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The‌ ‌whole‌ ‌was‌ ‌pervaded‌ ‌with‌ ‌a‌ ‌scent‌ ‌of‌ ‌roses.‌ ‌“How‌ ‌beautiful!”‌ ‌I‌ ‌exclaimed‌‌                         
involuntarily.‌ ‌ 

“Not‌‌at‌‌all,”‌‌he‌‌answered.‌‌“Only‌‌a‌‌makeshift.‌‌When‌‌I‌‌get‌‌my‌‌home‌‌in‌‌the‌‌woods‌‌it‌‌                                 
will‌ ‌be‌ ‌beautiful,‌ ‌but‌ ‌art‌ ‌is‌ ‌not‌ ‌possible‌ ‌in‌ ‌a‌ ‌city.”‌ ‌ 

“But‌ ‌what‌ ‌good‌ ‌will‌ ‌it‌ ‌do‌ ‌for‌ ‌you‌ ‌to‌ ‌go‌ ‌off‌ ‌alone?”‌ ‌I‌ ‌said;‌ ‌“You‌ ‌certainly‌ ‌have‌‌                                 
beautiful‌ ‌ideals,‌ ‌but‌ ‌if‌ ‌you‌ ‌isolate‌ ‌yourself,‌ ‌how‌ ‌will‌ ‌it‌ ‌help‌ ‌humanity?”‌ ‌ 

He‌‌snapped‌‌his‌‌fingers.‌‌“Always‌‌that,”‌‌he‌‌answered;‌‌“I‌‌reform‌‌myself;‌‌that‌‌is‌‌the‌‌                           
beginning‌‌of‌‌reform,‌‌self.‌‌When‌‌I‌‌have‌‌accomplished‌‌it‌‌perhaps‌‌I‌‌shall‌‌return‌‌and‌‌                           
teach‌‌others.”‌‌He‌‌glided‌‌around‌‌the‌‌room‌‌and‌‌added,‌‌“Yes,‌‌anyway‌‌I‌‌shall‌‌come‌‌                           
back‌‌some‌‌day.‌‌The‌‌Americans‌‌are‌‌a‌‌lot‌‌of‌‌cowards,‌‌but‌‌some‌‌day‌‌they‌‌will‌‌talk‌‌                               
justice,‌ ‌too.‌ ‌When‌ ‌it‌ ‌begins‌ ‌--perhaps‌ ‌here‌ ‌in‌ ‌New‌ ‌York,‌ ‌in‌ ‌Chicago,‌ ‌or‌‌                         
Philadelphia‌ ‌--no‌ ‌matter‌ ‌where,‌ ‌there‌ ‌will‌ ‌be‌ ‌work‌ ‌to‌ ‌do‌ ‌and‌ ‌I‌ ‌shall‌ ‌be‌ ‌there!”‌ ‌ 

His‌ ‌five‌ ‌white‌ ‌teeth‌ ‌jutted‌ ‌savagely‌ ‌over‌ ‌the‌ ‌lower‌ ‌lip.‌ ‌ 

“Well,‌‌do‌‌you‌‌wish‌‌any‌‌of‌‌my‌‌books?"‌‌I‌‌had‌‌chosen‌‌a‌‌few,‌‌and,‌‌finding‌‌no‌‌further‌‌                                 
excuse‌ ‌for‌ ‌remaining,‌ ‌reluctantly‌‌turned‌‌to‌‌go.‌‌As‌‌we‌‌were‌‌passing‌‌through‌‌the‌‌                         
“laboratory,”‌ ‌my‌‌strange‌‌acquaintance‌‌asked,‌‌“Do‌‌you‌‌want‌‌to‌‌see‌‌water‌‌burn?”‌‌                       
and‌ ‌taking‌ ‌some‌ ‌metallic‌ ‌substance‌ ‌from‌ ‌a‌ ‌jar‌ ‌he‌ ‌threw‌ ‌it‌ ‌into‌ ‌s‌ ‌small‌ ‌dish‌‌of‌‌                               
water.‌ ‌A‌ ‌brilliant‌ ‌blaze‌ ‌shot‌ ‌up‌ ‌and‌ ‌burned‌ ‌for‌ ‌several‌‌minutes.‌‌In‌‌its‌‌glare‌‌the‌‌                             
wizard‌ ‌face‌ ‌laughed‌ ‌silently;‌ ‌“See,”‌ ‌he‌ ‌said,‌ ‌“how‌ ‌I‌ ‌could‌ ‌burn‌ ‌the‌ ‌Pacific‌ ‌Ocean.”‌ ‌ 

“Wouldn't‌ ‌that‌ ‌be‌ ‌a‌ ‌big‌ ‌contract?”‌ ‌I‌ ‌returned.‌ ‌ 

“There‌‌are‌‌other‌‌things‌‌I‌‌would‌‌prefer‌‌to‌‌burn.‌‌Well,‌‌good‌‌bye.‌‌We‌‌shall‌‌not‌‌meet‌‌                               
again.”‌ ‌ 

And‌ ‌we‌ ‌did‌ ‌not.‌ ‌ 

Mr.‌ ‌C.‌ ‌afterward‌ ‌told‌ ‌me‌ ‌he‌‌had‌‌left‌‌San‌‌Francisco,‌‌to‌‌no‌‌one‌‌knew‌‌where.‌‌He‌‌                               
had,‌ ‌however,‌ ‌a‌ ‌different‌ ‌theory‌ ‌to‌ ‌explain‌ ‌his‌ ‌bandit’s‌ ‌misanthropy.‌ ‌ 

He‌‌was‌‌in‌‌love‌‌once,‌‌C.‌‌explained,‌‌and‌‌wanted‌‌the‌‌girl‌‌to‌‌go‌‌and‌‌live‌‌with‌‌him‌‌on‌‌                                   
uncooked‌ ‌food.‌ ‌She‌ ‌declined,‌ ‌and‌ ‌he‌ ‌has‌ ‌foresworn‌ ‌civilization‌ ‌ever‌ ‌since.‌ ‌ 

“Ah,‌ ‌the‌ ‌usual‌ ‌woman‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌case.”‌ ‌And‌ ‌I‌ ‌went‌ ‌away‌ ‌musing‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌freaks‌ ‌of‌‌                               
passion,‌ ‌my‌ ‌thoughts‌‌returning‌‌often‌‌to‌‌the‌‌wizard‌‌face‌‌with‌‌its‌‌prophetic,‌‌silent‌‌                         
laugh‌ ‌lit‌ ‌by‌ ‌the‌ ‌burning‌ ‌water.‌ ‌ 
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An‌ ‌introduction‌ ‌ 
by‌ ‌Robert‌ ‌P.‌ ‌Helms,‌ ‌Philadelphia,‌ ‌May‌ ‌2013‌ 

Voltairine‌ ‌de‌ ‌Cleyre‌ ‌(1866-1912)‌‌has‌‌drawn‌‌plenty‌‌of‌‌well-deserved‌‌attention‌‌in‌‌                     
recent‌ ‌years‌ ‌by‌ ‌historians‌ ‌of‌ ‌anarchism,‌ ‌of‌ ‌feminism,‌ ‌sex‌ ‌radicalism,‌ ‌and‌‌                     
atheism.‌ ‌My‌ ‌research‌ ‌for‌ ‌a‌ ‌book‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌early‌ ‌anarchists‌ ‌of‌ ‌Philadelphia‌ ‌has‌‌                         
caused‌ ‌me‌ ‌to‌ ‌understand‌ ‌ever‌ ‌more‌ ‌clearly‌ ‌why,‌ ‌during‌ ‌her‌ ‌life,‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌‌                         
considered‌‌an‌‌intellectual‌‌of‌‌very‌‌high‌‌stature,‌‌why‌‌she‌‌was‌‌respected‌‌by‌‌social‌‌                         
reformers‌ ‌of‌ ‌many‌ ‌varieties‌ ‌for‌ ‌her‌ ‌body-and-soul‌ ‌dedication‌ ‌to‌ ‌helping‌ ‌and‌‌                     
educating‌ ‌the‌ ‌poor,‌ ‌and‌ ‌why‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌loved‌ ‌or‌ ‌even‌ ‌revered‌ ‌by‌ ‌fellow‌ ‌anarchists.‌ ‌ 

I‌‌spotted‌‌a‌‌magazine‌‌review‌‌in‌‌the‌‌‌Brooklyn‌‌Eagle‌‌of‌‌Sept.‌‌26,‌‌1893‌‌(p.‌‌4).‌‌The‌‌                               
October‌‌issue‌‌of‌‌the‌‌short-lived‌‌‌Worthington's‌‌Illustrated‌‌Monthly‌‌Magazine‌‌was‌‌                   
described‌‌in‌‌summary‌‌form,‌‌and‌‌mid-way‌‌through,‌‌it‌‌read,‌‌"'Some‌‌Nihilists‌‌I‌‌have‌‌                         
Met'‌ ‌is‌ ‌an‌‌interesting‌‌paper‌‌by‌‌Voltairine‌‌de‌‌Cleyre,‌‌who‌‌exhibits‌‌a‌‌specimen‌‌of‌‌                           
that‌ ‌sort‌ ‌of‌ ‌fanaticism‌ ‌even‌ ‌in‌ ‌America."‌ ‌The‌ ‌title‌‌gave‌‌me‌‌a‌‌healthy‌‌jolt,‌‌since‌‌                             
I've‌‌never‌‌seen‌‌it‌‌in‌‌these‌‌many‌‌years‌‌of‌‌dissecting‌‌de‌‌Cleyre's‌‌remarkable‌‌life.‌‌                           
No‌ ‌library‌ ‌has‌ ‌a‌ ‌complete‌ ‌set‌ ‌of‌ ‌‌Worthington's‌ ‌eighteen‌ ‌issues,‌ ‌but‌ ‌the‌ ‌one‌‌                         
containing‌ ‌the‌ ‌article‌ ‌survives,‌ ‌in‌ ‌only‌ ‌one‌ ‌original‌ ‌copy,‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌Connecticut‌‌                       
Historical‌‌Society.‌‌The‌‌journal‌‌ran‌‌from‌‌January‌‌1893‌‌until‌‌June‌‌1894,‌‌published‌‌                       
by‌ ‌A.‌ ‌D.‌ ‌Worthington‌ ‌&‌ ‌Company‌ ‌of‌ ‌Hartford.‌ ‌ 

