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Freedom

Many think that it is a simple dispute over words that makes some declare themselves liber-
tarians and others anarchist. I have an entirely different opinion.

I am an anarchist and I hold to the label not for the sake of a vain garnishing of words, but
because it means a philosophy, a different method than that of the libertarian.

The libertarian, as the word indicates, is an adorer of liberty. For him, it is the beginning
and end of all things. To become a cult of liberty, to write its name on all the walls, to erect
statues illuminating the world, to talk about it in season and out, to declare oneself free of hered-
itary determinism when its atavistic and encompassing movements make you a slave…this is the
achievement of the libertarian.

The anarchist, referring simply to etymology, is against authority. That’s exact. He doesn’t
make liberty the causality but rather the finality of the evolution of his Self. He doesn’t say, even
when it concerns merest of his acts, “I am free,” but “I want to be free.” For him, freedom is not
an entity, a quality, something that one has or doesn’t have, but is a result that he obtains to the
degree that he obtains power.

He doesn’t make freedom into a right that existed before him, before human beings, but a
science that he acquires, that humans acquire, day after day, to free themselves of ignorance,
abolishing the shackles of tyranny and property.

Man is not free to act or not to act, by his will alone. He learns to do or not to do when he
has exercised his judgement, enlightened his ignorance, or destroyed the obstacles that stand in
his way. So if we take the position of a libertarian, without musical knowledge in front of his
piano, is he free to play? NO! He won’t have this freedom until he has learned music and to
play the instrument. This is what the anarchists say. He also struggles against the authority that
prevents him from developing his musical aptitudes — when he has them — or he who withholds
the pianos. To have the freedom to play, he has to have the power to know and the power to
have a piano at his disposition. Freedom is a force that one must know how to develop within
the individual; no one can grant it.

When the Republic takes its famous slogan: “Liberte, Egalite, Fraternite,” does it make us free,
equal or brothers? She tells us “You are free” — these are vain words since we do not have the
power to be free. And why don’t we have this power? Principally because we do not know how
to acquire the proper knowledge. We take the mirage for reality.

We always await the freedom of a State, of a Redeemer, of a Revolution, we never work to
develop it within each individual. What is the magic wand that transforms the current generation
born of centuries of servitude and resignation into a generation of human beings deserving of
freedom, because they are strong enough to conquer it?

This transformation will come from the awareness that men will have of not having freedom
of consciousness, that freedom is not in them, that they don’t have the right to be free, that they
are not all born free and equal…and that it is nevertheless impossible to have happiness without
freedom. The day that they have this consciousness they will stop at nothing to obtain freedom.
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This is why anarchists struggle with such strength against the libertarian current that makes one
take the shadow for substance.

To obtain this power, it is necessary for us to struggle against two currents that threaten the
conquest of our liberty: it is necessary to defend it against others and against oneself, against
external and internal forces.

To go towards freedom, it becomes necessary to develop our individuality. When I say: to go
towards freedom, I mean for each of us to go toward the most complete development of our Self.
We are not therefore free to take any which road, it is necessary to force ourselves to take the
correct path. We are not free to yield to excessive and lawless desires, we are obliged to satisfy
them. We are not free to put ourselves in a state of inebriation making our personality lose the
use of its will, placing us at the mercy of anything; let’s say rather that we endure the tyranny of
a passion that misery of luxury has given us. True freedom would consist of an act of authority
upon this habit, to liberate oneself from its tyranny and its corollaries.

I said, an act of authority, because I don’t have the passion of liberty considered a priori. I am
not a libertarian. If I want to acquire liberty, I don’t adore it. I don’t amuse myself refusing the
act of authority that will make me overcome the adversary that attacks me, nor do I refuse the
act of authority that will make me attack the adversary. I know that every act of force is an act
of authority. I would like to never have to use force, authority against other men, but I live in the
20th century and I am not free from the direction of my movements to acquire liberty.

So, I consider the Revolution as an act of authority of some against others, individual revolt
as an act of authority of some against others. And therefore I find these means logical, but I want
to exactly determine the intention. I find them logical and I am ready to cooperate if these acts of
temporary authority have the removing of a stable authority and giving more freedom as their
goal. I find them illogical and I thwart them if their goal isn’t removing an authority. By these
acts, authority gains power: she hasn’t done anything but change name, even that which one has
chosen for the occasion of its modification.

Libertarians make a dogma of liberty; anarchists make it an end. Libertarians think that man
is born free and that society makes him a slave. Anarchists realize that man is born into the most
complete of subordinations, the greatest of servitudes and that civilization leads him to the path
of liberty.

That which the anarchists reproach is the association of men-society — which is obstructing
the road after having guided our first steps. Society delivers hunger, malignant fever, ferocious
beasts — evidently not in all cases, but generally — but she makes humanity prey to misery,
overwork, and governments. She puts humanity between a rock and a hard place. She makes the
child forget the authority of nature to place him under the authority of men.

The anarchist intervenes. He does not ask for liberty as a good that one has taken from him,
but as a good that one prevents him from acquiring. He observes the present society and he
declares that it is a bad instrument, a bad way to call individuals to their complete development.

The anarchist sees society surround men with a lattice of laws, a net of rules, and an atmo-
sphere of morality and prejudices without doing anything to bring them out of the night of
ignorance. He doesn’t have the libertarian religion, liberal one could say, but more and more he
wants liberty for himself like he wants pure air for his lungs. He decides then to work by all
means to tear apart the threads of the lattice, the stitches of the net and endeavors to open up
free thought.
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The anarchist’s desire is to be able to exercise his faculties with the greatest possible intensity.
The more he improves himself, the more experience he takes in; the more he destroys obstacles,
as much intellectual andmoral asmaterial, themore he takes an open field; themore he allows his
individuality to expand, the more he becomes free to evolve and the more he proceeds towards
the realization of his desire.

But I won’t allow myself to get carried away and I’ll return more precisely to the subject.
The libertarian who doesn’t have the power to carry through an explanation, a critique which

he recognizes as well founded or that he doesn’t even want to discuss, he responds “I am free
to act like this.” The anarchist says: “I think that I am right to act like this but come on.” And if
the critique made is about a passion which he doesn’t have the strength to free himself from, he
will add: “I am under the slavery of this atavism and this habit.” This simple declaration won’t
be without cost. It will carry its own force, maybe for the individual attacked, but surely for the
individual that made it, and for those who are less attacked by the passion in question.

The anarchist is not mistaken about the domain gained. He does not say “I am free to marry
my daughter if that pleases me— I have the right to wear a high style hat if it suits me” because he
knows that this liberty, this right, is a tribute paid to themorality of themilieu, to the conventions
of the world; they are imposed by the outside against all desires, against all internal determinism
of the individual.

The anarchist acts thus not due to modesty, or the spirit of contradiction, but because he
holds a conception which is completely different from that of the libertarian. He doesn’t believe
in innate liberty, but in liberty that is acquired. And because he knows that he doesn’t possess
all liberties, he has a greater will to acquire the power of liberty.

Words do not have a power in themselves. They have a meaning that one must know well,
to state precisely in order to allow oneself to be taken by their magic. The great Revolution
has made a fool of us with its slogan: “Liberte, Egalite, Fraternite.” The liberals have sung us
above all the tune of their “laisser-faire” with the refrain of the freedom of work. Libertarians
delude themselves with a belief in a pre-established liberty and they make critiques in its honor…
Anarchists should not want the word but the thing. They are against authority, government,
economic, religious, andmoral power, knowing themore authority is diminished themore liberty
is increased.

It is a relation between the power of the group and the power of the individual. The more
the first term of this relation is diminished, the more authority is diminished, the more liberty is
increased.

What does the anarchist want? To reach a state in which these two powers are balanced,
where the individual has real freedom of movement without ever hindering the liberty of move-
ment of another. The anarchist does not want to reverse the relation so that his freedom is made
of the slavery of others, because he knows that authority is bad in itself, as much for he who
submits to it as for he who gives it.

To truly know freedom, one must develop the human being until one makes sure that no
authority has the possibility of existing.
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Obsession

Durand, leaving his hotel, a smile of contentment on his lips, took a small step back, to read
a tiny poster:

While we perish in the street,
the bourgeois has palaces to live in

Death to the bourgeois!
Long Live Anarchy!

Then, he sneered, and yelled to the concierge “You will take these idiocies off of the door?”
And his calm smile came back when he noticed, glorious in their incapacity, two officers on the
beat. But he stopped at the same time as them, red flyers stuck out on the stark white of the wall:

Cops are the bulldogs of the bourgeois
Death to cops!

Long Live Anarchy!

The cops used their nails to scratch off the posters and Durant left anxious.While at the corner
of the avenue, he heard the sound of bugles and drums and from afar two battalions appeared.
He felt protected and breathed a sigh of relief.

As a troupe passed in front of him, he discovered, at that moment, like a flight of butterflies,
a multitude of squares of paper floating in the air; indifferently, he read:

The army is the school of crime
Long Live Anarchy!

Some of the papers fell on the soldiers, others covered them; his obsession resumed, he felt
crushed by the light butterflies.

When he sat down in his usual place to have a beer or the usual aperitif, on the table laid
another flyer:

Go on, gorge yourself, the day will come when hate will turn us into cannibals.
Long Live Anarchy!

He sneered, but this time he didn’t fill up saucer after saucer. Getting up, he headed quickly
toward the corner of X street, where the exploiters asked for workers, and mechanically searched
for the propaganda poster, he discovered it and read:

The exploiter Thing or Machine asks for your sons to degrade them,
Your daughters to rape them, you and your wives

To exploit you
Watch out Parisians.
Long Live Anarchy!
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He shook his head and headed towards his office. He read on a plaque: Durand and Cie, Society
in a capitol of two million, but, below, the exasperating critique said its piece:

Capital is the product of work
stolen and accumulated by the idle.

Long Live Anarchy!

He tore himself away quickly. He took care of some business, and to distract himself, thought
of seeing his mistress. On his way, he bought a bouquet of flowers to offer her.

