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MoxTtHLY ; ONE PENNY.

THE COMMUNE OF PARIS.

Translated from P. Kropotlkime's * Words of a KRebel.”

Tre Commune of 1871 could be nothing but a first attempt. Begin-
ning at the end of a great war, hemmed in between two armies ready
to join hands and crush the people, it dared not unhesitatingly set
forth upon the path of economic revolution. It neither boldly declared
itself Socialist nor proceeded to the cxpropriatiop of capital or the

organisation of labour. It did not even take stock of the general

resources of the city.
Nor did it break with the tradition of the state, of representative

government. It did not seek to effect wnthin the Commune that very

organisation from the simple to the complex which 1t 1naugurated
without by proclaiming the independence and free federation of com-
munes.

Yet it is certain that if the Commune of Paris had had a few months
longer it would inevitably have been driven, by the very nature of
things, towards both these revolutions. Let us not forget that the
French middle class spent altogether four years in revolutionary action
before they changed the constitutional monarchy into a middle-class
republicc. We ought not to be astonished to see that the people of
Paris did not cross with one bound the space dividing Anarchist Com-
munism from the government of the Spoilers. But be assured that the
next revolution, which in France and doubtless also in Spain and else-
where, will be Communistic, will take up the work of the Commune of
Paris where 1t was interrupted by the massacres of Versailles.

Overthrown but not conquered, the Commune revives to-day. It is
no longer a dream of the vanquished, caressing in imagination the lovely
mirage of hope; No, the “Commune” to-day is becoming the visible
and definite aim of the Revolution rumbling beneath our feet. The
idea is sinking deep Into the masses, it is giving them a rallying cry.
We count on the present generation to bring about the social revolution
withen the Commune, to put an end to the ignoble system of middle-
class exploitation, to rid the peoples of the tutelage of the State, to
inaugurate a new era of liberty, equality, solidarity in the evolution of
the human race.

ANARCHY AND LAISSER FAIRE.

A Brief Study on the Use and Abuse of Political Terms.

TaE radical error of the whole Collectivist position may, perhaps, be
most clearly exhibited by an exposure of the misunderstanding by its
supporters of one of the terms most frequently employed in political

and social philosophy, and their misapplication of another. The word
and the phrase referred to are anarchy and “lazsser faire.” Collectivists

are never weary of telling us (vide Fabian Essays, passim) that the state
of society at the beginning of this century, when the abuse of the power
of property was most unrestricted, was a state of “anarchy,” and that
we now exist in a condition of modified anarchy. Now what 1s the
meaning of Anarchy? It means absence of rule or restraint. How
absurd to say there was no rule or restraint then, and that there 1s
little now ! Why, every wage-earner was then under the cruel, com-
plete control of his paymaster, and if things are better now it is only
because there is in some respects a diminution of the power of restraint
exercised by man over man. But the whole of our society was then,
and is still, based upon coercion ; every man, from the bottom to the
top of the social ladder, is, theoretically at least, under the control of
someone else; and with those at the bottom this restraint i1s no fiction,
but a very concrete fact. If, then, the word Anarchy be used in 1its
proper sense of no government, all that the Collectivist can mean 1is that
one class (the propertied class) escapes being actually governed, and that
that which is distinctively called the Government does not really govern
this class. It 1s a wonder that this sublime discovery did not suggest
further reflections on the nature of all government, and a suspicion at
least of the truth that individuals and classes may organise, regulate, and
dwrect themselves, but generally prefer to govern somebody else. How-
ever, I suspect that most Collectivists do not trouble themselves much
about derivations, or, indeed, definitions, being mostly persons of not
very precise habits of thought, and that they mean nothing more by the
word Anarchy than disorganisation or confusion ; and of this it may be

readily acknowledged there is plenty, both in the society of to-day and
in the ideas of its Collectivist critics. Perhaps, however, this is taking
too charitable a view of the case, as the employment of the word now in
one sense and now in another, always according to convenience, by
certain writers, would seem at the second glance to be less suggestive of
simplicity than of something else.

This leads one to the next term, “lgisser faire.” Here 1t 18 not a
misunderstanding of the word that misleads our friends the Social
Democrats (or, at any rate, misleads their hearers and readers), but a
misapplicstion due to the misunderstanding of another term, or rather
of the thing itself which the other term signifies. What can be more
absurd than to say that we are too much let alone? From the cradle
to the grave we are never let alone. If, when starving, you steal a loaf
of bread—nay, if you throw up your work in certain industries without
a week’s notice, you are put in prison. The fact is that while a struggle
18 going on between two opposing classes, the Laves and the haW®e-nots,
the Government interferes usually now, and interfered always a hundred
years ago, against the one, and not against the other. There is (or was)
no “lassser faire” when a poor man commits an offence against pro-
perty, only when a rich man commits an offence against labour.