Nihilism‌ ‌is‌ ‌defined‌ ‌in‌ ‌‌Le‌ ‌Petit‌ ‌Larousse‌ ‌as‌ ‌“a‌ ‌revolutionary‌ ‌tendency‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌‌                         
Russian‌‌intelligentsia‌‌of‌‌the‌‌1860s,‌‌characterized‌‌by‌‌the‌‌rejection‌‌of‌‌the‌‌values‌‌of‌‌                         
the‌‌preceding‌‌generation.”‌‌The‌‌logic‌‌of‌‌the‌‌term‌‌itself‌‌is‌‌that‌‌a‌‌nihilist‌‌reduces‌‌all‌‌                             
non-empirical‌ ‌or‌ ‌prejudicial‌ ‌notions‌ ‌to‌ ‌nothing‌ ‌(‌nihil‌).‌ ‌It‌ ‌developed‌ ‌into‌ ‌a‌‌broad‌‌                       
culture,‌ ‌originally‌ ‌from‌ ‌Ivan‌ ‌Turgenev's‌ ‌novel‌‌‌Fathers‌‌and‌‌Sons‌‌(1862)‌‌and‌‌the‌‌                       
utopian‌ ‌novel‌ ‌‌What‌ ‌Is‌ ‌To‌ ‌Be‌ ‌Done?‌ ‌by‌ ‌Nikolai‌ ‌Chernyshevsky‌ ‌(1863),‌ ‌but‌‌the‌‌                         
idea‌‌and‌‌use‌‌of‌‌the‌‌term‌‌lasted‌‌long‌‌after‌‌these‌‌seminal‌‌works.‌‌Historian‌‌Steven‌‌                           
Cassedy‌ ‌summarizes‌ ‌Turgenev's‌ ‌version‌ ‌as‌ ‌“rigidly‌ ‌materialistic‌‌in‌‌its‌‌denial‌‌of‌‌                     
free‌ ‌will‌ ‌and‌ ‌any‌ ‌spiritualistic‌ ‌dimension‌ ‌to‌ ‌human‌ ‌life,”‌ ‌strictly‌ ‌scientific,‌ ‌and‌‌                       
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escapes‌‌a‌‌great‌‌deal‌‌of‌‌slavery.‌‌One's‌‌blood‌‌is‌‌never‌‌overheated,‌‌nor‌‌subject‌‌to‌‌                           
internal‌‌changes;‌‌winter‌‌and‌‌summer‌‌I‌‌dress‌‌the‌‌same‌‌and‌‌am‌‌never‌‌too‌‌hot‌‌or‌‌                             
too‌‌cold.‌‌I‌‌have‌‌my‌‌time‌‌to‌‌see,‌‌to‌‌study,‌‌to‌‌think.‌‌When‌‌I‌‌do‌‌work‌‌it‌‌is‌‌because‌‌I‌‌                                       
wish.”‌ ‌ 

“But‌‌suppose‌‌everyone‌‌should‌‌do‌‌so?”‌‌I‌‌said‌‌at‌‌last,‌‌“What‌‌would‌‌life‌‌amount‌‌to?‌‌                             
What‌ ‌would‌ ‌be‌ ‌accomplished?”‌ ‌ 

He‌ ‌laughed‌ ‌musically,‌ ‌and‌ ‌stepping‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌window,‌‌pointed‌‌to‌‌the‌‌street‌‌below,‌‌                         
where‌ ‌the‌ ‌workmen‌ ‌were‌ ‌going‌ ‌home,‌ ‌swinging‌ ‌their‌ ‌empty‌ ‌dinner‌ ‌pails.‌ ‌ 

“There‌‌they‌‌are,”‌‌he‌‌said,‌‌“look‌‌at‌‌them.‌‌What‌‌are‌‌they‌‌living‌‌for?‌‌To‌‌build‌‌a‌‌city.‌‌                                 
Look‌‌at‌‌it,‌‌look‌‌at‌‌those‌‌bricks,‌‌these‌‌cobble-stones,‌‌those‌‌wagons,‌‌and‌‌the‌‌dirt‌‌                           
everywhere.‌ ‌Down‌ ‌there‌ ‌it‌ ‌is‌ ‌dark‌ ‌already.‌ ‌Do‌ ‌you‌ ‌see‌ ‌anything‌ ‌beautiful‌‌                       
anywhere?‌‌What‌‌is‌‌the‌‌use‌‌to‌‌build‌‌such‌‌a‌‌thing?‌‌Better‌‌to‌‌put‌‌a‌‌bomb‌‌under‌‌it‌‌                                 
all‌ ‌and‌ ‌blow‌ ‌it‌ ‌up.”‌ ‌ 

“Look‌ ‌at‌ ‌them,”‌ ‌he‌ ‌continued‌ ‌rapidly,‌ ‌“all‌ ‌running,‌ ‌running‌ ‌here‌ ‌and‌‌there,‌‌and‌‌                         
swallowing‌‌mouthfuls‌‌of‌‌filthy‌‌air‌‌at‌‌every‌‌breath.‌‌That‌‌is‌‌what‌‌they‌‌call‌‌business‌‌                           
--having‌ ‌an‌ ‌aim‌ ‌in‌ ‌life!‌ ‌The‌ ‌animals‌ ‌are‌ ‌wiser.”‌ ‌ 

“Why‌ ‌do‌ ‌you‌ ‌stay‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌city?”‌ ‌I‌ ‌inquired.‌ ‌ 

“I‌‌intend‌‌to‌‌leave‌‌within‌‌two‌‌weeks,”‌‌he‌‌answered.‌‌“I‌‌wish‌‌to‌‌dispose‌‌of‌‌my‌‌library‌‌                               
first.‌ ‌Another‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌evils‌ ‌of‌ ‌civilization‌ ‌-books.‌ ‌It‌ ‌is‌‌a‌‌good‌‌chance,‌‌though,‌‌for‌‌                             
anyone‌ ‌who‌ ‌wants‌ ‌them.”‌ ‌ 

Having‌‌something‌‌of‌‌a‌‌relish‌‌for‌‌book‌‌sales,‌‌and‌‌being,‌‌moreover,‌‌curious‌‌to‌‌see‌‌                           
what‌‌manner‌‌of‌‌place‌‌my‌‌new‌‌specimen‌‌inhabited,‌‌I‌‌took‌‌the‌‌opportunity‌‌to‌‌say‌‌I‌‌                             
would‌ ‌examine‌ ‌the‌ ‌books.‌ ‌ 

A‌‌short‌‌walk,‌‌which‌‌took‌‌away‌‌my‌‌breath,‌‌since‌‌I‌‌was‌‌obliged‌‌to‌‌trot‌‌half‌‌the‌‌time‌‌                                 
in‌‌order‌‌to‌‌keep‌‌up‌‌with‌‌the‌‌swift‌‌glide‌‌of‌‌my‌‌companion,‌‌brought‌‌us‌‌up‌‌next‌‌door‌‌                                 
to‌ ‌a‌ ‌police‌ ‌station.‌ ‌ 

We‌ ‌entered‌ ‌a‌ ‌small,‌ ‌dark‌ ‌room‌ ‌lined‌ ‌with‌ ‌glass‌ ‌jars‌ ‌filled‌ ‌with‌ ‌various‌ ‌liquids‌‌                           
arranged‌‌on‌‌shelves,‌‌and,‌‌near‌‌the‌‌floor,‌‌little‌‌closets‌‌with‌‌mysterious‌‌locks.‌‌“My‌                         
laboratory,”‌ ‌he‌ ‌said‌ ‌with‌ ‌a‌ ‌wave‌ ‌of‌ ‌his‌ ‌hand‌ ‌“--bargained‌ ‌for.‌ ‌The‌ ‌books‌ ‌are‌‌                           
upstairs.”‌ ‌ 

He‌ ‌ushered‌ ‌me‌ ‌into‌ ‌one‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌fairest‌ ‌rooms,‌ ‌draped‌ ‌in‌ ‌white;‌ ‌paintings‌ ‌and‌‌                           
sculpture‌ ‌adorned‌ ‌the‌ ‌walls‌ ‌and‌ ‌niches;‌ ‌there‌ ‌were‌ ‌a‌ ‌few‌ ‌pieces‌ ‌of‌ ‌elegant‌‌                         
furniture,‌ ‌and‌ ‌on‌ ‌one‌ ‌side,‌ ‌some‌ ‌five‌ ‌hundred‌ ‌books‌ ‌in‌ ‌a‌ ‌neat‌ ‌case.‌ ‌ 
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“egoistic‌‌in‌‌its‌‌rejection‌‌of‌‌any‌‌kind‌‌of‌‌a‌‌priori‌‌moral‌‌obligation."‌‌In‌‌Chernyshevsky‌‌                           
it‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌lifestyle‌ ‌and‌ ‌an‌ ‌attitude.‌ ‌Nihilism‌ ‌meant‌ ‌“ostentatious‌‌awkwardness,‌‌a‌‌                       
studied‌ ‌indifference‌ ‌to‌ ‌attire‌ ‌and‌ ‌grooming,‌ ‌and‌ ‌a‌ ‌taste‌ ‌for‌ ‌shocking‌ ‌living‌‌                       
arrangements.”‌‌One‌‌reason‌‌why‌‌Nihilism‌‌had‌‌so‌‌profound‌‌an‌‌impact‌‌on‌‌Russian‌‌                       
history‌‌is‌‌that‌‌no‌‌entitlement‌‌of‌‌nobility‌‌or‌‌royalty‌‌was‌‌recognized,‌‌including‌‌their‌‌                         
right‌‌to‌‌live‌‌after‌‌causing‌‌widespread‌‌sorrow‌‌and‌‌death‌‌in‌‌the‌‌general‌‌population.‌‌                         
Some‌‌nihilists‌‌went‌‌so‌‌far‌‌as‌‌killing‌‌Czar‌‌Alexander‌‌II‌‌by‌‌blowing‌‌his‌‌royal‌‌legs‌‌off‌                               
with‌ ‌a‌ ‌dynamite‌ ‌bomb,‌ ‌thrown‌ ‌by‌ ‌Ignattii‌ ‌Grinevitskii‌ ‌on‌ ‌March‌ ‌1,‌ ‌1881.‌ ‌ 