She smiled, seeing amidst the flowers what appeared to be a love letter:
“Some verses, now?” says she.

Prostitution is the outlet of too many bourgeois.
One turns the son of the poor man into a slave and his daughter into a courtesan.

Long Live Anarchy!

She threw the bouquet in his face and sent him away.
Ashamed and tired, he returned home, the door had once again taken on its usual appearance.
Now, upon entering the living room, his wife said to him: “Look at this vase that I just bought,

what an occasion.” He took it, turned it around, and turned it around again; a piece of paper fell
out:

The luxury of the bourgeois is paid for by the blood of the poor man.
Long Live Anarchy!

This “Long Live Anarchy!” and its harsh claims, all this hovered around him, and that very
evening, he didn’t go to see his wife, in fear of finding, in a discreet and camouflaged place, a
flyer where he would have read:

Marriage is legal prostitution.
Long Live Anarchy!
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The Joy of Life

Wearied by the struggle of life, how many close their eyes, fold their arms, stop short, power-
less and discouraged. How many, and they among the best, abandon life as unworthy of contin-
uance. With the assistance of some fashionable theories, and of a prevalent neurasthenia, some
men have come to regard death as the supreme liberation.

To those who hold this view, society replies with the usual clichés.
It speaks of the “moral” purpose of life; argues that one has no right to kill himself, that

“moral” sorrows must be borne courageously, that a man has duties, that the suicide is a coward
or an “egoist,” etc. etc. All of these phrases are religious in tone; and none of them are of genuine
significance in rational discussion.

What after all is suicide?
Suicide is the final act in a series of actions that we all tend to carry out, which arise from our

reaction against our environment, or from that environment’s reaction against us.
Every day we commit suicide partially. I commit suicide when I consent to inhabit a dwelling

where the sun never shines, a room where the ventilation is so inadequate that I feel like I am
suffocated when I wake up.

I commit suicide when I spend hours on work that absorbs an amount of energy which I am
not able to recapture, or when I engage in activity which I know to be useless.

I commit suicide whenever I enter into the barracks to obey men and laws that oppress me.
I commit suicide whenever I grant the right to govern me for four years to another individual

through the act of voting.
I commit suicide when I ask a magistrate or a priest for permission to love.
I commit suicide when I do not reclaim my liberty as a lover, as soon as the time of love is

past.
Complete suicide is nothing but the final act of total inability to react against the environment.
These acts, which I have called partial suicides, are no less truly suicidal. It is because I lack

the strength to react against society that I inhabit a place without sun and air, that I do not eat
in accordance with my hunger or my taste, that I am a soldier or a voter, that I subject my love
to laws or compulsion.

Workers daily commit mental suicide by leaving the mind inactive, by not letting it live, as
they kill within themselves their enjoyment of the arts of painting, sculpture, music, which offer
some relief from the cacophony which surrounds them.

There can be no question of right or duty, of cowardice or of courage in relation to suicide; it
is purely a material problem, of power or lack of power. One hears it said, “Suicide is a human
right when it constitutes a necessity…” Or again, “one cannot take the right of life and death away
from the proletariat.”

Right? Necessity?
Shall one debate his right to breathe poorly, i.e. to kill most of the health-giving molecules to

the advantage of the unhealthy ones? His right not to eat in accordance with his hunger, i.e. to kill
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his stomach? His right to obey, i.e. to murder his will? His right to love the woman designated by
the law or chosen by the desire of one period forever, i.e. to slay all the desires of days to come?

Or if we substitute the word “necessity” for the word “right” in these phrases, do we thereby
make them the more logical?

I do not intend to “condemn” these partial suicides more than definitive suicides; but it seems
to me pathetically comical to describe as right or necessity this surrender of the weak before the
strong — and a surrender made without having tried everything. Such expressions are merely
excuses one clings to.

All suicides are imbecilities, total suicide more than the others, since it is possible to bring
oneself out of the partial forms.

It would seem that at the moment of the departure of the individual, all energy might be
focused on a single point of reaction against the environment, even with a thousand to one
chance of failure in the effort. This seems still more necessary and natural in view of the fact that
one leaves those one loves behind. For this part of one’s self, this portion of the energy of which
one consists, cannot one engage in a gigantic struggle, however unequal the combat, capable of
shaking up the colossal Authority?

Many die, declaring themselves to be victims of society; do they not realize that, since the
same cause produces the same effects, their comrades, those they love, could die as victims of the
same state of things? Won’t a desire then come to them to transform their vital force into energy,
into power, so as to burn the pile rather than to separate its elements?

Once one has overcome the fear of death, of the complete dissolution of the human form, one
can engage in the struggle with that much more strength. Some will respond to us, “We have a
horror of bloodshed. We do not wish to attack this society, made up of men who seem to us to
be both unaware and irresponsible.”

The first objection does not hold. Does the struggle only take a violent form? Is it not multi-
ple, diverse? And all the individuals who understand its usefulness, can they not take part each
according to his own temperament?

The second is too inexact. Such words as “society,” “knowledge,” “responsibility” are too often
repeated and too little explained.

The barrier that obstructs the road, the biting serpent, the tuberculosis microbe are unaware
and without responsibility, yet we defend ourselves against them. Still more irresponsible (in the
relative sense) are the cornfields which we reap, the ox that we kill, the beehive that we rob.
Nevertheless we attack them all.

I know nothing of “responsible” nor of “irresponsible.” I see the causes of my suffering, of the
cramping of my personality; and my efforts are bent to suppress or to conquer them by every
possible means.

According to my power of resistance I assimilate or I reject, I am assimilated or rejected. That
is all.

Even stranger objections are advanced, in a form neurotically scientific: “Study astronomy,
and you will realize the negligible duration of human life as compared to the infinite. Death is a
transformation and not termination.”

For myself, being finite, I have no conception of the infinite; but I know that duration consists
of centuries, centuries of years, years of days, days of hours, hours of minutes, etc. I know that
time is made up of nothing but the accumulation of seconds, that great immensity formed from
the in-finitely small. Short as our life may be, it has its dimensional importance from the point of
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view of the whole. Life, seen from my own point of view, with my own eyes, cannot be of little
importance to me; and all seems to me to have had no purpose but to prepare for us — for myself
and for that which surrounds me.

The stone which caresses the head when dropped from a meter above, will break it open if it
falls twenty meters. Arrested on the way, seen from the point of view of the whole, it differs in
no particular; but it lacks the energy which makes it a power.

I disregard all that I cannot conceive, and look primarily to myself; and a dissolution or rather
a non-absorption of strength that acts to my detriment occurs in either a partial or a definitive
suicide.

Death is the end of a human energy, as the dissociation of elements of a battery is the end of
the electricity which it releases, as the dissolution of threads of a tissue is the end of that tissue’s
strength. Death, as the end of my “I,” is more than a transformation.

There are those who say to one, “The goal of life is happiness,” and who profess to be unable
to attain it. It seems to me simpler to say that life is life. Life is happiness. Happiness is life.

All the acts of life are a joy to me. Breathing pure air, I know happiness; my lungs are ex-
panded, an impression of power makes me glow. The hour of work and that of rest afford me
equal pleasure. The hour which brings the mealtime; the meal itself with its labor of mastication;
the hour which follows with its interior activity — all give me joy of varying sorts.

Shall I evoke the delicious attention of love, the sense of power in the sexual encounter, the
succeeding hours of voluptuous relaxation?

Shall I speak of the joy of the eyes, of hearing, of odor, of touching, of all the senses, of the
delights of conversation and of thought? Life is a happiness.

Life has not a goal. It is. Why wish for a goal, a beginning, an end?
Let us recapitulate. Whenever, hurled on the stones by an earthquake, avid for air, we bow

our head against the rock; whenever seized by the regimentation of society as it is, avid for the
ideal (to make this vague term exact: avid for the integral development of one’s self and one’s
loved ones) we arrest our life, we obey, not a necessity nor a right, but as obsession of force, of
the obstacle. We do no voluntary act, as the partisans of death profess; we obey the power of the
environment which crushes, and we depart precisely at the hour the weight is too heavy for our
shoulders.

“Then,” they say, “we do not go except at our hour — and our hour is now.” Yes. But since,
resigned, they envisage their defeat in advance; since they have not developed their tissues with
a view to resistance; they have not made due effort to react against the regimentation of the
environment. Unaware of their own beauty, of their own force, they add to the objectives of the
obstacle all the subjective weight of their own acceptance.

Like those resigned to partial suicides, they surrender themselves to the great suicide. They
are devoured by an environment avid for their flesh, eager to crush all energy that appears.

Their error lies in the belief that the dissolution is by their own will, that they choose their
hour, while actually they die crushed inevitably by the wickedness of some and by the […]1 of
others.

In a locality by the maleficient of typhus, of tuberculosis, I do not think of absenting myself
to avoid the malady; rather, I proceed immediately to disseminate disinfectants, without any fear
of killing millions of microbes.

1 Translation is missing a word. [Untorelli Press]
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In present society, made foul by the conventional defecations of property, of patriotism, of
religion, of family, of ignorance, crushed by the power of government and the inertia of the
governed; I wish not to disappear, but to throw upon the scene the light of truth, to provide a
disinfectant, to do it by any means at my command.

Even with death approaching, I shall have still the desire to chair my body bymeans of phenol
or acid, for the sake of humanity’s health.

And if I am destroyed in this effort, I shall not be totally effaced. I shall have reacted against
the environment, I shall have lived briefly but intensely; I shall perhaps have opened a breach
for the passage of energies similar to my own.

No, it is not life that is bad, but the conditions in which we live. Therefore we shall address
ourselves not to life, but to these conditions: let us change them.

One must live, one must desire to live still more abundantly. Let us accept not even the partial
suicides.

Let us be eager to know all experiences, all happiness, all sensations. Let us not be resigned
to any diminution of our “me.” Let us be champions of life, so that desires may arise out of our
turpitude and weakness; let us assimilate the earth to our own concept of beauty.

Thus may our wishes be united, magnificently; and at the last we shall know the Joy of Life
in the absolute.

