninth years, was
spent upon California ranches. I learned to read and write about my fifth year, though
I do not remember anything about it. I always could read and write, and have no
recollection antedating such a condition. Folks say I simply insisted upon being taught.
Was an omniverous reader, prin-cipally because reading matter was scarce and I had to
be grateful for whatever fell into my hands. Remember reading some of Trowbridge’s
works for boys at six years of age. At seven I was reading Paul du Chaillu’s Travels,
Captain Cook’s Voyages, and Life of Garfield. And all through this Period I devoured
what Seaside Library novels I could borrow from the womenfolk and dime novels from
the farm hands. At eight I was deep in Ouida and Washington Irving. Also during this
period read a great deal of American history. Also, life on a California ranch is not
very nourishing to the imagination
Somewhere around my ninth year we removed to Oakland, which, to-day, I believe,

is a town of about eighty thousand, and is removed by xxxx thirty minutes from the
heart of San Francisco.
Here, most precious to me was a free library. Since that time Oakland has been

my home seat. Here my father died, and here I yet live with my mother. I have not
married—the world is too large and its call too insistent.
However, from my ninth year, with the exception of the hours spent at school(and I

earned them by hard labor), my life has been one of toil. It is worthless to give the long
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sordid list of occupat-ions, none of them trades, all heavy manual labor. Of course I
con-tinued to read. Was never without a book. My education was popular, graduating
from the grammar school at about fourteen. Took a taste for the water. At fifteen left
home and went upon a Bay life. San Fran-cisco Bay is no mill pond by the way. I was
a salmon fisher, an oyster pirate, a schooner sailor, a fish patrolman, a longshoresman,
and a general sort of bay-faring adventurer—a boy in years and a man amongst men.
Always a book, and always reading when the rest were asleep; when they were awake
I was one with them, for I was always a good comrade
Within a week of my seventeenth birthday I shipped be-fore the mast as sailor on a

three top-mast sealing schooner. We went to Japan and hunted along the coast north
to the Russian side of Bering Sea. This was my longest voyage; I could not again endure
one of such length; not because it was tedious or long, but because life was so short.
However, I have made short voyages, too brief to mention, and to-day am at home in
any forecastle or stokehole—good comradeship, you know. I believe this comprises my
travels; for I spoke at length in previous letter concerning my tramping and Klondiking.
Have been all over Canada, Northwest Ty. Alaska, etc. etc, at different times, be-sides
mining, prospecting and wandering through the Sierra Nevadas.
I have outlined my education. In the main I am self-educated; have had no mentor

but myself. High school or college curriculums I simply selected from, finding it im-
possible to follow the rut—life and pocket book were both too short. I attended the
first first year of high school(Oakland), then stayed at home, without coaching, and
crammed the next two years into three months and took the entrance examinations,
and entered the University of California at Berkeley. Was forced, much against my
inclinations, to give this over just prior to the completion of my Freshman Year. My
father died while I was in the Klondike, and I return-ed home to take up the reins.
As to literary work: My first magazine article( I had done no newspaper work), was
published in January, 1899; it is now the sixth story in the “ Son of the Wolf “. Since
then I have done work for the Overland Monthly, the Atlantic, the Wave, the Arena,
the Youth’s Companion, the Review of Reviews, etc. etc., besides a host of lesser publi-
cations, and to say nothing of newspaper and syndicate work. Hackwork all, or nearly
so, from a comic joke or triolet to pseudo-scientific disquisitions upon things about
which I know nothing. Hack-work for dollars, that’s all, setting aside practically all
ambitious efforts to some future period of less financial stringency. This, my literary
life is just thirteen months old to-day
Naturally, my reading early bred in me a desire to write, but my manner of life

prevented me attempting it. I have had no literary help or advice of any kind—just
been sort of hammering around in the dark till I knocked holes thorugh here and there
and caught glimpses of daylight. Common knowledge of magazine methids, etc., came
to me asma revelation. Not a soul to say here you arr and there you mistake.
Of course, during my revolutionaire period I perpetrated my opinions upon the

public through the medium of the local papers,grat-is. But that was years ago when
I went to high school and was more notorious than esteemed. Once, by the way, re-
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turned from my sealing voyage, I won a prize essay of twenty-five dollars from a San
Francisco paper over the heads of Stanford and California Universities, both of which
were represented by second and third place through their under-graduates. This gave
me hope for achieving something ultimately.
After my tramping trip I started to high school in 1895, I entered the University of

California in 1896. Thus, had I continued, I would be just now preparing to take my
sheepskin.
As to studies: I am always studying. The aim of the university is simply to prepare

one fore a whole future life of study. I have been denied this advantage, but am knocking
along somehow. Never a night(whether I have gone out or not). but the last several
hours are spent in bed with my books. All things interest me—the world is so very good.
Principal studies are, scientific, sociological, and ethical—these, or course, including
biology, economics, psychology, phy-siology, history, etc. etc. without end. And I strive,
also, to not neglect literature.
Am healthy, love exercise, and take little. Shall pay the penalty some day.
There, I can’t think of anything else. I know what data I have furnished is wretched,

but autobiography is not entertaining to a narrator who is sick of it. Should you require
further information, just specify, and I shall be pleased to supply it. Also, I shall be
grateful for the privilege of looking over the biographical note be-fore it is printed.
Very truly yours,
Jack London
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A Letter to Woman’s Home
Companion

Glen Ellen,
Sonoma County,
California, U. S. A.
July 18, 1906. Dear Mr.Vance:
The building of the SNARK goes on apace; but the earthquake and fire have sadly

de-layed the work. Much of material and outfit that ordinarily could have been bought
in San Francisco, I have been compelled to send for to New York. Also, freight is slow
these days, because every merchant and builder is ordering new materials and stocks
from the East, and the railroads are congested. Let me give you an instance. The oak
ribs for the boat were ordered from the East and arrived the day after the earthquake.
For four solid weeks we searched California for the freight car containing these ribs
before we found it. And so it has been with everything else.
And now, naturally, you want to know what I am going to do for you——-or, rather,

for “The Woman’s Home Companion.” If we are boarded by pirates and fight it out till
our deck becomes a shambles——-I won’t write the account of same for “The Woman’s
Home Companion.” If we are wrecked at sea, and starve and eat one another, I shall
not send you harrowing de-tails of same. Nor will I send you any account, if we are all
killed and eaten by the canni-bals.
Joking aside, as I understand it, what you want me to give is the healthful, and

in-teresting, and strong, and not the unpleasant, decadent, and repellant. I shall try
to give what be of interest to your readers. If I go astray, it ‘s up to you to put me
straight again.
You ‘ll be able to catch me by mail or cable. You see, I shall depend upon you for

this; for, while I realize that your readers would not be interested in the reading matter
of a sporting weekly, I have not my finger as intimately on the pulse of your readers
as you have. (I hope this isn’t a mixed metaphor).
I expect to deal largely with the home-life of various peoples, with especial atten-

tion to the part that is played by the women and children. I shall knock around a
great deal in out-of-the-way places, and shall see ways of living undreamed of by your
readers.
In addition to home-life in general, a number of topics occur to me, which I present

for your consideration. If you don’t like any of them, let me know. Here they are: Domes-
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tic problems; social structures; problems of living; cost of living, compared with same
in United States; education; opportunities for advancement; general tone of peoples,
culture, morals, religion, etc.; how they amuse themselves; the marriage and divorce
problems; housekeeping; charities; and last but not least, the servant-girl problem.
But say, Mr.Vance, now that I have nicely jotted down all the foregoing, sup-pose I

shouldn’t write a line on it! Suppose I should light upon things vastly more interest-ing
to your readers, and write such things up! You see, I want latitude. Will you give it to
me!
I imagine you know me well enough to guess that I ‘m no Cook’s tourist. I have

nev-er like to travel in the well-oiled groove even in dealing with editors. I ‘ve got to
see things for myself, in my own way. I remember the way I arrived in Italy. On the
train I met a Frenchman who spoke a little Italian and less English. We grew chummy.
At Spezzio we were delayed by a train-wreck. We went sailing in the harbor, and on an
Italian man-of-war became acquainted with a boatswain. The latter got shore liberty
and proceeded to show us the town. Both he and the Frenchman were revolutionists.
Birds of a feather, you know and by three in the morning there were a dozen of us,
singing the Marseillaise and clashing with the police. Now I wouldn’t write such an
adventure for “The Woman’s Home Companion,” but you can bet I saw more in one
night of the real human life of Spezzio than could a whole gen-eration of tourists.
As you know, the SNARK is a small craft. She is forty-five feet long on the water-

line, and at sea is to be propelled solely by wind. Yet she is equipped with a seventy
horse-power engine. When we strike the land, out go the masts, on goes the engine,
and away we go up into the land. For instance, we plan to go up the Seine to Paris; up
the Thames to London; up the Danube from the Black Sea to Vienna; up the Amazon
and other big South American rivers; and in the United States, up the Hudson, along
the Erie Canal and Great Lakes, and down the Mississippi to the Gulf of Mexico. We
expect to spend months on the canals of China, a summer at Venice, a winter at Naples,
and certainly a winter at St.Petersburg. And because the boat is small and able to go
up into the land, I consider that I shall get in far more intimate touch with peoples
and conditions than if I merely hung around the ports.
I guess my first article to you will be from Hawaii. Don’t judge all my articles by

what this first one may be. It may be infinitely worse than the rest of the series, and
it may be infinitely better. A writer is no more infallible xx than an editor whne it
comes to hitting the bulls-eye.
After Hawaii we sail for the Marquesas. Expect to fool around a lot in the South

Seas. I ‘m sure we ‘ll take in the pearl-fishing. (I ‘ll wager I ‘ll be able to give your
readers some new wrinkles in the cooking of fish, meat and vegetables). Then we ‘re
sure to go to Samoa, New Zealand, Tasmania, and Australia. There ‘s a field in itself
for you!
I ‘m sure we ‘ll do the Philippines, and I ‘m equally sure you ‘ll be interested in

them. Then there ‘s Japan, and the women and children of Japan. I ‘ve already been
twice to Japan, and believe me it requires more than two visits to take in all the beauty
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and wonder of the women and children. But life ‘s too short to go on with my whole
itinerary.
By the way, fotos. I ‘ll see that you get plenty of good photographs. Incident-ally, I

am myself taking along only four cameras, and I know how to use them, too.
If you get ideas, or if your readers suggest to you ideas, concerning things to write

about, send them along the ideas, I mean. Of course, you can’t bully me into writing
what I don’t want to write but your ideas will receive serious attention, and I am
con-fident, if you are not parsimonious, that you will be able to give me many valuable
sugges-tions.
In conclusion, your readers are your clients, while I am my own client. I under-stand

that you ‘re a regular Cerberus. That ‘s all right, but I ‘m not going to throw any sops
to you. I ‘m not going to ask you not to revise my stuff. If you promised you wouldn’t
I know you ‘d revise it anyway of such stuff are editors made. I ‘ll deliver the goods,
without swear-words (in the text), and do you fulfil your divinely appointed task of
protect-ing your readers. But for goodness’ sake don’t turn all my good red blood to
water.
Faithfully yours,
Jack London
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Phenomena of Literary Evolution

As an American essayist has said, this is the moment-mad century; the century
“that first discovered how large a moment was; the century that makes a moment a
colossal moment, as moments have never been made before; the century that with
telephone and telegraph and printing-press, discovered the present tense and made all
the world a voice on a wire.” It is also a very busy century. Never was the world in such
a hurry as now; never were its thoughts so broad and deep, its aims and occupations so
many and so diverse. It well behooves whosoever has ideas to sell to the world to seek
out what impression all this makes upon the literature of the day, in what manner the
century is being and should be represented by print and paper. Why have predication
and sentence-length decreased? Why is the three-volume novel left behind with the rest
of the rubbish of the musty past? Why is the ubiquitous short story in such demand?
What bearing have the answers to these questions upon the structure of a sentence?
the shaping of a figure? the drawing of a parallel? the construction of a story? the
delineation of a character? or the presentation of a social phase? If the idea merchant
cannot answer these questions, it is high time for him to get down to work. The world
knows what it wants, but it will not trouble itself to speak up and tell him. The world
has no concern with him; it is getting what it wants, and it will go on getting what it
wants from others who have got down to work.
The comparison of the growth of the individual to the growth of the race, unlike most

tricks of exposition, seems always to increase in strength and worth. From childhood
to manhood, the mind of the individual moves from the simple to the complex. The
thoughts of a child are few in number and small in stature. At first, in ratiocinative
processes, its premises must cover little ground and be fully elaborated, and in the
course of the deduction or induction there can be no omission of the smallest detail.
Not an example can be avoided, not a step discarded. But the rounded mind of the
man objects to such a slow procedure. It leaps swiftly from cause to effect, or vice
versa, and concludes even as it leaps. The student refuses to sit under a professor who
lectures after the fashion of the kindergarten. It drives him mad to have all things
and the most obvious things explained at length. He would as soon sit down and read
Defoe in words of one syllable or do sums in arithmetic on his fingers.
And so with the race. It has had its adolescence; it is man-grown by now. The

literature which delighted the race in its youth still delights the youth of the individual;
but the race is now in its prime, and its literature must be a reflection of that prime. In
obedience to the general law of evolution, all thought and all methods of representing
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thought must be concentrative. Language, spoken and written, has not escaped the
working of this law. Language, as a means of conveying thought, is primarily figurative.
The commonest words, used in the commonest ways, are stereotyped figures-figures,
once new-born and pink, fresh, vivid, strong, in an elementary stage when the tongues
of men groped for clearer expression. A figure is the development of an analogy, the
establishment of identity through resemblance. As the race’s first expression of the
simplest thought was figurative, so was its first aggregate of thoughts into one powerful
or beautiful whole. What is the allegory but a sustained figure? And it is to allegory
that all primitive peoples first resort. It appeals to them, who, if they think at all,
think like children. But the race to-day no longer has need of that childish expedient.
Spenser was the last great poet to use it. Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress is the only
great allegory now extant, and it owed its immediate and subsequent popularity to the
illiterate masses, because they were illiterate, and because it was simple, dealt with a
vital question and was powerfully, though crudely executed.
As Professor Sherman has pointed out, the use of the analogy is to give to the

material truth a spiritual setting-to make the reader feel as well as think. The allegory
does this, and in a most sustained and expansive way. But the tendency of language
is concentrative. Hence, the passing of the allegory, and with it the parable and fable.
A study of the race’s literature will reveal the replacement of these, in inexorable
sequence, by the running metaphor, the clause metaphor, the phrase metaphor, the
compound-word metaphor, and, lastly, the word metaphor. The sustained figure has
been reduced to a single figure, the allegoric analogy to a word analogy. As the standard
of mentality has risen, just so has the dictum of man gone forth that he must and will
do his own thinking. He no longer wishes to have the thought iterated and reiterated
and hammered in upon him again and again. Pleonasm is repellent to him.
Thomson wrote, “compelled by strong Necessity.” “Compelled” is tautologised by

“strong Necessity,” but none the less Pope amended the passage thus: “Compelled by
strong Necessity’s supreme command.” Imagine the race to-day countenancing such
bosh! But in condensing the allegory into the word analogy, neither the material nor
the spiritual dare be sacrificed. Nor have they been sacrificed by the masters. In token
whereof no better instance can be cited than:
The barge she sat in, like a burnished throne,
Burned on the water.
There is the figure and the fact, the spiritual and the material, all represented by

one word. It was not the poet’s place to employ twenty lines of iambic pentameter in
order to convey the semblance of burnished gold to fire, flames, the sun, etc., as the
barge floated on the water; and it would have been highly inartistic had he done so.
The reader is not a child. He receives pleasure in constructing the whole appearance
from out of that one word, and he is exalted by realising the effect through his own
effort. And that is just what the reader wants.
“That style which leaves most to fancy in respect to the manner in which facts or

relations may be apprehended will be in so far the easiest to read.” It is in accordance
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with this truth that the predication has decreased, and likewise the length of sentence.
The tendency of sentences has long been toward brevity and point. The race wants
its reading matter to be not only concentrative, compact, but crisp, incisive, terse. It
tolerates Mr. James, but it prefers Mr. Kipling. To the sins of the past let the following
sentence of Spenser attest:
Marry, soe there have been divers good plottes devised, and wise counsells cast

alleready about reformation of that realme; but they say, it is the fatall desteny of
that land, that noe purposes, whatsoever are meant for her good, will prosper or take
good effect, which, whether it proceede from the very GENIUS of the soyle, or influence
of the starres, or that Allmighty God has not yet appoynted the time of her reformation,
or that he reserveth her in this unquiett state till for some secrett scourdge, which shall
by her come unto England, it is hard to be knowen, but yet much to be feared.
Imagine the lustful blue pencil of the twentieth-century editor wading through a

sentence as that! And contrast it with this from the pen of Emerson:
My friends, in these two errors, I think, I find the causes of a decaying Church and

a wasting unbelief. And what greater calamity can fall upon a nation than the loss of
worship? Then all things go to decay. Genius leaves the temple to haunt the senate
or the market. Literature becomes frivolous. Science is cold. The eye of youth is not
lighted by the hope of other worlds, and age is without honour. Society lives to trifles,
and when men die we do not mention them.
A good illustration of the decline of sentence length is afforded by the following

figures, which give the average words per sentence for five hundred periods:
Fabyan
Spenser
Hooker
Macaulay
Emerson
…………..
…………..
…………..
…………..
…………..
68.28
49.78
41.40
22.45
20.58
Every form of present-day literature exemplifies this concentrative tendency. The

growth of the short story has been marked by the decay of the long novel. In the last
century, and in the first portion of this, novels of one volume were acceptable; but
publishers preferred those of two and three; nor were they avers to one of four, while
five and six volume novels were not at all uncommon. The average novel of to-day
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contains from forty to seventy thousand words. What publisher would dream of even
reading a MS. of the cyclopean proportions of Les Misérables? Poe always contended
that the tale should be such that it could be read at one sitting. The King’s Jackal,
recently brought out by Richard Harding Davis, contains about twenty-seven thousand
words, while Mr. Kipling seems to have set the form for a novel of forty to fifty pages.
Again advantaging from our text, what the race wants chiefly is the passing thing

done in the eternal way. This makes our literature largely episodal, and this want of
the race Mr. Kipling has satisfied. He is terse, bald, jerky, disconnected, but there is
nothing superfluous in his work. It consists only of the essentials, and is fancy-exciting.
And that is just what the race wants, for it is past the kindergarten stage; it can do
its own thinking. Give it the bare essentials, and it will do the rest. It can think more
rapidly than it can read the printed words of the writer, and it is in a hurry. Division
of labour, labour-saving machinery, rapid transit, the telephone and the telegraph-a
myriad and one devices has the race invented for the economising of its energy and time.
So in all things it demands the greatest possible amount crammed into the smallest
possible space. And to this demand its literature must answer. The race does not want
novels and stories teeming with superfluities. The unpruned shall be cast aside unread.
What it wants is the meat of the matter, and it wants it now.
Jack London
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Again the Literary Aspirant

THE literary aspirant these days, or rather the literary artist-aspirant, or rather
the literary artist-aspirant with active belly and empty purse, finds himself face to
face with a howling paradox. Being an aspirant, he is conclusively a man who has not
arrived, and a man who has not arrived has no pull on popularity. Being a man, and
empty-pursed, he must eat. Being an artist, possessing the true artist-soul, his delight
is to pour out in printed speech the joy of his heart. And this is the paradox he faces
and must compass: How and in what fashion must he sing the joy of his heart that the
printed speech thereof may bring him bread?
This does not appear a paradox. At least, it does not appear a paradox to the

merely literary aspirant; nor does it so appear to the man with the artist-soul and
the full purse. The one, unwitting of artistry, finds it simple enough to supply public
demand. The other, unwitting of sordid necessity, is satisfied to wait till he has created
public demand. As for the man who has arrived, he does not count. He has compassed
the paradox. But the man dreaming greatly and pressed by sordid necessity, he is the
man who must confront the absolute contradiction. He is the man who cannot pour
his artist-soul into his work and exchange that work for bread and meat. The world
is strangely and coldly averse to his exchanging the joy of his heart for the solace of
his stomach. And to him is it given to discover that what the world prizes most it
demands least, and that what it clamors the loudest after it does not prize at all.
It is a way the world has, and it is especially the way of the twentieth century, at

least so far as printed speech is concerned. The streak of yellow which is condemned in
journalism crops out in the magazines. Popularity is the key-note. The advertisements
bring the cash; the circulation brings the advertisements; the magazine brings the
circulation; problem: what must be printed in the magazine so that it may bring the
circulation that brings the advertisements that bring the cash? Wherefore the editor
is dominated by the business manager, who keeps his eye on the circulation, or else
the editor is sufficiently capable of keeping his own eye on the circulation. And the
circulation must be large, in order that the advertisements be many, in order that the
cash be much. So the editor prints in the pages of his magazine that which a large
number of people want to read. He does not print what they ought to read, for his
function is to pander, not to propagandize.
This is frankly commercial. And why should it not be frankly commercial in a

commercial age? The deepest values of life are to-day expressed in terms of cash. That
which is most significant of an age must be the speech of that age. That which is most
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significant to-day is the making of money. When our late chief magistrate was laid to
rest, the deepest respect New York City could show was to stop its railways for five
minutes, to stop the sending of its telegraph messages for half a minute — to stop,
respectively, making money for five minutes and for half a minute. And New York
City was sincere. The depth of her grief can be plumbed only by the length of her act.
So vital, so significant, was the making of money to her, that to cease making money
for five minutes and for half a minute was the profoundest possible expression of her
sympathy and sorrow — vastly profounder than fifty-two weeks of resolution and fast.
It was the undiminished essence of the spirit of sacrifice which lurks in the well-springs
of being, which impelled the shepherd of a pastoral age to offer up the fat firstlings of
his flock; which impelled Abraham in the land of Moriah to offer up Isaac, the son of
his loins, as a burnt offering of his fealty to God; which impelled New York City to
cease making money for five minutes and for half a minute.
This being so, — the making of money the most vital fact in life to-day, — it is only

fair that literature be expressed in terms of cash. And it is not only fair but it is good
business sense for an editor to print in the pages of his magazine that which a large
number of people want to read. This comes of admitting the mass into living, or of
being force to admit the mass into living (which is the same thing); of giving the mass
good houses, good clothes, free public schools, and civil and religious liberty. It is the
penalty of democracy. Poise of power cannot be expected of the newly manumitted, of
the newly made powerful. The uncultured mass cannot become cultured in a twinkling
of an eye. The mass, totally without art-concepts, cannot, in the instant of achieving
freedom, achieve the loftiest of art-concepts. And wherever the mass is admitted into
living, wherever the common men for the first time grip hold of life, there must follow
a falling away from all that is fine of tone and usage, a diminishing, a descending to
something which is average, which is humanly average.
The Athenians of two thousand years ago present the remarkable spectacle of cul-