In‌ ‌her‌ ‌story,‌ ‌Voltairine‌ ‌takes‌ ‌care‌ ‌to‌ ‌fictionalize‌ ‌her‌ ‌characters‌ ‌so‌ ‌that‌ ‌no‌ ‌real‌‌                           
nihilist‌ ‌known‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌in‌ ‌Philadelphia‌ ‌could‌ ‌be‌ ‌identified.‌ ‌However,‌ ‌certain‌‌traits‌‌                       
hint‌‌toward‌‌comrades‌‌from‌‌whom‌‌she‌‌may‌‌have‌‌derived‌‌the‌‌characters.‌‌In‌‌1893‌                         
she‌ ‌knew‌ ‌members‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌Knights‌ ‌of‌‌Freedom,‌‌a‌‌controversial‌‌anarchist‌‌group‌‌                       
involved‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌labor‌ ‌movement‌ ‌and‌ ‌very‌ ‌militant‌ ‌atheism.‌ ‌Although‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌‌                       
present‌ ‌article‌ ‌de‌ ‌Cleyre‌ ‌mentions‌ ‌no‌ ‌Jews,‌ ‌all‌ ‌or‌‌most‌‌examples‌‌from‌‌her‌‌life‌‌                           
and‌‌a‌‌large‌‌segment‌‌of‌‌all‌‌the‌‌nihilists‌‌were‌‌Jewish.‌‌The‌‌personalities‌‌we‌‌know‌‌of‌‌                             
were‌‌young,‌‌barely‌‌born‌‌in‌‌the‌‌early‌‌days‌‌of‌‌Nihilism.‌‌By‌‌the‌‌time‌‌she‌‌wrote‌‌this,‌‌                               
Russian‌ ‌anarchism‌ ‌and‌ ‌Nihilism‌ ‌had‌ ‌become‌ ‌very‌ ‌closely‌ ‌associated,‌ ‌and‌ ‌the‌‌                     
terms‌ ‌were‌ ‌sometimes‌ ‌used‌ ‌interchangeably.‌ ‌ 

One‌‌nihilist‌‌in‌‌Voltairine's‌‌circle‌‌was‌‌Natasha‌‌Notkin,‌‌a‌‌very‌‌close‌‌associate‌‌who‌‌                         
became‌ ‌a‌ ‌pharmacist‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌beginning‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌20th‌ ‌Century.‌ ‌Born‌ ‌in‌ ‌Russia‌ ‌in‌‌                           
1870,‌ ‌Notkin‌ ‌identified‌ ‌specifically‌ ‌as‌ ‌a‌ ‌Nihilist,‌ ‌having‌ ‌arrived‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌United‌‌                       
States‌‌when‌‌she‌‌was‌‌fifteen.‌‌Sometimes‌‌called‌‌the‌‌“soul”‌‌of‌‌the‌‌city's‌‌movement,‌‌                         
she‌ ‌was‌ ‌revered‌ ‌by‌ ‌comrades‌ ‌for‌ ‌her‌ ‌sober-minded‌ ‌organizing‌ ‌work,‌ ‌and‌ ‌we‌‌                       
have‌‌evidence‌‌of‌‌her‌‌activism‌‌from‌‌around‌‌1892‌‌until‌‌1917.‌‌Natasha‌‌was‌‌noted‌‌                         
for‌ ‌her‌ ‌self-sacrificing‌ ‌dedication,‌ ‌being‌ ‌"married‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌movement.”‌ ‌She‌‌never‌‌                     
made‌ ‌public‌ ‌speeches,‌ ‌but‌ ‌she‌ ‌was‌ ‌co-founder‌ ‌of‌ ‌two‌ ‌important‌ ‌lecture‌ ‌clubs‌‌                       
(Ladies'‌ ‌Liberal‌ ‌League‌ ‌and‌ ‌Social‌ ‌Science‌ ‌Club),‌ ‌she‌ ‌served‌ ‌as‌ ‌treasurer‌ ‌for‌‌                       
many‌ ‌fundraising‌ ‌drives,‌ ‌and‌ ‌she‌ ‌would‌ ‌organize‌ ‌large,‌ ‌elaborate‌ ‌fundraiser‌‌                   
balls,‌‌including‌‌the‌‌annual‌‌Russian‌‌Tea‌‌Party.‌‌She‌‌also‌‌served‌‌as‌‌the‌‌local‌‌agent‌‌                           
for‌ ‌the‌ ‌key‌ ‌anarchist‌ ‌newspapers‌ ‌‌Free‌ ‌Society‌ ‌and‌ ‌‌Mother‌ ‌Earth‌,‌‌and‌‌paid‌‌for‌‌                         
articles‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌translated‌ ‌from‌ ‌European‌‌anarchist‌‌journals.‌‌Natasha‌‌Notkin‌‌was‌‌                     
no‌‌publicity-seeker:‌‌although‌‌she‌‌was‌‌a‌‌publicly‌‌known,‌‌widely‌‌respected‌‌leader‌‌                     
among‌‌the‌‌anarchists‌‌of‌‌a‌‌large‌‌city‌‌for‌‌some‌‌25‌‌years,‌‌we‌‌have‌‌only‌‌one‌‌image‌‌                               
of‌‌her‌‌face‌‌(a‌‌quick‌‌sketch‌‌made‌‌by‌‌a‌‌mainstream‌‌paper's‌‌illustrator),‌‌and‌‌all‌‌of‌‌                             
the‌ ‌quotes‌ ‌we‌ ‌have‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌own‌ ‌words‌ ‌would‌ ‌fill‌ ‌up‌ ‌less‌ ‌than‌ ‌a‌‌single‌‌page.‌‌A‌‌                                 
young‌‌John‌‌Cournos‌‌remembered‌‌visiting‌‌her‌‌apartment,‌‌where‌‌the‌‌other‌‌visitors‌‌                     
were‌ ‌“all‌ ‌sprawling‌ ‌about‌ ‌the‌ ‌floor‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌sitting‌ ‌room,‌ ‌the‌‌men‌‌with‌‌their‌‌arms‌‌                             
about‌‌the‌‌women.”‌‌He‌‌found‌‌this‌‌shocking‌‌at‌‌the‌‌time.‌‌Notkin‌‌was‌‌already‌‌dead‌‌                           
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into‌ ‌the‌ ‌circle‌ ‌of‌ ‌my‌ ‌acquaintance‌ ‌I‌ ‌remember‌ ‌very‌ ‌few‌ ‌who,‌ ‌from‌ ‌ardent‌‌                         
state-haters,‌ ‌furious‌ ‌social‌ ‌reformers‌ ‌ready‌ ‌to‌ ‌compel‌ ‌the‌ ‌world‌ ‌into‌ ‌a‌ ‌social‌‌                       
paradise‌‌laid‌‌out‌‌on‌‌paper,‌‌even‌‌at‌‌the‌‌point‌‌of‌‌a‌‌bayonet,‌‌have‌‌not‌‌now‌‌become‌‌                               
ambitious,‌‌make-the-most-of-it‌‌people,‌‌arrived‌‌at‌‌the‌‌conclusion‌‌that‌‌if‌‌the‌‌world‌‌                     
is‌‌bound‌‌to‌‌perdition‌‌it‌‌will‌‌go‌‌in‌‌spite‌‌of‌‌them,‌‌and,‌‌if‌‌salvation‌‌is‌‌in‌‌store,‌‌it‌‌will‌‌                                     
save‌‌itself‌‌according‌‌to‌‌some‌‌gigantic‌‌evolution,‌‌whose‌‌form‌‌is‌‌yet‌‌dimly‌‌seen‌‌by‌‌                           
the‌ ‌human‌ ‌mites‌ ‌whose‌ ‌lives‌ ‌are‌ ‌weaving‌ ‌into‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

At‌‌present,‌‌I‌‌remember‌‌one‌‌face‌‌only,‌‌a‌‌wild,‌‌burning‌‌face,‌‌utterly‌‌unsubduable,‌‌                         
which‌ ‌stands‌ ‌out‌ ‌in‌ ‌never-surrender‌ ‌prominence.‌ ‌ 

I‌ ‌saw‌ ‌it‌ ‌in‌ ‌an‌ ‌artist's‌ ‌gallery‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌West,‌ ‌where‌ ‌this‌ ‌strange‌ ‌personage‌ ‌was‌‌                             
posing‌ ‌as‌ ‌a‌ ‌study‌ ‌of‌ ‌a‌ ‌bandit.‌ ‌ 