Let us love life.
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Germinal, at the Wall of the Fédérés

Near their tomb,1 in the middle of the gaudy wreaths and bouquets showily brough there, in
the grass, in black letters on a red background, someone wrote one word: Germinal.

This person knew how to give the correct tone to this anniversary.
Germinal! This wasn’t a banal remembrance of the dead, this was a call to the living; it wasn’t

the pointless glorification of the past, it was a call to the future.
On the tomb of these men who died for freedom, this word called their children to liberating

rebellion.
The wreaths, the bouquets, the speeches, were vain palliatives. Germinal was the still living

fight, rising up, terrible, calling the workers, the rebels, to the imminent harvests.

1 The wall of the Fédérés is the site at Père Lachaise Cemetery where the Paris Commune made its last stand.
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We Go On

We don’t have faith, we have absolutely no confidence in our success: we are certain that we
have neglected nothing, that we have made all our efforts in order to be on the correct road.

We are not certain that we will succeed: we are not certain that we are right.
We don’t know, it is not possible for us to know if success will be at the end of our efforts, if

it will be the reward; we try to act so that, logically, we should arrive at the result that interests
us.

Those that envision the goal from the first steps, those that want the certitude of reaching it
before walking, never arrive.

Whatever the task undertaken may be, if the completion is near, who can say they’ve seen
the end? Who can say: I will plentifully reap that which I sow; I will live in this house which I
build, I will eat the fruits of the tree which I plant?

And therefore, one throws the wheat on the ground, one arranges the stones one by one, one
surrounds the fruit-tree with care.

Because one does not know for certain, for sure, for whom, how, when the result will be,
will one neglect one’s efforts for that which will be possibly good? Will one throw the grain on
the hard rock or mix it with the tares? Will one arrange the stones without the square and the
plumb-line? Will one put the seedling at the crossroads of the four winds?

The joy of the result is already in the joy of effort. He who makes the first steps in a direction
that he has every reason to believe good, already arrives at the goal, that’s to say, at the reward
of this labor.

We don’t need to know if we will succeed, if men will come to live in a great enough harmony
to assure the complete development of their individuality, we have to do the deeds for that which
may be, to go in the direction that both our reason and our experience aptly decide.

We don’t say: “Men are born good, they should therefore harmonize their relations.” We say
“Logically, it will be in the interest of men to obtain with the least effort the greatest sum of well
being; not from the point of view of eliminating effort, but of always using it for betterment. It
is thus necessary to show them where our interest is. The understanding between individuals is
the best means to come to assure human happiness. Let’s try to make him understand it.”

The idea of a meteor collision with the earth, a collapse of the sun, a great fire being able
to interrupt our show or our experience, cannot hinder all of us from beginning. Likewise, the
misunderstanding of our ideas and practice by the majority of men, be it due to cretinism or
perversity, would not be a reason to stop us from thinking and critiquing.

All work begun is on its way to completion, whatever the resistance of the attacked groupmay
be. It is not a question of speculating about the magnificence or the proximity of the goal to reach,
but rather of convincing oneself with a constant critique with which one proceeds handsomely,
and doesn’t get lost in digressions.

We go on with ardor, with strength, with pleasure in such a direction, determined because
we are aware of having done everything and of being ready to do anything so that this is in
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the right direction. We bring to the study the greatest care, the greatest attention, and we give
the greatest energy to action. While we direct our activity in a given direction, it’s not a matter
of telling ourselves: “Work is hard; statist society is solidly organized; the foolishness of men is
considerable,” it would be better to show us that we are heading in the wrong direction. If one
reached it, we would use the same force, in another direction, without faltering. Because we don’t
have faith in such a goal, the illusion of such a paradise, but in the certitude of using our effort
in the best direction.

It would not be worthwhile to concern ourselves with an immediate, tangible result if it ob-
structs, diverts our exact path. The bait of reforms attracting the mass of men would not be able
to hinder us.

To accelerate our march, we don’t needmirages showing us the closest end, within our hand’s
reach. It will be enough for us to know that we go on and that, if we sometimes stamp around
the same spot, we do not go astray.

The mirage calls us to the right and to the left, diverts us, and if one succeeds in returning to
the correct road, this is weakened and diminished by lost illusion. The intoxication of words and
illusions resembles that of alcohol, it can throw the multitudes into an impassioned movement,
towards the closest goal: but the sobered multitudes pause.

They pause discouraged by the emptiness of the empty result. The perseverance of courage is
not in the act of arriving, but in the certitude of being right.

We don’t need a sign-post to show us that we have traveled a third, a fourth, a hundredth of
the way; nothing measures the quantity of our effort and such markings have no relation to our
effort as a whole. We please ourselves to know that we give, according to our strengths and in
the direction that we believe is best, all that we can give.

We believe in a constant evolution, we therefore know that there is no end. It is enough for
us to always go forward, always on the correct path. And the packs may bark after us, and we
may be the crazy ones, the bad ones. The majority may stand in our way. Atavism, heredity may
want to impose its ineluctable laws. The group may defend itself harshly. Though the end may
be far, very far, these things do not concern us.

We go on… employing all means, in turn persuasive and violent. We are ready to come to-
gether with anyone and with everyone for the attainment of universal happiness and for the
normal development of the unique.

We go on… Each effort brings joy in itself and every day sees its stopping place, even if
advancement is slight.

We go on… We are not sure to arrive; we are mindful that we have done everything and to
be ready to do anything to be right, and hence to arrive.

And it is this that makes us the strongest…that we are never weary.
We go on…
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To the Resigned

I hate the resigned!
I hate the resigned, like I hate the filthy, like I hate layabouts!
I hate resignation! I hate filthiness, I hate inaction.
I feel for the sick man bent under some malignant fever; I hate the imaginary sick man that a

little bit of will would set on his feet.
I feel for the man in chains, surrounded by guardians, crushed under the weight of irons of

the many.
I hate soldiers who are bent by the weight of braids and three stars; the workers who are bent

under the weight of capital.
I love the man who says what he feels wherever he is; I hate the voter seeking the perpetual

conquest by the majority.
I love the savant crushed under the weight of scientific research; I hate the individual who

bends his body under the weight of an unknown power, of some “X,” of a God.
I hate, I say, all those who, surrendering to others through fear or resignation a part of their

power as men, not only keep their heads down, but make me, and those I love, keep our heads
down too, through the weight of their frightful collaboration or their idiotic inertia.

I hate them; yes I hate them, because me, I feel it. I don’t bow before the officer’s braid, the
mayor’s sash, the gold of the capitalist; morality or religion. For a long time I have known that
all of these things are just baubles that we can break like glass…I bend beneath the weight of the
resignation of others. O how I hate resignation!

I love life.
I want to live, not in a petty way like those who only satisfy a part of their muscles, their

nerves, but in a big way, satisfying facial muscles as well as calves, my back as well as my brain.
I don’t want to trade a portion of now for a fictive portion of tomorrow. I don’t want to

surrender anything of the present for the wind of the future.
I don’t want to bend anything of mine under the words fatherland, God, honor. I too well

know the emptiness of these words, these religious and secular ghosts.
I laugh at retirement, at paradises the hope for which holds the resigned, religions, and capital.
I laugh at those who, saving for their old age, deprive themselves in their youth; those who,

in order to eat at sixty, fast at twenty.
I want to eat while I have strong teeth to tear and crush healthy meats and succulent fruits.

When my stomach juices digest without problem I want to drink my fill of refreshing and tonic
drinks.

I want to love women, or a woman, depending on our common desire, and I don’t want to
resign myself to the family, law the Code; nothing has any rights over our bodies. You want, I
want. Let us laugh at the family, the law, the ancient form of resignation.
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But this isn’t all. I want, since I have eyes, ears, and other senses, more than just to drink, to
eat, to enjoy sexual love: I want to experience joy in other forms. I want to see beautiful sculptures
and painting, admire Rodin or Manet.

I want to hear the best opera companies play Beethoven orWagner. I want to know the classics
at the Comedie Française, page through the literary and artistic baggage left by men of the past
to men of the present, or even better, page through the now and forever unfinished oeuvre of
humanity.

I want joy for myself, for my chosen companion, for my friends. I want a home where my
eyes can agreeably rest when my work is done.

For I want the joy of labor, too; that healthy joy, that strong joy. I want my arms to handle
the plane, the hammer, the spade and the scythe.

Let the muscles develop, the thoracic cage become larger with powerful, useful and reasoned
movements.

I want to be useful, I want us to be useful. I want to be useful to my neighbor and for my
neighbor to be useful to me. I desire that we labor much, for I am insatiable for joy. And it is
because I want to enjoy myself that I am not resigned.

Yes, yes I want to produce, but I want to enjoy myself. I want to knead the dough, but eat
better bread; to work at the grape harvest, but drink better wine; build a house, but live in better
apartments; make furniture, but possess the useful, see the beautiful; I want to make theatres,
but big enough to house me and mine.

I want to cooperate in producing, but I also want to cooperate in consuming.
Some dream of producing for others to whom they will leave, oh the irony of it, the best of

their efforts. As for me, I want, freely united with others, to produce but also to consume.
You resigned, look: I spit on your idols. I spit on God, the Fatherland; I spit on Christ, I spit on

the flag, I spit on capital and the golden calf; I spit on laws and Codes, on the symbols of religion;
they are baubles, I could care less about them, I laugh at them…

Only through you do they mean anything to me; leave them behind and they’ll break into
pieces.

You are thus a force, you resigned, one of those forces that don’t know they are one, but who
are nevertheless a force, and I can’t spit on you, I can only hate you…or love you.

Above all my desire is that of seeing you shaking off your resignation in a terrible awakening
of life.

There is no future paradise, there is no future; there is only the present.
Let us live!
Live! Resignation is death.
Revolt is life.
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May Day

The national and international holiday of the organized proletariat. The Bastille Day of the
unionized working class, the replay of the holiday of the Bistros.