tured people. But in contemplating this spectacle we are prone to forget that each
Athenian stood on the heads and shoulders of ten slaves. We are prone to forget that,
had every slave been given equal voice and vote in Athenian affairs, the culture of
the Athenians would have presented quite another and unremarkable spectacle. And
to-day we are likewise prone to forget that we have but yesterday admitted to equal
voice and vote our own peasants and serfs, our villains and clouts and clowns. For as
surely as a clout or clown is made into a free man, taught to read and write and to
think somewhat dimly, and given three dollars a day for the labor of his head and
hand, just so surely will that clout or clown, with ten cents in his hand and a desire
for a magazine in his heart, become a power in the land. His free and equal voice will
be heard, and the editor will listen to it; for of a majority of such is a large number of
people composed.
And because a large number of people have ten cents in their hands, — or twenty-

five cents, the sum matters not, — the editor must express literature, not merely in
terms of cash, but in terms of the cash of the large number of people. In other words,
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the immediate appraisement of literature is made by the large number of people. The
newly manumitted and artless determine what manner of speech the business manager
may permit the editor to print on the pages of his magazine. The editor becomes the
mouthpiece of the newly manumitted and artless. What they want, he wants. He is
the purveyor, the middleman, the purchaser of goods for a large number of people
who have not the time and training to dicker and bicker for themselves. And he goes
into the highways and byways, where men hawk the wares of their brain, and selects
his stock in trade. And, as the editor receives his bread from the hands of the large
number of people, so, through the editor, the writers hawking their wares receive their
bread. The large number of people feed them, and whosoever feeds a man is that man’s
master. And as masters, making the immediate appraisement of literature, the large
number of people demand literature that is immediate.
Now the ultimate appraisement of literature is none of their business. They, with

their dimes and quarters in their hands, and their free and equal thumbs turned up or
down, determine what shall live for to-day and for this month; and, consequently, with
their dimes and quarters (which are bread and meat), they determine what writers are
to live for this day and month. Ninety per cent. of what lives to-day and this month
dies to-morrow and next month. And ninety per cent. of the men who write it . . . ah,
no! Theirs is the gift of perennial life; they live from day to day and from month to
month, their wake cluttered by the dead things of their brain which fail of ultimate
appraisement. The men who die are the artist-aspirants of active belly and empty purse,
who, failing to live to-day and this month, are unbenefited by any possible resurrection
of to-morrow and next month.
But while the large number of people are the masters so far as immediate ap-

praisement is concerned, a different and small number of people make the ultimate
appraisement. These men, figuratively, stand upon the heads and the shoulders of the
others. These final arbiters, using the word in its largest sense, may be called the “crit-
ics.” They are not to be confounded with the men who review books, so many a week,
for publications in the advertising pages of which the same books appear. Nor are they
necessarily the men who speak professionally, nor need they speak through print at all.
But they are the men, ‘spite of deaf ears, who say the good word for the worthy thing
and damn balderdash, and who continue to say the good word and to damn balderdash
until they attract a crowd. They may be likened to the schoolmaster in the average
classroom. The boys may find greater delight in buzzing bottlefly than in cube root;
but the schoolmaster hammers, hammers, hammers, until he has painfully hammered
cube root into their heads. Theirs is the immediate appraisement of knowledge, his the
ultimate. And so with the large number of people and the critics. The critic hammers,
hammers, hammers, praising and blaming, interpreting, explaining, making clear and
plain, on his own responsibility guerdoning the artist and forcing the large number of
people finally to guerdon him.
But the critics, who may be called the discerning, are the small number of people;

and though they, too, hold dimes and quarters in their hands, the dimes and quarters
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are not many, and the editor, busily expressing literature in terms of cash, can give
them little heed. Not that the editor does not slip in a worthy thing now and again.
But he does it sometimes through mistake, and ofttimes without mistake and in fear
and trembling, tentatively, anxiously, with a flutter of many doubts.
Comes now the artist-aspirant to spill his unsung song on the type-written page, to

exchange the joy of his heart for the solace of his stomach, to make stuff that shall
live and at the same time to live himself. Unless he be an extremely fortunate artist-
aspirant, he quickly finds that singing into a typewriter and singing out of a magazine
are quite unrelated performances; that soul’s delights and heart’s desires, pressed into
enduring art-forms, are not necessarily immediate literature; in short, that the master
he seeks to serve for bread and glory will have none of him. And while he sits down
to catch his breath he sees the merely literary aspirants forging past him, droves of
them, content to take the bread and let the glory go. People in general differentiate
into the large number of people and the small number of people; bread and glory are
divorced; and where he dreamed of serving one master he finds two masters. The one
master he must serve that he may live, the other that his work may live, and what the
one demands most of all the other has little or no use for.
“Go ahead,” say the discerning, patting him on the shoulder. “We ‘re with you. Turn

out your masterpieces and we ‘ll write your name high in the temple of fame.” But they
are the small number of people, their dimes and quarters few, and the editor does not
listen to them. “I don’t want masterpieces,” says the editor. “I cater to a large number
of people of a certain calibre. Give me something, anything, never mind what it is so
long as it fits that calibre, and I ‘ll write the figures high for you on the national bank.”
“Truth alone endures,” whisper the discerning. “Be a far-visioner and we shall re-

member you, and our children and our children’s children shall remember you.” And
the artist-aspirant sits him down and gives form and substance to eternal and beautiful
truth. “Too strong,” says the editor. “Which is another way of saying ‘Too true,’“ the
artist-aspirant objects. “Quite true,” the editor replies. “It would cost me a thousand
subscribers. Learn, O bright-browed youth, that I want no far-visioning; my subscribers
are loth to part with their honest money for far-visioning.” “You . . . don’t . . . want .
. . truth . . .?” the artist-aspirant quavers. “Not so,” says the editor, “but it were well
to learn that there be truth and truth and yet again truth. We do want truth, but it
must be truth toned down, truth diluted, truth insipid, harmless truth, conventional-
ized truth, trimmed truth. There you have it! Trim your truth, young man. Get out
your shears and clip, and I’ll do business with you.” “But I clip my immortality,” cries
the artist-aspirant. “You have made a mistake,” says the editor finally and firmly; “I
do not run an immortality market. Good-day.”
And so the artist-aspirant sits down to generalize afresh upon his unsung songs and

his sordid necessities. How and in what fashion must he sing the joy of his heart that
the printed speech thereof may bring him bread? And he is puzzled at the men who
have arrived, who (within limits), month after month, are running the truth that is
in them in the magazines. And he is more puzzled when he realizes that they have
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compassed the paradox which confronts him. There ‘s the sketch by Jones, the GREAT
JONES, and the study by the IMMORTAL JENKINS; and yet the editor distinctly
told him that such sketches and studies were not at all in demand. And there ‘s another
somewhat daring bit of verse by Mrs. Maybelle, the ONLY MRS. MAYBELLE. He
struck the same note in fresher and more vigorous song, yet the same editor sent it
back.
“My dear sir,” says the editor in answer to his plaint, “these noted writers you

mention speak with authority. They have reputations. The large number of people
will always listen to the one who speaks with authority, even though they do not
understand him. Go and get a reputation and I ‘ll publish anything you write, that
is — er — almost anything, and at least all the rot. I ‘ll even go so far as to publish
some of the very things I am now refusing.” “But if you refuse to publish them now,”
demands the artist-aspirant, “how under the sun am I ever to get a reputation?” “That,”
says the editor, “is your business, not mine.”
And the artist-aspirant either subsides, taking the bread and letting the glory go,

or, without dying, he compasses the paradox, even as Jones, Jenkins, and Maybelle
compassed it. As to how he compasses it? That, dear reader, as the editor told him, is
his business. Yours to be grateful that he does compass it.
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The Red Game of War

WAR and rumors of war. That, and naught else, was what was to be heard flying
across the country from west to east along its southern border. Conductors, brakemen,
porters, and the desert-dusty cattlemen who boarded the train at the last stop seemed
unaware of anything else under the dome of heaven but war. And none so humble that
he did not know how to conduct that war impending to the south; and none so reticent
but that, on the slightest provocation, he would proceed to exposit just how that war
should be conducted.
Of course, the passengers, having nothing to do, talked war all the time. It was

difficult, speeding through the peaceful country, to realize that these well-tailored,
well-mannered, courteous men — some of them even with spectacles — could be so
easily divorced from their spectacles and clothes and become raw savages, as ferocious
as their talk.
Up-to-Date Destruction
THE cool way in which they discussed battleships, submarines, aerial bombs, tor-

pedoes, and all the rest of the wonderful up-to-date machine contrivances and devices
for the abrupt and violent introduction of foreign substances into the bodies of their
fellow mortals would have been peculiarly edifying to the contemplative mind of a
philosopher. For, come to think of it, that is just what war is — the introduction of
foreign substances into men’s bodies with violent and disruptive intent.
The hunting animal so introduces claws and fangs. The savage so introduces arrow-

heads and spear points. We, in the clear white light of the full dawn of the twentieth
century, so introduce pieces of iron which we propel enormous distances by virtue of
our laboratory method of chemically mixing gunpowder. Also, we introduce pellets of
lead, at high velocity, said pellets being cunningly jacketed with steel so that, while
being still disruptive, they will not spread and be too disruptive.
So a concession must be made, after all, to the refining influence of civilization.

Basically, the game is the same old red game of introducing foreign substance. But to-
day we at least introduce it according to certain set rules, agreements and conventions.
The intent, as of old, is to destroy the fellow creature who blocks our way of life or
desire, but we do it with more technique and consideration.
Hearts in the Game
THE foregoing is not urged in the slightest spirit of sarcasm. What is, is beyond

all peradventure. And the genus Homo is just precisely what he is — a highly intelli-
gent animal with an amazing spiritual endowment that, on occasion, individually and
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collectively, functions in violent and destructive ways. War must be dreadfully human,
else why did all those well-cultured, ethically trained men in the smoking room and
observation car talk the way they did?
Far in the sands of western Texas our soldiers, who have been policing the border

for the past two years, rode in to meet the train at every desert station in order to
buy and eagerly read the newspapers for the latest war quotations. Where the heart is
there the treasure is, and, to judge by the delight shown in their faces as they scanned
the bull market in war stock, these soldier boys of ours certainly had their hearts in
the game for which they were drilled and uniformed.
Yes, and it is a safe wager that in the heart of the last one of them, weary from long

waiting was the query “How long, O Lord, how long ere things break loose and we are
started on our way?”
War and the rumors of war — there was no escaping: one breathed it, read it, heard

it, dreamed it — yes, and ate it. For did not the primitive humor of the negro waiter
in the dining car achieve the following sally: “Good morning, sah. Two nice scrambled
Mexicans this morning, sah?”
We Are Still Warriors
SAID the Pullman conductor to me: “Lucky you’re getting off at Houston. Big

celebration to-day. Twelve thousand of our regulars are going to parade. San Jacinto
Day, you know.”
Verily, it is so. We set aside holidays for the celebration of old wars and ancient

battles. And we thrill, and get tickly sensations along the spine and moisten our eyes
as we remember those old days and the deeds of our fathers. Not until we have evolved
sufficiently to set aside days in honor of the inventions of industry and the discoveries
of science will we cease going to war. In the meantime we are what we are, and it is
most evident that we are still warriors.
But Houston was disappointed. The feet of war — or rather, the feet of twelve

thousand of our young men — did not tramp along Houston’s streets on San Jacinto
Day. The feet of the young men even then were speeding south. The night before,
Houston had seen them to bed in their wide-pitched camp. In the morning they were
gone. Houston rubbed its eyes and stared at the great martial vacancy left on its
landscape.
No finer meed of praise can be given to the evacuation of Houston, when the word

came over the wire from Washington, than to state that it was equal to the celerity
and dispatch of our American circuses in their palmiest days.
For Girls Will Weep
FROM Houston to Galveston, flying fast as electricity could drive, across the green

flat land one caught the first far glimpse of long lines of moving, canvas-topped com-
missary wagons and marching columns.
In the electric car were three girls who looked as if they had been weeping. For ever

girls will love a soldier and ever girls will weep when the war medicine is made and
the young men go forth.
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While many of the men marched, those of the Fifth Brigade, having been selected
to lead the way to Mexico, were hurried to Galveston by train. One such train, a long
one, we overtook and slowly passed. The windows were crowded with the bright, expec-
tant faces. Just boys they were — a long, moving picture of live, laughing faces. Young
fellows, that was all, just young fellows — all trim, fine-bodied huskies, smooth-shaven,
boyish, bold, eager-eyed, efficient-looking, capable, adventurous, serving out their wan-
derlust of youth, as youth will do; for youth will be served, whether at Tampico or
Vera Cruz, and youth is prone to like its service to be in foreign parts and oversea.
They were distinctively American faces, the great majority that laughed to us from

the troop train. The percentage of blonds was high, and numbers of them were aston-
ishingly blond. The brunets sparkled amid the blond types — ranged all the way from
fairest yellow hair and palest blue eyes down through the richer tones to dark gray
eyes and deep brown hair.
And as we passed that line of bright faces, first one girl, and then another, and,

finally, the third, recognized her lover and was recognized. Greetings and love calls
flew back and forth, until we drew ahead whereupon the three girls dissolved in fresh
tears. But I’ll wager, just the same, no lucky young dog in that lucky Fifth Brigade,
vanguard of the advance across the Gulf of Mexico, could have been persuaded by all
the lovelorn lassies in the United States to stay behind, even though staying behind
could be accomplished with honor. How was it that Laurence Hope voiced the plaint of
the woman against the soldier lover? “. . . Desiring in my very arms the fiercer rapture
of the fight.”
And war rolled south on revolving wheels while the feet of the young men dangled

and rested. Yes, and the iron-shod feet of War rested likewise, for car after car was
loaded with army wagons and army mules.
Galveston was buzzing. Boys were crying extras, and fresher extras. The Hotel

Galvaz buzzed. Spurred officers came and went.
“Plenty of war talk in the village, eh?” queried the elevator boy.
Said the barber with impressive solemnity to the boot-black: “They’s goin’ to be

something’ doin’ inside twenty-four hours — you listen to me.”
Every porch in the city was a-clatter. Youth everywhere strained at home ties and

duty in its desire to stampede to the nearest recruiting office. Old mothers who had
lost sons and husbands in the Civil War days wept reminiscently in their rocking-chairs.
And while the youngsters were eager to volunteer, the oldsters were sitting back saying:
“Let the youngsters go. When the pinch comes’ll be time enough for us. Hell, ain’t

it, how a fellow gets patriotic when any other country gets gay with ourn?”
One soldier: “Well, what are they waitin’ for? We’re ready, ain’t we?”
Other soldier: “Been ready two years an’ over.”
Not Holy War, but Adventure
AND both gaze yearningly out across the blue waters of the quiet Gulf and already

see themselves upon it and steaming south for Tampico and Vera Cruz, or any other
place so long as it is not this piping place of peace.
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I remember the young men of Japan when they went out to war. Never did any
generation of young men desire more madly to go out upon the red way. But they went
almost holily to encounter the White Giant of the North, and they little expected and
less desired to return.
Now our young men taking the sea path south are going out differently. Primarily,

it is adventure. As a matter of course they are patriotic, but they have no sense of any
seriousness before them. They feel they face no giant enemy in the south. They tell
over again the tale of the Alamo, and recite with glee how Sam Houston lambasted
Santa Anna at San Jacinto. Why, what they won’t do to the Mexican is . . . and they
discover that speech is a most frail and inadequate means of expression of young blood
and rollicking spirit.
What Is Youth Without Danger?
OF COURSE, if one were to pin them down to it — these bright-blooded boys of

ours whose feet itch to tread wider spaces and far-places — they would admit that
a few, a very few, are going to get hurt. But their next thought, which is scarce a
thought but rather a blood count of emotion, would be: Aw, what’s the use of youth
and where’s its wages if risks are not to be run in the high tide and heyday of life?
What Texas Could Do
A SORT of picnic, that’s what, a sort of picnic . . . somewhat different, of course,

from a Sunday-school picnic, and on a colossal scale, but still a picnic.
“A short campaign at the outside,” say the youngsters.
But the oldsters shake their heads: “Look at the Civil War — called for three-months’

volunteers. You know how long that fracas lasted. You never can tell what you’re goin’
to do once you take holt. You can’t leave go in a hurry.”
A youngster: “Why, we could promenade through Mexico from end to end with

twenty thousand men.”
An oldster: “Yep, and take five hundred thousand men to police Mexico behind you

while you promenaded on your way.”
A young Texan of the Seventh Infantry: “Huh! Not if they was Texans. Why, I want

to tell you we’ve threw the fear of — well, of Texas — into them so they ain’t never
forgot us. Say, d’ye know, I’ve heard more than one Mexican swear they could lick the
whole United States if Texas was cut out of the scrap, an’ d’ye know, I guess that’s
just about right.”
“You mean . . . ?” I dared to query.
His words still ringing in his ears, he saw the trap his quick speech had led him

into, and he laughed, disclaimed, and said: “I guess what I mean was cut out the whole
United States and Texas could lick Mexico.”
“Sure thing!” applauded the group; and the youngsters had the decision.
The Looming Figure of Huerta
A MINUTE later they were agreeing with the oldsters in one detail of managing the

war, namely, that simultaneously with the movement on Tampico and Vera Cruz, the

526



National Guards and Rangers should cross over and take possession of every Mexican
border town and water hole clear to the Pacific.
“The first line of defense is the enemy’s territory,” was the unanimous judgment.
Little they reck, these younglings of our nation, of what is before them. Their feet

are a-tingle to be out on the old red way of man. Colts and calves play in the pastures.
Our young men must also play, must romp, must be doing something, either sowing
their wildness of youth at home, or, preferably, fighting abroad, vindicating themselves,
and the fighting machine of an army which they compose — and, deeper, unreasoned,
and unguessed, vindicating the institutions which have molded them and which are
woven into the fibers of them.
But always, over it all, back of this glorious dance of youth, one visions the group

of the old ones at Washington, the wise ones, the graybeards.
And, over it all and back of it all, most significant and sinister of all, looms the

tragic figure of the man known among men as Huerta. And a well-known man is he.
This day they are chattering his name from London clubs and the war offices of world
powers to the bazaars of India and the deep-matted, twilight rooms of the temples and
tea houses of Nippon.
The current theory of Huerta’s conduct in embroiling Mexico with the United States

gives one pause to contemplate as amazing a situation as is conceivable in a particular
man’s affairs. Huerta, according to the classic Mexican custom established of very old,
old time, has securely slated down in Europe 10,000,000 of pesos as a nest egg — or
so runs the rumor on which is builded the theory. Huerta, it is said, was born a peon
without a penny or a hope for two pennies all at one time to his heritage. Huerta, in
the course of his dictatorship, by the devious ways long established of Mexican rulers,
has accumulated and cached in Europe 10,000,000 of pesos extracted from the toil of
his brother peons.
Madero saved Villa’s life when Huerta desired to execute Villa. Huerta, by custom

established of old time, contrived to have Madero shot to death without witnesses,
while Madero was in the act of attempting to escape in the darkness of night from
a guard of Huerta’s soldiers. This, by the way — this attempting to escape on foot
by prisoners — is also a custom of old time invariably never practiced by Mexican
captives of Mexicans. Yet statistics would tend to show conclusively that it is quite
generally practiced. Only — well, sometimes statistics just must be doubted.
Could the Dictator Escape?
VILLA, still the theory runs, remembering the murder of his benefactor, red of beak

and claw from many victories, is advancing south upon the failing Huerta with the
sworn intent of avenging Madero’s death. This means taking the life of Huerta. Perhaps
not exactly that. There is the possibility that Villa will merely take Huerta prisoner and
that Huerta, some dark night, in an automobile, without witnesses, may inadvertently
emulate Madero’s feat with the same unfortunate and unforeseen end that Madero
met. The how of Huerta’s passing, if he falls into Villa’s hands, is immaterial. The fact
that he will pass is ordained.
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So grows the picture and the theory of the tragedy of Huerta. Huerta, sometime
peon, rules in Mexico. His ten millions reside in Europe. Death, in the form and visage
of Villa, draws closer to him day by day from the north. Problem: how then may
Huerta escape Villa and win to his treasure oversea? It is an interesting problem. To
Huerta it is mighty interesting.
Might he not, the objection is sure to be raised, have escaped to the coast and

away to Europe before ever the American flag was affronted at Tampico? Certainly
not. Before he could have covered the distance between the palace and the railroad
station he would have had a mob at his heels. The likelihood of getting away alive
from the station would have been remote; and, even if successful in riding out his train
from his capital a living man, the likelihood of his reaching Vera Cruz still alive, much
less of embarking alive from Vera Cruz, would have been too remote for consideration.
At Dice With Fate
SO HUERTA remained in Mexico City with his problem. And, granting the theory,

we get the picture of that desperate man in his high capital; ten millions of treasure
awaiting him across the salt sea, ruler and prisoner in his great palace, playing the
big game of life with death in the toss, Villa, who will kill him, sure as fate, drawing
nearer day by day from the north.
And Huerta plays the game. The gringo is civilized and a humanitarian within the

limits of technique. There is only one way for Huerta to escape. The gringo must come
and get him. The gringo would never turn him over to the tender mercies of Villa. The
gringo would see him safe out of the country and turn him loose to connect with his
ten millions.
Very well. Isn’t the gringo doing it? Hasn’t the gringo already started to come and

get him? Huerta was no idiot over the technique of formal saluting of a flag.
It is a pretty situation. Primitive, ’tis true, but splendid pictorially and dramatically.
Incidentally, it will be rather an expensive rescue of one man on the part of the