Imagine‌ ‌a‌ ‌small,‌ ‌lithe‌ ‌figure,‌ ‌sinuous‌ ‌as‌ ‌a‌ ‌serpent,‌ ‌a‌ ‌pointed‌ ‌face‌ ‌lighted‌‌with‌‌                           
tremendous‌‌lights‌‌of‌‌fire,‌‌and‌‌sunset,‌‌and‌‌running‌‌water‌‌gleams,‌‌in‌‌the‌‌depths‌‌of‌‌                           
eyes‌ ‌now‌ ‌somber,‌ ‌now‌ ‌glowing‌ ‌under‌ ‌heavy‌ ‌brows;‌ ‌long,‌ ‌loose-curling‌ ‌hair‌‌                     
falling‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌shoulders,‌ ‌a‌ ‌picturesque‌ ‌dress‌ ‌of‌‌white-embroidered‌‌blouse,‌‌dark‌‌                     
pantaloons‌ ‌and‌ ‌silken‌ ‌sash,‌ ‌and‌ ‌a‌ ‌voice‌ ‌quick‌ ‌and‌ ‌vibrant‌ ‌as‌ ‌the‌ ‌motion‌ ‌of‌ ‌a‌‌                             
cobra's‌ ‌tongue.‌ ‌ 

We‌ ‌entered‌ ‌into‌ ‌a‌ ‌conversation‌ ‌concerning‌ ‌a‌ ‌total‌ ‌vegetarian‌ ‌diet;‌ ‌and,‌ ‌to‌ ‌my‌‌                         
astonishment,‌ ‌this‌ ‌singular‌ ‌being‌ ‌declared‌ ‌that‌ ‌for‌ ‌eight‌ ‌years‌ ‌he‌ ‌had‌ ‌eaten‌‌                       
nothing‌ ‌but‌ ‌raw‌ ‌food,‌ ‌vegetables,‌ ‌and‌ ‌fruit,‌ ‌and‌ ‌for‌ ‌the‌ ‌last‌ ‌two‌ ‌years‌ ‌fruit‌ ‌alone.‌ ‌ 

He‌ ‌had‌ ‌been‌ ‌living‌ ‌near‌ ‌to‌ ‌Nature‌ ‌indeed;‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌summer‌ ‌he‌ ‌slept‌ ‌upon‌ ‌the‌‌                             
ground,‌‌in‌‌the‌‌winter,‌‌in‌‌a‌‌blanket‌‌on‌‌the‌‌floor;‌‌had‌‌done‌‌so‌‌for‌‌seventeen‌‌years.‌‌                               
On‌ ‌questioning‌ ‌what‌ ‌had‌‌led‌‌him‌‌to‌‌so‌‌strange‌‌a‌‌life,‌‌he‌‌answered,‌‌"Because‌‌I‌‌                             
want‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌free.‌ ‌I‌‌saw‌‌that‌‌men‌‌were‌‌slaves‌‌of‌‌their‌‌own‌‌artificial‌‌needs,‌‌out‌‌of‌‌                                 
which‌‌have‌‌grown‌‌so‌‌many‌‌oppressive‌‌laws,‌‌systems‌‌of‌‌production,‌‌and‌‌so‌‌forth.‌‌                         
I‌ ‌did‌ ‌not‌ ‌wish‌ ‌to‌ ‌work‌ ‌for‌‌any‌‌one‌‌else,‌‌nor‌‌to‌‌slave‌‌nine‌‌or‌‌ten‌‌hours‌‌a‌‌day‌‌to‌‌                                       
gratify‌ ‌a‌ ‌need‌ ‌which‌ ‌is‌ ‌only‌ ‌imaginary.‌‌The‌‌chief‌‌causes‌‌of‌‌this‌‌foolish‌‌industry‌‌                           
are‌‌the‌‌need‌‌for‌‌food‌‌and‌‌clothing.‌‌Civilization,‌‌so‌‌called,‌‌seems‌‌to‌‌have‌‌a‌‌rage‌‌                             
for‌ ‌every‌ ‌possible‌ ‌compound,‌ ‌healthy‌ ‌or‌ ‌unhealthy,‌ ‌beautiful‌ ‌or‌ ‌ugly,‌ ‌so‌ ‌that‌‌                       
these‌‌increase‌‌the‌‌necessity‌‌for‌‌toil.‌‌I‌‌said‌‌to‌‌myself,‌‌I‌‌will‌‌learn‌‌to‌‌live‌‌on‌‌little,‌‌to‌‌                                   
overcome‌ ‌the‌‌need‌‌for‌‌so‌‌many‌‌changes‌‌of‌‌clothing,‌‌and‌‌I‌‌shall‌‌be‌‌free.‌‌I‌‌have‌‌                               
done‌‌so.‌‌I‌‌can‌‌live‌‌very‌‌comfortably‌‌on‌‌eight‌‌cents‌‌a‌‌day,‌‌and‌‌I‌‌do‌‌not‌‌starve‌‌on‌‌                                   
five.‌‌Then‌‌you‌‌see‌‌I‌‌love‌‌what‌‌is‌‌beautiful.‌‌A‌‌fruit‌‌dinner‌‌is‌‌beautiful‌‌to‌‌look‌‌at.‌‌Mr.‌‌                                   
C.‌ ‌(the‌ ‌artist)‌ ‌would‌ ‌even‌ ‌like‌ ‌to‌ ‌paint‌ ‌it.‌ ‌But‌ ‌suppose‌ ‌he‌ ‌paints‌‌a‌‌carnivorous‌‌                             
dinner,‌ ‌is‌ ‌there‌ ‌anything‌ ‌about‌ ‌it?‌ ‌No‌ ‌woman‌ ‌need‌ ‌slave‌ ‌over‌ ‌the‌ ‌stove‌ ‌to‌‌                           
prepare‌ ‌my‌ ‌meal,‌ ‌and‌ ‌there‌ ‌need‌ ‌be‌ ‌no‌ ‌dishes‌ ‌to‌ ‌wash‌ ‌afterward.‌ ‌Oh,‌ ‌one‌‌                           
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by‌ ‌1930,‌ ‌but‌ ‌we‌ ‌know‌ ‌neither‌ ‌where‌ ‌she‌‌died,‌‌nor‌‌the‌‌cause‌‌of‌‌her‌‌death,‌‌nor‌‌                               
what‌ ‌was‌ ‌done‌ ‌with‌ ‌her‌ ‌remains.‌ ‌ 

The‌‌best‌‌biographical‌‌source‌‌on‌‌Voltairine‌‌is‌‌Paul‌‌Avrich,‌‌‌An‌‌American‌‌Anarchist:‌‌                       
The‌ ‌Life‌ ‌of‌ ‌Voltairine‌ ‌de‌ ‌Cleyre‌ ‌(1978).‌ ‌For‌ ‌Nihilism‌ ‌and‌ ‌related‌ ‌ideas,‌ ‌see‌‌                         
Steven‌ ‌Cassedy,‌ ‌‌To‌ ‌The‌ ‌Other‌ ‌Shore:‌ ‌The‌ ‌Russian‌ ‌Jewish‌ ‌Intellectuals‌ ‌Who‌‌                     
Came‌ ‌to‌ ‌America‌ ‌(1997);‌ ‌Franco‌ ‌Venturi,‌ ‌‌Roots‌ ‌of‌‌Revolution:‌‌a‌‌History‌‌of‌‌the‌‌                         
Populist‌ ‌and‌ ‌Socialists‌ ‌Movements‌ ‌in‌ ‌Nineteenth‌ ‌Century‌ ‌Russia‌ ‌(1960);‌ ‌and‌‌                   
Paul‌ ‌Avrich,‌ ‌‌The‌ ‌Russian‌ ‌Anarchists‌‌ ‌(1967).‌ ‌ 

This‌‌is‌‌the‌‌second‌‌reappearance‌‌of‌‌“Some‌‌Nihilists‌‌I‌‌Have‌‌Met.”‌‌The‌‌first,‌‌with‌‌an‌‌                             
earlier‌‌version‌‌of‌‌my‌‌introduction,‌‌appeared‌‌in‌‌‌Social‌‌Anarchism‌‌(Baltimore‌‌MD),‌‌                     
Issue‌ ‌37,‌ ‌in‌ ‌January‌ ‌2005.‌ ‌ 

Some‌ ‌Nihilists‌ ‌I‌ ‌Have‌ ‌Met‌ ‌ 
by‌ ‌Voltairine‌ ‌de‌ ‌Cleyre‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌word‌ ‌nihilist‌ ‌is‌ ‌so‌ ‌generally‌ ‌associated‌ ‌with‌ ‌darkness,‌ ‌secrecy,‌ ‌dynamite,‌‌                     
assassination‌ ‌and‌ ‌blood,‌ ‌that‌ ‌had‌ ‌someone‌ ‌whispered‌ ‌five‌ ‌minutes‌ ‌before‌‌the‌‌                     
encounter,‌ ‌“You‌ ‌are‌ ‌about‌ ‌to‌ ‌meet‌ ‌a‌ ‌Russian‌‌nihilist,”‌‌I‌‌should,‌‌no‌‌doubt,‌‌have‌‌                           
hastily‌ ‌retreated‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌shelter‌ ‌of‌ ‌law-abiding‌ ‌domiciles,‌ ‌far‌ ‌from‌ ‌the‌ ‌dirty,‌‌                       
tortuous,‌‌downtown‌‌quarter,‌‌where,‌‌amidst‌‌a‌‌labyrinth‌‌of‌‌alleys‌‌and‌‌deceitful‌‌little‌‌                       
streets‌‌that‌‌mockingly‌‌led‌‌against‌‌walls,‌‌and‌‌then‌‌turned‌‌back‌‌into‌‌one‌‌another,‌‌I‌‌                           
found‌ ‌myself‌ ‌one‌ ‌snowy‌ ‌afternoon,‌ ‌picking‌ ‌my‌‌way‌‌somewhat‌‌disgustedly‌‌with‌‌                     
no‌ ‌very‌ ‌clear‌ ‌idea‌ ‌concerning‌ ‌my‌ ‌exact‌ ‌whereabouts.‌ ‌ 