Thus the phrase “ lazsser faire” is misused, and the misuse is due to
a misunderstanding of what government is. Government is supposed
to be something exalted above all partiality, a kind of God Almighty of
human affairs (if even God Almighty, at least in the opinion of those
whose profession it is to know most about him and his political preju-
dices, can be said to be strictly impartial in a dispute between a rich
man and one who does not wear a good coat). Now occasionally, very
occasionally, a dictator or even an hereditary king or emperor, may be
thus exalted, a David, a Marcus Aurelius, or to some extent a Frederick
the Great. But a class Government never. It is merely the committee
of its class, and its activity is confined, naturally enough, to interfering
in its own interests and against those of outsiders. Obviously, then,
“ lavsser faire” means that the class Government lets its class alone,
and interferes only with those who offend against that class.

- But why, then, this growth (an undeniable fact) of interference on
behalf of the poor against the rich? Nothing can be more simple.
The electorate has been extending, the majority changing, and what
was once a purely class Government, and represented only the privi-
leged class, has now become an anomalous and self-destructive thing, a
mixed Government, representing a mixed electorate. Poor Govern-
ment! It does not know now whom or what it represents, or, indeed,
whether it is a Government at all. The rich have put it there to
govern the poor, and the poor have put it there to govern the rich.
Let us here pause, as we can well afford to do, to shed one passing
tear of pity for the perplexities of ‘statesmen” and the infirmities of
the poor old decrepit thing which, in its vigorous youth, we knew and
loved or hated more or less, under the name of Government! Itisa
venerable old fraud ; may it die easy—and soon—and sleep soundly in
the tomb.

Meanwhile, what can it do? Not knowing any longer whom it
represents, it has begun to interfere in a muddle-headed way on both
sides! What? A dock strike! Upwards of 20,000 men out! Here
is a clear case for interference on behalf of our poorer masters and
electors! But too much of this won’t do; we are becoming unpopular
with our wealthier supporters, and we are—save the mark!—a Con-
servative Government, though we did create the County Councils. A
god-send! A gas strike! Only a comparatively small number of men
out, and popular opinion clearly against those few ! Here is our chance
to strike a blow for our wealthier supporters. No pickets allowed !

Poor Government.! You are getting old, and you did well to make
your will and appoint your successor and heir—the County Councils.
And it will be for us Anarchists to see that they, in their turn, dis-
play the same dialectic process of self-destruction as soon as possible, for
1t 1s only a matter of time.

To sum up, the present writer at least believes that the Collectivists
have seen part of the truth ; the fact of the immediate future will no
doubt be the increase of the functions of moribund government (on the
part, most likely, of the County Councils). But Government, in in-
creasing its functions, will destroy its centralised power, and ultimately
its very existence. It will be like a man who commits suicide by exces-
sive labour. The last stage of its evolution will be accompanied by a
corresponding devolution ; and, like all partial and imperfect things,
having once displayed its many self-contradictions, 1t will go to .pieces,
and make place for the fuller and wider conception destined to destroy
and at the same time to absorb it—the Freedom of Man.

JOHN KEVELYN HARuas.
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THE LADY FROM THE SEA.

A rirrH play by the great Anarchist poet Henrik Ibsen., 18 bet:ore the
English public. “The Lady from the Sea™* was published in Nor-
wegian in 1888, and this Christmas appeared in English, translated by
Myrs. Eleanor Marx-Aveling.

In this, as in the other prose dramas as yet translated, Ibsen
stands forth as the uncompromising champion of freedom, the fearless
enemy of the spirit of domination in every shape and form. His plays
deal with varied aspects of life, bring a succession of different moral
problems before his readers: they are masterly character studies, mas-
terly realistic pictures of special social phases and special psychological
conditions. Yet running through all this artistic diversity, underlying
all this deep sympathetic understanding of the many-sidedness of human
nature, the inextricable complexity of existence, there is a unity of pur-
pose in all Thsen writes—a clearly-defined moral attitude which 1s the
very essence of all he has created.