The tragi-comic anniversary of something that will be taken away…
May Day 1905: Prologue
In the archiepiscopal church the grand ceremony takes place: the high priests, who have been

delegated to other places, are absent.
The tribune is filled. The office is invaded. The strangest looking faces appear there. An asses-

sor, delegate and secretary of I-don’t-know-what, who has decorated his breast with a large tie,
with his decoration and his lit up mug, set the appropriate tone.

Appearing in a curious parade, all alone come the eternal bit players and the future stars. In
the wings we can imagine the presence of influential directors falsifying the system.

Alcohol overflows in smelly burps from almost every mouth.
A few ordinary workers, a hundred at most, have come in a spirit of combativeness, or though

obligation. There are a few who are sincere, thinking they are working for their emancipation,
and who are sickened and disillusioned by the drunken events around them.

A bizarre salad where the words “Organized proletariat,” “Workers’ demands,” “Eight hour
day,” dance about. “All arise in 1906,” “The Bosses,” “The Exploiters,” “The Exploited,” “My Corpo-
ration,” “Delegates,” “The Union of…,” etc. are seasoned before us.

One has the impression of listening to a constantly wound up phonograph, but whose worn
out notches allow only a few words to escape.

Any attempt at serious debate is impossible. We are in the hall not to learn but — it appears
— to impress the bosses.

We must all be in agreement, all friends, all brothers, so that the press can’t say there was any
disagreement.

We are working for the gallery.
Should the press say tomorrow how many drunks there were at the tribune? Should it speak

of the exceptional receipts at the bistros within a kilometer of the Labor Exchange? Should it
count the number of men who came home at night with their bellies full of alcohol and their
pockets empty?

Across from the Labor Exchange a group decorated in red is drinking… I pass by… a man
detaches himself and gives me two sous “for good luck,” taking me for a poor devil and so as to
get a laugh. Pieces of silver fall to the ground, rolling from his pockets.

Working class emancipation through union organization!
But let’s go back… Nevertheless, a few notes are interesting and throw a bit of light on this

milieu. Two navvies speak with a simplicity, a great sobriety and please quite a few; a man
who keeps his hat on and at whom the union crowd shouts: “Your hat!” says some true things;
Gabrielle Petit, with her raw eloquence, maintaining her impulsive character, breaks up the dis-
gusting monotony of the dogmatic ritual.
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After an incident where we — the best as well as the worst — take on grotesque forms in the
rapidity of our gestures, where can be felt the irritation of disgust and fatigue of some, of alcohol
among others, afterwards, we must sing.

Sing the ditty that fits the circumstance.
It’s a family from Bercy, former owner of a special cabaret for snobs and the neurotic near

Clichy that has made up the words and the music.
It’s not so much the ignorant crowd that wants the song, it’s the leaders: the director Pouget

forgets himself so much as to leave the wings. One has to sing to the people. And the woman,
with a certain courage, incidentally, not caring about our more or less correct shouting, waits for
the right moment to emit her note. One must live, after all.

We do all we can so as not to sing, fully understanding how ridiculous this graceless song
is between these four walls, giving this struggle a soppy character… But in France everything
ends in a song. And we stop, vanquished not by the force of these men, whose cunning masters,
slipping slander in, order them to respect us, but rather by their thoughtlessness, their blindness,
by the atmosphere of alcohol that we can no longer breathe.

And here is the final scene.
Lepine has given his police clique the order to hold itself back… To let this religious crowd

enjoy its icon, its idol, its flag. The doorways are clear; the policemen are behind the metro work-
sites, waiting for the opportune moment.

The Labor Exchange, squeezed in between two houses, in this narrow corridor, is ugly. Its base
is covered in posters, its upper floors are slashed by a red band with gold lettering for 1906. A red
flag with a black crepe (colors authorized by the law) recalls the tragedy of Limoges. Nothing is
missing; neither the hosanna, nor the remembrance of the martyrs.

They’re going to raise the red flag at the window! The ditty was good, but the sight of the
icon…that’s sublime! I look and I see once again… the scenes where to the cry of “God wills it,”
brandishing the cross, the Peter the Hermits led the crowd to their death. Only here the preachers
chew their tobacco and let the crowd leave on their own…In any event, the crowd’s enthusiasm
is only on the surface.

A large mass heads toward the red flag, and a “Ca Ira,” broken up with hiccups, can be heard…
It’s pure delirium.

The cops!
The anger calms. The honest worker reappears… and flees, followed by the policemen’s boots.
The comedy is over… They have to disperse and the crowd flees, hiccupping and stumbling,

while exasperated comrades, wanting to resist orders and shoves, shout “anarchy” in the face of
the police workers as a challenge.

And in the distance…the cabarets, the bars, the thousand tentacles of that terrible octopus,
alcohol, suck out and breathe in all this worker blood.

It’s the holiday of the organized proletariat.
It’s May Day.
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To the Electoral Cattle

Under the impetus of interested individuals the political committees are opening the awaited
era of electoral quarrels.

As usual, they will insult each other, slander each other, fight each other.
Blows will be exchanged for the benefit of third thieves, always ready to profit from the

stupidity of the crowd.
Why will you go for this?
You live with your kids in unhealthy lodgings. You eat — when you can — food adulterated by

the greed of traffickers. Exposed to the ravages of alcoholism and tuberculosis, you wear yourself
out from morning to night at a job that is always imbecilic and useless and that you don’t even
profit from. The next day you start over again, and so it goes till you die.

Is it then a question of changing all this?
Are they going to give you the means of realizing a flourishing existence, you and your com-

rades? Are you going to be able to come and go, eat, drink, breathe without constraint, love with
joy, rest, enjoy scientific discoveries and their application, decreasing your efforts, increasing
your well-being. Are you finally going to live without disgust or care the large life, the intense
life?

No, say the politicians proposed for your suffrage. This is only a distant ideal…You must be
patient…You are many, but you should also become conscious of your might so as to abandon it
into the hands of your ‘saviors’ once every four years.

But what will they do in their turn?
Laws!What is the law?The oppression of the greater number by a coterie claiming to represent

the majority.
In any event, error proclaimed by the majority doesn’t become true, and only the unthinking

bow before a legal lie.
The truth cannot be determined by vote.
He who votes accepts to be beaten.
So why then are there laws? Because there is property.
So it is from the prejudice of property that all our miseries, all our pain, flow.
So those who suffer from it have an interest in destroying property, and so the law.
The only logical means of suppressing laws is not to make them.
Who makes laws? Parliamentary arrivistes.
On closer analysis, it is thus not a handful of rulers who crush us, but the thoughtlessness,

the stupidity, of the herd of those sheep of Panurge who constitute the electoral cattle.
Wewill fight without cease for the conquest of “immediate happiness” by remaining partisans

of the only scientific method and by proclaiming together with our abstentionist comrades:
The voter — that is the enemy!
And now, to the voting urns, cattle.
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Fear

Thebourgeois were frightened‼!The bourgeois felt pass over them the wind of riot, the breath
of revolt, and they feared the hurricane, the storm that would unleash those with unsatisfied
appetites on their too well garnished tables.

The bourgeois were frightened‼!
The bourgeois, fat and tranquil, beatific and peaceful, heard the horrifying grumble of the

painful and poor digestion of the thin, the rachitic, the unsatisfied. The Bellies heard the rum-
blings of the Arms, who refused to bring them their daily pittance.

The bourgeois were frightened‼!
The bourgeois gathered together their piles of money, their titles; they hid in holes from

the claws of the destroyers, the bourgeois stored their movable property, and they then looked
around to see where to hide themselves. The big city wasn’t very safe with all those threats in
the air. And the countryside wasn’t either…chateaus were being burned down there when the
evening came.

The bourgeois were frightened! A fear that gripped their bellies, their stomachs, their throats,
without any means of attenuating this presenting itself.

And so the bourgeois put barricades of steel and blood up in front of the workers, cemented
with blood and flesh. They tried to be joyful at seeing the little infantrymen and the heavy dra-
goons parade before their windows. They swooned before the handsome Republican Guards and
the fine cavalrymen. And still, fear invaded their being. They were frightened.

That fear seemed to have something of remorse in it. One could believe that the bourgeois
felt the logic of the acts that included everyone and everything that they alone had possessed up
till then.

The bourgeois were afraid that suddenly, in a great movement, the two sides of the scale that
had always inclined in the direction of their desires would suddenly be balanced. They believed
the moment for disgorgement had finally come. Since their lives were made of the deaths of other
men they believed that on this day the lives of others would be made of their deaths.

O anguished dream! The bourgeois were frightened, really frightened‼
But the hurricane passed over their heads and Bellies and didn’t kill. The lightning rods of

sabers and rifles sufficed for the few gusts that blew forgotten over society.
The worker again took up his labor. He again bent his back over the daily task. Today like

yesterday, the slave prepares his master’s swill.
The hurricane has passed…the bourgeois have little by little raised their heads. They looked

upon their faces convulsed with fear…and they laughed. But their laugh was a snigger; their
laugh was a bark.

Since he didn’t know how to do his work himself, the hyenas and jackals were going to fall
on the lion, caught in the trap of his ignorance and confidence.
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The females who, in 1871, poked out the eyes of communards with their parasols, have had
children.These children are now in the magistracy, in the administration, in the army.They wear
the kepi or the robe, they kill by the Code, regulations, or the sword, they kill without pity.

The bourgeois were frightened‼!
They are taking revenge for having been frightened‼! Like a club, the jackhammer of justice

is descending on the vanquished. The Magnauds and the Bulots, the Séré de Rivières and the
Bridoisons, all of them are in agreement in striking the troublemakers.

Never have those who do not labor been overcome by such respect for those who labor. The
hindrances to the freedom to work have been struck with months andmonth of prison. Men have
been condemned until the healing of their wounds, children to reform schools, and adolescents
to the slammer. Those who reason must be put down.

The bourgeois were frightened‼!
But those whomust be struck the hardest are the enemies of all the bourgeois, the reactionary

bourgeois and the socialist bourgeois: the anarchists.
Other men are vanquished by the weight of their own ignorance; it will still be quite a while

before they free themselves from their foolishness. But the anarchists are vanquished by the
ignorance and the passivity of others, so they work every day to instruct them, to make rebels
of them. It is thus they who are the danger; it is they who must be struck.