One‌ ‌thing,‌ ‌however,‌ ‌was‌ ‌sure,‌ ‌I‌‌had‌‌been‌‌appointed‌‌on‌‌a‌‌committee‌‌to‌‌secure‌‌                           
musical‌‌talent‌‌for‌‌a‌‌concert‌‌shortly‌‌to‌‌be‌‌given‌‌by‌‌a‌‌certain‌‌society,‌‌the‌‌proceeds‌‌                             
of‌ ‌which‌ ‌were‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌‌used‌‌for‌‌the‌‌purchase‌‌of‌‌turkeys‌‌for‌‌people‌‌who‌‌otherwise‌‌                             
could‌‌not‌‌properly‌‌celebrate‌‌the‌‌Christmas‌‌feast.‌‌Having‌‌learned‌‌through‌‌devious‌‌                     
channels‌‌of‌‌a‌‌new‌‌violin-wonder‌‌whose‌‌services‌‌were‌‌to‌‌be‌‌had‌‌for‌‌a‌‌reasonable‌‌                           
consideration,‌‌I‌‌had‌‌at‌‌length‌‌obtained‌‌his‌‌address‌‌and‌‌gone‌‌in‌‌pursuit‌‌of‌‌him.‌‌It‌‌                             
was‌ ‌indeed‌ ‌a‌ ‌pursuit.‌ ‌For‌ ‌half‌ ‌an‌ ‌hour‌ ‌I‌ ‌chased‌ ‌skulking‌ ‌lamp-posts,‌ ‌that‌ ‌on‌‌                           
being‌ ‌captured‌ ‌mockingly‌ ‌stood‌ ‌forth‌ ‌without‌ ‌the‌ ‌shadow‌ ‌of‌ ‌a‌ ‌letter‌ ‌on‌ ‌them;‌‌                         
signs‌ ‌that‌ ‌had‌ ‌grown‌ ‌so‌ ‌old‌ ‌in‌ ‌wind‌ ‌and‌‌weather‌‌as‌‌to‌‌be‌‌illegible;‌‌a‌‌few‌‌brick‌‌                                 
corners‌‌that‌‌seemed‌‌to‌‌say,‌‌“Here‌‌we‌‌are,‌‌and‌‌we‌‌don't‌‌need‌‌a‌‌name‌‌to‌‌tell‌‌you‌‌                                 
--we're‌ ‌plain‌ ‌enough‌ ‌without‌ ‌it,”‌ ‌as‌‌indeed‌‌they‌‌were‌‌among‌‌such‌‌heaps‌‌of‌‌dirt‌‌                           
and‌ ‌ruin;‌ ‌and‌‌finally,‌‌people‌‌who‌‌smiled‌‌vaguely,‌‌and‌‌answered‌‌me‌‌in‌‌a‌‌foreign‌‌                           
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Not‌‌so‌‌with‌‌my‌‌young‌‌friend,‌‌the‌‌medical‌‌student,‌‌a‌‌person‌‌of‌‌surprisingly‌‌quick‌‌                           
intellect‌‌and‌‌disputatious‌‌inclinations.‌‌After‌‌delivering‌‌her‌‌letter‌‌of‌‌introduction‌‌to‌‌                     
me‌‌one‌‌summer‌‌afternoon,‌‌she‌‌commenced‌‌an‌‌attack‌‌on‌‌an‌‌inoffensive‌‌Y.‌‌M.‌‌C.‌‌                           
A.‌ ‌member‌ ‌who‌ ‌chanced‌ ‌to‌ ‌be‌ ‌present,‌ ‌and‌ ‌speedily‌ ‌drove‌ ‌him‌ ‌into‌ ‌a‌ ‌corner‌‌                           
concerning‌ ‌the‌ ‌existence‌ ‌of‌ ‌God.‌ ‌She‌ ‌next‌ ‌disposed‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌marriage‌ ‌problem,‌‌                       
Henry‌ ‌George's‌ ‌land-tax‌ ‌scheme,‌ ‌the‌ ‌advisability‌ ‌of‌ ‌eating‌ ‌meat,‌ ‌of‌ ‌women‌‌                     
wearing‌ ‌short‌ ‌hair‌ ‌and‌‌a‌‌pantaloonish‌‌substitute‌‌for‌‌skirts,‌‌each‌‌in‌‌“one‌‌round.”‌‌                         
The‌‌expression‌‌is‌‌apropos;‌‌mentally‌‌speaking,‌‌she‌‌has‌‌on‌‌boxing‌‌gloves‌‌all‌‌the‌‌                         
time,‌‌and‌‌is‌‌ready‌‌to‌‌spar‌‌on‌‌any‌‌known‌‌subject‌‌with‌‌the‌‌greatest‌‌mental‌‌athlete.‌‌                             
She‌ ‌has‌ ‌a‌ ‌romantic‌ ‌history.‌ ‌The‌ ‌child‌ ‌of‌ ‌orthodox‌ ‌Jewish‌‌parents‌‌who‌‌forbade‌‌                         
her‌‌all‌‌education,‌‌she‌‌naturally‌‌rebelled,‌‌and,‌‌to‌‌escape‌‌them,‌‌married‌‌at‌‌the‌‌age‌‌                           
of‌‌eighteen‌‌a‌‌young‌‌nihilist,‌‌passionately‌‌devoted‌‌to‌‌her,‌‌but‌‌whose‌‌affection‌‌she‌‌                         
but‌ ‌faintly‌ ‌reciprocated.‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌marriage,‌ ‌however,‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌compromise‌ ‌with‌ ‌authority‌ ‌to‌ ‌make‌ ‌her‌ ‌way‌ ‌to‌‌                         
America,‌ ‌a‌ ‌female‌ ‌minor‌ ‌being‌ ‌subject‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌ ‌father,‌ ‌if‌ ‌unmarried,‌ ‌and‌ ‌to‌ ‌her‌‌                           
husband,‌ ‌if‌ ‌married.‌ ‌ 

Neither‌‌her‌‌husband‌‌nor‌‌herself‌‌believed‌‌in‌‌the‌‌binding‌‌efficacy‌‌of‌‌any‌‌ceremony,‌‌                         
however;‌‌and‌‌after‌‌two‌‌years‌‌of‌‌wedlock‌‌she‌‌concluded‌‌to‌‌take‌‌up‌‌life‌‌alone.‌‌She‌‌                             
had‌‌been‌‌swept‌‌into‌‌the‌‌storm‌‌of‌‌struggle‌‌between‌‌living‌‌with‌‌a‌‌husband‌‌she‌‌did‌‌                             
not‌ ‌love,‌ ‌for‌ ‌his‌ ‌sake,‌ ‌or‌ ‌obeying‌ ‌her‌ ‌desire‌ ‌to‌ ‌live‌ ‌alone‌ ‌and‌ ‌be‌ ‌free.‌ ‌ 

I‌‌fancy‌‌it‌‌was‌‌a‌‌little‌‌hard‌‌to‌‌give‌‌up‌‌the‌‌woman‌‌he‌‌so‌‌dearly‌‌loved,‌‌though‌‌he‌‌did‌‌                                     
not‌ ‌believe‌ ‌in‌ ‌perfect‌ ‌liberty.‌ ‌ 

However,‌ ‌he‌ ‌did‌ ‌it‌ ‌with‌ ‌tolerable‌ ‌grace,‌ ‌and‌ ‌they‌ ‌greet‌ ‌one‌ ‌another‌ ‌as‌ ‌mere‌‌                           
comrades‌ ‌now.‌ ‌He‌ ‌still‌ ‌retains‌ ‌his‌ ‌nihilistic‌ ‌enthusiasm,‌ ‌ingrained‌ ‌in‌‌all‌‌his‌‌life.‌‌                         
But‌‌she‌‌has‌‌left‌‌it‌‌behind‌‌as‌‌a‌‌cast-off‌‌shell;‌‌indeed,‌‌she‌‌has‌‌a‌‌faculty‌‌of‌‌casting‌‌                                 
her‌‌coat‌‌of‌‌ideas‌‌quite‌‌regularly,‌‌withal‌‌remaining‌‌a‌‌very‌‌attractive‌‌and‌‌interesting‌‌                         
person,‌ ‌in‌ ‌spite‌ ‌of‌ ‌inconsistency.‌ ‌ 

One‌ ‌thing,‌ ‌however,‌ ‌is‌ ‌very‌ ‌shocking‌ ‌to‌ ‌American‌ ‌feelings‌ ‌among‌ ‌all‌ ‌these‌‌                       
people‌ ‌-an‌ ‌utter‌ ‌absence‌ ‌of‌ ‌filial‌ ‌affection.‌ ‌And‌ ‌yet,‌ ‌it‌ ‌is‌ ‌mathematically‌‌                       
calculable;‌ ‌given‌ ‌the‌ ‌facts‌ ‌of‌‌utter‌‌rigidity,‌‌conservatism,‌‌and‌‌intolerance‌‌on‌‌the‌‌                       
part‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌parents,‌ ‌a‌ ‌tendency‌ ‌to‌ ‌curb‌ ‌every‌ ‌aspiration‌ ‌towards‌ ‌change,‌ ‌a‌‌                         
resolution‌ ‌to‌ ‌put‌ ‌the‌ ‌garb‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌seventeenth‌ ‌century‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌back‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌‌                           
nineteenth,‌ ‌and,‌ ‌as‌ ‌a‌ ‌result,‌ ‌“it‌ ‌is‌ ‌impossible‌ ‌that‌ ‌we‌ ‌should‌‌love‌‌our‌‌parents,”‌‌                           
they‌ ‌say.‌ ‌At‌ ‌first‌ ‌they‌ ‌regard‌‌as‌‌hypocrisy‌‌all‌‌evidences‌‌of‌‌attachment‌‌between‌‌                         
American‌ ‌parents‌ ‌and‌ ‌children.‌ ‌After‌‌time,‌‌however,‌‌larger‌‌influences‌‌of‌‌a‌‌freer‌‌                       
life‌ ‌unconsciously‌ ‌mould‌ ‌them‌ ‌over,‌ ‌and‌ ‌now‌ ‌among‌ ‌all‌‌those‌‌who‌‌have‌‌come‌‌                         
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language.‌‌At‌‌length‌‌I‌‌stopped‌‌perfectly‌‌still,‌‌leaned‌‌against‌‌a‌‌wall‌‌and‌‌said,‌‌“What‌‌                           
next?”‌ ‌ 