United States. The price will run to hundreds of millions of money, while no one dare
forecast how many of the lives of our young men will be paid — all for the saving of the
miserable life of a man who is himself already redly responsible for so many miserable
deaths of other men.
But, correct or not, theory or fact, that mixed-blooded man is playing a big game

of some sort there in his palace on the site of the ancient Aztec palace where Cortez
long ago so magnificently played a freebooting game. Strange, also, is it to contemplate
that in the veins of this mixed-blooded man runs the strains of the blended races of
Cortez and Montezuma.
Oh, well, not so long ago, and certainly a considerable time after Cortez and his

captains were dead and dist, we, too, went a-freebooting, pilfered the owners of most of
a continent of their land, and enunciated that working axiom that the only good Indian
was a dead Indian. Yet there is a difference. We are reformed, and have developed quite
a different and indisputably a better technique.
The Order Comes
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THE last days at Galveston saw war glower red and redder. Extras appeared with
increasing rapidity on the streets; and street boys, made giddy by such sudden wealth,
took advantage of the excitement to sell any old paper as the very latest extra. The
buzzards — for so are war correspondents named — began to gather. It is interesting
to note that, within ten hours previous to the receipt from Washington of the order
for the Fifth Brigade to embark, correspondents who had been on the way from New
York and Chicago descended upon Galveston in a flock.
Scarcely had they arrived when the order came. The whisper invaded the dining

room of the Hotel Galvez, but the news was received without excitement. Here and
there an officer rose from the table and went out quietly to begin a night of unsleeping
activity. That was about all.
In the ballroom the Fourth Infantry band continued to play and those officers danced

who were not lucky enough to belong to the Fifth Brigade. Also, in the writing room
every desk was occupied for a few minutes by young lieutenants getting off letters to
the girls who just couldn’t help loving a soldier at a distance.
In the misty gray of early morning the columns of marching soldiers in their dull olive

drab had the seeming of long, lean torpedo-boat destroyers. They were not individuals
to the eye, but war projectiles. Upon coming closer they showed a goodly, sturdy lot
of trim, well-set fellows, clean and fit, marching as veterans march.
Off for Vera Cruz
THE twenty thousand spectators that flooded the transport docks did not seem

to be at all in the way. There was no confusion, no shouting of orders. So quiet and
orderly did the embarking of three thousand men with all their necessary gear proceed
that one almost wondered if any orders were being issued.
Army wagons, buckboards, motor cars, and reluctant mules streamed steadily on

board. It seemed that near the whole city was pouring into four transports without
crowding them.
One pathetic note was the soldiers’ dogs. Now it must be understood that solders’

dogs are different from other dogs. They always accumulate about the fixed camps
where the men remain for months. They are very wise. They know unerringly an
officer from a soldier. They know enough never to presume or to intrude on an officer.
Where officers walk they never walk.
They recognize that an officer’s tent and the vicinity of an officer’s tent are taboo,

and never are they guilty of drinking from an officer’s water bucket. And they —
soldiers’ dogs of the Fifth Brigade — were bound for Mexico along with their masters.
They crept demurely up the gangway in the thick of the lines of ascending soldiers,
and when detected by a vigilant officer at the head of the gangway, they obeyed, as
soldier’s dogs should, and marched back down the gangway. And when so detected
they betrayed no recognition of their masters, for no soldier can recognize his dog —
so heinous a circumstance is attempted stowaway. Nor did they whine or complain or
voice a bark. They disappeared, these solders’ dogs, and further deponent sayeth not,
save that these same dogs ran down the gangway at Vera Cruz.
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It may be nice to be an army woman in time of peace, but in war it is not so nice.
Have our army women learned the control that plays so large a part in their husbands’
business? Everything was quiet with them: there were no scenes, no violent sobbings,
no hysteria. There were heavy eyes and moist eyes, last words, and yet again last words
after, and that was all.
In short, in this act of saying farewell to their men folks the army women are

splendid. Some I saw acceding to their husbands’ wishes — saying a last good-by and
departing before the whistles of the transports blew. One in particular I noted — a
captain’s wife. He led her down the gangway to the wharf and kissed her a long good-
by, after which he returned on board. Then, her lips trembling, she turned and went
straight down the dock to the shore. Not once did she turn her head and look back. A
color sergeant, his wet-eyed wife beside him, held a very young baby in his arms. For a
long time he gazed down on the tiny mite of life and said nothing. A young lieutenant
hung about his mother, pressed the last lingering kiss on her lips, and, hand lingering
in hand and loath to sever, he bowed his head in old-time gallantry and kissed her
hand.
On the Face of the Waters
HIGH in the Gulf of Mexico, the lights of Galveston astern, the four transports,

massed with lights from stem to stern, are being formed into a square, two abreast,
under direction of destroyers that glide like a long row of shadows out of the gloom;
that give orders through megaphones, and that glide away into the gloom, talking
across the sea to one another in the medium of chimes and lights — red lights and
white that flash and disappear in blinding lucidity on the short signal masts. Up above
in the wireless room of the transport the words of the war men back at Galveston are
being snatched out of the air.
Day on the Gulf of Mexico! All is peace under an azure sky. The sapphire sea is

scarcely rippled by the trade wind gently blowing, and across this placid sea stream the
white transports — soldier-loaded — with an ominous destroyer convoying on either
flank, while a third destroyer scouts ahead.
A blur of smoke rises on the horizon and we know that the battleship Louisiana has

come up from Vera Cruz to meet us. We know while all that is visible of her is the blur
of smoke, for her name and errand have long been snatched out of the air by wizards’
apprentices in the wireless room.
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With Funston’s Men

Our Army and Navy in Peaceful Action
DAYBREAK on a glassy sea and startled flying fish are struggling to fly in the

absence of wind. Seaward the destroyers, like cardboard silhouettes, pass across the
blood-red orb of the sun just clearing the horizon.
Ahead still steams our convoying battleship, the Louisiana. Astern, in line at half

speed, steam our three sister transports. Coastward are the blinking lighthouse, a long
blur of land that with growing day resolves itself into a breakwater, a low shore, a
towered city, and a harbor of many battleships. So many battleships are there that
they have spilled out of the crowded harbor until several times as many are in the
open roadstead. And there are naval supply ships, hospital ships, a wireless ship, and
colliers.
And overhead, to give the last touch of modern war to the scene, a naval hydroplane

burrs like some gigantic June bug through the gray of day.
Here, where Cortez burned his ships long centuries gone, and where Scott bom-

barded and took the city two generations ago, lie Uncle Sam’s warships with every
man on his toes. Yes, and every soldier gazing eagerly ashore from crowded transports
is on his toes.
All is peaceful, yet the feeling one gets of the many ships, the burring flying machines,

and the thousands of men is that of being on tiptoe to begin.
On Tiptoe for Excitement
ASHORE all is as peaceful and as markedly on its toes as is the sea. Everywhere

marines and bluejackets are cooking breakfast. From the roof of the Terminal Hotel
sailors are wigwagging. Sailor aids of sailor officers gallop back and forth on comman-
deered Mexican horses, and commandeered automobiles dash by with the officers on
the seats and armed sailors standing on the running boards.
American women, quite like American women at home, with never an earmark

of being refugees from the interior of Mexico, are breakfasting on the cool arcaded
sidewalks of hotels bordering the Plaza. Overhead whirl huge electric fans along the
lines of the tables where our women breakfast so composedly and sailor sentries pace
back and forth. Sentries are everywhere. So are the newsboys with their eternal extras.
Through the confusion of bootblacks, flower sellers, and picture post-card peddlers
stride naval and marine officers in duck and khaki, and from the hips of all of them
big revolvers and automatics swing in leather holsters. Down the street, in the thick

531



of mule carts and mounted sailors, pass bareheaded Mexican women returning from
market with big fish unwrapped and glistening in the sun.
In the Hotel Diligencia’s bedroom where I write these lines under lofty, gold-edged

beams, there is a spatter of fresh bullet holes on the blue wall. In the lace-patterned
mosquito canopy over my bed is a line of irregular rents which, folded as they were
originally, show the path of a single bullet. The glass of the French windows that open
on the balcony is perforated by many bullets. The wrecked door shows how our sailors
entered behind the butts of their rifles in the course of the street fighting and house
cleaning. From the fretted balcony one can see the ruins of plate glass and mirrors in
the shops and hotels fronting the street and plaza.
Feats of Sailor Ingenuity
MEXICAN officers seem to have notions different from ours in the matter of pros-

ecuting war. When the landing of our forces was imminent, General Maas, who was
the Federal commander at Vera Cruz, released the criminal portion of the prisoners
confined in the fortress of San Juan de Ulloa. These were the hard cases, the murderers
and robbers and men guilty of violent and terrible crimes. The politicals General Maas
was very careful not to release. And when our forces did land, General Maas fled for
the hinterland before the fighting began, having first instructed his soldiers to shift for
themselves. While the released prisoners did take some part in the street fighting and
housetop sniping, in the main they devoted themselves to pillage. Hard cash was what
they went after, as for instance the smashed safes in Mr. Tansey’s office at the Pierce
Oil Refinery attest. Falling back before our men, these convicts terrorized the country
people, looting everything of value and not refraining from attacking the women. So
merciless were they that the outraged peons captured and summarily executed two of
them who had lingered behind their fellows.
Yes, there is a decided evolution in technique of war as practiced by modern soldiers.

Our fighting ships are ten and fifteen million-dollar electrical, chemical, and mechanical
laboratories, and they are manned by scientists and mechanicians. They had the street
cleaners out ere the bodies were picked up. In a matter of several hours they repaired
and ran the two scrapped locomotives which the Federals had thought too worthless
to run out. And while this was going on other sailors were rigging short wireless masts
on top of a day coach and equipping the car with a complete wireless apparatus.
The ice plant of Vera Cruz had broken down, and Vera Cruz without ice was a

condition not to be tolerated, so by afternoon the sailors had repaired the plant, and
the sick and wounded as well as all the rest of the city had its ice again. When four
knocked-down automobiles were discovered, volunteers were called for and in less than
three hours the cars were assembled and were being driven about the city on military
business by the jackies who had assembled them. As civilians remarked, our sailors
are able to practice all trades and professions under the sun with the sole exception
of wet-nursing. Even so, I have seen them carrying Mexican babies for tired mothers
across the stretch of railroad which the Federals destroyed.
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And the way our sailors drove and rode horses, mules, and burros was even more
wonderful than their other achievements. They came off our ships sailors; they will
return soldiers.
Navigating a Mexican Horse
THEY tell of one young sailor who mounted a commandeered horse in a lull in the

fighting. He had not minded the fighting, but it was with somewhat of the spirit one
embarks on a forlorn hope that he got his legs astride the animal. “Well,” he said as
he settled himself in the saddle, “commence.”
“What do I do now?” asked another jacky, mounting at the Plaza.
“Go ahead half speed,” was the advice. “Keep your helm amidships to the corner,

then starboard your helm and proceed under forced draft.”
It is true that, when under forced draft, the jackies hold on inelegantly by main

strength of gripping legs; but the point is that they do hold on. I have looked in vain to
see one of them separated from his mount. One misadventure only have I witnessed: and
then the sailor, at a dead gallop, abruptly put his helm hard over at a sharp corner and
capsized his four-legged craft. When the band struck up “The Star-Spangled Banner”
at Admiral Fletcher’s flag raising, a marine, mounted on a Mexican horse, took its ear
and turned it forward. “Listen to that, hombre,” said the marine; “that’s real music.
It’s American music.”
On the Arkansas occurred an incident which serves to show to what extent our men

were on their toes prior to landing. Lieutenant Commander Keating of the Arkansas
battalion had selected the best and strongest of his men for shore work. The men
who were not selected were sad and sore. At the last there remained but one man
more to select, and two of the youngsters urged what was considered equal claims of
health, strength, and record. How to decide between them was beyond the Lieutenant
Commander. The boys themselves suggested the way. They put on boxing gloves and
fought for it. Those who saw the battle aver that it was the hottest bout between ama-
teurs they had ever witnessed. At the end of four rounds it was a draw and Lieutenant
Commander Keating was more perplexed than ever. His final solution of the problem
was the only way it could be fairly solved. He took both lads. Later he reported that, as
in everything else, they had played equally splendid parts in shore fighting and shore
work.
Incredible Marksmanship
ONLY very brave men or fools without any knowledge of modern shell fire could

have fired upon our sailors and marines from the Naval School. Broadside on, at close
range, lay the Chester. When the first shots were fired upon our men, the Chester went
into action for a hot five minutes. Had the taxpayer at home witnessed the way those
upper story windows were put out by the Chester’s shells, he would never again grudge
the money spent in recent years in target practice. Onlookers say that it reminded them
of Buffalo Bill’s exhibitions of rifle shooting.
The outside of the Naval School was little damaged. Inside it was a vast wreck.

Practically every shell entered by way of the windows and exploded inside. When I

533



visited the building, which is a huge affair, many buzzards were appropriately perched
on the broken parapets. Inside, through burst floors, rent ceilings, and masses of fallen
masonry, one could trace the flight of the shells through massive partitions to the spots
where they had exploded.
There was all the evidence of the hot five minutes. In the big patio were great heaps

of fallen cement balustrades from second-story balconies. Some of the shells went clear
through the building, crossed the patio, and burst in the rear rooms. Many years had
been consumed in the constructions, equipping, and organizing of that building, and
in five minutes it was to all intents and purposes destroyed. Such is the efficiency
of twentieth century war machinery. Laboratories furnished with most delicate and
expensive instruments were knocked into cocked hats by single shells.
One lecture room was filled with beautiful models of ships. One model, of a full-

rigged ship, twenty-five feet in length, with skysail yards and all sails set, precise in
every minutest detail aloft and alow, was undamaged save for a rent in her mainsail
from a fragment of shell. Other and smaller models, shattered and dismasted, cov-
ered the floor with all the destruction of an armada. On a blackboard was scrawled
“Captured by the U. S. S. New Hampshire, April 22, 1914.”
In other lecture rooms, on blackboards alongside academic problems of war as

demonstrated by Mexican cadets, were chalked records of boys from the Utah, the
San Francisco, and the Arkansas.
Bloodstained cots and pillows showed that more than roof beams and masonry had

been shattered. Through knee-deep riffraff of discarded uniforms, sketches, maps, and
examination papers, clucked and strutted on live thing left from the bombardment —
a trip Mexican rooster that bore all the marks of a fighting cock.
But it was in the second story that the worst devastation was wrought. Roofs, floors,

and walls were perforated and smashed to chaos. “Mind your foot,” was the constant
cry as one trod gingerly over débris and wove in and out among yawning holes.
The touch of the eternal feminine was not missing. My lady’s boudoir seemed to

have received the severest fire. Fourteen shell holes punctured the walls, the ceiling had
partly fallen in, a great hole gaped in the floor, and one shell had burst directly on the
brass bed. The floor was hillocked with masses of masonry and broken furniture, and all
about were scattered pretties and fripperies of the lady — empty jewel cases, powder
puffs, silver-mounted brushes. Most conspicuous of all was a pair of red, high-heeled
Spanish slippers.
Aboard the Rescue Train
DOWN in the railroad station, where I boarded the rescue train that runs out

each day to the Federal lines, our sailors and marines were cooking, washing clothes,
and teaching the Mexican youth how to pitch baseball. All along the track, until the
country was reached, our men were encamped and performing sentry duty.
A guard of bluejackets, under the command of Lieutenant Fletcher of the Florida,

manned the train. The engine was run by our enlisted men, who had repaired it, as
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was also the wireless by the men who had installed it. Even the porter of the Pullman
car was an unmistakable American negro.
Two miles beyond our last outpost we came to the break where the Federals had

torn up two miles of track, burning the ties and carrying the rails away with them.
Here, also, was a blockhouse of advanced Federal outposts.
Under a white Turkish towel, carried by a sailor, Lieutenant Fletcher met and

conferred with the Mexican Lieutenant in charge. The latter was small, stupid-tired,
and a greatly embarrassed sort of man. The contrast between the two Lieutenants was
striking. The Mexican Lieutenant strove to add inches to himself by standing on top of
a steel rail. But in vain. The American still towered above him. The American was —
well, American. Little of Mexican or of Spanish was in the other. It was patent that he
was mostly Indian. Even more of Indian was in the ragged, leather-sandaled soldiers
under him. They were short, squat, patient-eyed, long-enduring as the way of the peon
has been even in the long centuries preceding Cortez, when Aztec and Toltec enslaved
him to burden bearing.
The Oxlike Peon Soldier
ONE could not help being sorry for these sorry soldier Indians, who slouched awk-

wardly about while our Lieutenant scanned the far track across the break in the hope
of some sign of our countrymen fleeing from the capital. Sorry soldier Indians they
truly were. When I though of our own fine boys of the fleet and the army back in
Vera Cruz, it seemed to me that it could not be war, but murder. What chance could
such lowly, oxlike creatures, untrained themselves and without properly trained offi-
cers, have against our highly equipped, capably led young men? These soldiers of the
peon type are merely descendants of the millions of stupid ones who could not with-
stand the several hundred ragamuffins of Cortez and who passed stupidly from the
hash slavery of the Montezumas to the no less harsh slavery of the Spaniards and of
the later Mexicans.
But Even Peons Can Hurl Death
AND yet one must not forget that each one of these sorry soldiers bore a modern

rifle, the cartridges for which, loaded with smokeless powder, are capable of propelling
a bullet to kill at a mile’s distance and farther, and, at closer range, to perforate the
bodies of two or three men. Also, each of these sorry soldiers, at command, by the
mere crooking of index fingers, could release far-flighted messengers of death. Also, the
mark of the cross, rightly applied to the steel-jacketed nose of the bullet, can turn that
bullet into a dumdum that makes a small hold on entering a man’s body and a hole
the size of a soup plate on leaving. It requires no intelligence thus to notch a bullet.
Even a peon can do it.
War is a silly thing for a rational, civilized man to contemplate. To settle matters of

right and justice by means of introducing into human bodies foreign substances that
tear them to pieces is no less silly than ducking elderly ladies of eccentric behavior to
find out whether or not they are witches. But — and there you are — what is the
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rational man to do when those about him persist in settling matters at issue by violent
means?
Even Peace Lovers Must Be Prepared
I AM a rational man. I firmly believe in arbitrament by police magistrates and civil

courts. Nevertheless, on occasion, I find myself in contact with men who are prone,
say, to rob me of my purse, and who elect to do it by violent and disruptive means.
So, on such occasions, I am compelled to carry an automatic in order to dispute with
such men my path in life which they are blocking and ambuscading. Personally, and
for a lazy man, carrying a big automatic is a confounded nuisance. I hope for the day
to come when it will not be necessary for any man to carry an automatic. But in the
meantime, preferring to be a live dog rather than a dead lion, I keep thin oil on my
pistol and try it out once in a while to make sure that it is working.
As it is with rational men to-day so it is with nations. The dream of a world police

force and of a world court of arbitration will some day be realized. But that day is not
to-day. What is is. And to cope with what is, it behooves nations to keep thin oil on
their war machinery and know how to handle it.
Texas was long notorious as a gun-fighting State. To-day it is against the law for

a man to carry a revolver in Texas. Times do change. But there is always the time
between times. As one regarded the Mexican Lieutenant with his peon soldiers, it
was patent that the old order still obtained, and that each peon was equipped with
sufficient cartridges to destroy the rationality of a hundred men like me.
The Man He Could Lick
AND we stood there under our white Turkish towel, surrounded by armed men, and

quested across a stretch of ruined railroad for the sight of some of our own men, women,
and children making their way down to the coast from mobs that looted, plundered,
and cried death to them.
“I’ve found him at last,” said a friend, a Texas civilian and ex-roughrider.
All the way out on the train he had been lining himself up against one and another

of the husky broad-shouldered sailor boys and lamenting that he could not find a man
he could lick. Now he gazed with satisfaction at the little Mexican Lieutenant and
muttered in my ear: “I just wish it was up to him and me to settle this whole war.
Take him on on any terms — bite, gouge, or anything up to locking us, stripped, in a
dark room.”
The Goal of the Refugees
A TRAIN appeared in the distance between green walls of jungle. Through our

glasses we could make out parasols and sunshades that advertised women of our race
who had escaped the perils of the mob-ridden interior.
Permission was reluctantly accorded us, and we advanced a mile along the destroyed

track to meet our countrymen. Glad as we were to see them, their gladness at seeing
white men from the coast was almost pathetic. For three days and nights they had not
had their clothes off nor lain in a bed, nor had they ever been certain of their lives
during that time.
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It seems the Mexican officers have a very simple and clever technique of waging war
on civilians of the United States. The officers themselves rob civilians of revolvers. This
enables the next mob of death-shouting Mexicans to put words into deeds without the
slightest risk of being hurt. Of course the Mexican army cannot be held responsible
for all the actions and the murders committed by such mobs. Also, officers are richer
by the number of weapons they accumulate from fleeing Americans.
By the time our refugees reached the train and saw the American uniform they

were stating that it was the finest thing they had ever seen in their lives. As the train
backed into Vera Cruz the landscape continued to grow more beautiful, for it was
covered everywhere with sailors and marines on sentry duty or in camp. But the sight
of the inner and outer harbors filled with our warships was the finishing stroke.
Experiences at Mexican Hands
SAID one of the refugees, a doctor: “I just wish the fellows at Washington who

are running things could have had our experience. It would change their views on
diplomacy and on army and navy appropriation bills. I tell you, if they had been
robbed and mobbed and thrown into jail along with their wives and children, and
heard the roar going up all about them of ‘Muerto los gringos!’ and then, finally, got
down the country as we have, with their tongues hanging out, and seen these warships
and bluejackets — I tell you they couldn’t get back to the States quick enough to start
working for a larger army and navy.”
The views of American residents of Mexico should be of value at the present time,

and I shall repeat them without comment to show how blows the wind with those
whose personal interests are vitally involved.
“Somehow,” said one of them, “we don’t enjoy seeing the United States call on the

A B C class in Spanish and Portuguese to help her out of this mess.”
Another declared: “This waiting and watching, our Fabian offensiveness, is a whole

lot easier at Washington than at Vera Cruz. Besides, I can’t help working over what
the Mexicans have done or are doing to my wolfhound. That dog — why sir, just
standing on her four legs, she could reach her head over and take anything from the
center of this breakfast table.”
“How are the people at home feeling now?” inquired a refugee. “They got us into

this mess. Are they going to get us out of it?”
Refugee Criticism of Policy
THE thorough agreement of all American residents is that the present crisis was

brought on by the policy of our Government, and that the only way out is to go on
through. The taking of Vera Cruz by the naval forces of the United States precipitated
the bad feeling against Americans that has been fermenting during the past several
years, and if the United States should recede from its present position, it will forever
be impossible for Americans again to live in Mexico.
As one man, a twenty-year resident, said: “I’ve lived here ever since I was man-

grown. I know what I am talking about. Humpty Dumpty has had a great fall. Chile,
Brazil, and Argentina can never put him together again. Only our army and our navy
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can put us Americans back again and insure us a fair deal. And when I speak of
ourselves I mean the people who have made Mexico what it is to-day, or, rather, what
it was the other day before the Tampico flag incident. More than any other country
— than all other countries added together — have we put in the capital, the brains,
and the technical skill; we’ve supplied the mechanical engineers, the mining engineers,
the agricultural chemists, and the scientific farmers. By virtue of what we have done
in Mexico we have a right here, and we should be protected in that right, expecially
since our Government by its own action has endangered that right.”
“Just Turn Texas Loose”
SAID a man of action, his State obvious by his remark: “Never mind the rest of the

United States. Just turn Texas loose and we’ll lick them to a frazzled finish.”
“Huh!” from another man of action. “Send a single man upcountry with a big bag

of money and the whole thing could be settled out of hand.”
Another long dweller in the land: “I’ve lived in Oaxaca fifteen years, and I make the

statement, founded on personal knowledge, that 80 per cent of the middle class and
educated Mexicans throughout Oaxaca would hail intervention by the United States.
They are tired of this era of continual revolution.”
A mining engineer: “My people represent millions invested in development. We are

not afraid of the next step the United States may take. What we are afraid of is that
she may not take any step.”
A locomotive engineer: “Well, our country has got us in bad. It’s up to her to get

us out good.”
A marine guarding a sand hill: “This is a hell of a war.”
Our Diplomatic Utterances
A BUSINESS man from the City of Mexico: “They have insulted me, broken win-

dows of my home, and looted my store. Also they have robbed me of my automobile;
on the way down to Vera Cruz a Mexican officer took my revolver away from me. At
the present moment I have two hundred pesos and the clothes I stand up in, and my
country is talking compromise.”
Another business man: “For years the United States has been watching and waiting.