The bourgeois want to avenge themselves, but they are cowards and so it is the bystanders
they strike. They fear the might of anarchist logic and they know that the sophistry of their
reasoning will burst like soap bubbles in the sun. They can crush us with the dead weight of the
brutal force of number, but they know that we will always win in reason’s combat.

“That man had an anarchist paper in his pocket! — That one had pamphlets on sociology. —
That one had needles on him.” And they strike even harder whoever dares read anything but La
Croix, La Petite République, or Le Petit Journal.

Why don’t you strike the authors, the publishers of these publications? Are they untouchable,
above all laws, or are you afraid of finding yourselves confronting the truth, viscous Berengers
of politics?

Bourgeois, you were frightened‼!
And it was nothing but a shadow that passed across the heaven of your beatitude. But be on

your guard: you will only see the storm that will swallow you up when it will be imminent. It
will only be announced by tiny lightning bolts. It will surge around you and you will be no more.

Bourgeois, you experience the frisson of fear, and you are savoring the joy of revenge…but
don’t be in such a hurry to celebrate. Don’t exaggerate too greatly the reprisals of your victory,
for the upcoming revolt could very well not leave you the time to be frightened…

The bourgeois were frightened‼!
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Down with the Law!

The anarchists find to be logically consistent with their ideas M. de La Rochefoucauld and all
those who protest without worrying about legality,” Anna Mahé tells us.

This is obviously not exact, as I am going to show.
All that is needed is one word to travesty the meaning of a phrase, and so the two words

underlined suffice to entirely change the meaning of the one I quote.
If Anna Mahé was the leader of a great newspaper she would hasten to accuse the typogra-

phers or the proofreader of the phrase and everything would be for the best in the best of all
possible worlds.

Or else she would think it wise to maintain an idea that isn’t a manifestation of her reasoning,
but rather the act of her pen running away with itself.

But on the contrary, she thinks that it is necessary, especially in these lead articles that are
viewed as anarchist, to make the fewest errors possible and for us to point them out ourselves
when we take note of them.

It is to me that this falls today.
TheCatholics, the socialists, all thosewho accept at a givenmoment the voting system, are not

logical with themselves when they rebel against the consequences of a law, when they demon-
strate against its agents, its representatives. Only the anarchists are authorized, are logically
consistent with their ideas when they act against the law.

When a man deposits his ballot in the urn he is not using a means of persuasion that comes
from free examination or experience. He is executing the mechanical operation of counting those
who are ready to choose the same delegates as he, to consequently make the same laws, to es-
tablish the same regulations that all men must submit to. In casting his vote he says: “I trust in
chance. The name that will come from this urn will be that of my legislator. I could be on the side
of the majority, but I have the chance of being on the side of the minority. More the better, and
too bad.”

After having come to agreement with other men, having decided that they will all defer to
the mechanical judgment of number, there is on the part of those who are the minority, when
they don’t accept the laws and regulations of the majority, a feeling of being fooled similar to
that of a bad gambler, who wants very much to win, but who doesn’t want to lose.

Those Catholics who decided for the laws of exception of 1893–4 through the means of a
majority are in no position to rebel when, by means of the same majority, the laws of separation
are decided.

Those socialists who want to decide by means of the majority in favor
the laws on workers retirements are in no position to rebel against the same majority when

it decides on some law that goes against their interests.
All parties who accept suffrage, however universal it might be, as the basis for their means of

action cannot revolt as long as they are left the means of affirming themselves by the ballot.
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Catholics, in general, are in this situation. The gentlemen in question in the late battles were
“great electors,” able to vote in Senatorial elections, some were even parliamentarians. Not only
had some voted and sought to be the majority in the Chambers that prepare the laws, but the
others had elaborated that law, had discussed its terms and articles.

Thus being parliamentarists, voters, the Catholics weren’t logical with themselves during
their revolt.

The socialists are no more so. They speak constantly of social revolution, and they spend all
their time in puerile voting gestures in the perpetual search for a legal majority.

To accept the tutelage of the law yesterday, reject it today, take it up again tomorrow, this is
the way Catholics, socialists, parliamentarists in general act. It is illogical.

None of their acts has a logical relation with that of the day before, no more than that of
tomorrow will have one with that of today.

Either we accept the law of majorities or we don’t accept it. Those who inscribe it in their
program and seek to obtain the majority are illogical when they rebel against it.

This is how it is. But when Catholics or socialists revolt we don’t search for acts of yesterday;
we don’t worry about those that will be carried out tomorrow, we peacefully look on as the law
is broken by its manufacturers.

It will be up to us to see to it that these days don’t reoccur.
So the anarchists alone are logical in revolt.
The anarchists don’t vote. They don’t want to be the majority that commands; they don’t

accept being the minority that obeys.
When they rebel they have no need of breaking any contract: they never accept tying their

individuality to any government of any kind.
They alone, then, are rebels held back by no ties, and each of their violent gestures is in relation

to their ideas, logical with their reasoning.
By demonstration, by observation, by experience or, lacking these, by force, by violence, these

are the means by which the anarchists want to impose themselves. Bymajority, by the law, never!
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Weak Meat

We in Paris, almost without our knowledge, were threatened with a great revolution.
We were threatened with great perturbations in sales from the slaughterhouses of La Villette.
A few snatches of reasons for this reached indiscrete ears. Hoof and mouth was spoken of.

But what is this alongside other reasons, ones we should be ignorant of.
Only dead meat should leave the slaughterhouses of the city, and only living meat should

enter.
But go see. Beasts enter, pulled on, pushed against. They must enter alive, with a breath, only

a breath, a nothing.
And the contaminated carrion is sold, served to the faubourgs of Paris from Menilmontant to

Montrouge, from Belleville to La Chapelle.
Go, workers of the slaughterhouses, defend your “rights.” Go, butcher boys, defend “your

own.” You must continue to slaughter, to serve poisoned meat.
Go beef drivers, turn and return your fever-bearingmeats, from the Beauce to Paris, fromParis

to all the workers from the north, the west, and the east? Go ahead, come to Paris, contaminate
your animals or bring here the poison contracted elsewhere.

What do evil gestures, useless gestures, poisonous gestures matter? One must live. And to
work is to poison, to pillage, to steal, to lie to other men. Work means adulterating drinks, man-
ufacturing cannons, slaughtering and serving slices of poisoned meat.

Working means the rotten meat that surrounds us, that meat that should be slaughtered and
pushed into the sewers.

25



The Cult of Carrion

In a desire for eternal life, men have considered death as a passage, as a painful step, and they
have bowed before its “mystery” to the point of veneration.

Even before men knew how to work with stone, marble, and iron in order to shelter the living,
they knew how to fashion matter to honor the dead.

Churches and cloisters richly wrapped their tombs under their apses and choirs, while huts
were huddled against their sides, miserably sheltering the living.

The cult of the dead has, from the first moments, hindered the forward march of man. It is the
original sin, the dead weight, the iron ball that humanity drags along behind it.

The voice of death, the voice of the dead, has always thundered against the voice of universal
life, which is ever evolving.

Jehovah, who Moses’ imagination made burst forth from Sinai, still dictates his laws. Jesus of
Nazareth, dead for almost twenty centuries, still preaches his morality. Buddha, Confucius, and
Lao Tzu’s wisdom still reign. And how many others!

We bear the heavy responsibility of our ancestors; we have their defects and their qualities.
So in France we are the children of the Gauls, though we are French via the Francs and of the

Latin race when it comes to the eternal hatred of the Germans. Each of these heredities brings
with it obligations.

We are the oldest children of the church by virtue of who knows which dead, and also the
grandchildren of the Great Revolution. We are citizens of the Third Republic and we are also de-
voted to the Sacred Heart of Jesus. We are born Catholics or Protestants, republicans or royalists,
rich or poor. We are always what we are through the dead; we are never ourselves. Our eyes,
placed atop our heads, look ahead and, however much they lead us forward, it is always towards
the ground where our dead repose, towards the past where the dead lived that our education
allows us to guide them.

Our ancestors…the past…the dead…
Whole peoples have died from this triple respect.
China is exactly where it was thousands of years ago because it has guarded the first place in

their homes for their dead.
Death is not only a germ of corruption due to the chemical disintegration of man’s body,

poisoning the atmosphere; it is even more the case because of the consecration of the past, the
immobilization of the idea at a certain stage of evolution. Living, it would have evolved, would
have beenmore advanced. Dead, it crystallizes. Yet it is this precisemoment that the living choose
to admire it, in order to sanctify it, to deify it.

Usages and custom, ancestral errors are communicated from one person to another in the fam-
ily. One believes in the god of his fathers, another respects the fatherland of his ancestors…Why
don’t we respect their lighting system, their way of dressing?
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Yes, this strange fact is produced that while the externals and the daily economy improve,
change, are differentiated, that while everything dies and is transformed, man, man’s spirit, re-
mains in the same servitude, is mummified in the same errors.

Just as in the century of the torch, in the century of electricity, man still believes in tomorrow’s
paradise, in the gods of vengeance and forgiveness, in hells and Valhallas as a way of respecting
the ideas of his ancestors. The dead lead us, the dead command us, the dead take the place of the
living.

All our festivals, all our glorifications are the anniversaries of deaths and massacres. We cele-
brate All Saints’ Day to glorify the saints of the church, the Feast of the Dead so as not to forget
a single dead man. The dead go to Olympus or paradise, to the right of Jupiter or God. They fill
“immaterial” space and they encumber “material” space with their corteges, their displays, and
their cemeteries. If nature didn’t take it upon itself to disintegrate their bodies and to disperse
their ashes, the living wouldn’t today know where to place their feet in the vast necropolis that
would be the earth.

The memory of the dead, their acts and deeds, obstruct the brains of children. We only talk to
them about the dead, we should only speak to them about this. We make them live in the realm
of the unreal and the past. They must know nothing of the present.