This poet, who during a long life has suffered the indifference and
neglect, the misunderstanding and contempt with which the world
greets its original thinkers ; this master of irony, with his keen percep-
tion of human folly, his profound insight into human weakness, stands
forth, pre-eminent in an age of scepticism for his reverence for Man,
his ardent faith in the moral sanity of human nature. In his eyes the
coercion of a human soul is sacrilege, the one unpardonable sin which
nature never ceases to avenge. We have been occupied in the past—
many of us are still occupied—and with good cause—in warring against
oppressive forms and institutions, against the open tyranny of despots
and ruling classes. Ibsen leads the vanguard of those who go deeper
and carry the same warfare into the subtle region of the spirit. He
has devoted himself to tracing out and gibbeting before the world the
secret evils wrought by moral pressure, the disastrous effects of the
shackles imposed on the healthy spontaneous impulses of the mind by
the tyranny of the ‘“‘compact majority,” by public opinion, by the dead
weight of custom, the ghosts of outworn conventions and unreal rela-
tionships ; in a word by conventional morality and the rule of the crowd.
No writer of our time realises more intensely the solidarity of mankind,
the great truth that no action, no thought, no feeling is isolated or self-
regarding. And yet, whatever the difficulty of the situation, however
gerious the decision, Ibsen never shrinks from his faith that the road to
moral health, to the only true association, lies through absolute freedom.
Not, of course, the absurd * unconditioned freedom” of schoolboy
fancy, the individual acting in a vacuum. But the individual thinking
and acting in his own natural medium, limited only by the inevitable
conditions of nature, not by the arbitrary interference of other people
deliberately seizing upon or pressing upon his life in the attempt to
fashion it after their nature not his. The desire for such freedom, for
such reverence from its fellows, is the inmost yearning of every human
soul. In proportion as such freedom 1s denied, the soul is unhealthy,
therefore hurtful. All attempts to solve the difficulties and complexi-
ties of life together by moral coercion, whether 1t 1s exercised by indi-
vidual selfishness or in the name of social welfare, can only end in pro-
ducing conflict, mental distortion, the death of the soul. With the loss
of a sense of personal, individual responsibility, founded on a sense of
personal individual freedom, all is lost. From this pomt of view, “ The
Lady from the Sea,” is the most interesting, because the most daring,
of ITbsen’s translated dramas. In it he has not serupled to create a situ-
ation where every social envelope is stripped off and to carry his prin-
ciple without compromise into the innermost sanctuary of the most deli-
cate personal relations ; and this in the case of an abnormal undeveloped
individual, in an overstrained and morbid mental condition, an * irre-
sponsible person,” whom the world in general would consider entirely
unfit to think or act for herself.

Ellida, the lighthouse-keeper’s daughter, born and nurtured amid the
play of the roaring waves, is a creature of the ocean, a child of the
elemental forces of nature. Her impulses come and go like the ebb
and flow of the tide. She does not reason ; she feels and sees mental
pictures, which take hold on her as abstract ideas upon a more devel-
oped intellect. When she is transplanted by her marriage to the con-
ventional society of an inland town her whole nature sickens, her feel-
ings assume a morbid intensity, her mental pictures become torturing
visions. Her husband is Dr. Wrangel the town physician. Two years
after the death of his first wife, his fancy had been caught by Ellida’s
strange charm ; carried away by the emotional excitement of a strong
attraction of the senses, he told himself that it was highly desirable to
provide his girls with a second mother, and Ellida, helpless, bewildered,
utterly alone in the lighthouse after her father’s death, accepted his
offer to provide for her. “ You came out there and bought me,” she

told him six years after. “ Oh, I was not a bit better than you. T ac-
cepted the bargain. Sold myself to you !”
It is with the close of these six years that the play opens. During

all this time Ellida has dwelt apart in her husband’s house as a creature
of another species. His elder daughter regards her with cold dislike ;
the lively Hilde with a romantic devotion, piqued by her stepmother’s
gentle indifference into an affectation of hoydenish rudeness. Since the
birth of her baby, who lived but a few months, Ellida has broken off all
marriage relations with her husband and sunk into a state of nervous
excitability, incomprehensible to him and every one else. Wrangel is
generous, unworldly, intelligent; a man of weak character, but kind-
hearted and affectionate. He can learn by experience, admit himself in
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* “The Lady from the Sea,” by Henrik Ibsen ; translated by E. Marx-Aveling.
Cameo Series. Fisher Unwin. 3s. 6d.
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completely free of me and mine—and-—and mine.

may resume its real bent again, fer now you can choose in freedom, and .
on your own responsibility, Ellida.”
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tho wrong and ignore Mrs. Grundy. Ellida's strange suffering and con-
tinual need for forbearance and tender consideration, so far from alien-
ating him, have gradually changed his selfish passion into a devoted love.
He 1s ready to do anything to help her. In despair of relieving her
growing distress, and remorseful for his thoughtless selfishness in trans-
planting her to a life for which she is unfit, he proposes to give up
everything and take her to live on the sea shore and sends for a man
whom he fancies she has once loved, thinking that perhaps she still cares
for him and that to see him may do her good.

