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But alas!
ordinary capitalist of the present day.
dead, and it was possible to recall him to a sense of justice and truth.

“PEACE ON EARTH AND GOOD WILL
AMONGST MEN.”

Now that the winter is upon us, in all its severity, we again begin to 
hear of deaths among the workers, caused wholly through the lack of 
food. In the summer-time the poor can hustle about a bit and manage 
to get along somehow, but when the winter conies with its long nights, 
its cold and rainy days and its restricted demand for labor, the pinch is 
felt everywhere. The festive season, which to the rich, and even to the 
moderately well-off worker, is something to be looked forward to with 
hope, as a time of merriment and happy gatherings, is to the poor laborer 
something to be dreaded. There is no festivity about it for him. On 
the contrary, his scanty means get to be still more scanty, in view of 
the extra expense he is put to in order to live. His wants increase and 
his always inadequate means remain stationary. He feels the necessity 
of a fire in his home, but the price of coals has gone up because the 
coal owner see his opportunity to take advantage of the, necessities of 
his fellows. Polly wants a new pair of boots, Johnny wants a warm 
overcoat, and the poor worker himself feels the necessity of that useful 
garment, but as it costs him already every penny he gets to live, he 
cannot buy it. Sometimes a more fortunate fellow worker has a coat 
to spare, otherwise the worker has to go without, thus laying himself 
out as an easy prey for the various chest diseases which winter fosters. 
“ A Merry Christmas ” you hear on every side, but there are hundreds 
of thousands of people in London alone, who are wondering where the 
merriment comes in.

At such a season of the year as this, hallowed by custom as a season 
of enjoyment and good feeling, when j>eople begin to think of turning 
over a new leaf and making a fresh start with the New Year, we are 
almost inclined to forget for the moment that we are Revolutionists, 
that there is no hope of a reconciliation between the possessing and the 
dispossessed classes. We think of that typical capitalist represented 
by Dickens in his famous “Christmas Carol.” Full of greed, wrapt up 
in his own selfishness, the image of Scrooge comes up before us, and in 
pitying him we pity the whole of this self-centred race of which he is 
the type. They know nothing of happiness, of fellowship, of love, of 
the lives which men might lead if indeed there were peace on earth, 
goodwill amongst men ; if selfishness were replaced by solidarity ; if 
true fraternity took the place of the present system of class rule and 
servitude. Poor Scrooge, we pity him almost as much as his victim, 
for if he has made his victim's life unhappy, if he has wrecked the 
happiness of those who are in his power, he has certainly destroved his 
own happiness. How delightful it would be if the ghosts who <»n»> to 
see Scrooge on that memorable Christmas Eve would kindly pay a visit 
to the whole Scrooge tril>e, and lead them all to repent of their mis
used lives and their evil deeds. With what pleasure we should 
welcome the conversion of the rich monopolists to the principles of 
Freedom and Brotherhood, and how pleased we should be to hear them 
say “ Yes, we admit that we have behaved badly, but in the future we 
will try to atone for our past misconduct. We will no longer lie the 
miserable, tyrannical, selfish wretches we have been, but will give the 
rest of our lives to helping you to bring about the so much needed 
Revolution, and the establishment on a finu and substantial footing of 
a state of things

“ When man to man the world o’er
Shall britbers be for a* that.”

Scrooge was quite a good sort of fellow compared to the 
. His heart was not entirely 

_ ___ _b
The newspaper cuttings which lie before us as we write, remind us that 
the typical capitalist of to-dav has no longer even a rudimentary trace 
of that organ of sympathy. Take the case of Edward Haynes, the poor 
cooper, who walked up from Tunbridge Wells the other day in order 
to get work, and expired in Stepney workhouse from “starvation,” as 
the verdict has it. The principal witness at the inquest was’ the 
assistant at a “ free shelter ” in Limehouse, where the deceased had 
stayed the previous night. At this establishment “ there were chairs 
for any who liked to sit up, and if they went to sleep they lie on the 
floor ; ” “ no food whatever is given, except one meal on Sundays ; ” 
“ on an average about two hundred men spend the night in the 
Shelter.” And even for such accommodation as this the j>oor, unem
ployed, starving workman is thankful. Then we have the case of 
.Joseph Atkins, who committed suicide at the age of thirty-five, “con
sequent on the dire distress of his wife and five children, for whom.