If secularism has dropped the story of Mr. Noah or that of Mr. Moses, it has replaced it with
those of Mr. Charlemagne or Mr. Capet. Children know the date of death of Madame Feregonde,
but don’t have the least notion about hygiene. Some young girls of fifteen know that in Spain
a certain Madame Isabelle spent an entire century wearing one blouse, but are strangely upset
when their first menstrual period comes.

Some women, who have the chronology of the kings of France at the tip of their fingers
without a single mistake don’t know what to do with a child who cries out for the first time in
its life.

While we leave a young girl next to he who is dying, who is in his final throes, we push her
away from she whose belly is opening to life.

The dead obstruct cities, streets, and squares. We meet them in marble, in stone, in bronze.
This inscription tells us of their birth, and that plaque tells us where they lived. Squares bear
their titles or those of their exploits. Street names don’t indicate their position, form, altitude
or location; they speak of Magenta or Solferino, an exploit of the dead where many were killed.
They recall to you Saint Eleuthere or the Chevalier de la Barre; men, incidentally, whose only
quality was that of dying.

In economic life it is also the deadwho trace the lives of all. One sees his entire life darkened by
his father’s “crime,” another wears the halo of the glory, the genius, the daring of his forefathers.
This one is born a bumpkin with the most distinguished of spirits, that one is born noble with
the most vulgar of spirits. We are nothing through ourselves; we are everything through our
ancestors.

And yet…in the eyes of scientific criticism, what is death? This respect for the departed, this
cult of decrepitude, by what argument can it be justified?

Few have asked this, and this is why the question is not resolved.
And in the center of cities, don’t we see great spaces that the living piously maintain: these

are cemeteries, the gardens of the dead.
The living find it good to bury, right next to their children’s cradles, piles of decomposing

flesh, carrion, the nutritive element of all maladies, the breeding ground of all infections.
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They consecrate great spaces plantedwithmagnificent trees and depose typhoid-ridden, pesti-
lential, anthracic bodies there, one or twometers deep. And after a few days the infectious viruses
roam the city seeking other victims.

Men who have no respect for their living organism, that they wear out, that they poison, that
they put at risk, are suddenly taken with a comic respect for their mortal remains when they
should be rid of them as soon as possible, put them in the least cumbersome, the most usable
form.

The cult of the dead is one of the most vulgar aberrations of the living. It’s a holdover from
those religions that promised paradise. The dead must be prepared for the visit of the beyond:
give them weapons so they can participate in the hunts of Velleda, some food for the trip, give
them the high viaticum, prepare them to present themselves to God. Religions depart, but their
ridiculous formulas remain. The dead take the place of the living.

Whole groups of workingmen and women employ their abilities and energy at maintaining
the cult of the dead. Men dig up the earth, carve stone and marble, forge grilles, prepare a house
for all of them in order to respectfully bury in them the syphilitic carrion that has just died.

Women weave the shroud, make artificial flowers, fashion bouquets to decorate the house
where in the pile a just-ended tubercular decomposition will repose. Instead of hastening to make
these loci of decomposition disappear, of using all the speed and hygiene possible to destroy these
evil centers whose preservation andmaintenance can only spread death around them, everything
possible is done to preserve them as long as possible. These mounds of flesh are paraded around
in special wagons, in hearses, through the roads and the streets. When they pass, men remove
their hats. They respect the dead.

The amount of effort and matter expended by humanity in maintaining the cult of the dead
is inconceivable. If all this force were used to receive children then thousands and thousands of
them would be spared illness and death.

If this imbecilic respect for the dead were to disappear and make room for respect for the
living, we would increase the health and happiness of human life in unimaginable proportions.

Men accept the hypocrisy of necrophages, of those who eat the dead, of those who live off
the dead; from the priest, giver of sacred water, to the merchant of eternal homes; from the
wreath seller to the sculptor of mortuary angels. With ridiculous boxes that lead and accompany
these grotesque puppets, we proceed to the removal of this human detritus and its distribution
in accordance with the state of their fortune, when a good transport service, with hermetically
sealed cars and a crematory oven constructed in keeping with the latest scientific discoveries
would suffice.

I will not concern myself with the use of ashes, though it would seem to me more interesting
to use them as humus rather then carrying them around in little boxes. Men complain about
work, yet they don’t want to simplify those gestures that overly complicate occasions of their
existence, not even to do awaywith those for the imbecilic — as well as dangerous — preservation
of their cadavers. The anarchists have too much respect for the living to respect the dead. Let us
hope that some day this outdated cult will have become a road management service, and that the
living will know life in all its manifestations.

As we’ve already said, it is because men are ignorant that they surround a phenomenon as
simple as death with such religious mumbo jumbo. It also worth noting that this is only the case
with human death: the death of other animals and vegetables doesn’t serve as the occasion for
similar demonstrations.
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Why?
The first men, barely evolved brutes, devoid of all knowledge, buried the dead man with his

living wife, his weapons, his furniture, his jewels. Others had the corpse appear before a tribunal
to ask him to give an account of his life. Man has always misunderstood the true meaning of
death.

And yet, in nature everything that lives dies. Every living organism falls when for one reason
or another the equilibrium between its different functions is broken. The causes of death, the
ravages of the illness or the accident that caused the death of the individual, are scientifically
determined.

From the human point of view then, there is death, disappearance of life, that is, the cessation
of a certain activity in a certain form.

But from the general point of view death doesn’t exist. There is only life. After what we call
death the transformative phenomena continue. Oxygen, hydrogen, gas, and minerals depart in
different forms and associate in new combinations and contribute to the existence of other living
organisms.There is no death; there is a circulation of bodies, modifications in the aspect of matter
and energy, endless continuation in time and space of life and universal activity.

A dead man is a body returned to circulation in a triple form: solid, liquid, and gaseous. It is
nothing but this, and we should consider and treat it as such.

It is obvious that these positive and scientific concepts leave no room for weepy speculations
on the soul, the beyond, the void.

But we know that all those religions that preach the “future life” and the “better world” have
as their goals causing resignation among those who are despoiled and exploited.

Rather than kneeling before cadavers it would be better to organize life on better foundations
so as to get a maximum amount of joy and wellbeing from it.

People will be angered by our theories and our disdain: this is pure hypocrisy on their part.
The cult of the dead is nothing but an insult to true pain. The fact of maintaining a small garden,
of dressing in black, of wearing crepe doesn’t prove the sincerity of one’s sorrow. This latter,
incidentally, must disappear. Individuals should react before the irrevocability and the inevitabil-
ity of death. We should fight against suffering instead of exhibiting it, parading it in grotesque
cavalcades and false congratulations.

This one, who respectfully follows a hearse, had the day before worked furiously at starving
the deceased; that one laments behind a cadaver who did nothing to come to his assistance when
it would have been possible to save his life. Every day capitalist society spreads death by its poor
organization, by the poverty it creates, by the lack of hygiene, the deprivation and ignorance
from which individuals suffer. By supporting such a society men are thus the cause of their own
suffering, and instead of moaning before destiny they would do better to work at improving their
conditions of existence so as to allow human life its maximum of development and intensity.

How could we know life when the dead alone lead it?
How can we live in the present under the tutelage of the past?
If man wants to live, let him no longer have any respect for the dead, let him abandon the

cult of carrion. The dead block the road to progress for the living.
We must tear down the pyramids, the tumuli, the tombs. We must bring the wheelbarrows

into the cemeteries so as to rid humanity of what they call respect for the dead, but which is the
cult of carrion.
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The Patriotic Herd

To the barracks! To the barracks! Go, young man of twenty years, mechanics and teachers,
masons and draftsmen, stretch out on the bed… on Procrustes’ bed. You are too short… we are
going to stretch you out. You are too tall… we are going to shorten you up. Here, this is the
barracks… nobody gets smart here, nobody shows off… all are equal, all are brothers… Brothers
in what? In stupidity and obedience, of course. Ah! ah! Your body, your head, your form! Who
cares about that? Your sentiments, your tastes, your tendencies go down the drain. It’s for the
fatherland… so they tell you.

You are no longer aman, you are a sheep. You are in the barracks to serve the fatherland. If you
don’t knowwhat that is, too bad for you. Anyway you don’t need to know. You only need to obey.
Look right. Look left. Fall into line. Rest. Eat! Drink! Sleep! Ah! You speak of your initiative, your
will. Don’t know it here. There is only discipline. What! What are you saying? Someone taught
you to reason, to discuss, to form an opinion about men and things? Here, you button it, you shut
your mouth. You do not have, you should not have, other concerns or opinions other than your
bosses’. You don’t want to, you cannot follow anyone but those whom you have recognized as
authority resulting from experience? No joking here, young man. You have a mechanical means
for knowing who to obey… Count the gold stripes on the sleeve of a dolman.1

So what’s your problem? They taught you to not have idols, to adore nothing? No matter,
bend down, kiss the ground, be respectful to the symbol of the fatherland, the idol of the 20th
century, the democratic icon. That, my friend, is the republican form of Joan of Arc’s standard.
So, check your mind, you intelligence, your will at the door… You are a part of the herd… they
only ask for you wool… Enter… and stop thinking. To the barracks! To the barracks!

The army, I said recently, is not raised against an exterior enemy; the army is not raised against
an interior enemy; the army is raised against ourselves; against our will, our “me.” The army is
the revenge of the crowd against the individual, of the numbers against the single. The army is
not the school of crime; the army is not the school of debauchery, or if it is, that’s the last of its
faults; the army is the school of spinelessness, the school of emasculation.

Despite the family, despite school, despite the workshop, there is still a little personality in
every man; from time to time movements arise in reaction against the milieu. The army, whose
locale is the barracks, comes to annihilate the individual. The twenty year old man has the strong
virility that allows him to dedicate himself to the development of an idea. He does not have the
fetters of habit, the watering down of the home, the weight of years. He can push his logic to
the point of revolt. He has, within himself, the lifeblood needed to make the buds burst and the
flowers blossom. At the bend in the road comes the ambush of the fatherland, the army pitfall, the
mousetrap barracks. Then, all faculties are obstructed. Thinking must stop. Reading must stop.
Writing must stop. And in no case can there be any will. From head to toe, your body belongs to
the army. You no longer choose a hairstyle nor the shoes that you would like. You no longer wear

1 military jacket
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clothing that is roomy or loose around the waist. You no longer go to bed when you get tired…
There is one regulation shoe, one regulation haircut, one regulation style of clothing. Bread is
made in communal batches and your break time has been set for years. What’s that? A case of
endurance?