My‌ ‌mouth‌ ‌and‌ ‌ears‌ ‌seemed‌‌to‌‌be‌‌two‌‌personalities,‌‌the‌‌latter‌‌being‌‌very‌‌much‌‌                           
surprised‌‌to‌‌hear‌‌the‌‌English‌‌language‌‌in‌‌this‌‌town‌‌of‌‌“skis”‌‌and‌‌“ovitches,”‌‌and‌‌                           
the‌ ‌former‌ ‌very‌ ‌defiant‌ ‌and‌ ‌determined.‌ ‌It‌ ‌said‌ ‌slowly,‌ ‌“I‌ ‌shan't‌ ‌give‌ ‌up‌ ‌now;‌‌I‌‌                             
surely‌ ‌will‌ ‌find‌ ‌Mr.‌ ‌W______y.”‌ ‌I‌ ‌lifted‌ ‌my‌ ‌eyes‌ ‌with‌ ‌a‌ ‌sigh‌ ‌and‌ ‌lo!‌ ‌strange‌‌                             
mockery‌ ‌of‌ ‌this‌ ‌cynical‌ ‌quarter,‌ ‌there,‌ ‌precisely‌ ‌opposite,‌ ‌on‌ ‌a‌ ‌black‌ ‌sign‌ ‌with‌‌                         
staring‌ ‌gilt‌ ‌letters‌ ‌was‌ ‌the‌ ‌very‌ ‌name‌ ‌which‌ ‌had‌ ‌so‌ ‌persistently‌ ‌and‌ ‌so‌‌                         
successfully‌ ‌eluded‌ ‌me:‌ ‌“H.‌ ‌W______y,‌ ‌violinist,‌ ‌concerts,‌ ‌lessons.”‌ ‌ 

I‌ ‌went‌ ‌up‌‌the‌‌two‌‌white‌‌steps,‌‌the‌‌sepulchral‌‌steps‌‌which‌‌can‌‌never‌‌be‌‌omitted‌‌                             
from‌ ‌the‌ ‌meanest‌ ‌tenement‌ ‌of‌ ‌old‌ ‌Philadelphia,‌ ‌and‌‌rapped‌‌loudly‌‌and‌‌long.‌‌A‌‌                         
woman‌ ‌with‌ ‌bright‌ ‌red‌ ‌cheeks‌ ‌and‌ ‌a‌ ‌mass‌ ‌of‌ ‌curly‌ ‌auburn‌ ‌hair‌ ‌bushing‌                         
astonishingly‌ ‌about‌ ‌her‌ ‌head,‌ ‌admitted‌ ‌me.‌ ‌ 

“Mr.‌‌W_____y‌‌was‌‌in.‌‌Walk‌‌up.”‌‌Bless‌‌him‌‌for‌‌being‌‌‘in,”‌‌I‌‌thought,‌‌as‌‌I‌‌climbed‌‌                               
the‌‌steep,‌‌dark‌‌stairs;‌‌“my‌‌luck‌‌must‌‌have‌‌turned‌‌at‌‌last.”‌‌The‌‌woman‌‌had‌‌left‌‌me‌‌                               
to‌ ‌guide‌ ‌myself,‌ ‌only‌ ‌directing‌‌me‌‌to‌‌the‌‌first‌‌door‌‌on‌‌the‌‌left.‌‌As‌‌I‌‌stepped‌‌into‌‌                                 
the‌ ‌upper‌ ‌hall‌ ‌I‌ ‌heard‌ ‌a‌ ‌low‌ ‌cry,‌ ‌something‌ ‌neither‌ ‌human‌ ‌nor‌ ‌inhuman,‌ ‌that‌‌                           
made‌ ‌me‌ ‌catch‌ ‌my‌ ‌breath.‌ ‌There‌‌were‌‌two‌‌or‌‌three‌‌wails,‌‌and‌‌then‌‌a‌‌sob‌‌was‌‌                               
broken‌ ‌short;‌ ‌then‌ ‌the‌ ‌cries‌ ‌began‌ ‌in‌ ‌a‌ ‌lower‌ ‌key.‌ ‌I‌ ‌felt‌ ‌as‌ ‌if‌ ‌a‌ ‌cold‌ ‌wind‌ ‌had‌‌                                   
suddenly‌ ‌blown‌‌over‌‌me‌‌a‌‌frozen‌‌me‌‌to‌‌the‌‌floor.‌‌This,‌‌then,‌‌was‌‌the‌‌wonderful‌‌                             
violin,‌‌this‌‌thing‌‌which‌‌cried‌‌and‌‌moaned‌‌just‌‌inside‌‌the‌‌room.‌‌I‌‌must‌‌have‌‌stood‌‌                             
ten‌ ‌minutes‌ ‌listening‌ ‌when‌ ‌I‌ ‌felt‌ ‌some‌ ‌one‌ ‌behind‌ ‌me,‌ ‌and‌ ‌turned‌ ‌to‌‌hear‌‌the‌‌                             
woman‌ ‌say,‌ ‌“‌ ‌Just‌ ‌rap,‌ ‌he's‌ ‌only‌ ‌playing‌ ‌by‌ ‌himself.”‌ ‌ 

“Does‌ ‌he‌ ‌often‌ ‌do‌ ‌it‌ ‌--play‌ ‌like‌ ‌that?”‌ ‌I‌ ‌whispered‌ ‌under‌ ‌my‌ ‌breath.‌ ‌ 

She‌‌smiled;‌‌“All‌‌the‌‌time.‌‌The‌‌worst‌‌is,‌‌he‌‌gets‌‌up‌‌in‌‌the‌‌night.‌‌You'd‌‌think‌‌dead‌‌                                 
folks‌‌were‌‌crying‌‌in‌‌the‌‌room.‌‌Some‌‌people‌‌believe‌‌dead‌‌folks‌‌do‌‌play‌‌music,‌‌but‌‌                             
I‌ ‌don't,”‌ ‌she‌ ‌added,‌ ‌knocking‌ ‌on‌ ‌the‌ ‌door.‌ ‌ 

The‌‌wailing‌‌ceased‌‌as‌‌if‌‌the‌‌thing‌‌that‌‌cried‌‌had‌‌been‌‌startled‌‌and‌‌fled.‌‌Directly‌‌                             
the‌‌door‌‌was‌‌opened‌‌and‌‌I‌‌was‌‌invited‌‌to‌‌enter.‌‌The‌‌room‌‌was‌‌neither‌‌small‌‌nor‌‌                               
large,‌ ‌but‌ ‌oh!‌ ‌so‌‌bare!‌‌There‌‌was‌‌only‌‌a‌‌bed‌‌without‌‌pillows,‌‌a‌‌chair,‌‌a‌‌trunk,‌‌a‌                                 
table‌‌contrived‌‌from‌‌a‌‌dry-goods‌‌box,‌‌a‌‌stand‌‌piled‌‌high‌‌with‌‌books‌‌--over‌‌which‌‌                           
lay‌‌the‌‌violin‌‌--and‌‌a‌‌music‌‌rack,‌‌back‌‌of‌‌which,‌‌on‌‌the‌‌floor,‌‌lay‌‌a‌‌mass‌‌of‌‌music.‌‌                                   
No‌‌heat,‌‌and‌‌the‌‌temperature‌‌dangerously‌‌near‌‌the‌‌freezing‌‌point.‌‌What‌‌wonder‌‌                       
the‌ ‌violin‌ ‌wailed!‌ ‌ 
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would‌‌like‌‌us‌‌better‌‌if‌‌you‌‌knew‌‌us‌‌better.‌‌You‌‌ought‌‌to‌‌read‌‌Bakounine‌‌--do‌‌you‌‌                               
read‌ ‌Shelley?‌ ‌He‌ ‌is‌ ‌the‌ ‌greatest‌ ‌English‌ ‌poet,‌ ‌but‌ ‌almost‌ ‌no‌‌one‌‌understands‌                         
him.‌ ‌He‌‌lived‌‌five‌‌hundred‌‌years‌‌too‌‌soon.‌‌Will‌‌you‌‌shake‌‌hands?‌‌I‌‌never‌‌killed‌‌                             
anyone.‌ ‌Thank‌ ‌you.‌ ‌I‌ ‌shall‌ ‌be‌ ‌exactly‌ ‌on‌ ‌time‌ ‌at‌ ‌the‌ ‌concert.”‌ ‌ 

And‌ ‌he‌ ‌was.‌ ‌The‌ ‌virtues‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌Russian‌ ‌character,‌ ‌like‌ ‌its‌ ‌vices,‌ ‌are‌‌                         
mathematically‌ ‌calculable;‌ ‌every‌ ‌act‌ ‌answers‌ ‌the‌ ‌question‌ ‌why.‌ ‌Hence‌‌                 
punctuality‌ ‌is‌ ‌assured.‌ ‌ 