Now it has made one step into Mexico, imperiled all our lives, caused us incalculable
losses of property and personal possessions, and is hesitating whether to withdraw
form that one step or not.”
A university man: “I thought I understood the English language. I find now that

I don’t. My brain is fuzzy and trying to get ordinary sense out of our diplomatic
uutterances.”
An officer of marines: “We’ve lost many times as many sailors as were lost in the

Spanish-American War, and yet this is not war. We have merely occupied a custom-
house and courteously taken the government of Vera Cruz out of the hands of Mexican
officials.”
A staff officer of the Second Division: “It is not a question with me of the merits or

demerits of the affair. I am the servant of my country. It spent a whole lot of money
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training me. When it says advance, I advance; when it says retreat, I retreat. Never-
theless, I remember that my old father was always fond of quoting Davy Crockett’s
‘Be sure you are right and then go ahead.’ Well, we’ve come ahead from Galveston to
Vera Cruz. And here we stop. What’s the matter? Did the United States go ahead and
then find out that it was not right?”
Another officer: “It wasn’t the flag incident at Tampico; it was the sum of many

incidents preceding the flag incident.”
A lawyer: “But, as a jury decided long ago in England, two hundred blackbirds do

not make a black horse.”
“And twenty thousand looted refugee Americans plus a thousand insults to our

nation make a sum no larger than the smallest of the parts, and therefore no casus
belli,” was the retort of a fellow lawyer.
“Whisper!” says an American farmer from Cordova. “Within a week look to see

Huerta in Vera Cruz, safely on board a foreign warship, and headed for Europe.”
Again is limned the lurid picture of that Indian dictator in his high city — with

Villa threatening death from the North, with Zapata unpacified in the South, with a
great treasure cached in Europe — trying to solve the desperate problem of how to
get from his high city to the sea coast and to Europe.
“Against American shells?” queries the latest newspaper man from the United

States.
“No,” answers the refugee. “Nor against Villa. He is sandbagging the palace to with-

stand attacks from the populace!”
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Stalking the Pestilence

IN ALL the long red history of war, disease has stalked at the heels of armies. In the
present generation it bids fair to cease stalking, at least at the heels of armies that are
scientifically and modernly handled. I have just been studying the mortality statistics
of Vera Cruz for the last sixteen months. There is a peculiar blank space at the head
of the column marked “Cerebro-spinal Meningitis.” For the first six months of 1913
there were no deaths from meningitis. In July there were three deaths. By December,
in that month alone, there were twenty deaths. The abrupt appearance of this disease
led me to inquire of Major F. M. Hartsock for an explanation.
The appearance of meningitis in Vera Cruz seems to have been due to Mexico’s

customary way of doing business. From far up to the north a drove of Constitutionalist
prisoners, infected with meningitis, was sent south. They were moved right along. No
one in authority cared to segregate them and stamp out the disease. This wretched
drove became a perambulating plague. It was a case, in poker parlance, of “passing the
buck.”
At last they arrived in Mexico City, where they promptly infected their prison.

Again the buck was passed, and they were shipped on to Vera Cruz. I do not possess
the date of their arrival in the latter city, but it is patent that it must have been some
time in July, 1913, at which date the death figures suddenly appear in the meningitis
column.
There seems to have been no further place to which to pass them along, so they were

finally segregated in prison. From the first to the twentieth of April, 1914, there were
six deaths from meningitis. It was about this time that the American forces landed and
took possession of Vera Cruz, while General Maas, his soldiers, and released prisoners
took to the brush. And they took their meningitis with them, for there has not been
a case of it since in Vera Cruz.
Conquering the Grisly Monster, Typhoid
WHAT the adventures of this meningitis will be now that it has again gone wan-

dering may be imagined. The very clothing of these men, as well as themselves, is
saturated with meningitis, and that they will spread the infection cannot be doubted.
At any rate, the times have changed, for the disease left town with old-fashioned war
when modern war marched in.
Smallpox appears to be endemic, rather than epidemic, in Vera Cruz, while tu-

berculosis, strange to say, collects a greater toll of death than all the more serious
diseases added together. Here, in the tierras calientes, or hot lands, where it is so con-
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tinuously warm that in a room flung wide to the outer air and every vagrant breeze
even a sheet over one at night is suffocating, the natives crowd into small, unventilated
rooms, weaken their lungs, and fall victims to the White Plague. Malaria, also, is a
never-absent disease, the death line of it rising rhythmically in the rainy season and
falling in the dry season. It, too, by its weakening effect on its victims, is the cause of
their contracting other diseases from which they perish, chiefest of which, of course, is
tuberculosis.
But our army surgeons, wise in tropical diseases from their service in Cuba, Porto

Rico, Panama, and the Philippines, are not apprehensive of any grave epidemics in
Mexico. They have learned much and rapidly in the last decade and a half, and what
they have learned is demonstrable by statistics.
Typhoid has ever been a grisly monster to north European and American armies.

The Latins and the Asiatics are more immune, this being doubtless due to a rigid
selection, operating through many centuries, by which typhoid killed off all that were
predisposed to typhoid. Thus, whenever men are gathered together in armies, there
will be found a far greater proportion of nonimmunes among the north Europeans and
Americans than among the Latins and Asiatics.
In 1898, in Florida, the United States mobilized 12,000 men for a period of four

months. During this time there were 2,600 cases of typhoid and 480 deaths from ty-
phoid. Nor is this the whole story. The soldiers carried the disease with them into
Cuba, where many another death resulted from the four months spent in Florida.
The Weapons — Sanitation and Vaccination
IN 1911, in San Antonio, Tex., 12,000 soldiers were mobilized for four months.

During this period there were two cases of typhoid and no deaths. In 1913 and 1914,
at Texas City and Galveston, 12,000 soldiers were in camp for many months, during
which there was not a single death from typhoid nor a single case of typhoid. In
this last long mobilization all other infectious diseases were practically negligible. In
the year 1913, in the entire army of the United States, whether stationed at home,
in Panama, Hawaii, or the Philippines, there were only six cases of typhoid. This
remarkable record, covering so brief a period of time, has been made possible by two
things: first, the education of soldiers in camp sanitation and personal hygiene; and,
second, the inoculation, or vaccination, of the soldiers against typhoid.
Uncle Sam’s Sure Method
THE United States was the first country to inoculate its soldiers and sailors against

typhoid, and it is safe to assume, no matter in what other ways its soldiers may lose
their lives in Mexico, that none will die from typhoid. The serum is hypodermically
injected into the arm in a series of three injections, the intervals between injections
being ten days. In a way, the injectee becomes a sort of peripatetic graveyard. The first
injection puts into his blood the nicely dead carcasses of some 500,000,000 microor-
ganisms along with all their virtues of deadness which bring about a change in the
constitution of the blood that makes it resistant to future invasions of full-powered,
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malignant typhoid microorganisms. With this first injection, theoretically, the man
has had reduced the 100 per cent of his nonimmunity to typhoid to 32 per cent.
The second injection, ten days later, consists of a thousand million nicely dead

carcasses of the disease. Also, it reduces his nonimmunity to 8 per cent. The third
injection introduces another billion of the same ably efficient carcasses, and reduces
his nonimmunity to zero. In short, when his body has become the living cemetery of
half a billion more dead bodies that there are live humans in all the world, he has
become so noxious to the particularly noxious and infective typhoid that he may be
classed a positive immune.
No Indisposition from Inoculation
IT IS very easy, the actual process of inoculation. I have had the pleasure of reducing

my nonimmunity of 100 per cent to zero per cent. The first inoculation was perpetrated
in a transport hospital, the second in a captured academy turned into an army hospital,
the third in a field hospital. The stab of the hypodermic syringe, different from the
manner of administering morphine just under the skin, goes straight down and squarely
down into the meat of the arm for half an inch; but the pang of the stab is no severer.
The hurt of the stab is over the instant the skin is punctured. It is only the nerves of
the skin that protest in either case.
After an inoculation there is no indisposition. The arm is a trifle sore for several

days, and that is all. Some inoculates aver that they awaken from the first night’s sleep
with a dark brown taste in their mouths. In rare cases a mild increase of temperature
is noted, reaching its height some six hours after the inoculation and fading quickly
away. I have talked with a daring one who took the total quantity at one time, and
who stated that the impact was equivalent to a man’s fist between the eyes and that
he was not quite himself again for all of twenty-four hours.
But the big thing about the whole affair is the statistics. Individuals do not count.

What counts is the results achieve by the inoculation of thousands of men. What counts
is the reduction to nothing of typhoid cases in the army hospitals. What counts is the
reduction to nothing of the army funerals due to typhoid. Modern war of men against
men on the field of battle is now preceded by microorganic wars on the part of our
surgeons before ever our men depart for the front. And, Heavens, what tremendous wars
are waged by the surgeons! The mortality stuns one when endeavoring to contemplate
its totality. When two billion five hundred million microorganisms are slain merely to
make one soldier immune against one disease, the sum total of slain microorganisms
for a whole army is much beyond mere human conception as the entire visible sidereal
system along with what is invisible outside of it. Yet there can be no discussion of
the efficacy of inoculation against typhoid. The morbidity and mortality tables of our
large-scale army experiments tell the incontrovertible tale.
Surgeon Pioneers
NO HEALTHY recruit, having successfully passed the rigid physical examination,

is any longer permitted immediately to join the organization to which he is allotted.
Healthy recruits have a way of coming down with all sorts of diseases as soon as they
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change their environment, particularly with measles, mumps, diphtheria, whooping
cough, and scarlet fever. In the old days so recent, before it was understood, the
recruits spread these diseases among the regiments they joined.
But to-day, ere they are received into the ranks of their company and regiment, no

matter how healthy they may be at the time, they are forced first to undergo twelve
days of isolation. In this phase, the clean record of the Texas City and Galveston
mobilization in such simple diseases exceeded the record of the previous mobilization
at San Antonio. While all this is a very recent practice, it is a practice wider spread
than the army. No scientific hog breeder to-day, whether importing a prize boar from
another State, another country, or another farm, is rash enough immediately to turn it
in with his herd. It must first undergo its quarantine in a segregated part of the farm.
The army surgeons to-day are our foreloopers and pioneers. Not only do they stay

at home with the army and make it fit, but they scout ahead of the army so that its
fitness my continue in strange lands and places. They gather the data on the diseases
prevalent in all countries, and their battles and campaigns are planned and mapped
and ready to be fought on an instant’s notice, no matter to what intersection of latitude
and longitude the army may be summoned.
So it is, first, that every soldier up to the present moment landed in Mexico is free

of all disease and immune to such diseases as smallpox and typhoid; and, second, that
a complete and better body of data has been gathered by our surgeons on diseases in
Mexico than has been gathered by the Mexican Government. Our men start uninfected
with a fair promise of escaping infection when they tread Mexican soil.
Thanks to our discoveries in Cuba some years ago regarding yellow fever, Vera Cruz

was cleaned up. Hitherto, along with Panama (since cleaned up by us), it ranked with
Guayanquil as one of the three plague ports of the New World. Remains Guayaquil —
still revolutionizing — as great a yellow fever pesthole as ever. We have cleared yellow
fever out of Panama, and it is to be doubted if a single case of yellow fever shows itself
among our troops in Vera Cruz.
The Petrolero to the Front
YELLOW fever is so simple a thing to manage. Yet we paid a terrible death penalty

for our ignorance through all the centuries down to just the other day. We know now
that a certain breed of mosquito is the only carrier of the disease. We know that the
way such a mosquito becomes infected is by biting a human being who is stricken
with yellow fever. We know that only in the first three days that a human being is so
stricken is it possible for the uninfected mosquito to become infected.
The remedy, or rather the preventive, is equally simple. First, wire screen the yellow

fever patient so that no mosquitoes may be infected by him. Second, fumigate the
house in which he lies so that no possibly infected mosquitoes therein may infect other
humans. Third, and purely a prevision, destroy all mosquitoes in the neighborhood.
In the days of the Paris Commune the petroleur flourished. To-day, in the American

armies on service in the tropics, the petrolero flourishes. He is the man who spreads oil
on all stagnant waters. The larva of the mosquito cannot hatch in running water, nor
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in fish-inhabited water. But it can hatch in a sardine can or in the depression made
by a cow’s hoof in soft soil when such receptacles are filled with rain water.
Not content with their own tropical experience, our army surgeons in Vera Cruz

are reinforced by such experts from the Marine Hospital Service as G. M. Guiteras
and Rudolph von Ezdorf, who have taken charge of the public health of this one-time
death hole of Vera Cruz.
Killing two birds with one stone, or performing two actions with one movement, is

a joy forever and cuts down the overhead. It so happens that the same preventative
measures for yellow fever are preventative of malaria. Every wire screen about a patient,
every drop of oil on the surface of standing water, performs the double duty. Further,
purely as a prophylactic measure, each soldier will receive a determined number of
grains of quinine daily until such time that Vera Cruz has been metamorphosed into
a health resort.
Putting the Taxes at Hones Work
THE authorities at Vera Cruz did not know as much about their own water supply

as did our army surgeons before our expedition started. They knew that the source of
the water supply, the Jamapa River, was a fast-flowing stream and uncontaminated.
Also, to make doubly sure, they were in possession of analyses of the water.
Amebic dysentery is of rare occurrence in Vera Cruz. Smallpox is no longer a thing

of which to be afraid. And, further, most of it seems to have deserted Vera Cruz along
with General Maas and his soldiers.
The United States is large. The United States army is small. It is scattered here and

there in army posts. The average citizen knows less of his own army than he knows
of north and south polar exploration. As regards the duties and activities of the army
surgeons he does not dream of anything beyond the fact that they keep the soldiers
well in time of peace, and in war dress wounds and amputate limbs. It would make him
sit up and take notice if he could see how complex and multifarious are their activities
here in Vera Cruz.
To commence with, the army is not their only problem. To keep the army well, they

must keep the city well. Not only must they attend to their own sick and wounded, but
they must attend to the sick and wounded of the Mexican populace and army hospitals,
public hospitals, charity hospitals, women’s hospitals, and orphan asylums. Now Uncle
Sam is somewhat meager in such matters. The people of Vera Cruz supported these
institutions before, says Uncle Sam. Therefore, make Vera Cruz support them again.
Do you think I am spending my money like a drunken sailor? Uncle Sam concludes
indignantly.
And our surgeons go and do it, though it takes all the rest of the army to help. Vera

Cruz must pay for those institutions. But these institutions are two months behind
in their bills and salaries, and there is no money in the city treasury. The last was
clean looted by the officials who had charge of it. Army officers are told off to handle
the collection of taxes. So far as the Vera Cruzan taxpayer is concerned, the taxes are
as they always were. But for the first time in the history of Vera Cruz the taxes are
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expended without graft for public service. The back bills and salaries are paid, and
the future bills and salaries are guaranteed.
Hosplitals First
THE hotels and cantinas are crowded with thirsty refugees, soldiers, sailors, and

foreign guests, all with a penchant for long, cool drinks. More ice than ordinarily is
consumed. The ice plant is a private enterprise. Its output is limited. There is not
enough to go around. Hotels and cantinas are cash buyers and pay a premium for ice.
Result: (a) the hospitals are skimped in ice; (b) the surgeons make the suggestion and
the army takes charge of the ice plant, supplying the hospitals first and letting the
hotels and cantinas have what is left.
The naval authorities have already taken possession of the island and lazaretto

Sacrificios, just outside the port of Vera Cruz. There is no yellow fever at present, but
if a sporadic case should appear, Sacrificios is just the place to segregate it.
I was in the field hospital just after an operation for appendicitis had been performed

on one of our officers. In old San Sebastian Hospital lie many of the sick of the city
and many of the soldiers that General Maas left behind to fight from the housetops.
Many amputations had been performed, and more were being performed.
Also, I watched the dressing of the wounds of these poor Federals, and want to

register my protest right now that modern war, for the man who gets bullet wounded,
is not at all as romantic as old time war. Furthermore, a modern bullet, despite its
steel jacket which keeps it from spreading, is a terrifically disruptive thing to have
introduced into one’s body. I would far prefer being struck with an old-time bullet
than with a modern one.
It seems that the flight or our long, sharp-nosed, lean, cylindrical, modern bullet is

divided into three flights much as the spinning of a top is divided into three spins. When
first a top is spun, it jumps and bounces, and bounds about in an erratic way. After
a time it attains equilibrium. This is its mid-spin. It makes no perceptible movement,
and to the eye seems stationary and dead. It is this stage that the small boy calls
“sleeping.” Then comes its last spin. It bounds and wobbles about as it loses the last
of its momentum, and it finally lies down on its side and is dead.
Sleeping and Wobbling Bullets
ALMOST precisely the same thing occurs with the modern bullet. Its first flight

is something like seven hundred yards. During this period, like the top, it is erratic.
It wobbles. If it hits anything while it is wobbling, a bad smashup is inevitable. In
its mid flight, between seven hundred and twelve hundred yards, it “sleeps.” If it hits
anything while it is sleeping, it drills a clean hole. From twelve hundred yards on, losing
momentum and equilibrium, it again wobbles, and this is no time to be struck by it.
In the hospital of San Sebastian I examine the wound of a finely formed and muscular

young man. Midway between knee and thigh a wobbling bullet had ploughed a path
two inches wide and three inches deep. It was a clean path. Not an atom remained of
the flesh that had filled that groove. You how read this, just draw with a lead pencil a
groove two inches wide and three inches deep and you will more fully comprehend what
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happens to human flesh when a high-powered, wobbling bullet goes tearing through
it.
High-Velocity Bone Shatterers
THE effect of such bullets on human bone can be readily imagined. There is no

reason, with modern antiseptic surgery, why a clean-drilled hold thorough flesh and
bone cannot be healed nicely. Unfortunately, such being the terrific impact and wobble
of our high-velocity bullets of to-day, the bone is shattered for to great a distance into
too many minute fragments. The only thing to do is take off the limb.
When leaving the amputated in the wards of San Sebastian, I chanced to wander

into the hospital chapel. The Chapel of Bethlehem it had been called once upon a time.
It was very old, some two centuries or so, and was a fine example of the architectural
feats achieve by the Spaniards in brick and stucco in a day when reinforce concrete was
unheard of. Wide arches of incredible flatness and supporting enormous weights were
revealed to be of brick by the spots where the plastering had come off. High arches
spanned deep-embrasured windows, in which some of the ancient, hand-hewn sashes
still remained. The high walls, rising to rafters far above, had caught the dust of years
on the uneven plaster, which gave a fathomless velvet depth to the surface. The floor
was of great, square marble flags.
Blasters of Flesh — and Repairers
THE statues of Christ, the Virgin, and the Saints that had graced the altar were

long since gone. Gone, too, was the altar. Nothing remained save the lofty alls and
cool depth of shadow to suggest that it had been a chapel. And as I stood in this place
whence the worship of the gentle Nazarene had departed, strong on my vision were the
amputated limbs, gaping wounds, and ruined bodies caused by our wobbling bullets.
Came another picture: I seemed to glimpse a massed background of machinery and

electrical apparatus, of weary-eyed astronomers searching the heavens, and chemist and
physicists dissecting the atom, of teachers and preachers and great libraries of books.
And against this background, well to the fore, were two groups of men whose brows were
the brows of thinkers, and whose hands worked unceasingly at the making of devices.
One group toiled at the mixing of chemicals and the making of mechanisms for the
purpose of blasting human flesh and bone at longer distances and more efficiently. The
other group toiled likewise with chemicals and instruments, seeking out new methods
and greater knowledge of the constitution of man in order that they might repair the
blasted flesh and bone caused by the devices of the first group.
Laughs for Our Descendants
SOME day in the far future pictures will be pained like that, and our descendants

will gaze at them, shake their heads, and laugh at their silly ancestors, just as we to-
day gaze at pictures of witch burning, and shake our heads and laugh at the silliness
of our very immediate ancestors. Man has climbed far. It would seem that his climb
has only begun.
Out across the inner and outer harbors, in the midst of a fleet of similar monsters,

the grim monster, the Arkansas was a striking sample of the mechanism produced by

546



the war makers. Twelve million dollars she cost. Her great guns, turned upon Vera
Cruz for an hour or so, could level the city to the ground as a stream of water would
level a house of sand. Magnificent universities have been founded on less than it cost to
build and equip her. The money expended on her would save from the White Plague
a hundred thousand times more lives than she will ever destroy.
The Arkansas and the Solace
OVER a thousand skilled men are required to man her — skilled men such as built

the Panama Canal and whose skill might well be devoted to making the Mississippi
flood proof. Why, down in the bowels of the Arkansas, imbedded in the thickest of
armor plate, in the battle control station, an enlisted sailor in the course of describing
the new gyro-compass, gave me a lecture that no college professor could have bettered
and that no tyro in such matters could have understood. Could Columbus or Captain
Cook have stood beside me, and tried to master the details of that intricate compass,
I swear their brains would have flown apart and they would have bitten their veins
and howled.
Quite in contrast, and lying not far away, was the solitary hospital ship, the Solace.

