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economic pressure—urged to crime, as it seemed, by
necessitous conditions. The criminal of today has a
new ethical code by which he justifies his acts, borrowing
from the lax morality of the time his plea of extenua-
tion. We owe that to the loss of idealities, to the glori-
fication of material achievement, to the teaching of the
gospel of success in terms of dollars and cents. We have
not stopped long enough in our mad rush to ask of the
individual how it fares with him in the life that he must
live to himself. We have not cared. If we had realized
the dangers to the individual resulting from the installa-
tion almost over night of a civilization run by machinery
we might have reaped the advantages of the new system
in its achievements toward material progress, and retained
something of the old freedom for the individual that now
seems in danger of being completely lost.

O this mad, unreasoning pursuit of “progress’” may

be traced the weakening of the moral fibre and the
loss of those inspirations which were the guiding influences
of the past. The plain people were brought up on litera-
ture, which, whatever its shortcomings, leaned to the
religious and humane. That has been replaced by the
literature of the physical senses, by innumerable maga-
zines of the picture sort, and the enormous spread of the
“movies’’.

N this atmosphere the individual life is lost in the

standardization of the whole. No man lives to his
ideal. The appeal made by modern agencies is to the
superficial, pleasure-loving instincts of mankind. It is
because of this that civilization as we know it in this
hour is so trivial and materialistic in its manifestations,
so neglectful of the finer appeal to what are matters of
mind and spirit.

HE influences of the classics of our literature upon

the mind have been replaced by other and lesser
mediums. We have ceased to respect the Past—indeed,
we do not know it any more. The civilization that we
know lives almost wholly in the Present, for the Future
does not seem to matter either. All the glory and sun-
burst of tradition that might radiate our lives are lost
in the tinsel glitter of the modern day. The great souls
of the past who walked with unshod feet over hot plough-
shares no longer appeal to our imagination. Our heroes
are the captains of industry, the successful pclitician,
the author of some “best sellers,”” not the strong soul
that fashioned some spiritual truth in the furnace of
suffering and amid the taunts of men.

IT is a high price we are paying for our progress, so-called.
Is it worth while to have lost so much that more bricks
may be laid one upon another? Is it well to have lost
the divine passion for a few books that a million volumes

may be housed in some great marble edifice? Is it wel
that the quest after the individual life be hampered tha
great cities may grow to unheard of dimensions and
shapeless piles of brick and mortar blot out the sky
Our civilization in its devotion to material progress tend
to perpetuate a sameness which is deadening.
How shall we escape from civilization into life?

Fogeph Bana Miller

‘aOSEPH DANA MILLER has departed from thi
troubled world. He died, peacefully, on May th
eighth, nineteen hundred and thirty-nine.

For the past year or so his friends had observed th
inroads of time upon the editor, but it was hoped that
good long rest would restore him to something of his ol
self. Then early in February of this year he sustained
fall while on his way to attend a meeting of the trusteg
of the Henry George School of Social Science in Nes
York. It appeared to be only a minor mishap, despit
the nervous shock which resulted, and there was muec
rejoicing when, in a few days, he was again up and abouy
Thereafter, however, he began to complain of feelin
tired, and consented with some reluctance to his r
moval to the Fairmount Hospital in Jersey City. Agai
he brightened up, and though he did little conversin
with visitors, he enjoyed his food, and often walked aroun
the corridors, apparently chafing under the restraint ¢
enforced idleness, up to then never having had a sic
day. His mind remained clear and alert all t}
while. But the good signs were not rewarded with tt
hoped-for recovery. His vital force began to ebb, ar
at the age of seventy-seven years, our beloved editf
passed on. His body now lies at rest in Arlington Cem
tery in Kearny, N. J.