This‌‌happened‌‌several‌‌years‌‌ago;‌‌Since‌‌then‌‌I‌‌have‌‌met‌‌so‌‌many‌‌nihilists‌‌whom‌‌                           
the‌ ‌persecution‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌Jews‌ ‌has‌ ‌driven‌ ‌out‌ ‌of‌ ‌Russia‌ ‌within‌‌the‌‌last‌‌ten‌‌years,‌‌                             
and‌‌found‌‌them‌‌and‌‌found‌‌them‌‌all‌‌so‌‌much‌‌like‌‌other‌‌people‌‌that‌‌the‌‌word‌‌has‌‌                               
lost‌‌all‌‌its‌‌terrors.‌‌Just‌‌now‌‌there‌‌comes‌‌before‌‌my‌‌eyes‌‌the‌‌quiet‌‌face‌‌of‌‌the‌‌little‌‌                                 
woman‌‌with‌‌large‌‌blue‌‌eyes,‌‌who‌‌sat‌‌in‌‌my‌‌study‌‌one‌‌morning,‌‌and‌‌in‌‌the‌‌most‌‌                               
placid‌ ‌voice‌ ‌related‌ ‌how,‌ ‌as‌ ‌a‌ ‌child,‌ ‌she‌ ‌had‌‌carried‌‌messages‌‌across‌‌the‌‌city‌‌                           
from‌ ‌one‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌dreaded‌ ‌terrorists‌ ‌to‌ ‌another,‌‌without‌‌molestation,‌‌because,‌‌as‌‌                       
she‌ ‌said‌ ‌in‌ ‌her‌ ‌queer‌‌English,‌‌“the‌‌police‌‌would‌‌not‌‌expect‌‌a‌‌child;”‌‌and‌‌again,‌‌                             
when‌‌the‌‌officers‌‌had‌‌searched‌‌the‌‌house,‌‌she‌‌had‌‌lain‌‌with‌‌the‌‌prohibited‌‌books‌‌                           
under‌‌her‌‌pillow,‌‌“because‌‌even‌‌they‌‌are‌‌polite,‌‌more‌‌or‌‌less,‌‌and‌‌will‌‌not‌‌come‌‌                             
into‌ ‌a‌ ‌girl's‌ ‌room‌ ‌if‌ ‌she‌ ‌is‌ ‌in‌ ‌bed,‌ ‌unless‌ ‌they‌ ‌expect‌ ‌her‌ ‌very‌ ‌much.”‌ ‌ 

This‌‌she‌‌had‌‌done‌‌because‌‌of‌‌a‌‌much-loved‌‌brother,‌‌an‌‌ardent‌‌nihilist,‌‌and‌‌quite‌‌                           
without‌ ‌the‌ ‌knowledge‌ ‌of‌ ‌her‌ ‌father,‌ ‌himself‌ ‌a‌ ‌public‌ ‌official.‌ ‌ 

Not‌ ‌long‌ ‌ago‌ ‌she‌ ‌returned‌ ‌to‌ ‌Russia,‌ ‌and‌‌I‌‌sometimes‌‌wonder‌‌if,‌‌escaping‌‌the‌‌                           
famine‌ ‌and‌ ‌plague,‌ ‌she‌ ‌may‌ ‌yet‌ ‌travel‌ ‌the‌ ‌long‌ ‌way‌ ‌to‌ ‌the‌ ‌Siberian‌ ‌prisons.‌ ‌ 

Of‌ ‌these‌ ‌so‌ ‌much‌‌has‌‌lately‌‌been‌‌written,‌‌of‌‌their‌‌loneliness,‌‌their‌‌deprivations,‌‌                         
their‌ ‌inaccessibility,‌ ‌that‌ ‌one‌ ‌would‌‌say‌‌the‌‌word‌‌despair‌‌must‌‌finally‌‌be‌‌written‌‌                         
on‌ ‌the‌ ‌heart‌ ‌of‌ ‌him‌ ‌who‌ ‌enters‌ ‌there.‌ ‌ 

Yet‌‌I‌‌have‌‌met‌‌one‌‌who‌‌escaped‌‌even‌‌from‌‌there;‌‌one‌‌who‌‌had‌‌scaled‌‌the‌‌fearful‌‌                               
walls‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌Russian‌ ‌prison,‌ ‌crossed‌ ‌the‌ ‌lonely‌ ‌deserts‌ ‌of‌ ‌snow,‌ ‌through‌ ‌the‌‌                         
passes‌‌of‌‌the‌‌Altai‌‌mountains,‌‌and‌‌finally‌‌reached‌‌Japan‌‌from‌‌which‌‌he‌‌sailed‌‌to‌‌                           
America.‌‌One‌‌would‌‌naturally‌‌expect‌‌something‌‌bold,‌‌daring,‌‌shrewd,‌‌or‌‌strongly‌‌                     
self-assertive‌‌in‌‌the‌‌person‌‌of‌‌the‌‌man‌‌who‌‌had‌‌accomplished‌‌such‌‌miracles.‌‌But‌‌                         
none‌‌of‌‌these‌‌are‌‌evident‌‌in‌‌this‌‌short‌‌stoutish,‌‌sandy-complexioned,‌‌curly-haired‌‌                     
fellow,‌ ‌with‌ ‌the‌ ‌prominent‌ ‌nose‌ ‌and‌ ‌jaw‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌Slavic‌ ‌races.‌ ‌Very‌ ‌quiet,‌ ‌very‌‌                           
much‌ ‌averse‌ ‌to‌ ‌talking‌ ‌even‌ ‌with‌ ‌his‌ ‌friends,‌ ‌but‌ ‌absolutely‌ ‌impenetrable‌ ‌to‌‌                       
strangers,‌ ‌and‌ ‌much‌ ‌given‌ ‌to‌ ‌pessimistic‌ ‌contemplation.‌ ‌I‌ ‌should‌ ‌not‌ ‌be‌‌                     
surprised‌‌to‌‌learn‌‌that‌‌he‌‌had‌‌committed‌‌suicide,‌‌for‌‌he‌‌is‌‌woefully‌‌disappointed‌‌                         
in‌ ‌America,‌ ‌being‌ ‌wholly‌ ‌unfit‌ ‌for‌ ‌its‌ ‌sharp‌ ‌commercial‌ ‌push‌ ‌and‌ ‌scramble.‌ ‌ 
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I‌ ‌see‌ ‌the‌ ‌whole‌ ‌picture‌ ‌now‌ ‌as‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌photographed‌ ‌upon‌ ‌my‌ ‌memory‌ ‌by‌ ‌the‌‌                             
cloudy,‌ ‌snow-luminous‌ ‌light‌ ‌that‌‌came‌‌through‌‌the‌‌curtainless‌‌windows,‌‌striking‌‌                   
the‌‌staring‌‌walls‌‌and‌‌dark‌‌wood‌‌floor,‌‌and‌‌the‌‌tall‌‌figure‌‌in‌‌the‌‌center‌‌holding‌‌the‌‌                               
magical‌ ‌bow.‌ ‌Certainly‌ ‌it‌ ‌was‌ ‌a‌ ‌homely‌ ‌face,‌ ‌one‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌‌homeliest‌‌I‌‌have‌‌ever‌‌                             
seen,‌‌in‌‌spite‌‌of‌‌the‌‌fine,‌‌Beethoven-like‌‌forehead‌‌that‌‌relieved‌‌it‌‌from‌‌any‌‌charge‌‌                           
of‌ ‌stupidity.‌ ‌ 

Yet‌ ‌this‌ ‌very‌ ‌ugliness‌ ‌was‌ ‌curiously‌ ‌attractive.‌ ‌The‌ ‌square,‌ ‌prominent‌‌jaw‌‌with‌‌                       
the‌‌wide,‌‌thin-lipped‌‌mouth‌‌was‌‌a‌‌character‌‌study;‌‌those‌‌small,‌‌light-intent‌‌eyes‌‌                       
fascinated;‌‌and‌‌the‌‌Tartar‌‌nose,‌‌utterly‌‌ugly,‌‌somehow‌‌impressed‌‌one‌‌as‌‌having‌‌                       
an‌ ‌individuality‌ ‌of‌ ‌its‌ ‌own‌ ‌that‌ ‌might,‌ ‌on‌ ‌occasion,‌ ‌express‌ ‌itself.‌ ‌ 

“I‌‌interrupted‌‌you,”‌‌said‌‌I,‌‌by‌‌way‌‌of‌‌beginning‌‌“--it's‌‌too‌‌bad.‌‌I‌‌was‌‌luxuriating‌‌in‌‌                               
the‌ ‌misery‌ ‌of‌ ‌those‌ ‌notes‌ ‌for‌ ‌nearly‌ ‌a‌ ‌quarter‌ ‌of‌ ‌an‌ ‌hour‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌hall.”‌ ‌ 

He‌ ‌flushed‌ ‌slightly;‌ ‌“You‌ ‌should‌ ‌have‌ ‌knocked;‌ ‌I‌ ‌was‌ ‌merely‌ ‌passing‌ ‌time.”‌ ‌ 

"Was‌‌it‌‌an‌‌improvisation?"‌‌I‌‌inquired,‌‌curious‌‌to‌‌know‌‌what‌‌human‌‌heart‌‌had‌‌first‌‌                           
cried‌ ‌so‌ ‌brokenly.‌ ‌ 

“Oh,‌‌no,”‌‌he‌‌answered,‌‌“it‌‌is‌‌a‌‌composition,‌‌the‌‌plea‌‌of‌‌a‌‌nihilist,‌‌a‌‌Siberian‌‌exile,‌‌                               
to‌ ‌his‌ ‌jailer.‌ ‌There‌ ‌are‌ ‌words.”‌ ‌ 