But there’s worse… in the streets you don’t speak with whom you’d like! You don’t go to the
place you want! You don’t read the papers you’re interested in! Your visits, your meetings and
your readings are all subject to regulations! And if by chance you have sexual problems, there is
a whorehouse for the soldiers and one for the officers, as there are also different places to drink
alcohol.

Everything is regulated, everything is planned out. The individual is assassinated. Initiative
is dead. The barracks are the stables for the patriotic herd. From them come herds ready to be-
come the electoral herds. The army is the formidable instrument raised by governments against
individuals; the barracks is the channeling of the human forces of the all for the benefit of the
few. You enter a man, become a soldier, exit a citizen.
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The Greater of TwoThieves

Every day, every hour, without rest nor remittance; the battle of life. A hor rible battle if so,
where the cadavers pile up, the wounded number in themillions. Battle of Life for life. Battle
against the elements, battle against the self. Battle against other humans. Battle of those who are
rich and those who aren’t. Battle of those who have against those who don’t. Battle of the future
against the past, of science against ignorance.

Right now, in Amiens, it seems to be taking amore cruel form, whichmakes it more noticeable
to everybody.

Two groups of individuals are grappling with one another. One of them seems to have
achieved victory. It no longer fights, it judges. It has named delegates who put on uniforms
and decorate themselves with special names: gendarmes, judges, soldiers, prosecutors, jurors.
But nobody’s fooled; everybody knows the usual collaborators of the social war: thieves,
counterfeiters, assassins, depending on the situation.

Securely held, the members of the other gang face them. They are there, in person. They did
not send delegates. One has the sense that they are bound but not defeated. And when they shake
their heads, the delegates and the spectators cower.

Those of the first gang call this process bringing justice and say they are prosecuting crime.
Everyone sees that it isn’t remorse that leads their enemies, but handcuffs. And the debate begins.
They are two terrible gangs and their organizations strike fear. To think of all the spirit lost in
the subtleties and the ruses of these fighters. What improvements of the fate of each and every
person would come out of their combined efforts. What steps forward science could have made
with all of these brains preoccupied with falsifying to survive.

This notion comes to us in thinking about those strong and energetic minds who are, for
the moment, defeated. The others, the delegates, crystallized in their beatitude and trembling
with fear, have pathetically mediocre mugs. They and those who they represent have chosen
violence and theft, trickery, lies; they are shopkeepers, soldiers, gendarmes, judges, preachers,
out of personal interest and vocation. They are the people who stop the march of science and
beauty so as to continue the reign of ignorance and ugliness. To them laziness is a virtue and it’s
to avoid moving their arms and for the sacred cult of their stomach that they kill, steal, rape, and
cheat. Those of the other gang, thieves without hypocrisy, burglars without laziness, they did not
voluntarily choose their mode of living. Pirates, corsairs, they sought to bring balance to unfair
deals. And they did it with such spirit! Not like the act of a policeman on a street corner robbing
a man who got drunk on one glass of wine after the week’s abstinence, or of a bailiff taking a
laborer’s last set of sheets, or the officer setting aside hungry men’s rations for himself, or the
great dukes stealing dressings from the wounded, or the administrators of the Congo preparing
the negro [sic] bouillon.1 It’s not to the weaker, the poorer, that they extend their hands, it’s to

1 One month before this issue of Germinal, Libertad would have read in Paris newspapers about a French official
in the Congo making soup from the head of an African man, then serving it to indigenous guests of a feast. See Jean-
Marc Nkouka-Menga’s Chronique politique congolaise: Du nani-kongo à la guerre civile. [tn.]
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the powerful and the rich. You can look. They don’t forget it in the poor-houses, perhaps for a
practical reason, but also because they did not want to just live; they also wanted to destroy.

The people of the Little Gang are anarchists. They aren’t thieves because they are anarchists.
Not anarchists because they are thieves. They are one and the other, they could have been one
and the other.

To steal, to burgle, this is not to perform an act for anarchism nor against anarchy. It’s a
personal act, a way to make a living, just as disgusting and useless as that of a laceworker, a
sign painter, a broker, an accountant, a gunsmith, a safemaker, etc. And it’s not because they are
thieves that the people of the Abbeville gang2 interest me but because they are anarchists.

I am against the big gang, against respectable society because it wants to live in an inveterate
state of laziness and uselessness; because it willfully continues to waste human strength and
products of the land; because through a special pleasure in neurotics, the sick, it continues to
make thousands of men, women and children die of starvation, work and tuberculosis, and that
these tortures seem to bring them pleasure. Lazy or useless, they are judges, guardians of the
peace, shopkeepers, inspectors, administrators, and never has useful work come out of their ten
fingers. They have not made the bread that they eat, nor the chateaux in which they live, nor the
clothing they wear, nor the cars in which they ride. So what they live on – they have stolen.

I am for those of the little gang, the gang of burglars from Abbeville, because I feel that these
men are ready to do what is necessary when given the opportunity. They aren’t thieves out of
laziness or by choice, but by obligation. They didn’t want to starve to death. They could have set
out to become stock traders and shopkeepers, and stolen in peace; or cops and prison wards, and
knocked people out without trouble; or officers and industrialists, and killed without risk. But
they didn’t want to support the present society. They got together to live by burglary, with the
hope, perhaps mistaken, that it would bring about a disruption in its organization.

In another society, Jacob and his friends could usefully employ themselves. Few could doubt
this, given their skill, their knowledge, their strength, and their courage. Their hands know labor,
and with what ardor, I am convinced, they would work usefully, earn their own bread and some
for the weak around them. Jacob’s accomplices could live in any well-organized society; their
competence would find a useful outlet.

But I wonder what to do with the Wehekinds and the Regnaults, the Macques and all of
those of the caste whose hands have never done anything but raised a plate to their traps, and
whose brain masturbates themselves with the search for decrees, laws, and lies to keep their
disintegrating society together.

So, what to do with them, what to do with them, maybe use them as a scarecrow in the fields…
In the current society, they are something special, according to the stupidity of those who

produce, but may they not take on these airs; show rather that they can only be, in the great
association of thieves of which they are put, anything but sheep lying in wait for the dying and
the insane.

2 The gang of Marius Jacob, anarchist burglar. For more information, see Bernard Thomas’s biography of Jacob.
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To Our Friends Who Stop

Under different titles, on behalf of many comrades here, the same lament gets repeated:
“Whats happening to the anarchists?” It’s the echo of other equally respectable laments: “What’s
happening to the fatherland?”, “What’s happening to the French?”, “What’s happening to the
family?,” What’s happening to us?”, “What’s happening to the religious spirit?” A respectable
refrain that is translated for simple people: “Alas! Our times!”

The people who have fallen asleep or become petrified, no longer recognizing themselves —
or better, no longer recognizing the surrounding environment that has slowly but surely changed
— begin to shriek: “Watch out, danger, danger,” exactly as one of our grandparents might have
done upon seeing the electric streetcar.

Relax, my friends, there is no danger in delay. Wake up. Rouse yourselves. Anarchism is not
dead. It is alive, and therefore it transforms itself.

For some, anarchy may be, at most, a split with revolutionary socialism.
It can be granted that when this idea was launched, it was nothing else. But nowadays it is

something else.
A new philosophy has freed itself from all the old philosophies, a living philosophy from dead

philosophies: Lao-Tse and Epictetus, Confucius and Epicurus, Rabelais and Pascal, Fourier and
Proudhon, Marx and Bakunin, Stirner and Nietzsche — not to mention the works of creation
and adaptation of still living minds — have all cooperated in providing it with a form that every
individual can comprehend.

All the encyclopedists, with Diderot in the lead, all the critics of the old regime, Voltaire,
Rousseau, all the authentic destroyers of religion: the priest Meslier,1 Volney, Dupuis, have con-
tributed their critiques to it.

Scholars all offer their support to its science, and if they don’t yet live it socially, they still
live it in their laboratories when they apply its method of free examination in their research.
Thus,whether they like it or not, every one of their discoveries increases the strength of this
philosophy and overturns the authority of routine.

We want to put this philosophy, this knowledge that I say makes everything rise back up to
the individual, finally giving him the place that he deserves, into practice. We intend to make it
come out of the books towhich it has been confined, out of the academic seats where it was taught
only to the privileged, out of the laboratories in which it was reduced to pure experimentation,
so that we can hurl it onto the multiform terrain of life, at grips with individuals in the field of
experience that is the world.

1 Jean Meslier (1664-1729) was a French priest who, for his own safety, kept his actual ideas hidden all his life.
Upon his death a lengthy Testament that he had written was discovered in which he harshly denounced religion and
presented a strong atheistic perspective which was to influence such people as Baron d’Holbach and Denis Diderot.
[tn.]
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Albert Libertad: A Biography

Libertad was brought up in an orphan school, the abandoned son of a local Prefect and an
unknown woman, and went to secondary school in Bordeaux. A job was found for him, but he
was soon dismissed and sent back to the Childrens’ Home from which he absconded and took to
the road as a trimardeur or tramp. This probably brought him his first contact with anarchists,
as tramps often lodged at anarchist-run labour exchanges — the Bourses du Travail, where they
might be given popular revolutionary songsheets to sell on their travels at two centimes apiece.

Libertad made his way north from Bordeaux and arrived in Paris in 1897 at the age of twenty-
two. Marked down for his anarchist opinions, he had already been under surveillance for three
years — over the next ten his police record was to accumulate paper to a thickness of three inches.

In the capital he stayed on the premises of Le Libertaire and worked on the paper for sev-
eral years; he also collaborated on the pro-Dreyfusard daily Le Journal du Peuple launched by
Sébastien Faure and Emile Pouget. He was not yet of the individualist persuasion, although it
was probably here that he encountered individualist ideas.