owing to his inability to procure work, he was unable to provide food.” 
“ Atkins was a very sober man and had a nice home until he lost his 
work.” The jury returned a verdict of “Temporary Insanity.” It is 
a pity this worthy jury did not explain a little more clearly what they 
meant by these words. If they mean that it is insanity for a man to 
kill himself, instead of attacking his enemies, no doubt the verdict may 
lie considered a just one. William Rogers, an army pensioner, fifty-six 
years of age, was recently employed in a dispensary from seven in the 
morning till ten at night, every day in the week, including Sunday. 
Sometimes he worked all night for a change. For these services he 
received the munificent sum of 2s. 6d. per week. He tried to live on 
this and his pension of sixpence per day, but failed. The jury returned 
a verdict “ that deceased died from exhaustion, from starvation.” 
Thomas Gold tried to live on 5s. a week, which was allowed liim by 
his son, but out of this 2s. Gd. went to the landlord. He dropped 
down dead in an East London street and the cause of death was cer
tified by the doctor as “ bronchial pneumonia anti privation.” Sophia 
Clifford was a widow, aged forty-five years. She had no means except 
3s. from the [tarish and a little washing. Out of this she had to keep 
herself and three children. The landlord took 2s. a week. The poor 
woman drowned herself in the Thames.
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This is how the poor die in consequence of man's inhumanity to 
man. These deaths are in fact nothing less than murders, for which 
everyone who does not strive to put an end to the state of society 
which causes them, is morally if not directly responsible. How the 
poor live is, however, more horrible still: a living death to which, 
perhaps, the real death is to be preferred. In the face of such instances 
as we have quoted, which are merely a few examples which happen and 
come under notice, seen by pulliDg back the smallest corner of that 
curtain of everyday life, which hides from many of us the fearful 
tragedies going on in our midst, it is impossible to speak calmly of the 
possessing classes. The cases of death by starvation, of poverty and 
misery, which come under our notice, are infinitesimal compared with 
the reality. Let us think, only for a moment, under what conditions 
a vast multitude of our fellow-creatures, thinking, sensitive beings like 
ourselves, with the same desire for happiness, comfort and well-being as 
we have, will sj>end their Christmas Eve, their Christmas Day. Not 
to speak of those who are kept toiling, away from their homes, their 
wives, their children and their friends; let us consider those who 
would even be thankful for the chance to toil. How many thousands 
of thousands of them there are. The writer of these lines has on more 
than one occasion visited the lodging-houses of the Borough, in order 
to spread the Gospel of Revolution therein, and he knows of his own 
knowledge that within a stone’s throw of St. George’s Church, some 
thousands of people will spend their Christmas within the precincts of 
a fourpenny or a twopenny “ dosshouse,” without the least degree of 
comfort or merriment, sleeping, maybe, on the benches and tables in 
the common kitchen or indulging, maybe, in the luxury of a ‘rasher ’ 
and a ‘ doorstep,’ and all over the poorer quarters of London similar 
groups of common lodging-houses are to be found, inhabited by the 
same type of social castaway. Then there are the men of the refuges 
such as we have referred to above, the inmates of the workhouses, the 
hundreds of thousands of dwellers in garrets and alleys without a 
penny to bless themselves with. See what a huge population—we 
might almost say army, if it were not that they show no disposition to 
fight—the city of misery contains. How can there be peace on earth 
when such a state of things exists! How can there be goodwill 
amongst men t It is the struggle for existence in which the w^kest 
is crushed, in which the competitors care not the least for their fellows 
but only for themselves. Every successful man has to fight to 
taiu his place, there are crowds of aspirants for his position, for his 
business, or for bis employment. The man who enjoys is the enemy 
of the man who is in need, and is regarded as such. Fellowship is a 
hollow fraud. Instead of being pleased at each other's successes, all. 
workers and monopolists alike, consider another man’s success as an 
injury to themselves. There is no solidarity, no hope, no happiness. 
It is just a mad rush, a scramble, for the dead sea fruit.

Here and there, however, amongst all this war of interests and 
display of selfish passion, we see a few men and women standing out 
from amidst the fight and beckoning to others to come and join th at™ 
This struggle, this hatred, they say, is suicidal; let us put our efforts 
together and destroy the awful society which exists to-day, setting up 
in its place a true social structure, in which there will be room for all. 
and every newcomer will be welcome as the flowers in May. Scientific
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