But when at last Ellida speaks out Wrangel learns that once long
ago she had betrothed herself, not #c the commonplace, good-natured
Arnholm but to an unknown Finnish sailor, a creature of the sea like
herself, whose wild magnetic personality had completely fascinated her
imagination. To her this stranger seemed a living embodim e 11
terror and attraction of the sea. Whilst she was with him she felt her-
self one with him and her native element ; when he was gone, she real-
ised that she had absolutely no human love for him. She wrote to-
break her betrothal, he ignored her desire and still wrote to her as to a
wife. Fora long time she has heard nothing of him, but he still retains
his magnetic grasp of her imagination. For three years she has con-
tinually seen him as if standing before her and—most terrible of all—
the baby boy she lost seemed to her to have the strange changing eyes.
of the Finn.

Whilst Wrangel is still shocked by the discovery of the full extent of
Ellida’s mental disorder, the Finn reappears, and calmly ignoring her
legal marriage of which he has been aware for three years, claims her
as his promised bride ; she must decide whether she will go with him
when his ship sails to-morrow night, but if she goes it must be
‘“ freely.”

“Freely ” ; in this word Ellida at last finds a key to the vague misery
which is torturing her soul. Now she knows what she needs and can
explain her suffering. Their marriage, she tells Wrangel, is no mar-
riage, never has been from the beginning; it was a bargain and she
demands to be loosed from 1it. Is 1t a legal divorce then that she
wishes, asks poor Wrangel in extreme distress. No, “such outer things
matter little, I think,” she tells him. “ What 1 want 1s that we should
of our own free will release each other.” * Cry off the bargain?” says
Wrangel bitterly. ‘ Exactly,” returns Ellida and she wishes to cry it
off at once, to-day, before the Finn returns. She must decide between
the two courses open to her in perfect freedom ; she will not hide behind
the fact of her marriage. Wrangel desperately resists this infatuation.
She 1s not mentally fit to decide the fate of her whole life in this mad
fashion. She confesses the terrible attraction “the man who is like the
sea ” still exercises, an attraction which i1s a horror to herself. “ 1 dare
not set you free and release you to-day,” he says, “I have no right to.
No right for your own sake. I exercise my right and my duty to
protect you.”

Ellvda : ““ Protect¥ What is there to protect me from? I am not
threatened by any outward power. The terror lies deeper, Wrangel.
The terror is—the attraction in my own mind. And what can you do
against that?” And again, when her strange lover returns and
Wrangel attempts to drive him away, she bursts out :

“ Wrangel, let me tell you this—tell it you so that he may hear it.
You can indeed keep me here! You have the means and the power to
doit. And you intend to do it. But my mind-—all my thoughts, all
the longings and desires of my soul—these you cannot bind! These
will rush and press out into the unknown that I was created for, and
that you have kept from me !|”

In the agony of the crisis Wrangel rises to his true self ; the last
traces of selfish passion melt from his soul, he sees nothing but Ellida
in her utmost need and that ke himself with his personal claims, is
standing in the way of her possible deliverance. He sees that the in-
stinctive mental struggle against arbitrary restraint which is going on
within her is absorbing all her faculties, darkening her understanding,
clouding her judgment, just when she needs her whole mental and
moral force to decide the matter before her upon its own intrinsic
merits. Probably she does not love this Finn ; possibly it is only the
reaction from the unnatural constraint of her daily life which makes
the proposal to go away with him into the unknown attractive. Once
free from the mental shackles and gnawing irritation of her enforced
relation to himself, her own instincts, her own moral sense will be her
guide ; whether she goes or not, she will decide according to needs of
her own nature. And it is of her only that he thinks. All the hopes
and dreams of years, of their life together, of her aid and influence in
the training of his girls, are banished for ever. She must feel herself
entirely free to make a fresh start in life on her own initiative. Hardl

‘he permits himself the hope that-she will still let_ him be her friend and

helper.
“No other deliverance is possible for you,” he exclaims. “T at
least can see no other. And so I cry off the bargain at once. Now

you can choose your own path in perfect—perfect freedom.”

Ellida : “ Is it true—true what you say¥ Do you mean that—mean .
1t with all your heart?”

Wrangel : *“ Yes—with all my sorrowing heart—I mean it.”

Ellida : *“ And can you do 1t? Can you let it be so 2"

Wrangel : “Yes, I can. Because I love you so dearly.”

Ellida : “ And have 1 come so near—so close to you?”

Wrangel : “The years and the living together have done that.”

Ellida : *“ And I—who so little understood this |”

Wrangel : *“ Your thoughts went elsewhere. And now—now you are. -

Now your true life.
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