In 1900 Libertad found work with a regular publishing company as a proofreader (still a
favourite job among Parisian anarchists, due to the high pay and flexible hours) and stayed there
until 1905, joining the Union. In the same year, after speaking at a public meeting in Nanterre,
he met Paraf-Javal and in October of 1902 they set up the Causeries Populaires.

Rapidly Libertad accumulated convictions — for vagrancy, insulting behavior and shouting
“Down with the Army!,” the latter deemed more serious than [Libertad’s previous outburst] dis-
turbing the Pax Dei, as he received three months in prison.

Now in his late twenties, bearded but already balding, Libertad began a dynamic proselytiza-
tion in Montmartre that was an extraordinarily powerful affirmation of anarchist individualism.
Crippled in one leg, he carried two walking sticks (which he wielded very skillfully in fights) and
habitually wore sandals and a large long-fitting typographer’s black shirt. One comrade said of
him that he was a one-man demonstration, a latent riot; he was quickly a popular figure through-
out Paris. His style of propaganda was summed up by Victor Serge as follows: “Don’t wait for
the revolution. Those who promise revolution are frauds just like the others. Make your own
revolution by being free men and living in comradeship.” His absolute commandment and rule
of life was, “Let the old world go to blazes!” He had children to whom he refused to give state
registration. “The State? Don’t know it. The name? I don’t give a damn, they’ll pick one that suits
them. The law? To the devil with it!” He sung the praises of anarchy as a liberating force, which
people could find inside themselves.

Libertad’s erstwhile cooperation with syndicalist militants was now coming to an end. In 1903
he and Paraf-Javal had formed the Antimilitarist League in association with some leading syndi-
calists, but this alliance fell apart. Libertad and Paraf-Javal saw desertion and draft-dodging as the
best antimilitarist strategy, believing that if anarchists stayed in the army awaiting a revolution-
ary situation, they would very quickly all end up in military prisons or the African disciplinary
battalions.The Congress of the International Antimilitarist Association (AIA) saw such a strategy
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as too individualistic, preferring soldiers to remain disaffectedwithin their units so as tomake the
army as a whole less reliable. As a result, Libertad and Paraf-Javal left the Antimilitarist League
and stepped up anti-syndicalist propaganda. A whole series of articles appeared that year in Le
Libertaire against participation in elections, unions and cooperatives: all participation in power
structures, even ‘alternative’ ones, was seen to reinforce the hierarchical system of power as a
whole.

The Causeries Populaires now had a regular audience, but it was still of minimal size, and the
only hope of reaching a wider public lay in publishing a regular paper that could continue in
print the discussions of the ideas of Stirner, Nietzsche, Bakunin, George Sorel, and others, as well
as arguing for a new revolutionary practice based on the self-realization of the individual.

Libertad and his two lovers, the schoolteacher sisters Anna and Amandine Mahé, and Paraf-
Javal, now put their combined energies into founding an anarchist-individualist weekly. The first
issue of l’anarchie appeared on 13th April 1905, and continued to appear everyThursday, without
interruption, until it was suppressed with all the other revolutionary papers at the outbreak of
war in 1914. Its title harked back to the first paper ever to adopt the anarchist label: Anselm
Bellegarrigue’s L’Anarchie: journal d’Ordre, of which only two issues were produced (in 1850).
His slogan had been, “I deny everything, I affirm only myself.” Libertad ended his first article
with the battle-cry “Resignation is death. Revolt is life.”

Therewas a print run of 4000, although perhaps only half of that numberwere sold; readership
figures are unknown. Financially it was maintained by voluntary donations to supplement the
small income from street and bookshop sales; it probably also benefited from the occasional
reprise individuelle – thefts carried out by comrades.

L’anarchie declared itself against resignation and conformity to the existing state of affairs,
and particularly opposed vices, habits and prejudices such as work, marriage, military service,
voting, smoking tobacco, drinking alcohol and the eating of meat. It exalted l’endehors, the out-
sider, and the hors-la-loi, outlaws. According to Lorulot its purpose was to work sincerely for
‘individual regeneration’ and the ‘revolution of the self.’ L’anarchie’s view of society was essen-
tially as follows: firstly there were not two opposed classes, bourgeois and proletarian, but only
individuals (although there were those who were for, and those who were against, society as
it was presently constituted). The Master and the Slave were equally part of the system and
mutually dependent, but the Rebel or Revolte could come originally from either category: their
propaganda was addressed to anybody prepared to rise in revolt against existing society.

The syndicats or unions were seen simply as capitalist organizations which defended workers
as workers; thus keeping them in a social role which it should have been the anarchist aim to
destroy. To invest them with value only so long as they were workers had nothing to do with
their own realization as individuals. The syndicalists were seen as unwitting tools of capitalism,
whose practical reformism was only kept going by the myth of ‘The Revolution,’ an ideology
which furnished the unions with militants for their present-day battles.

The individualists’ ideal was to live their lives as neither exploiter nor exploited — but how
to do that in a society divided in this way? Their answer was for people to take direct action
through the reprise individuelle, or in slang, la reprise au tas — taking back the whole heap.

A good part of 1906 was spent campaigning against the elections. Previously Libertad had
stood as the ‘abstentionist’ candidate in the XIth arrondissement, but this time they relied on
‘interventions,’ posters and the paper. At one large socialist gathering in Nanterre the Socialist
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Deputy was almost thrown out of the window: many of the interventions by the anarchists ended
up in fighting.

However, trouble was also brewing internally: Libertad and Paraf-Javal had argued, and the
latter had taken control of the bookshop, setting up a ‘Scientific Studies Group.’ In February 1907
a police report noted that the two groups had fallen out and foresaw trouble in the future; the
police were not to be disappointed.

For the time being, however, there was only trouble with the authorities. On Mayday Liber-
tad, Jeanne Morand and another comrade called Millet were arrested for evading fares on the
Metro and assaulting a ticket collector and a policeman; Millet was also charged with carrying a
knuckleduster. Libertad spent a month in prison, but within two weeks of his release there was
more serious trouble when it was decided to hold a Sunday evening causerie en plein air. It was a
warm summer night and soon a reported two hundred people had gathered in the rue de la Barre
on the heights of Montmartre. Some local traders complained about the noise and obstruction,
and the police ordered the crowd to disperse. The anarchists refused and when police reinforce-
ments were called, a pitched battle ensued leaving several wounded. The street was left littered
with broken chairs, bottles and the usual strange debris of a crowd suddenly dispersed.

After that affair things seem to have remained comparatively quiet for the next year, until
the summer season of interventions got under way. Syndicalist meetings were often the target
this time, and the anarchist-individualists were definitely persona non grata. On one occasion,
Libertad asked for the right to speak, but was refused and told that his group was not welcome.
Fights broke out with the stewards and lasted for half an hour, until finally Libertad’s group
stormed onto the platform and sent the syndicalists fleeing; the meeting broke up in disorder
without Libertad being heard.

The conflict between Paraf-Javal’s group of ‘scientists’ and the Causeries Populaires com-
rades now came to a head. Paraf-Javal was already angry that his pamphlets were being sold
at causeries and were not being paid for, when one of Libertad’s group, Henri Martin, Amandine
Mahé’s new lover, stole some money from the bookstall at a meeting of the ‘Scientific Studies
Group.’ At a subsequent meeting a brawl ensued between partisans of the two groups in which
knives, knuckledusters and spiked wristbands were used. After this incident Paraf-Javal would
only go out armedwith a revolver and a dagger, but he preferred to stay at homewriting a diatribe
against Libertad’s group. The pamphlet Evolution of a group under a bad influence was greeted
with anger and derision by anarchists everywhere, and effectively isolated his small clique. At
the rue de la Barre, however, Libertad was also on his own, having fallen out with both the Mahé
sisters, Jeanne Morand and Henri Martin. The DeBlasius brothers, who ran the print shop, had
also had enough of the rue de la Barre, and at the instigation of Paraf-Javal they departed with
some of the printing material and most of the pamphlets.

Just over two weeks later, on 29th September 1908, a detective of the Third Brigade included
in his report the following: “…a few days ago there was a fighting between a well-known com-
rade, ‘Bernard,’ and Libertad inside the Causeries Populaires in the rue de la Barre. Libertad gave
Bernard a serious blow to the head, and, covered in blood, the latter ran out towards rue Ramey.
During the fight, one of the Mahé sisters kicked Libertad in the stomach to try and put a stop to
it.” A week later Libertad was taken seriously ill to the nearby hospital, and eventually died in
the early hours of the morning on 12th November.
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There were rumours that he had died at the hands of the police on the steps of Montmartre, or
that his death was due to ‘natural causes,’ but it seems (and this is substantiated by a later editor
of l’anarchie) that the true cause was that kick in the stomach by his one-time lover.

He had fallen out with his erstwhile comrades to such an extent that they refused to view the
body or claim it for burial. After the statutory seventy-two hours it was taken to the Ecole de
Clamart medical school to be used in the furtherance of scientific research.

“Freedom” and “We Go On” taken from the Killing King Abacus site. “Obsession” from Le
Libertaire, August 26, 1898. “The Joy of Life” taken from Historical Anarchist Texts. “Germinal,
at the Wall of the Fédérés” from Le Droit de Vivre, no. 7, June 1–7, 1898. “To the Resigned” from
l’anarchie, April 13, 1905. “May Day” from l’anarchie, May 4, 1905. “To the Electoral Cattle” writ-
ten February 1906. “Fear” from l’anarchie, May 17, 1906. “Down with the Law” from l’anarchie,
February 15, 1906. “Weak Meat” written August 2, 1906. “The Cult of Carrion” from a pamphlet
published in 1925, taken from articles that originally appeared in l’anarchie. “The Patriotic Herd”
from l’anarchie, October 26, 1905. “The Greater of Two Thieves” from Germinal, no. 11, March
19, 1905. “To Our Friends Who Stop” taken from Disruptive Elements: The Extremes of French
Anarchism. “Albert Libertad: A Biography” from The Bonnot Gang by Richard Parry.
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