Spick-and-span, and sweet and peaceful, and very antiseptic she was. I was followed
up the gangway by two young men who just brought off form shore. I walked up the
incline on my good two legs. They came up on their backs in wire-basket stretchers.
A long roll of body-blasted young men had preceded them in the previous two days.
Seventeen of these young men lay embalmed in caskets covered by the Stars and Stripes,
waiting transshipment to their homes in the States. Two more young men lay dying.
Threescore and more in various stages of recovery from body blasting lay in the bright
and airy ‘tween-decks wards. A number of amputations had been performed on them.
The careful doctors, waiting, knew there were yet other amputations to be performed
to save the lives of some of the young men.
The Price of Service
PASSING through the wards, one was again struck by the preponderance of youth.

Lord, Lord! They were boys, healthy-bodied and lusty so short a time before, now
lying, lax-muscled, with drawn faces that told all the story of the body blasting they
had endured. One, alive and so lively just the other day, now with one leg, searched
my eyes as if for understanding and sympathy for the terrible stump that screamed
advertisement of the copper he had received — smashed down, from the back of life,
to be a cripple to the end of his days. Another, a very boy, red-lipped and bright-
eyed with fever, smiled wistfully. There was little hope for him. He was conscious, and,
perhaps as men sometimes will be in such grievous circumstances, he was aware that
time would soon cease for him.
Oh, there was no whining among those lads! They tell of one, shot in two places, who

was fetched aboard crying bitterly and indignantly. His plaint was that the Mexicans
had got him unexpectedly before he had had a chance to get even one of them. As he
said, he wouldn’t have minded his own catastrophe if he had got one of them — only
one of them.
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The Dove Among the Eagles
THE beautiful operating room was well appointed. There were convalescent wards,

segregated wards for infectious diseases, and, here and there, offices and workrooms
presided over by experts, such as ear and throat specialists, eye specialists, stomach
specialists. And there was a dentist and a completely equipped dental parlor.
On deck, under the awnings, we drank long, cool drinks and gazed across the

creamy-crested, pea-green saves to the big looming battleships, and on to the tiny,
half-submerged atolls with lagoons of chrysoprase, and to the low-stretching breakwa-
ter, the lighthouses slim and white as votive candles, and the old fortresses of Santiago
and San Juan de Ulloa. Suddenly all the panorama narrowed to a sleek gray dove that
perched on the rail a dozen feet away, settled its wings, and preened its feathers.
Somehow, that little gray dove reminded me that, while a fleet of battleships lay

about us, the Solace was the only hospital ship in the entire United States navy. More
than that — I remembered that she had not been originally designed for the purpose,
being merely a merchant vessel purchased by the Government and made over. Also,
I remember having traveled, years before, in tropic steamers, mere merchant vessels
built for money making, that were far better fitted for the tropics than was the Solace.
Is the Nation So Poor?
SURELY the United States, that pays twelve to fifteen million dollars for ships like

the Arkansas, the Texas, and the New York, should be able to afford the modest cost
of a real hospital ship, designed, not for the making of dollars, but for the alleviation
of the ills and injuries that afflict its sailors and marines.
But there is justification for the existence of that array of war monsters among

which we lay. As long as individuals in a wild country — say the head hunters and
cannibals of the Solomon Islands — carry killing weapons, even a philosopher, traveling
among them, would be wise to go armed. Neither algebraic nor high ethical arguments
are efficacious dissuadements to a kinky headed man-eater with an appetite. In those
Solomon Islands more than one scientist, for lack of a rifle had had his head decorate
the grass huts and his body served up succulently from the hot ovents.
Arms and Savagery
ON a coral beach on the windward coast of Gudalcanar stands a monument to

the memory of the “Austrian Expedition.” This was a party of professors. They were
equipped to pursue the vocations that obtain in a high civilization. They carried sex-
tants, barometers, thermometers, artificial horizons, cameras, and fountain pens. They
carried naturalists’ shotguns of the tiniest caliber, butterfly nets, geologists’ hammers,
and notebooks for all sorts of records, also certain instruments with which to make
skull measurements of the natives they might meet. But what they did not carry
was Mauser rifles and long-barreled revolvers. They were not equipped for the anthro-
pophagi they encountered. One man came back from that expedition to tell the tail,
and he was merely a man in the employ of the professors. The column stands on the
beach to mark that once they had been. Their heads remain to this day up in the bush
of Guadalcanar.
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As with individuals, so with nations. As long as certain nations go armed in a wild
and savage world, just so long must the enlightened nations go armed. The wild and
savage world, with its silly man-killing devices, is doomed to pass. But until it passes,
it would be silliness on the part of the enlightened nations to put aside their weapons.
An international police force and an international police court will mark the begin-

ning of the end of war. But as yet these two institutions have not been founded. So the
united States will be compelled to go on building $15,000,000 battleships and training
its young men to the old red profession.
The point is: when wild and savage conditions make it imperative for a man or

nation to go armed, it is equally imperative for the man or nation to go well armed.
Ever has the sword, in the hands of the strong breeds, made for wider areas and longer
periods of peace. In the end it is the sword that will make lasting and universal peace.
When the last savage nation is compelled to lay down its weapons, war will have ceased.
War itself, superior war if you please, will destroy itself.
And There We Are
BUT in the meantime — and there you are — what would have been the present

situation if the United States had long since disarmed? Somehow, I, for one, cannot see
the picture of Huerta listening to and accepting the high ethical advice of the United
States.
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The Trouble Makers of Mexico

THE commonest, as well as the gravest, mistake in human intercourse is that very
human weakness of creating all other individuals in one’s own image. What “I like” I
can see no reason but what everybody else should like. What is good for me is good
for you. If I am fascinated by a certain book, I am astounded to learn that you do not
like that book. If I find vegetarianism provocative of good health in me, ergo, it will
be provocative of good health in you. If black coffee produces sleeplessness in me, I am
appalled when you drink two cups of black coffee in the evening.
When my wife and I fall out, it is because I ignore the fact that she feels, reasons, and

acts in ways different from my ways. She, likewise, makes the same mistake about me.
Her entire family and mine may fail to patch the matter up, and, in the end, a judge,
equipped with wisdom of the race embodied in our law, may divorce us because we are
different from each other — incompatible, in short. I once knew the dearest, sweetest,
and most sympathetic of women, who was unable, when she lacked in appetite, to
comprehend that anybody else could be hungry.
Useless Tragedy
IN THE same way different groups of people, of the same race and country, fail to

understand one another. The cowboys of the open range never understood the settler
with his barbed-wire fences. The East does not understand California to-day in her
attitude on the Japanese question. The East thinks California is like the East and
that Californians are like Easterners. In brief, the East recreates California in her own
image.
Since such mistakes of understanding are common among groups of people of the

same breed and country, it is patent that deeper and more disastrous mistakes may be
made among people of different races dwelling in different countries.
The chief cause of our misunderstanding to-day of the Mexicans is that we have

created them in our own American image. With a comfortable sense of fairness we
have put ourselves inside the Mexicans, along with our morality, our democracy, and
all the rest of our points of view, and accepting therefore that the Mexicans should
think, feel, and act just as we would under similar circumstances, we are shocked to
find out that they won’t do anything of the sort. Instead of having our eyes opened by
this cardinal error, we proceed to reason that their conduct should be made to become
like our conduct, and that we should treat them and deal with them as if they were
still just like us, with a history behind them similar to ours, with institutions similar
to ours, and with an ethic similar to ours.
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Here, in the portals of Vera Cruz, the talk about Mexico and Mexicans buzzes high
all day long and far into the night. Never was there a more animated and indefatigable
debating society. One listens to the talk and wonders what it is all about, what bearing
it has on the situation. I, for one, cannot comprehend how it is germane whether
Madero was a patriot or a grafter; whether Huerta is a heroic figure of an Indian or a
lunatic black Nero; whether Huerta murdered Madero or Madero committed suicide;
whether the Huerta government should have been recognized by the United States long
ago or that United States intervention should have taken place long ago.
What I see, with all the talk of little things filling my ears, is a torn and devastated

Mexico, in which twelve million peons and all native and foreign business men are
being injured and destroyed by the silly and selfish conduct of a few mixed breeds. I
see a great, rich country, capable of supporting in happiness a hundred million souls,
being smashed to chaos by a handful of child-minded men playing with the tragic tools
of death made possible by modern mechanics and chemistry.
A Republic Where Nobody Votes
THESE child-minded men are playing with the tools of giants. It is like a family

of small children playing with sticks of dynamite on the front porch, in the basement,
and up in the attic of their dwelling. One can see a hurry call sent into the nearest
police station by the good citizens of the neighborhood for a squad of police to take
the dynamite away from the children.
From garret to basement the dwelling of Mexico is being torn to pieces by the

dynamite in the hands of the contending factions. The stay-at-home American listens
to the slogans uttered by the various leaders of this anarchy, makes the mistake of
conceiving the leaders in his own image and of thinking that “Liberty,” “Justice,” and
a “Square Deal” mean the same to them that they mean to him.
Nothing of the sort. In the four centuries of Spanish and Mexican rule, liberty,

justice, and the square deal have never existed. Mexico is a republic in which nobody
votes. Its liberty has ever been construed as license. Its justice has consisted of an
effort at equitable division of the spoils of an exploited people. That even theives’
honor did not obtain among these thieves is shown by the numerous revolutions and
dictatorships. In a country where a man is legally considered guilty of a crime until
he proves himself innocent, justice must mean an entirely different thing from what it
means to an American. And so it is with all the rest of the bombastic and valorous
phrases in the vocabulary of the Mexican.
Now the foregoing must not be taken as a denial of any right or good in the people of

Mexico. On the contrary, the great mass of the Mexicans have nothing to do with the
matter at all; but, being different form the American, being unversed and uninterested
in the affairs of government, they sit supinely back and let the petty handful of leaders
despoil them and the country.
Proclivities
ALSO, there have even been isolated cases of leaders, such as Juarez, to go no

further, who were animated by ideals somewhat resembling our own. In the Madero
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revolution there were similar men. The test of the matter is the whole matter, and
the whole matter is that no measure of liberty, justice, and the square deal has been
achieved in all Mexico in the last four hundred years.
There is all the difference in the world between fighting and government. Anybody

and anything can fight. Dogs and cats, centipedes and scorpions fight. Fighting is a
very primitive sort of exercise. Governing is a high achievement, especially governing
with peace and honesty and fair dealing, and this is something which the Mexicans
have never succeeded in doing from the day they broke away from Spain’s palsied
grasp.
After the fall of Iturbide, in 1824, a republican constitution was adopted and pro-

mulgated. In the forty-seven years between 1821 and 1868 the form of government was
changed ten times, federal republics, central republics, and dictatorships alternating
one with another. In those forty-seven years over fifty persons succeeded one another as
presidents, dictators, and emperors. One authority states that in the same period there
were three hundred attempts, more or less important, at revolution. Clearly, the Mexi-
cans have demonstrated a penchant for fighting, but what they have not demonstrated
is the high ability requisite for governing.
The Turbulent Element
EVEN the deeper read and widely traveled American, able somewhat to refrain

from seeing Mexico in his own image and in his image of his own country, is guilty
of the error of seeing Mexico in the image of a Latin country. The people of Mexico
are not Latins. They are Indians. And they are Indians, only somewhat resembling
the Indians of the United States. They are not merely a different tribe. They are a
different race of Indians.
Sixty-five per cent of the inhabitants are pure Indians; 15 percent are pure Spanish,

Americans, English, and other foreigners. The remaining 20 per cent are mixed Indian
and Spanish. It is this mixed 20 per cent that, according to the stay-at-home American
notion, constitutes the Mexican, and practically the totality of the Mexican population.
And it is just precisely this 20 per cent half-breed class that foments all the trouble,

plays childishly with the tools of giants, and makes a shambles and a chaos of the
land. These “breeds” represent neither the great working class, nor the property-owning
class, nor the picked men of the united States and Europe who have given Mexico what
measure of exotic civilization it possesses. These “breeds” are the predatory class. They
produce nothing. They create nothing. They aim to possess a shirt, ride on a horse,
and “shake down” the people who work and the people who develop.
These “breeds” do politics, issue pronunciamentos, raise revolutions or are revolu-

tionized against by others of them, write bombastic unveracity that is accepted as
journalism in this sad, rich land, steal pay rolls of companies, and eat out hacienda
after hacienda as they picnic along on what they are pleased to call wars for liberty,
justice, and the square deal.
They claim the government of Mexico is theirs, these gentlemen with shirts, on the

backs of stolen horses. And government, to them, means just precisely the license to
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batten upon the labor and industry of the country. The trouble is, so lacking are they
in the ability for government, that they cannot maintain for any length of time the
battening government of their dreams. They continually quarrel over the division of
the spoils, and fight among themselves for a monopoly of the governmental battening
privilege.
Devoid Even of Theives’ Honor
AS I have said before, they are devoid even of theives’ honor. They cannot trust one

another. They cannot believe one another. For once, each correctly conceives the next
one in his own image. Aware, in his heart of hearts, that he wants nothing less than 100
per cent of the swag, that only by accident could he ever be guilty of telling the truth
to a fellow robber, that he is continually bent upon overreaching and double-crossing
his fellow comrades of looters, he cannot expect anything else from his fellows.
To paraphrase Kipling, the consistency of these half-breeds is to know no shred of

consistency. Because of this they are not even successful robbers. Tammany could give
them cards and spades in the game they play and win out against them hands down.
They are brave on occasion. But they are not courageous. Their honor and valor

reside in their tongues. They are turncoats from moment to moment. They will dine
in the homes of their gringo friends one evening, and, before daylight, go gunning for
their gringo friends and for the pay rolls and gold watches of their gringo friends.
They are what the mixed breed always is — neither fish, flesh, nor fowl. They are

neither white men nor Indians. Like the Eurasian, they possess all the vices of their
various commingled bloods and none of the virtues.
It is impossible for the average American to understand them. Honor is one thing

to them, another thing to an American; so likewise with truth, probity, and sincerity.
There is no comprehending them by the rules of conduct and forms of reasoning ha-
bitual to the American. As a sample of this, I relate the following Federal explanation
of the killing of six Americans at San Pedro, in the State of Chiapas.
A Topsy-Turvy Attitude
THIS is they way the Mexicans authorities explain the mishap: When the Americans

took possession of Vera Cruz, the authorities in Chiapas, fearful for the safety of the
handful of American small farmers because of the inflamed condition of the populace,
sent a detachment of rurales to rescue them. When the Americans saw the armed
body of rurales approaching, fearing they were about to be attacked, they barricaded
themselves in one if their houses. So intent was the rescue party on saving them that
a hot fire was opened on the house. For three hours the rurales toiled heroically at
the task of rescue, pouring a heavy fire into the house form every side. At the end of
this time, the six American men being dead, the rurales stormed the house and saved
the lives of an American girl of eighteen and an American boy of fourteen, whom they
bore away to be mobbed through the streets of Tuxtla Gutiérrez ere they were safely
put in jual.
Now it is not the killing that is the point of the illustration. It is the explanation

made by the Mexicans of the horrible mistake made by the Americans in not under-
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standing that the rurales were rescuing them. Surely no American brain nor north
European brain could conceive of such an explanation. Cur reasoning processes are
different. We could no more imagine that such an explanation would hold water than
would we commit a three hours’ attack on persons we were trying to save.
I should be inclined to doubt my harsh generalization on this half-breed class in

Mexico were I alone in my opinion. It is because of this that I give the following
extract from the “Encyclopædia Britannica,” which epitomizes the condition of affairs
obtaining in Mexico from the time of Mexico’s independence to the beginning of Diaz’s
rational despotism:
“On both sides in Mexico there was an element consisting of honest doctrinaires; but

rival military leaders exploited the struggles in their own interest, sometimes taking
each side successively; and the instability was intensified by the extreme poverty of the
peasantry, which made the soldiery reluctant to return to civil life, by the absence of
a regular middle class, and by the concentration of wealth in a few hands, so that a
revolutionary chief was generally sure both of money and of men.”
The Self-Destoyers
NOT only is this half-caste class but one-fifth of the total population of Mexico, but

only a very small portion of this half-caste class is actively engaged in fomenting the
anarchy that is destroying the country and merits the harsh strictures applied to it.
Educated Mexicans assert that Huerta, Carranza, Villa, and Zapata do not represent
more than one hundred thousand people. There is no such thing as a national movement
or a popular movement.
Here is a spectacle of fifteen millions of people, without equipment or ability for

government, being harried and destroyed by a group of one hundred thousand who
likewise have neither equipment nor ability for government. Surely, there can be no
discussion of this. What is is. What is is incontrovertible. And the unhappy situation
of misgovernment in Mexico to-day is a fact and is incontrovertible.
Two Indians at the Head of Mexico
THERE are three millions of the half-castes. When they permit, as they do, by

their passivity, the pernicious and anarchic activity of the small group of one hundred
thousand of them, they are themselves negatively responsible for the present state of
affairs. The point is that they likewise have no aptitude for government.
Heavens, when it comes to the mere matter of ability to make organized trouble,

the very half-breeds themselves are dependent on the peons! The two strongest men
to-day in Mexico are the ex-bandit peon and Indian, Villa, in the north, and Huerta,
the Tiaxcalan Indian, in the south.
The attitude of the hundred thousand active half-breeds is that the government

belongs to them and not to the fifteen millions. It is their government, and, by the
Eternal, they are going to do what they please with it. Civilization? They are not
interested in civilization. Civilization can go smash, and, i’ faith, they will smash it
themselves if they have a mind to.
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These men have talked republic since the year 1824, yet Mexico has never been a
republic. Certainly it was not a republic under the capitalistic dictatorship of Porfirio
Diaz. Elections here are either slates put through by dictators and their cliques, or
straight-out revolutions, in either case the one object being unadulterated loot. Now
they do not say this, these child-minded men. They spout patriotism and valor, liberty,
justice, and the square deal — all of which glorious phrases mean nothing of the sort,
but are synonymous with loot.
They are not men in a world of men, these half-breed trouble makers. They are

child-minded and ignoble-purposed. The stern stuff of manhood, as we understand
manhood, is not in them. This stern stuff is in the pure-blooded Indians, however;
but it manifests itself all to rarely, else it would be impossible for the many millions
of Indians to have endured slavery for four hundred years at the hands of their tiny
group of masters.
If Only He had Settled Villa
HUERTA is the flower of the Mexican Indian. Such Indians have appeared, on

occasion, in the United States. Huerta is brave. Huerta is masterful. But even Huerta
has never betrayed possession of high ideals nor wide social vision.
And Huerta has made mistakes. Two of these mistakes, to be mentioned in passing

but which are not apposite to the contention of this article, are: (1) his not killing
Zapata when he had the chance; (2) his very grievous error in not killing Villa the
time he had him backed up against a wall facing a firing squad. It was on this latter
occasion that he compelled Villa, on his knees, arms clasped about Huerta’s legs, to beg
Huerta for his life. Villa has not forgotten that little episode. And it is fair to assume
that sometimes the memory of these two mistakes flits regretfully through Huerta’s
mind as he sips a drink at the Country Club and contemplates Villa moving irresistibly
down on him from the north; both his coasts blockaded by American warships and all
arms and war munitions embargoed; Zapata at his back to the south and west like a
hungry tiger; his credit exhausted, but a small portion of his own country left in his
hands, and his own people in his capital city ripe to turn on him the instant he totters.
I should not like to be Villa or Zapata if only for five minutes Huerta should get hold
of me. Nor should I like to be Huerta if only for five minutes Zapata or Villa should
get hold of me.
Will the Peon Get the Land?
EGYPTIAN and Mayan hieroglyphics cannot obfuscate the mind of the stay-at-

home American as do the phrases and slogans of the Mexican “breeds.” A hieroglyphic
mans nothing. The phrases and slogans of the Mexicans do not mean what they seem
to mean. Countless Americans think the present revolution is and expression of the
peon’s land hunger. Madero raised that cry. Zapata still raises the same cry. Orozco
promised the peons free farms in his plan of Tacubaya, when he was already the bought
tool of the great hacienda land owners who had employed him to cause confusion to
Madero. Carranza, in veiled words and vague promises, shied at the division of the
great haciendas. Villa still shouts “free land.”
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But how about the peon? There are twelve million peons. They have had four
centuries to get interested in the subject. Considering the paucity of the numbers of
their masters, they have evidently not considered the matter to any purpose. I doubt,
by a count of noses, if one-fourth of one per cent of the peons of Mexico are bearing
arms for the purpose of gaining free land or gaining anything else their leaders desire.
Villa confiscated the great estates if Chihuahua. To each adult male in the State of

Chihuahua he gave sixty acres of land. But there was a string on the gift. For ten years
the land was to be inalienable. His explanation of this string is that the peon has lost
his ancient land hunger, and that, if given the land outright, he would immediately
sell or gamble away his holding.
Of course the peon should have the land. Some day he will have it. But when no more

than one-fourth of one per cent of the peons have risen to take the land, the feebleness
of the peon land hunger is fully told. So another magic phrase means one thing to the
American mind and quite a different thing to the Mexican mind. It is impossible to
conceive of twelve million Americans, gnawed by the land hunger, arming and sending
into the field one-fourth of one percent of their number to fight for the land. Either
the peon is different from the American, or land hunger is one thing to the one and
another thing to the other. Apparently both contentions are true. The American is an
Anglo-Saxon. The peon is an Indian, and a Mexican Indian at that. Furthermore, the
Mexican Indian, before the Spaniard came, did not hold land individually; he held it
communally.
Born Guerrillas
FURTHER to discredit this one-fourth of one per cent of peons bearing arms, two

things must be taken into account. Numbers of them are restless and rough-natured
only, rather than sustained by a belief in the rightness of the war they wage. Numbers
of them are criminal and disorderly individuals. Numbers of them fight on either side
according to the fortunes of battle. Numbers of them are happy-go-lucky, preferring
the fun and adventure of guerrilla warfare to the stay-at-home, plodding life of the
farmer.
The second thing is no less important. They like the job. They have got the habit

of revolution. What peon, with any spunk in him, would elect to slave on a hacienda
for a slave’s reward when, in the ranks of Zapata, Carranza, or Villa, he can travel, see
the country, ride a horse, carry a rifle, get a peso or so a day, loot when fortune favors,
and, if lucky, on occasion kill a fellow creature — this last a particularly delightful
event to a people who delight in the bloody spectacles of the bull ring.
The totality of the Mexicans being so incapable of government that a handful of

disorderly and incapable “breeds” can play ducks and drakes with the whole land,
poor Mexico is in such a situation to-day that, unaided from without, the game of
ducks and drakes can be played interminably. There is no other Perfirio Diaz in sight.
There is no strong “breed” capable of whipping the rest of the disorderly “breeds” and
the country into shape. There is no popular movement on which such a strong man
might depend for support. Nor is there a national cause. The educated Mexicans, the
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wealthy Mexicans, the business and shopkeeping Mexicans, hail American intervention
with delight. The vast majority of the peons ask merely to be let alone, and not to be
drafted into the fighting ranks of this leader and of that leader and of the many leaders
continually arising. Victories, presidencies, and dictatorships can be only temporary.
The handful of anarchs cannot pacify Mexico, because Mexico does not need pacifying.
They cannot pacify themselves, which is the actual need of Mexico, because they are
too weak, too inefficient, too turbulent, too disorderly.
Spain, despite her world empire, which she picked up at a lucky stroke, much as

a Hottentot might pick up a Koh-i-noor, never possessed any genius for government.
The descendants of the Spaniards in Mexico, interbred with the native Indians, have
likewise displayed no genius for government. Facts are facts. What the Spaniards and
their descendants have not succeeded in doing in Mexico during the last four hundred
years is an eloquent story.
Mexico must be saved from herself. What Mexico really needs is to be saved from

the insignificant portion of her half-breeds who are causing all the trouble. They should
not form the government at all. And yet they are the very ones who insist on forming
it, and they cannot be eliminated by those who should form it, namely, the twelve
million peons and the nearly three million peaceably inclined half-breeds.
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Lawgivers