We have spoken of his passing, but of course for tho
who understand the Georgeist philosophy, there is cor
fort in the knowledge that Joseph Dana Miller will alwa;
be with us. Like Henry George, his ideas and principl
will live on, for such souls never die. Only in looki
back upon the past will we remember him as the “grat
old man” of the movement. In the present and futu

" he will be enshrined as one of those of whom Swinbur)
wrote, the dew of whose word will keep the seed
freedom growing among men. For to Joseph Dana Mill
freedom meant the freedom envisaged by Mazzini ai
George.

It was the wish of the editor and founder of LAND Al
FREEDOM, as expressed in his Last Will and Testamer
that the publication should continue after his deat
To his associates, this wish is a command, and th
reverently assume the task. Altho such a work shot
be accepted for its own sake, in deference to the memo
of Joseph Dana Miller, there is another, and even mc
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mportant reason, why it ought to be carried on. For
he rights of the living must also be respected. From
fiem, in all parts of the world, has come a ringing appeal
.éat LAND AND FREEDOM continue its work.

An explanation of this concern for LAND AND FREEDOM
i not wanting. It is simply this: An institution for
pod deserves to live—and such an institution is L.AND
ND FrEEDOM. Which takes us again to the man, as
e recall from Henry George's essay on “Moses”—"It
true that institutions make men, but it is also true
j1at in the beginnings men make institutions.”
Conscious of the difficuities ahead and aware of the
sponsibility which is now theirs, the editorial successors
ltrusted with the publication of LAND AND FREEDOM
lsh to announce their intention to be guided by the
Jhcy which has made LAND AND FREEDOM the institu-
on it is. In making this announcement, they trust
will not be deemed impertinent to mention the many
ports of the favorable reception accorded their efforts
I the last two issues, as well as the benediction thereon
r]oseph Dana Miller himself.
This number is affectionately dedicated to the memory

Joseph Dana Miller. The tributes found herein
present a cross section of views of Georgeists and others
ho appreciated him, and an attempt to express in words
Le charm and strength and goodness which constituted
fe greatness of the man.
It gives us pleasure to include in this issue a posthu-
ous publication of a Comment and Reflection composed
! Joseph Dana Miller himself. We have presented it,
st as he wrote it, untouched by any other hand.

\ Memorial Record of
Joseph Dana Miller
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New York City;

Henry George
By JOSEPH DANA MILLER

ROPHET, farewell! thy coming and thy going,

From birth to death, now that life’s course hath run,
Leaves us with nothing worth our poor bestowing

For such high service done.

Lo! on the bier thou liest, but thy spirit

Is one with us—though stilled the mortal breath;

Who seize the people’s crown of love and wear it,
Know no such thing as death!

Pass with thy banners through these open portals;

Thy bones and body mingle with the sod,

But thy white soul is of the great immortals,
Soldier and saint of God!

Soldier and saint! mankind grown weary waiting

Their champion, grovelled like the brutish swine,

And filled with dread revilings and with hating,
Cursed God and His design.

But now faith wakes in hearts where faith has slumbered;

We know the warring of the lands shall cease;

We know at last these dreadful nights are numbered,
And earth shall win its peace.

Let monuments of crumbling granite tower,

But till Time fade and stellar lights grow dim,

The whole round earth from this most tragic hour
Is sepulchre for him.

A Hymn of Hate

By JOSEPH DANA MILLER

And this I hate—not men, nor flag, nor race,

But only War with its wild, grinning face.

God strike it till its eyes be blind as night,

And all its members tremble with affright!

Oh, let it hear in its death agony

The wail of mothers for their best-loved ocnes,
And on its head

Descend the venomed curses of its sons

Who followed it, deluded, where the guns
Had dyed the daisies red.

All these I hate—war and its panoply,
The lie that hides its ghastly mockery,
That makes its glories out of women’s tears,
The toil of peasants through the burdened years,
The legacy of long disease that preys
On bone and body in the afterdays.
God’s curses pour,
Until it shrivel with its votaries
And die away in its own flery seas,
That nevermore
Its dreadful call of murder may be heard—
A thing accursed in very deed and word
From blood-drenched shore to shore! ~