“Ah,”‌ ‌I‌ ‌said,‌ ‌with‌ ‌interest,‌ ‌“do‌ ‌such‌ ‌compositions‌ ‌circulate‌ ‌generally,‌ ‌then?”‌ ‌ 

A‌ ‌real‌ ‌laugh‌ ‌went‌ ‌over‌ ‌the‌ ‌ugly‌ ‌mouth,‌ ‌and‌ ‌yet‌ ‌a‌ ‌laugh‌‌with‌‌more‌‌of‌‌sarcasm‌‌                               
than‌ ‌pleasure‌ ‌in‌ ‌it.‌ ‌ 

"Certainly‌ ‌not.‌ ‌It‌ ‌is‌ ‌a‌ ‌prison‌ ‌offense‌ ‌to‌ ‌sing‌ ‌them.‌ ‌All‌ ‌the‌ ‌same‌ ‌there‌ ‌are‌ ‌means."‌ ‌ 

“But,”‌‌I‌‌suggested,‌‌“are‌‌they‌‌not‌‌dangerous?‌‌Were‌‌you‌‌not‌‌afraid‌‌to‌‌-to‌‌become‌‌                           
implicated‌ ‌with‌ ‌the‌ ‌nihilists?”‌ ‌ 

He‌ ‌drew‌ ‌himself‌ ‌up‌ ‌proudly.‌ ‌“I‌ ‌myself‌ ‌was‌ ‌one.”‌ ‌ 

“What,”‌‌I‌‌exclaimed,‌‌“you!‌‌A‌‌man‌‌with‌‌a‌‌soul‌‌for‌‌such‌‌music,‌‌can‌‌you‌‌believe‌‌in‌‌                               
killing‌ ‌people?‌ ‌Do‌ ‌you‌ ‌think‌ ‌the‌ ‌czar‌ ‌should‌ ‌be‌ ‌assassinated?”‌ ‌ 

The‌ ‌same‌ ‌sarcastic‌ ‌smile‌ ‌crossed‌ ‌his‌ ‌mouth.‌ ‌“Why‌ ‌should‌ ‌he‌ ‌not‌ ‌be‌‌                       
assassinated?‌‌Thousands‌‌of‌‌people‌‌die‌‌every‌‌year‌‌merely‌‌for‌‌his‌‌pleasure.‌‌Is‌‌he‌‌                         
any‌ ‌better‌ ‌than‌ ‌other‌ ‌murderers?”‌ ‌ 

“What‌‌do‌‌you‌‌mean‌‌by‌‌saying‌‌that‌‌thousands‌‌of‌‌people‌‌die‌‌for‌‌his‌‌pleasure?‌‌He‌‌                             
does‌ ‌not‌ ‌kill‌ ‌anybody.”‌ ‌ 
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“I‌ ‌mean‌ ‌that‌ ‌the‌ ‌poor‌ ‌are‌ ‌taxed‌ ‌so‌ ‌high‌ ‌to‌‌pay‌‌for‌‌his‌‌palaces,‌‌that‌‌they‌‌die‌‌in‌‌                                   
their‌ ‌huts.‌ ‌Yes,‌ ‌I‌ ‌would‌ ‌be‌ ‌very‌ ‌glad‌ ‌to‌ ‌hear‌ ‌that‌ ‌the‌ ‌czar‌ ‌was‌ ‌killed,‌ ‌but‌ ‌not‌‌                                 
because‌ ‌I‌ ‌think‌ ‌it‌ ‌would‌ ‌help‌ ‌anyone‌ ‌living.”‌ ‌ 

“Why‌ ‌then?”‌ ‌I‌ ‌queried,‌ ‌interested‌ ‌in‌ ‌the‌ ‌play‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌ugly‌ ‌features.‌ ‌ 

“Why?‌ ‌Because‌ ‌it‌‌would‌‌be‌‌a‌‌crash‌‌that‌‌would‌‌make‌‌the‌‌people‌‌think.‌‌They‌‌do‌‌                             
not‌ ‌think,‌ ‌they‌ ‌are‌ ‌asleep.‌ ‌Their‌ ‌bodies‌ ‌work,‌ ‌but‌ ‌their‌ ‌brains‌ ‌have‌ ‌never‌ ‌yet‌‌                           
awakened.‌‌Another‌‌czar‌‌would‌‌come,‌‌and‌‌he,‌‌too,‌‌would‌‌have‌‌to‌‌be‌‌killed,‌‌until‌‌                           
the‌ ‌people‌ ‌learn‌ ‌that‌ ‌it‌ ‌not‌ ‌to‌‌trade‌‌masters,‌‌but‌‌to‌‌have‌‌no‌‌masters‌‌they‌‌must‌‌                               
work.”‌ ‌ 

“But,”‌‌I‌‌persisted,‌‌“why‌‌not‌‌in‌‌some‌‌other‌‌way?‌‌Why‌‌kill‌‌to‌‌teach‌‌them‌‌that?”‌‌He‌‌                               
sighed‌ ‌and‌ ‌a‌ ‌sad‌ ‌light‌ ‌came‌ ‌into‌ ‌his‌ ‌eyes.‌ ‌ 

“You‌ ‌have‌ ‌no‌ ‌idea,”‌ ‌he‌ ‌said,‌ ‌“there‌ ‌is‌ ‌tyranny‌ ‌in‌ ‌America,‌ ‌but‌ ‌it‌ ‌is‌ ‌nothing‌ ‌to‌‌                               
Russia.‌‌The‌‌nihilists‌‌are‌‌not‌‌people‌‌who‌‌love‌‌fighting‌‌and‌‌killing;‌‌but‌‌it‌‌is‌‌the‌‌only‌‌                               
thing‌‌left‌‌them.‌‌We‌‌are‌‌not‌‌allowed‌‌to‌‌read,‌‌or‌‌write,‌‌or‌‌print,‌‌or‌‌agitate.‌‌We‌‌must‌‌                                 
keep‌‌our‌‌ideas‌‌until‌‌we‌‌choke‌‌with‌‌them,‌‌even‌‌if‌‌we‌‌wade‌‌in‌‌misery‌‌to‌‌the‌‌eyes.‌‌                                 
For‌‌trying‌‌to‌‌help,‌‌the‌‌noblest‌‌and‌‌the‌‌best‌‌have‌‌been‌‌sent‌‌to‌‌Siberia.‌‌We‌‌must‌‌                               
kill.”‌ ‌ 

“How‌ ‌trying‌ ‌to‌ ‌help?”‌ ‌I‌ ‌said,‌ ‌“Surely‌ ‌not‌ ‌for‌ ‌relieving‌ ‌distress‌ ‌with--”‌ ‌ 

“Charity?”‌ ‌he‌ ‌broke‌ ‌in‌ ‌bitterly.‌ ‌“No,‌ ‌not‌ ‌that.‌ ‌But‌‌for‌‌trying‌‌to‌‌show‌‌that‌‌it‌‌is‌‌the‌‌                                 
injustice‌ ‌of‌ ‌the‌ ‌government‌ ‌which‌ ‌puts‌ ‌them‌‌so‌‌they‌‌need‌‌charity.‌‌For‌‌trying‌‌to‌‌                           
tell‌ ‌them‌ ‌that‌ ‌if‌ ‌they‌ ‌straighten‌ ‌up,‌ ‌the‌ ‌czar‌ ‌can‌ ‌no‌ ‌more‌‌put‌‌his‌‌yoke‌‌on‌‌their‌‌                                 
necks.‌ ‌For‌‌that,‌‌not‌‌for‌‌charity.”‌‌He‌‌picked‌‌up‌‌the‌‌violin,‌‌struck‌‌a‌‌few‌‌notes‌‌with‌‌                               
his‌ ‌fingers,‌ ‌and‌ ‌added,‌ ‌“The‌ ‌Americans‌ ‌don't‌ ‌understand‌ ‌us.”‌ ‌ 

“Excuse‌ ‌me,”‌ ‌I‌ ‌said‌ ‌humbly,‌ ‌“I‌ ‌presume‌ ‌that‌ ‌this‌ ‌is‌ ‌true.‌ ‌I‌ ‌have‌ ‌never‌ ‌met‌ ‌a‌‌                               
nihilist‌ ‌before.”‌ ‌ 

“No?”‌‌and‌‌this‌‌time‌‌the‌‌smile‌‌was‌‌full‌‌of‌‌amusement.‌‌“I‌‌must‌‌have‌‌frightened‌‌you,‌‌                             
then.”‌ ‌ 

“Oh,‌‌no,”‌‌I‌‌said,‌‌lying‌‌with‌‌much‌‌courtesy.‌‌“I‌‌have‌‌been‌‌very‌‌much‌‌interested,‌‌so‌‌                             
much‌‌that‌‌I‌‌have‌‌neglected‌‌my‌‌errand.”‌‌And‌‌I‌‌proceeded‌‌to‌‌engage‌‌his‌‌services,‌‌                           
which‌‌was‌‌soon‌‌done,‌‌though‌‌inwardly‌‌I‌‌reflected‌‌that‌‌for‌‌a‌‌man‌‌in‌‌such‌‌quarters‌‌                             
his‌ ‌price‌ ‌was‌ ‌rather‌ ‌high.‌ ‌ 

It‌‌was‌‌darkening,‌‌but‌‌the‌‌snow‌‌still‌‌gave‌‌a‌‌luminous‌‌whiteness‌‌to‌‌the‌‌dusk‌‌as‌‌he‌‌                               
accompanied‌‌me‌‌to‌‌the‌‌door,‌‌saying:‌‌“Well,‌‌I‌‌hope‌‌you‌‌are‌‌not‌‌afraid‌‌of‌‌me.‌‌You‌‌                               
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