THE bronze clangor of the cathedral bells marks the hours. Out of the night day
bursts with an abruptness of light and of birdcalls. Newsboys’ voices announce the first
editions of Mexican morning papers and the fall of Tampico. There are dog yelps, the
rattle and grind of big-wheeled mule carts, a clatter of cavalry hoofs on the asphalt,
bugle calls, and Vera Cruz has begun another day.
Bareheaded women, betraying little of Spanish and much of Indian in their faces,

pass on their way to market. Cargadores slither by on leather sandals, and peddlers
carrying their stocks in trade on their heads. Spigotty police, in wrinkled linen uniforms,
swing their clubs valiantly, and, in contrast with our husky sentries of the regular army,
appear pathetically small of stature, pinched of chest, and narrow of shoulder. And in
the cathedral Indians and mixed breeds pray to the gods and saints of their believing,
perplexed by the incomprehensible situation of their beloved city in the possession of
armed white-skinned men from over the sea.
These natives of Mexico have never possessed more than a skeleton of law. They

were two entire ethnic periods behind the Spanish when Cortes landed his mail-clad
adventurers on their shore. And Cortes and the generations of acquisitive adventurers
that followed him, themselves no genius for government, intermarried with the Indian
population and made no improvements in government.
Improvised Proconsuls
PRIMITIVE government is simple, religious, and rigid. When the Indian govern-

mental machinery was thrown out of gear, with here and there a smashed cog, lacking
in plasticity, the millions of Indians fell an easy prey to the Spanish conquistadores.
The compromise, resulting from the blending of a people backward in governmental
development with a people unpossessed of the genius for government, brought about
the weak and inefficient government that has been Mexico’s for the last four centuries.
Come now, in the year 1914, from the United States, the white-skinned armed men

with an inherited genius for government. Here is Vera Cruz with a population of 30,000;
here, in addition, there are thousands of American soldiers and thousands of American
and Mexican refugees from the interior. Problem: how to get these many thousands
up out of bed in the morning and to work or play; how to get them home and to bed
at night, all in decent and orderly fashion.
There must be safety for all. They must not quarrel with one another. They must

keep themselves clean and the city clean. They must pursue the multifarious activities
by which only can a city exist. They must not hurt one another, either by theft or
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violence, or by squalidly cultivating infection. And they must not even hurt, by excess
of cruelty, the scrubby four-legged creatures that are their draft animals.
And the thing is done, decency and order made to reign, and all by the white-skinned

fighting men who know how to rule as well as fight. Never, in the long history of Vera
Cruz, has the city been so decent, so orderly, so safe, so clean. And it is accomplished,
not by civilians from the United States, but by soldiers from the United States, and it
is done without graft.
Captain Turner of the Seventh Infantry makes the following interesting announce-

ment in the Mexican newspapers:
“As I have taken charge of the administration of the State taxes for this canton, by

order of the Provost Marshal General, I beg to advise the public that from the seventh
day of this month this office will proceed with its usual business under my orders.
“The public is hereby advised that persons who have not paid up taxes on city

property which were due on the thirtieth day of April, 1914, will be allowed until the
twenty-fifth day of the present month in which to pay them; but if any or all of them
are not paid by the date mentioned above the property will be subject to the usual
legal processes.”
Comes Major Miller, his sword for the time being laid aside while he serves as chief

of the Department of Education, with this advertisement:
“Professors and teachers formerly employed in the public schools of Vera Cruz, and

who have not already signified their intention to resume work, but who desire to do
so, and others who are qualified to teach and desire such employment, are requested
to make application to this department. The latter class of applicants should present
proper credentials and proof of qualification.”
Also, Major Miller announces that the Biblioteca del Publico will reopen on May

20.
Colonel Plummer of the Twenty-eighth Infantry advertises that the sale of cocaine

and marihuana is prohibited except on a doctor’s prescription, and that violation of this
order will be severely punished. Since Colonel Plummer is Provost Marshal General,
his advertisements include all sorts of prohibitions, from spitting on sidewalks and in
public places to warning shopkeepers not to extend credit to soldiers, and pawnbrokers
not to receive pledges of Government property.
General Funston serves notice that every inhabitant of Vera Cruz must forthwith

be vaccinated.
The Business of Justice
THE work of war is not forgotten. The lines of outposts and trenches circle the

city; the waterworks are protected; the hydroplanes scout overhead; and night and
day, on lookout and in the trenches, men and officers stand their regular shifts. But,
inside the lines, colonels and majors, captains and first lieutenants turn their hands to
governing and operating the Departments of Law, Public Work, Public Safety, Finance,
and Education. Then there is the Military Commission, with powers of life and death,
grimly sitting on the cases of persons charged with infractions of the Laws of Hostile
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Occupation and the Laws of War. Further, there are four Inferior Provost Courts and
one Superior Provost Court sitting regularly every day. The jurisdiction of the Provost
Court is limited to criminal cases, and these courts are far from idle.
The Captain-Judge in Action
THE ordinary citizen in any city at home may pursue his routine of life for days,

weeks, and months, and see nothing out of the way or disorderly. And yet, day and
night, and all days and nights, disorderly acts will have taken place and the many
offenders will have been combed by the police from the riffraff of the city and brought
before the courts.
Vera Cruz, at the present time, despite its military occupation, has all the seeming

of such a city. All is quiet and seemly on the streets, where just the other day men
were killing one another on the sidewalks and housetops. The very spigotty police,
known, some of them, to have engaged in sniping our men, have been put back to
work under our army administration. And yet, for a city of this size, more than the
usual combing of the riffraff is necessary. It is the desire of the military government,
among other things, to rid the city of all able-bodied loafers, whether Mexican or
foreign. If Mexican, they are sent out through the lines; if foreign, they are deported
to their respective countries. On the other hand, there is nothing hasty in this cavalier
treatment. Petty offenders continually receive dismissals or suspended sentences for
first offences. Nor is the right to be represented by counsel denied anyone.
A visit to the Inferior Provost Court in the Municipal Palace proved most illuminat-

ing. Here, at a desk across which flowed a steady stream of documents, in olive-drab
shirt and riding trousers, with a .45 automatic at his hip, sat a blond lawgiver, taken
from the command of his company in the Nineteenth Infantry to administer the law
of Mexico and the orders, above Mexican law, which have been issued by the Provost
Marshal General.
At the desk beside the Captain-Judge, an enlisted man, in uniform, pounded a type-

writer, kept a record of decisions, fines, imprisonments, and probations, and performed
the rest of the tasks of a police-court clerk. Soldiers clacked across the square marble
flags of the court-room floor, and came and went, carrying messages, appearing and
disappearing through high doorways and under broad arches. In one corner a soldier
telegrapher operated an army telegraph.
Strapping soldiers, with bayonets fixed, guarded the doorway that led both to free-

dom and to the cells. Between these guards, small people, furtive or sullen, came
and went — if witnesses, summoned from without by an alert little spigotty bailiff; if
prisoners, escorted by armed soldiers.
“Tell the Lady She Was Drunk,” Says the Court
AS IS usual with our police courts at home, not one but many cases are going on

simultaneously. A fresh witness in a case of theft, sent for half an hour before, arrives
and gives evidence between the payment of a fine and the fuddled protestations of
an Indian woman that she was not drunk the preceding evening. While the court
interpreter has halted the testimony of a suspected fence in order to look up in the
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dictionary the English equivalent for a Spanish phrase the Captain-Judge admonishes
a hotel keeper on the conduct of his house, dispatches a policeman to bring into court
two pairs of stolen trousers evidently germane to some other case that is somehow in
process of being tried, and listens to the remarks of a Spanish lawyer appearing for
some man not yet brought from the cells.
The stream of many cases thins for a moment, and the Captain-Judge, who has the

bluest of blue eyes and the fairest of fair hair, calls the name, “Francisco Ibanez de
Paralta.”
A peon, covered with rags for the price of which six cents would be an extortion,

shambles up and bows humbly.
“Tell him that he was drunk and disorderly on the street last night,” the Captain-

Judge says to the interpreter.
This being duly communicated, the culprit makes brief reply, which is translated

by the interpreter as: “That’s right. He says he was drunk all right and is sorry.”
“Has he steady work?” asked the Captain-Judge.
“No. He says he is a cargador and works when he can.”
“Tell him if he is brought here again he will be given sixteen days — turn him loose,”

is the verdict.
Next appears Serafina Cruz. She is blear-eyed and semicomatose.
“Tell the lady she was drunk again yesterday,” says the Court to the interpreter.
Serafina acknowledges the soft impeachment with a “Si,” a nod, and a yawn.
“Second offense, sixteen days in which to sober up — she needs it,” is the Court’s

judgment, and Sefafina is trailed away to the cells by a big American soldier.
Maria and the Handcart
MARIA DE LA CONCEPCION DE HENRIQUEZ, a gentle-faced, soft-voiced

woman whose ancestors, by the tokens of race in her face, pronounced their names by
means of many Aztec “z’s” and “x’s,” denies flatly that she was drunk the preceding
morning. The arresting spigotty officer, being duly sworn, deposes that she was so
drunk that he was compelled to transport her to the lockup in a handcart. Maria de
la Concepcion assures the Court that the arresting officer is a dog and worse than a
dog; he is the broken mustaches of a gutter cat, a grubless buzzard, a wingless pelican;
that the truth is not in him; and, furthermore, that she was not drunk.
Captain Callahan, a blond Celt in American uniform, taking oath, affirms that he

did see the lady arrive, dead drunk, in a handcart propelled by the aforesaid spigotty
policeman.
Maria de la Concepcion rolls her eyes in an expression of grieved shock at such

unveracity on the part of such a gentlemanly appearing American gentleman, and
assures the Court that she was far from drunk — so far from drunk, in fact, that she
had not taken even a drop.
The patient Captain-Judge settles the matter out of hand.
“Tell her,” he commands the interpreter, “that it happens I saw her myself when she

was brought in on the handcart. Ask her where is her home.”
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Back, via the interpreter, comes the information that she has no home.
“First offense — five days — what is the matter with that man?” says the Captain-

Judge all in one breath.
“That man,” from his bright, keen, elderly face, evidently is not a drunk. Also, in

his face there are no signs of evil, so one wonders what he has done.
His name is José de Garro, the interpreter says for him. During the days of street

fighting, while he lay hid, the United States sailors made use of his handcart, which
happens to be his sole means of livelihood. He has now discovered his handcart. It is
being used by the servants of the proprietor of the Hotel Diligencia, and said proprietor
has declined to return it to him.
The Court does not ponder the matter. Like the crack of a whiplash, his orders are

issued:
“Send a policeman to the Hotel Diligencia and bring the handcart and the proprietor

here. Find from the complainant two men who will swear to his identity and to his
ownership of the handcart, and send a policemen to bring the two men he names.
Mercedes de Villagran!”
While Mercedes de Villagran is being brought from the cells, two thieves, Messrs.

Bravo de Saravio and Pedro Sorez de Ulloa, already sent for and just brought from
the cells, are considered. Captain Callahan is interrogated by the Court from with-
out through an open window, and Captain Callahan’s information causes the Court
to command that the two thieves be remanded, the case being grave, and be kept
incommunicado waiting the evidence in process of being gathered.
His Name Upon His Arm
MERCEDES DE VILLAGRAN proves to be a wizened little old woman, very worn,

very miserable, very frightened, who is charged with having in her possession munitions
of war. Worst of all, a double handful of Mauser cartridges is exhibited in evidence.
In a thin, quavering falsetto she explains that after the street fighting, pursuing her
regular vocation of garbage picking, she did find and retain possession of the munitions
of war, deeming them of value and unaware that possession of them constituted a grave
offense or any offense at all.
“Case dismissed — turn her loose,” and the captain-judge has forgotten her on

the instant and forever in the thick rush of his crowded life, but him she will ever
remember, to her last breath, in her chatter of gossip with her garbage-picking sisters
of Vera Cruz.
A prisoner is called, whose entry on the docket causes the Court’s brows to corrugate;

for the man has no name, and is entered as “P,” with a note to the effect that Captain
Callahan will explain.
Captain Callahan, not for the moment findable, possibly engaged in receiving an-

other lady in a handcart, the Court tries two more cases of drunk, one, a second offense,
receiving sixteen days and a warning that on a third offense he will be sent out through
the lines.
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Captain Callahan arrives, rolls up the sleeve of the man “P,” shows a letter “P” inked
on the man’s arm, and explains that the defendant, arriving at jail so hopelessly drunk
as to be speechless, could be entered in no other safely identifiable way, wherefore he
had inked the man’s arm, and there was the proof of it. Mr. “P,” somewhat recovered
after a night’s sleep, is able to state that his name is Alonzo de Codova y Figueroa. The
soldier clerk, remembering the face and searching the record, announces that Alonze
de Codova y Figueroa is a second-timer, and Alonze de Codova y Figueroa, in debt to
the United States with his time to the extent of sixteen days, is taken away.
Patience, Swiftness, and Certitude
THE handcart, the proprietor of the Hotel Diligencia, and the policeman arrive in

high garrulity. The proprietor is a squat, stoop-shouldered, pock-marked, white-haired
Cuban, whose state of mind is one of amazement in that the handcart, on which he
never laid eyes before, should have been found on his premises.
The handcart man looks on his property with joy, and cannot understand why the

Captain-Judge does not immediately permit him to take it away, while the Captain-
Judge receives particulars of a house raid the previous night in which four Mausers
and a thousand rounds of ammunition had been unearthed.
Appears Tomas Martin de Poveda, charged with the ghastly crime of maintaining

unclean premises. After a brief lecture on hygiene and sanitation, the Court gives the
culprit twenty-four hours in which to clean up, and Thomas Martin de Poveda departs,
shaking his had at such administration of justice by the thrice lunatice gringos.
A shopkeeper and a cigar maker arrive, take oath, and testify that José de Garro

is truly José de Garro and that the handcart is truly his property, and José de Garro
goes on his way rejoicing that God’s still in heaven and justice in Vera Cruz.
The cases of three thieves, charged with stealing from the customhouse, and of

a fence who bought the stolen property, are inquired into and continued. Follows a
Jamaica negro cook and a cockney steward from an English steamer, jointly charged
with stealing a gold watch from a Spanish refugee.
The Court interrogates all three, discharges the negro, holds the cockney for trial,

and dispatches a summons for the master of the ship to appear in court next morning,
accompanied by a polite request first to search the cockney’s belongings on board
ship. More men are warned for maintaining unclean premises; and one man, for having
struck his wife, a dark-skinned, bovine-eyed Indian Madonna who testifies reluctantly,
receives ten days, and is thunderstruck that such maladministration of justice can be.
A thin-face widow, in a blight of black, pays the fine of her roistering eldest born, who,
while crazed with several centavos’ worth of ninety-proof aguardiente, demolished a
window and portions of the anatomy of a spigotty policeman. The Captain-Judge has
seen service in Cuba, Porto Rico, and the Philippines, and his “Carabao English,” so
learned, stands him in good stead. Not merely on occasion, but on many occasions,
he corrects and checks the interpreter when that worthy fails properly to interpret
shades of meaning or engages in animated discussions with prisoners and witnesses on
irrelevant topics. Another thing that characterized the efficiency of this blond lawgiver
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of a regular army captain, whose ancestors must have been more than closely related
to Hengist and Horsa, is his combined patience, swiftness, and certitude. Rough and
ready his justice is, but legal always, and unswayed by the seriousness or lightness of
any case. He opposes directness and simplicity to the garrulity and immateriality of
the Vera Cruzans. His patient questions go to the point, he achieves his conclusion in
the midst of some longwinded explanation of things concerning other things and not
the things at issue, and suddenly, like a shot, he enunciates his decision: “I find you
guilty — forty days”; or: “Not guilty — next case.”
Sentencing a Leech
HE finds Martin Onez de Loyola, a full-blooded Spaniard, guilty of a particularly

mean crime and sentences him to six months — this merely to hold him until he can
be deported to his native country, which is Spain. But the Captain-Judge is thorough.
He gives instructions that when the convicted man is deported the Chief of Police of
Barcelona be warned to nab him when he disembarks on his native soil.
This case of Martin Onez de Loyola merits the harshness of the sentence. A well-

to-do but ignorant Mexican woman of the capital had married her deceased husband’s
brother, equally well-to-do and ignorant. Loyola, becoming aware of the matter, had
assured them hat it was a terrible crime, and had bled them, at different times, of over
ten thousand pesos. In order to escape him they had started to flee the country; but
Loyola, true leech that he was, followed them through the lines of two hostile armies to
Vera Cruz. And so, thanks to the Captain-Judge, they were able to return to Mexico,
while their persecutor, willy-nilly, made the voyage to Spain.
Franisco Hernandez, trouble-eyed and stupid, charged with stealing a barrel of wine,

positively declares himself not guilty, and the patient Court unravels the tangle. Pedro
de Valvidia, owner of a cantina, and his barkeeper, Garcia de Mendoza, testify to
catching the thief in the act and to apprehending him with the barrel already rolled
out on the sidewalk and merrily rolling onward.
He Stole a Barrel
TWO peon witnesses testify to having seen Francisco Hernandez captured while

rolling the barrel, and the case begins to look dark for Francisco Hernandez, who has
pleaded non guilty. But he receives inspiration. He acknowledges all the facts testified
to. He was not the owner of the barrel. He did go into the cantina and roll out the
barrel. He was caught by the owner and barkeeper in the manner described, but — and
he makes the explanation that is as ancient as the first theft of portable property — it
happened that as he came along the street looking for a job, his profession being that
of a cargador, two strange men approached him and hired him to convey the barrel of
wine, which they had just purchased, to their residence. That was all. He was innocent
as a new-born babe. What did he want with a whole barrel of wine? What could he
do with a whole barrel of wine, being a temperate as well as an honest man?
“Where were you going to deliver the barrel?” the Court demands.
Francisco Hernandez somehow cannot remember the address.
“Who were the men?”
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Francisco Hernandez says they were strangers.
“Describe them.”
And one can actually see Francisco Hernandez’s imagination working at high pres-

sure as he paints the portraits of the two mythical strangers.
The Court asks several other questions not very important, merely concerning his

whereabouts earlier in the day and how often he succeeded in getting work, and Fran-
cisco Hernandez, believing that his tale is believed, grows confident.
“Describe the two men,” the Court suddenly commands.
The Case of Rosalia
POOR Hernandez is taken by surprise. He stumbles and halts, tries to remember

his extempore description of the two individuals, diverges, slips up, falls down, and,
in the midst of his gropings and stutterings, is astounded to hear the Captain-Judge
decisively utter just three words: “Guilty — six months.” And while the interpreter is
transposing this misfortune into understandable Spanish terms, the Captain-Judge is
already into the thick of the next case.
And this is a case destined to make the entire native population of Vera Cruz sit up

and take notice that never was similar justice dispensed before, albeit 4,000 soldiers
and 20,000 marines and bluejackets, to say nothing of $100,000,000 worth of warships,
were required to install the Captain-Judge in the Municipal Palace.
It is a sordid, squalid case. Rosalia de Xara Quemada and Cristovel de la Cerda

are the culprits. Alonzo de Xara Quemada is the husband of Rosalia, and is also the
complainant. He is a bulgy-eyed, cadaverous-cheeked, vulpine-faced individual, and he
grins vindictively and triumphantly as he makes his charge.
Rosalia is frightened and dumbly defiant. She has a full, oval face, wavy brown hair

parted in the middle and neatly bound with a light blue ribbon, and dangling earrings.
There is just sufficient Spanish in the Indian of her to give her temperament and to
account for the inimitable draping of the brown shawl about her shoulders and hips.
Cristovel, the lover, is a depressed and gloomy young man who keeps books for a living.
A Judgment of Solomon
ROSALIA and Cristovel plead guilty, and are prepared for merciless judgment at

the hands of the Captain-Judge who transacts justice with a big automatic at his hip
and with armed soldiers for his attendants. But the Captain-Judge is not satisfied. He
asks Rosalia and her husband, Alonzo, many penetrating questions. They have five
children. For four years Alonzo has not contributed a centavo toward their support.
Rosalia, by scrubbing, by peddling, by cooking, and by various other ways has given
the entire support to her brood of five.
As all this comes out, Rosalia seems to take heart of courage and grows voluble,

while Alonzo glowers at her in a way that would bode a beating were there none
present to interfere. The reason her husband had had her arrested, Rosalia volunteers,
was that just previous to the arrest she had refuse to lend him five pesos. At other
times in the past she had loaned him money. No, he had never returned a single loan.
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The Captain-Judge orders the culprits to step forward to receive sentence, knits his
brow for a moment in thought, and proceeds:
“Cristovel de la Cerda. You have pleaded guilty of the grave offense of adultery. By

the Mexican law of this State I could sentence you to two years. But I shall not be
harsh. I shall sentence you to six months. The sentence, however, will be suspended and
I release you here and now on probation. You will report to this court every Saturday
morning at nine o’clock with a letter from your employer attesting your good behavior.”
As the interpreter turns this into Spanish, the husband’s face is a rich study. At the

mention of two years, it is hilarious. The six months’ sentence leaves it sill hilarious,
but not so hilarious. The suspension of the sentence positively floors Alonzo, and the
angry blood surges darkly under his skin.
“There Is No Mexican Law Here”
ROSALIA is similarly sentenced, released on probation, told to report every Satur-

day morning, and admonished to be good. But the case is not over. Alonzo de Xara
Quemada, distraught with this frightful miscarriage of justice, is ordered to stand forth.
“Alonzo de Xara Quemada, your conduct has been most reprehensible.”
While the interpreter struggles with the dictionary for the Spanish equivalent of the

introductory sentence, Alonzo looks as if he expects to be backed up against a wall
the next moment and shot.
“These five children are yours just as much as they are Rosalia’s. From now on you

shall do your share toward supporting them. Each week you shall pay to Rosalia the
sum of five pesos. Each Saturday morning at nine o’clock you shall appear before me
with the receipt for the five pesos. If you don’t, we will see what six months in jail will
do for you.”
The whole thing is too unthinkably hideous for Alonzo. He blows up, and in im-

passioned language forswears and disowns Rosalia, the five children, and all memory
of them and responsibility for them, forever and forever. Furthermore, he will not pay
the weekly five pesos. Who ever heard of such a thing? He denies the Captain-Judge’s
right in the matter, and all in wild harangue announces that he will appeal to the
Mexican courts against such injustice.
Whereupon the Captain-Judge’s fist comes down on the desk, and the Captain-

Judge thunders:
“There is no Mexican law here. I am the law. You will pay the five pesos. To-day is

Thursday. Next Saturday you will appear before me with the receipt for the first five
pesos. Vamos.”
Alonzo de Xara Quemada starts to protests, but two soldiers, with wicked-looking

bayonets on the ends of their rifles, step forward, and Alonzo subsided.
A Moving Picture
I DEPARTED on his heels, greedily enjoying the maledictions he muttered down the

street. And on Saturday morning I made it a point to be present at the Provost Court
at nine o’clock. Sure enough, Alonzo de Xara Quemada was there, sullenly exhibiting
a receipt for five pesos signed by one Rosalia de Xara Quemada.
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And all the affairs and transactions I have described in this article constitute but a
portion of one morning’s work in one Provost Court of the five Provost Courts sitting
in Vera Cruz.
Before I cease, I cannot forbear describing a little scene I witnessed right after

Alonzo’s plaint had died away down the street. Captain Callahan was engaged in
receiving a lady who was more difficult to receive than if she had come in a handcart.
A sweaty and disheveled spigotty policeman had brought her, and she had fought him
all the way to such effect that he stood near the entrance to the cells too exhausted to
move her a step further. In vain Captain Callahan ordered him to proceed with her.
She was the stronger, and she had caught her second wind. Just as she flung herself on
the policeman in savage onslaught, a big American soldier strode to her and tapped
her authoritatively on the arm. She turned and stared up at him. He spoke no word,
but with a curt thrust of his thumb over his shoulder indicated the way to the cells.
She wilted into all meekness and obedience, and meekly and obediently, without a
hand being laid on her, walked into the cell room.
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Our Adventures in Tampico

London in his office
ONE must go and see in order to know. My advance impression of Tampico, for one,

was of a typical Mexican port infested with smallpox, yellow fever, and a few American
adventurers of pernicious activities and doubtful antecedents. There were also oil wells,
I understood, in and about Tampico, operated by the aforesaid adventurers. And that
was about all I knew of the place until I went and saw.
Aboard my steamer were oilmen returning after being driven out to our warships by

the Mexicans the day our forces landed in Vera Cruz, and after being shanghaied by
our State Department to the United States. A big steel barge, swept by every breaker,
was pounding to destruction on the end of the breakwater that projected into the Gulf.
“That’s our barge,” one of the oilmen told me. “When the Federals fired our wharf,

her mooring lines burned away and she drifted down the river.”
He looked at me grimly when I remarked that they had got off lightly.
“Wait and see,” was all he said.
A Massed Front of Industry
ONCE in the mouth of the Pánuco River, the landscape on either side sprouted into

the enourmous, mushroom growths of the tank farms. I was quite impressed, not having
dreamed that our adventurers had done so much work. It was a creditable showing, a
very creditable showing. But as we continued up the river, more and more terminals
and tank farms lined both banks of it. This was the Corona terminal, and that was
the Aguilla on both sides, and adjoining were the huge solid buildings of Standard
Oil. And still the names of companies were rolled off to me. There was the National
Petroleum, there the Waters-Pierce, the Gulf Coast, the Huasteca, the Mexican Fuel,
the Magnolia Petroleum, the Texas, the International Oil, the East Coast Oil — and
thereat I ceased taking account of the companies and realized that there was quite
something more to Tampico than I had anticipated.
“Ah,” I remarked, “there’s the city at last,” indicating great masses of buildings on

the north bank. But I was informed that the city was yet miles away, and that what I
had mistaken for it was the boiler stacks, still stacks, warehouses, paraffin plants, and
agitators of the refineries.
Ocean Tankers in Long Procession
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THE ruined walls of a huge building were pointed out. “Six hundred thousand dollars
went up there,” I was told. “Two hundred and fifty box cars went up with it. The shells
from the Federal gunboats did it.”
We hoisted the doctor’s flag and dropped anchor off a quarter of a mile of burned

wharf.
“You see,” it was explained, “the rebels were working two machine guns here and a

bunch of sharpshooters, and the Federals from the Zaragoza let us have it good and
plenty. That was all brand-new wharf. In fact, we hadn’t quite finished it. Three of
our barges were sunk by the shells. Right there at the bottom lies the Topila and the
Spindletop, and, just beyond, the Santa Fe. See what the fire left of that tank on the
top of the hill. It gave us a hot time. While it was burning we fought to keep it inside
the fire wall, and all the time the Zaragoza was shelling us. Don’t talk to me about
the peon. I was right there with a gang of them. They were working for a day’s wages,
but no trained soldiers could have behaved better. As soon as we’d jump up to fight
the fire the Zaragoza’d loosen up on us. Inside ten minutes we’d have to lie down until
the shells and machine guns slackened, and then we’d up and go at it again. And not
a peon showed the white feather, and we held that burning oil where it was until it
burned out. Some peons, hombre, some peons.”
And while we waited for the port doctor, big ocean tanker after big ocean tanker

in long procession came in from the sea, flew the doctor’s flag and dropped anchor.
“They come in, load, and go out all in the same day,” I was told. “The Huasteca can

load 9,000 barrels an hour. Why, there are tankers that have been coming in here for
a year whose crews have never set foot on land.”
Statistic of Pernicious Activities
I BEGAN to gather statistics of the pernicious activities of our American adven-

turers. One company along had two roofed concrete tanks holding 1,250,000 barrels
along with 120 steel tanks holding 55,000 barrels each. Since a steel tank costs 30,000
pesos, the cost of the 120 steel tanks will total 3,600,000 pesos. At the rate of exchange
prior to Mexico’s present troubles, this investment in mere steel-tank equipment means
1,800,000 American gold dollars. When it is considered that this is but part of the one
item of oil-storage equipment of one company, and that there are many other equally
expensive items of equipment, the grand total of the equipment of the many companies
is vaguely adumbrated.
The port doctor finally boarded and passes us and we continued up the river to

Tampico. The Pánuco is a noble stream, deep of channel, swift of current, and wide;
and as we rounded a grand bend between the interminable tank farms a whole fleet of
anchored merchant steamers appeared, as well as warships, flying the flags of various
nations. The Des Moines flew the only American flag.
Passing the customhouse and emerging through the Fiscal Dock, a long line of

mounted Constitutionalists made me for a while forget oil and oil tanks. Before I knew
what was happening, I found myself in the company of 500 of the Constitutionalists,
dispatched to aid in the pursuit of General Zaragoza and his 4,000 Federals.
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The Harum-Scarum Warriors
NEVER on the warpath have I encountered a bunch of warriors so harum-scarum,

so happy-go-lucky, so brimming over with good food and high spirits. Everyone was
mounted. Every horse was stolen. On the horses were the brands of every ranch and
hacienda from the Rio Grande to the Pánuco. Occasionally there was a grizzled oldster.
But the big percentage was youthful. There were boys of ten, eleven, and twelve,
magnificently and monstrously spurred, astride lifted broncos, with pictures of saints in
their sombreros and looted daggers and bowie knives in their leggings, with automatics
and revolvers at their hips, bewaisted and beshouldered with belts and bandoliers of
cartridges, and with the inevitable rifle across their saddle pommels. And there were
women, young women all, mere soldaderas as well as amazons, the former skirted and
on sidesaddles, the latter trousered and cross saddled, and all of them wickedly armed
like their male comrades, and none of them married. When a soldadera comes along
I should not like to be a stray chicken on the line of march nor a wounded enemy on
the field of battle.
Crossing the Pánuco to the south bank on a barge, I tried to take the picture of

a coy and skirted soldadera. But all was vain until I won the good services of the
Lieutenant Colonel by snapping him and his fellow officers. They were so delighted
that all that they possessed was mine, and the soldadera was commanded to face
the camera. The proud Colonel even interrupted proceedings in order to decorate
the soldadera with his own cartridge belt, knife and revolver. She was young, strong,
uncorseted, cotton-frocked, all Indian, and she had ridden, as I learned, for two years
with the revolutionists. She came from far in the North, and her near goal was Mexico
City.
Ashore on the south bank, endeavoring to catch two or three of the rebels with

my camera, I suffered from an embarrassment of riches. All the soldiers crowded into
the immediate foreground — there were half a thousand of them — and my lens was
not wide-angled. In twos and threes they struck the most bloodthirsty attitudes, and
I could only escape them by patiently faking a pressure of the bulb and a rolling on of
the film. They were as proud as peacocks, as excitable and naive as children. Just as I
pressed the bulb on a long row of them on horseback, one of them, beside himself with
too much valor, accidentally discharged his rifle. His fellows laughed at him. His officers
did not even frown. It was too common an occurrence. They were merely skylarking
boys on the rampage, these rebels who had exchanged the tedium of the day’s work for
a year-long picnic. Picnic was what it was with a horse to ride, a peso and a half a day,
good grub, a chance to loot, and, best of all, a chance to shoot their fellow men, which
last is the biggest big-game hunting that ever falls to the lot of man. Through the fires
of sunset — men, women, and small boys — they rode up the winding trail in single
file and disappeared south on the road to Mexico City, their hearts high with the hope
that they might overtake and terminate the lives of some of some of the unfortunate,
limping, poor devils of Federals lagging behind the beaten army of Zaragoza.
“Klondike Faded to a Fare You Well!”

570



RETURNING by launch, I found that Tampico was mostly surrounded by water
and was half a Venice. The backyards, or patios, rather, of the water-front dwellers
overhung the canal, which teemed with dugout canoes and chalans (the open, native
boat), on which lived many families. But in addition to all this was the evidence of
the activity of our American adventurers. Everywhere boat building and repairing was
going on. There were paint shops, machine shops, and shipways; and there were river
steamers, barges, and launches, not by the score, but by the many hundred.
A carriage, drawn by the thinnest, boniest, mangiest, pair of horses I had even seen,

took me to the hotel. The reason for the condition of the horses was obvious. Only
such animals could have escaped for half a year the horse-stealing Federals and rebels.
The hotel was modern, five-storied, had elevators, and was in every detail — from
the café tables copied after Sherry’s to the Tom Collins glasses that were duplicates of
Martin’s — a New York hotel. Mine host even had cold beer, having added to his stock
by purchase from the Constitutional officers of a carload which they had confiscated
at Monterey, and which they had run into Tampico over the Mexican Central railway,
also confiscated.
But the hotel was not the interesting thing. It was the men in it — Americans all,

who were already gathering back after their enforced journey to the United States. The
atmosphere was of the West, of the frontier, of the mining camp. I was more nearly
reminded of the men of Klondike than of anywhere else. In truth, within an hour I
encountered a dozen sourdoughs. Two of them I had known in the old days in Alaska.
Said one from whom I had parted seventeen years before in Dawson City:
“Jack, this ain’t no Klondike. It’s got Klondike faded to a fare you well and any

other gold camp the world has ever seen. You know my old claim on Eldorado, from
rim rock to rim rock and 500 feet up and down steam — well, that was a humdinger
and it cleaned up half a million. But shucks, that ain’t anything alongside of these
diggings. Why, there’s the old well at Ebano, the first in the country, a gusher when
they struck it twelve years ago, and still a-gushing. They ain’t had to pump it yet. It
just naturally gushes.
“And the Dutch up above Pánuco, have got an ornery eight-inch hole, nothing to

look at, but it can throw 185,000 barrels a day when it ain’t pinched down. Figure
it up. Say oil at 50 cents, that makes $90,000 gold a day; in ten days $900,000; in a
hundred days $9,000,000; in a year, allowing sixty-five days for delays and accidents,
$27,000,000 — and that’s gold, United States gold coin with the eagle and the Indian.
Eldorado and Bonanza together, mouth to source, bench claims and all, didn’t turn
that much out in the first two years of skimming the cream.”
I learned that the Pánuco field alone was estimated by conservative expert oil men

to contain at least $2,000,000,000 worth of oil. One really conservative expert put it
at $2,500,000,000, but after a moment, without prompting, amended his figures to
$2,000,000,000. And the Pánuco was only one of three big fields, the other two being
Ebano and Huasteca, while there were two lesser fields, the Chila and the Topila, each
with its noteworthy producing wells, and all five fields as yet scarcely scratched.
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And from oil and oilmen I drifted into war and soldier men in the shape of a couple
of rebel officers. One, a colonel, with no English, presented me with a handful of Federal
money confiscated at Monterey and declared worthless by the Constitutionalists. That
was why he gave it to me, and, promptly and absent-mindedly, I bought cold beer with
it for all of us and received good Constitutional money in change from the large bills.
The other officer, a major, was soft voiced and gentle faced as a woman, and at the
same time as sanguinary as any hero of the bull ring. He had been in the field four
years. He had fought under Madero. He was now fighting under Villa and Caranza.
Two of his brothers had been killed in battle. All his property was destroyed. He had
but recently recovered from a bullet which had perforated him just under the heart,
right side to left, in and out again. “We shoot our men who loot,” he said softly, with
no more emphasis than if he had announced that they slapped looters on the wrists.
“We shot four of our men here in Tampico. It is true we are civilized. At Monterey
we shot one colonel and one captain for looting. No, it is not permitted. We are not
savages.”
Yes, he was a four years’ veteran. It had been a long fight, with many a day and

week of hunger when the very though of a tortilla made one sick with longing. And
straight beef after a month, cooked hot from the hoof, did sometimes make one tired.
Had I heard how Huerta shaved? Well, Huerta stood erect while the barber shaved
him, one hand in his pocket on a revolver with which to get the barber if the barber
cut his throat.
It was lies about the Constitutional atrocities. All such things were committed by

the Federals. They dragged their wounded enemies to death with lariats, while the
Constitutionalists took their wounded enemies to hospital and nursed them. It was
true they did sometimes execute captured Federal officers, but only when such officers
were known assassins and traitors.
“Zaragoza?” he repeated, after my question at parting. There was a white flash of

small, even teeth, and the soft voice enunciated ever so softly: “He is in the trap. He
cannot escape.”
“And when you catch him?” I queried.
“He is an assassin,” came the answer, indirect it was true, but a complete, straight-

out answer.
In the morning, in a speed boat, accompanying the general superintendent of an oil

company, I went up the Pánuco River. Except where there were wharves for loading
oil, or where the cut banks were too steep, the rich alluvial soil was farmed by the
Indians to the water’s edge. And here, amid coconut palms, banana trees, and trees of
the mango and the avocado, I saw demonstrated the statement that soil and climate
were such as to permit the raising of three crops of corn a year. Side by side there
were patches of corn just sprouting, of corn that was in the tassel, and of corn that
was being harvested.
The Vivid Mutifarious
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IT WAS amazing to see the cattle drinking knee-deep in the river, and horses and
mules along the bank. Not all the stock had been run off by the soldiers. From time
to time our swift craft swerved in nearer to the bank in order that the superintendent
might try to identify familiar-looking animals. In this he was occasionally successful,
the animals having escaped from the fleeing Federals and drifted back to their own
pastures.
Where the Tamesi River flowed in we passed the drawbridge wrecked by the Federals,

and the sunken gunboat, the Vera Cruz, abandoned with open sea cocks when the
Constitutionalists took the town.
We continued up the Pánuco, passed the tiled roofs of Americans who farmed the

land, past the grass huts of the natives, and past many brown-skinned September
Morns bathing in the shallows. The American farms were deserted, the owners not
yet having come back from their forced trip to the United States. One such holding
consisted of 1,300 acres, 1,000 of which were in bananas. Other Americans had gone
in for grapefruit, and all ran stock in the rich pastures. No hay is cured in this land,
nor do the natives feed grain even to their work animals. The horses and mules are
grass-fed and leaf-browsed, and grass and leaves are green the year around. Rain falls
every month in the year, the “rainy season” merely connoting the period of excessive
rain.
The Pánuco River was alive with traffic. The first returning adventurers were already

moving oil. River steamers and ocean tugs moved up and down with long tows of tank
barges, and here and there, against the banks, barges were loading oil from the pipe
lines of near-by wells. Also, we passed the sites of ancient towns, whose totality of
inhabitants in numbers of from twenty-five to fifty thousand, had been massacred by
the Aztecs or taken up for the sacrificial festivals in the lake city of the Montezumas.
There were, on the river, many hundreds of the chalans, or long poling boats of

the Indians, going upstream with purchases from town, coming down on the current
loaded with chickens, vegetables, charcoal, corn, raw sugar, bananas, pineapples, sugar
cane, and all manner of things from the soil that fetch a price in Tampico. The honesty
of these Indians is proverbial. From the headreaches of the Pánuco they are sometimes
months in making the round trip, and they are often trusted with thousands of pesos
with which to make purchases in Tampico.
From every foreigner in Mexico, comes the same testimony of the rock-ribbed in-

tegrity of the Indian. It is always the mixed breed who is unveracious, dishonest, and
treacherous. It was the mixed breed who composed the mobs in Tampico that cried
death to the gringos. And many of these half-breeds, so crying, were the very employ-
ees of the gringos they wanted to kill and whose property they wanted to destroy. And
it was the peon, the Indian, who remained faithful to his salt.
Indian Faith
AS AN example of this, part way on our journey in the Topila field, the superinten-

dent ran the boat in to a small wharf where an Indian was loading two barges with oil.
When the Americans were driven out, this Indian, without instructions, threatened
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by the soldiers, had stuck to his post and moved the flowing oil from wells to tanks
and to the emergency reservoirs. Nor had a barrel of oil been lost. Yet three times the
Federals had strung him up by the neck in an effort to persuade him to volunteer in
the army. As he told them, and he is legion:
“I don’t want to fight. I have trouble with nobody. I don’t want trouble. When I

first came to work here for the gringos I had nothing. I went barefooted. Now I wear
shoes. When I worked I got sixty centavos a day. Now I get four pesos a day. I have a
nice house. There are chairs in my house. I have a talking machine. Before I lived like
a dog. No, I won’t be a soldier and fight. All I want is to be left alone.”
Forty-seven miles above Tampico we came to the superintendent’s wells in the

Pánuco field. Two days before, his handful of American employees had returned to
the looted camp and began moving oil and building new emergency reservoirs against
the time when they might again be driven out. The foreman in charge, a lean, low-
spoken Texan, in reply to the superintendent’s query for news, said:
“Oh, everything’s moving along slowly. The trouble is that our peons have taken to

the brush and there’ll be some time getting confidence into them to come back. You
know so-and-so — well, the cuss was out here this morning, with a few drinks in him,
and throwing the fear of God into the few peons I have gathered in, telling them that
we’d soon be gone and that every one of them that had worked for us would be shot.
Oh, and he cussed us out good and plenty to our faces, telling us that what would
happen to the peons wasn’t a circumstance to what was coming to us.”
The superintendent turned to me with a weary smile.
“That man,” he explained, “is the Mexican, the same old half-breed type, with no

virtues and all vices. He runs one of the biggest stores in Tampico. Our books will
show that we have spent in his store in the last twelve months over $100,000 gold. And
he has been invariably courteous and friendly to us. And now he selects our particular
camp in which to voice his threats.”
The Blunder at Tampico
THAT a blunder was made in not landing our troops at Tampico the same time

we landed them at Vera Cruz cannot be doubted by anyone who has gone over the
ground and studied the situation. To make matters worse, our American warships were
withdrawn from the river and anchored in the open Gulf, ten miles away. The Mexicans,
inflamed by the invasion of their country at Vera Cruz, took this withdrawal of our
naval forces from Tampico as a sign of timidity. Mobs formed in the streets, and the
Americans — men, women, and children — took refuge in the hotels, while the mobs
tore down and spat upon American flags and cried death to all Americans.
It is a curious sort of reasoning that brings about a conclusion that the only way

to save the lives of our countrymen and countrywomen is to run away and leave them
in such a city under such circumstances.
To make matters worse, the United States, by virtue of the old Monroe Doctrine,

had warned the other powers off and announced her ability to deal with the situation.
The captains of the Dutch and English war vessels declined to interfere for the deserted
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Americans even when the captain of the German warship approached them to join with
him in a shore party to rescue the besieged Americans. This was on the night that
succeeded the day of the landing at Vera Cruz.
That night, for an instance, over a hundred Americans, including their women, were

sheltered in the Southern Hotel. Those who did not have guns had armed themselves
with machetes and clubs for what looked like the last stand. The mob roared in the
street and repeatedly attacked the doors with battering rams. And at one in the
morning two German officers arrived from the battleship. The English and the Dutch
captains had declined to cooperate, and the German commander was acting on his
own responsibility. And so, thanks to the Germans, the Americans in Tampico were
rescued.
But there were several hundred men, women, and children far up in the oil fields.

From Tampico to the Pánuco field was forty-seven miles by the winding river, and
ten miles away, in the opposite direction from Tampico, lay the American warships.
A superintendent, accompanied by a young Texan, braved the streets in the early
morning of the second day. They were spat upon and reviled, and were only saved by
an armed guard. But they managed to win across the river and to get the crew of a
stern-wheel steamer to volunteer to go up to Pánuco. Fired at by soldiers and looters,
followed by troops of Federal cavalry along the banks, they nevertheless cleaned up
every camp and brought back with them some three hundred adventurers of their kind.
Yes, somebody blundered in this Tampico affair.
Salvation in a Threat
WHEN General Zaragoza, with his 4,000 Federals, evacuated Tampico, he retreated

on a number of long railroad trains. But beyond Ebano the tracks were blocked by
the rebels. Abandoning the trains, General Zaragoza retreated across country to the
Pánuco oil fields. On this march he shot fifteen of his lagging men as a spur to the rest
to keep up. In the old town of Pánuco he rested while getting horses and provisions for
his men. He was a beaten man, and, but for one thing, he would have been destroyed.
He sent a message to General Pablo Gonzales, commanding the rebels that had driven
him out of Tampico.
“I am a beaten man,” was the tenor of Zaragoza’s message. “My men are exhausted.

I am short of ammunition. If you attack me, I am lost. But the moment you attack I
shall fire the oil wells.”
And the rebels did not attack. It was a pretty situation. The rebels planned to add

to their treasury by shaking down the oilmen. If the oil wells were ruined, the oilmen
would have nothing for which to be shaken down. Zaragoza took his time ere he drifted
away south across the hot lands in his effort to find a way up the mountains to the
great tableland.
Child-minded men, incapable of government, playing with the weapons of giants!

A $2,000,000,000 oil body, a world asset, if you please, at the pleasure of stupid an-
archs! And all that saved it, the desire of a portion of the anarchs to loot, by forced
contribution, the gringos who had found and developed the oil fields!

575



Two thousand feet under the surface lies the Pánuco oil body. The formation over-
lying the oil sands is so broken and creviced by ancient upheavals that the casings are
not tight. To seal a well under such conditions would force the oil to rise to the surface
outside the casing. At the best, with the wells “pinched down” to the limit of safety, the
flow of all the wells could not be reduced below a daily run of 100,000 barrels. From
the time when the oilmen were driven out and shanghaied to the United States this
great volume of oil accumulated in the tanks and in the open emergency reservoirs. A
wad of cotton waste, saturated with kerosene and ignited and tossed into the oil, could
have started the $2,000,000,000 bonfire. General Zaragoza could so have started it. So
could any drunken peon.
Marvels of the Oil Field
PERHAPS no oil region has been tapped that will compare with the Tampico region.

The wells on all the five fields are gushers, and, unlike most gushers, are slow in gushing
themselves out. The well at Ebano, previously mentioned, has been flowing for twelve
years. In the Huasteca field is a well that has gushed 23,000 barrels a day for four years.
To-day it is still gushing its 23,000 barrles, the oil has the same twenty-two gravity,
has yet to show a trace of moisture, and carries less than two-tenths of 1 per cent of
sediment.
In passing, it may be remarked of the last-mentioned well that, when the Americans

were forced out and the half-breed employees had gone to rioting, an old Indian em-
ployee took charge of his fellow Indians, and in twenty-two days handled the 500,000
barrels of oil and pumped it over the pipe line to the tank farm and terminal, 105
kilometers away. Not a barrel of oil was lost, and when the Americans returned they
found it ready to load into the ocean tankers.
But, while the Tampico oil region is unthinkably big and rich, so much time and

money have been required in development that, out of eighty-nine oil producing com-
panies operating during the last fourteen years, only three have so far paid dividends.
One particular company has invested $38,000,000 and has paid but a dividend and a
half. There are other companies that have invested more than this one. A single com-
pany, which has so far paid one dividend, has 4,000 men on the pay roll, a monthly
wage list of $100,000 and a monthly grocery bill of $10,000.
I spent a quiet Sunday with the chiefs of one of these companies. The superintendent

and I had last parted at the tail of a glacier on the lope of Chilcoot Pass. He was a
mere adventurer, of course but just the same I desire to describe just a little of this,
his Mexican adventure.
We sat in a hot room. The afternoon breeze had not yet sprung up. The house stood

on a hill. All about were the visible evidences of pernicious activity. The low hills were
crowned with steel tanks and reservoirs. The slopes down to the river were covered
with machine shops, carpenter shops, warehouses, an ice plant, an electric-light plant,
a foundry, and parks of wagons, auto-trucks, road scrapers, graders, and rollers. The
river was wharf-lined and the wharf was lined with tankers loading oil. There were
dredgers, pile drivers, launches, barges, river steamers, harbor tugs, huge ocean-going
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tugs, and a fast stream yacht (bought a year before for the purpose of rushing the
American employees away to the safety of the sea in case of need).
And there was more than could be seen. This particular company ran truck farms,

chicken farms, and orchards of avocados, oranges, lemons, grapefruit, and figs-all for
feeding its employees. I knew that to the west, in the Ebano field, were this company’s
hospitals, clubhouses, and railroad shops. Oh, yes, it possessed two railroads which
it had built as well as run. Also, at Ebano, was its asphaltum refinery, reckoned the
largest in the world, and a mere stock farm where imported Hereford bulls, Percheron
stallions, and Missouri jacks graded up the inferior stock of Mexico, and where 10,000
head of animals had run prior to the raids by Federals and Constitutionalists.
From this house on the hill ran a graded wagon road through the jungle, Huasteca

country, connecting with the terminal of the company’s railroad at Dos Bocas. All this
distance, and more, to a hundred miles away, ran the company’s telephone lines. Two
pipe lines for oil, one for water, and one for gas paralleled the wagon road.
Under Stress of War
IN that hot room of the house on the hill the telephone was never idle. Now the

superintendent, now one chief, and now another answered it. A call would come from
some distant station. Two horses had been run off by Constitutionalists. Another call:
the Federals had just killed five cows and a bull for food, and the superintendent, in
return, desired to know if his pony was still safe.
An employee arrives on the porch with the news that four of the auto-trucks lifted

by the rebels have been recovered in Tampico and are being brought across the river
on a barge. Another employee brings the word that the launch Doodle-bug has just
been commandeered by the rebels.
Over the telephone comes word that General Zaragoza, with 3,400 men, has burned

a village and is lifting every horse and mule in sight. The Federals are drifting toward
Amatián the voice over the wire goes on.
“Getting close to our mules,” remarks one of the chiefs, and then to me: “We’ve got

600 mules down there — 200 of them from the States.”
A tidy item that — sixty to seventy thousand dollars’ worth of mule flesh; and the

superintendent, over the phone, orders the moving of the mule herd to another potrero
away from the line of Federal driftage.
The water station at Tamcochin sends in word that he Federals are reported drifting

down on Tamcochin.
“All right,” advises the superintendent. “Keep the tanks full to the last moment, and

be prepared to run for it. Have a horse saddled for each one of you, and run the rest
off now.”
Like Job’s Calamities
IN a lull one of the chiefs begins inquiring over the line for the pursuing rebels, and

locates a station through which 500 of them had passed two hours earlier.
A call announces that the 600 mules are on their way to portreros green and hidden.
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The chiefs try to reason the drift of the Federals. It is concluded that so far they
have failed to gain the tableland, but that they are bound to try again because, to the
south, they are blocked by the rebels, who have captured the port of Tuxpan.
“It does hurt to be called an adventurer,” one of the chiefs begins, but is interrupted

by the hoofs and the eruption of a splendid specimen of an Indian who dismounts and
reports that after recovering thirty of the company’s horses he has just had them taken
away by a bunch of rebels.
Another station telephones a rumor that the 500 rebels have run into the 3,400

Federals and are having a hot time of it.
One of the chiefs telephones a subordinate to hire a launch to take the place of the

commandeered Doodle-bug. Scarcely is this done when a slender half-breed presents
himself with a fresh commission to be a colonel and to raise a regiment of 500 men
for the rebels. The superintendent shows the new Colonel every consideration. He is
compelled to, or else the Colonel will enlist the men from the company’s laborers. Also,
the Colonel wants to borrow a launch for a couple of days. It is blackmail, but the
superintendent smilingly lends it, and as soon as the Colonel is gone sends orders to
hire another launch for the company at Tampico. Following that, at his suggestion, a
chief telephones a lone man in a lone station in the path of the Federal drift to be
ready to disconnect the wires and cut and run for it.
Between telephone calls a broken conference is held on the problem of moving the

Ebano oil. A chief states that the company’s shop at Ebano is occupied by seven
engines which the rebels have captured from the Mexican Central and are repairing.
Another chief, whose activities are patently diplomatic, is instructed to attempt to
persuade the rebel leaders to use the repair shops at Tampico. It is decided, since the
Ebano oil must be moved because of lack of further storage, to get the rebels to move
it over the captured Mexican Central.
“If they won’t or can’t,” the superintendent concludes, “then propose that they let

us move it over their lines. We can furnish our own trains, crews, and everything.”
Pleasant Dreams
AND the foregoing is just a sample of what went on for all that blessed day and

half the night in that hot room of the house on the hill. One last thing I must give.
Over the telephone came the verification of the earlier report of fighting. The 3,400
Federals had pretty well cut to pieces the 500 rebels, who were dropping back. Also,
the Federals had ceased drifting and were making fast time for the mountains. And
in the evening I fell asleep in my chair while the telephone rang on and on, and while
the superintendent and his chiefs conferred and planned and considered immediate
problems vastly profounder than any I have mentioned here.
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Housekeeping in the Klondike

London’s wife ‘Bessie’ and their daughters
HOUSEKEEPING in the Klondike-that’s bad! And by men-worse. Reverse the

propositions, if you will, yet you will fail to mitigate, even by a hair’s-breadth, the
woe of it. It is bad, for a man to keep house, and it is equally bad to keep house in
the Klondike. That’s the sum and substance of it. Of course men will be men, and
especially is this true of the kind who wander off to the frozen rim of the world. The
glitter of gold is in their eyes, they are borne along by uplifting ambition, and in their
hearts is a great disdain for everything in the culinary department save “grub.” “Just so
long as it’s grub,” they say, coming in off trail, gaunt and ravenous, “grub, and piping
hot.” Nor do they manifest the slightest regard for the genesis of the same; they prefer
to begin at “revelations.”
Yes, it would seem a pleasant task to cook for such men; but just let them lie around

cabin to rest up for a week, and see with what celerity they grow high-stomached and
make sarcastic comments on the way you fry the bacon or boil the coffee. And behold
how each will spring his own strange and marvelous theory as to how sour-dough
bread should be mixed and baked. Each has his own recipe (formulated, mark you,
from personal experience only), and to him it is an idol of brass, like unto no other
man’s, and he’ll fight for it-ay,. down to the last wee pinch of soda-and if need be,
die for it. If you should happen to catch him on trail, completely exhausted, you may
blacken his character, his flag, and his ancestral tree with impunity; but breathe the
slightest whisper against his sour-dough bread, and he will turn upon and rend you.
From this is may be gathered what an unstable thing sour dough is. Never was

coquette so fickle. You cannot depend upon it. Still, it is the simplest thing in the world.
Make a batter and place it near the stove (that it may not freeze) till it ferments or sours.
Then mix the dough with it, and sweeten with soda to taste-of course replenishing
the batter for next time. There it is. Was there ever anything simpler? But, oh, the
tribulations of the cook! It is never twice the same. If the batter could only be placed
away in an equable temperature, all well and good. If one’s comrades did not interfere,
much vexation of spirit might be avoided. But this cannot be; for Tom fires up the
stove till the cabin is become like the hot-room of a Turkish bath; Dick forgets all
about the fire till the place is a refrigerator; then along comes Harry and shoves the
sour-dough bucket right against the stove to make way for the drying of this mittens.
Now heat is a most potent factor in accelerating the fermentation of flour and water,

579



and hence the unfortunate cook is constantly in disgrace with Tom, Dick, and Harry.
Last week his bread was yellow from a plethora of soda; this week it is sour from a
prudent lack of the same; and next week-ah, who can tell save the god of the fire-box?
Some cooks aver that they have so cultivated their olfactory organs that they can

tell to the fraction of a degree just how sour the batter is. Nevertheless they have never
been known to bake two batches of bread which were at all alike. But this fact casts
not the slightest shadow upon the infallibility of their theory. One and all, they take
advantage of circumstances, and meanly crawl out by laying the blame upon the soda,
which was dampened “the time the canoe overturned,” or upon the flour, which they
got in trade from “that half-breed fellow with the dogs.”
The pride of the Klondike cook in his bread is something which passes understanding.

The highest commendatory degree which can be passed upon a man in that country,
and the one which distinguishes him from the tenderfoot, is that of being a “sour-
dough boy.” Never was a college graduate prouder of his “sheepskin” than the old-timer
of this appellation. There is a certain distinction about it, from which the new-comer
is invidiously excluded. A tenderfoot with his baking-powder is an inferior creature, a
freshman; but a “sour-dough boy” is a man of stability, a post-graduate in that art of
arts-bread-making.
Next to bread a Klondike cook strives to achieve distinction by his doughnuts. This

may appear frivolous at first glance, and at second, considering the materials with
which he works, an impossible feat. But doughnuts are all-important to the man who
goes on a trail for a journey of any length. Bread freezes easily, and there is less
grease and sugar, and hence less heat in it, than in doughnuts. The latter do not
solidify except at extremely low temperatures, and they are very handy to carry in the
pockets of a Mackinaw jacket and munch as one travels along. They are made much
after the manner of their brethren in warmer climes, with the exception that they are
cooked in bacon grease-the more grease, the better they are. Sugar is the cook’s chief
stumbling-block; if it is very scarce, why, add more grease. The men never mind-on
trail. In the cabin?-well, that’s another matter; besides, bread is good enough for them
then.
The cold, the silence, and the darkness somehow seem to be considered the chief

woes of the Klondiker. But this is all wrong. There is one woe which overshadows all
others-the lack of sugar. Every party which goes north signifies a manly intention to
do without sugar, and after it gets there bemoans itself upon its lack of foresight. Man
can endure hardship and horror with equanimity, but take from him his sugar, and he
raises his lamentations to the stars. And the worst of it is that it all falls back upon
the long-suffering cook. Naturally, coffee, and mush, and dried fruit, and rice, eaten
without sugar, do not taste exactly as they should. A certain appeal to the palate
is missing. Then the cook is blamed for his vile concoctions. Yet, if he be a man of
wisdom, he may judiciously escape the major part of this injustice. When he places a
pot of mush upon the table, let him see to it that it is accompanied by a pot of stewed
dried apples or peaches. This propinquity will suggest the combination to the men,
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and the flatness of the one will be neutralized by the sharpness of the other. In the
distress of a sugar famine, if he be a cook of parts, he will boil rice and fruit together
in one pot; and if he cook a dish of rice and prunes properly, of a verity he will cheer
up the most melancholy member of the party, and extract from him great gratitude.
Such a cook must indeed be a man of resources. Should his comrades cry out that

vinegar be placed upon the beans, and there is no vinegar, he must know how to make
it out of water, dried apples, and brown paper. He obtains the last from the bacon-
wrappings, and it is usually saturated with grease. But that does not matter. He will
early learn that in the land of low temperatures it is impossible for bacon grease to
spoil anything. It is to the white man what blubber and seal oil are to the Eskimo.
Soul-winning gravies may be made from it by the addition of water and browned flour
over the fire. Some cooks base far-reaching fame solely upon their gravy, and their
names come to be on the lips of men wherever they forgather at the feast. When the
candles give out, the cook fills a sardine-can with bacon grease, manufactures a wick
out of the carpenter’s sail-twine, and behold! the slush-lamp stands complete. It goes
by another and less complimentary name in the vernacular, and, next to sour-dough
bread, is responsible for more men’s souls than any other single cause of degeneracy
in the Klondike.
The ideal cook should also possess a Semitic incline to his soul. Initiative in his art

is not the only requisite; he must keep an eye upon the variety of his larder. He must
“swap” grub with the gentile understandingly; and woe unto him should the balance of
trade be against him. His comrades will thrust it into his teeth every time the bacon
is done over the turn, and they will even rouse him from his sleep to remind him of
it. For instance, previous to the men going out for a trip on trail, he cooks several
gallons of beans in the company of numerous chunks of salt pork and much bacon
grease. This mess he then moulds into blocks of convenient size and places on the roof,
where it freezes into bricks in a couple of hours. Thus the men, after a weary day’s
travel, have but to chop off chunks with an axe and thaw out in the frying-pan. Now
the chances preponderate against more than one party in ten having chilli-peppers
in their outfits. But the cook, supposing him to be fitted for his position, will ferret
out that one party, discover some particular shortage in its grub-supply of which he
has plenty, and swop the same for chill-peppers. These in turn he will incorporate in
the mess aforementioned, and behold a dish which even the hungry arctic gods may
envy. Variety in the grub is a welcome to the men as nuggets. When, after eating dried
peaches for months, the cook trades a few cupfuls of the same for apricots, the future
at once takes on a more roseate hue. Even a change in the brand of bacon will revivify
blasted faith in the country.
It is no sinecure, being cook in the Klondike. Often he must do his work in a

cabin measuring ten by twelve on the inside, and occupied by three other men besides
himself. When it is considered that these men eat, sleep, lounge, smoke, play cards, and
entertain visitors there, and also in that small space house the bulk of their possessions,
the size of the cook’s orbit may be readily computed. In the morning he sits up in bed,
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reaches out and strikes the fire, then proceeds to dress. After that the centre of his orbit
is the front of the stove, the diameter the length of his arms. Even then his comrades
are continually encroaching upon his domain, and he is at constant warfare to prevent
territorial grabs.
If the men are working hard on the claim, the cook is also expected to find his own

wood and water. The former he chops up and sleds into camp, the latter he brings
home in a sack-unless he is unusually diligent, in which case he has a ton or so of
water piled up before the door. Whenever he is not cooking, he is thawing out ice, and
between-whiles running out and hoisting on the windlass for his comrades in the shaft.
The care of dogs also devolves upon him, and he carries his life and a long club in his
hand every time he feeds them.
But there is one thing the cook does not have to do, nor any man in the Klondike-

and that is, make another man’s bed. In fact, the beds are never made except when the
blankets become unfolded, or when the pine needles have all fallen off the boughs which
form the mattress. When the cabin has a dirt floor and the men do their carpenter-
work inside, the cook never sweeps it. It is much warmer to let the chips and shavings
remain. Whenever he kindles a fire he uses a couple of handfuls of the floor. However,
when the deposit becomes so deep that his head is knocking against the roof, he seizes
a shovel and removes a foot or so of it.
Nor does he have any windows to wash; but if the carpenter is busy he must make

his own windows. This is simple. He saws a hole out of the side of the cabin, inserts a
home-made sash, and for panes falls back upon the treasured writing-tablet. A sheet
of this paper, rubbed thoroughly with bacon grease, becomes transparent, sheds water
when it thaws, and keeps the cold out and the heat in. In cold weather the ice will
form upon the inside of it to the thickness of sometimes two or three inches. When the
bulb of the mercurial thermometer has frozen solid, the cook turns to his window, and
by the thickness of the icy coating infallibly gauges the outer cold within a couple of
degrees.
A certain knowledge of astronomy is required of the Klondike cook, for another task

of his is to keep track of the time. Before going to bed he wanders outside and studies
the heavens. Having located the Pole Star by means of the Great Bear, he inserts two
slender wands in the snow, a couple of yards apart and in line with the North Star.
The next day, when the sun on the southern horizon casts the shadows of the wands to
the northward and in line, he knows it to be twelve o’clock, noon, and sets his watch
and those of his partners accordingly. As stray dogs are constantly knocking his wands
out of line with the North Star, it becomes his habit to verify them regularly every
night, and thus another burden is laid upon him.
But, after all, while the woes of the man who keeps house and cooks food in the

northland are innumerable, there is one redeeming feature in his lot which does not
fall to the women housewives of other lands. When things come to a pass with his
feminine prototype, she throws her apron over her head and has a good cry. Not so
with him, being a man and a Klondiker. He merely cooks a little more atrociously,
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raises a storm of grumbling, and resigns. After that he takes up his free out-door life
again, and exerts himself mightily in making life miserable for the unlucky comrade
who takes his place in the management of the household destinies.

583



The Non-Fiction of Jack London

www.thetedkarchive.com


	The People of the Abyss
	The People of the Abyss
	Preface
	Chapter I — The Descent
	Chapter II — Johnny Upright
	Chapter III — My Lodging and Some Others
	Chapter IV — A Man and the Abyss
	Chapter V — Those on the Edge
	Chapter VI — Frying-pan Alley and a Glimpse of Inferno
	Chapter VII — A Winner of the Victoria Cross
	Chapter VIII — The Carter and the Carpenter
	Chapter IX — The Spike
	Chapter X — Carrying the Banner
	Chapter XI — The Peg
	Chapter XII — Coronation Day
	Chapter XIII — Dan Cullen, Docker
	Chapter XIV — Hops and Hoppers
	Chapter XV — The Sea Wife
	Chapter XVI — Property Versus Person
	Chapter XVII — Inefficiency
	Chapter XVIII — Wages
	Chapter XIX — The Ghetto
	Chapter XX — Coffee-houses and Doss-houses
	Chapter XXI — The Precariousness of Life
	Chapter XXII — Suicide
	Chapter XXIII — The Children
	Chapter XXIV — A Vision of the Night
	Chapter XXV — The Hunger Wail
	Chapter XXVI — Drink, Temperance, and Thrift
	Chapter XXVII — The Management
	Challenge

	War of the Classes
	Preface
	The Class Struggle
	The Tramp
	The Scab
	The Question of the Maximum
	A Review
	Wanted: A New Law of Development

	How I Became a Socialist
	Revolution and Other Essays
	Revolution
	The Somnambulists
	The Dignity of Dollars
	Goliah
	The Golden Poppy
	The Shrinkage of the Planet
	The House Beautiful
	The Gold Hunters of the North
	Fomá Gordyéeff
	These Bones Shall Rise Again
	The Other Animals
	The Yellow Peril
	What Life Means to Me

	The Cruise of the Snark
	Chapter I — Foreword
	Chapter II — The Inconceivable and Monstrous
	Chapter III — Adventure
	Chapter IV — Finding One’s Way About
	Chapter V — The First Landfall
	Chapter VI — A Royal Sport
	Chapter VII — The Lepers of Molokai
	Chapter VIII — The House of the Sun
	Chapter IX — A Pacific Traverse
	Chapter X — Typee
	Chapter XI — The Nature Man
	Chapter XII — The High Seat of Abundance
	Chapter XIII — The Stone-fishing of Bora Bora
	Chapter XIV — The Amateur Navigator
	Chapter XV — Cruising in the Solomons
	Chapter XVI — Beche De Mer English
	“Santa Anna.”
	“Peter.”
	Chapter XVII — The Amateur M.d.
	Back Word

	What Communities Lose by the Competitive System
	The Human Drift
	The Human Drift
	Small-boat Sailing
	Four Horses and a Sailor
	Nothing That Ever Came to Anything
	That Dead Men Rise Up Never
	A Classic of the Sea
	A Wicked Woman
	A Wicked Woman
	The Birth Mark

	The Story of an Eyewitness
	Editorial Crimes – A Protest
	The Future of War
	Mexico’s Army and Ours
	A Letter to Houghton, Mifflin & Co.
	A Letter to Woman’s Home Companion
	Phenomena of Literary Evolution
	Again the Literary Aspirant
	The Red Game of War
	With Funston’s Men
	Stalking the Pestilence
	The Trouble Makers of Mexico
	Lawgivers
	Our Adventures in Tampico
	Housekeeping in the Klondike

