Joseph Fels

By Iseari Zavowion

Coggripht, 2028, by The Menornh Fovrnat

T ITATY never heard of Joseph Fels until a shin-

ing-eyed little man walked into my office
unannounced and unheralded, and offered me
# hundred thousand doliars. Tt was in Fasex
Sitreet, where Dr. Johnson had onece presided over
Pam’s Club, that this miracle oceurred. In this
old-world by-way off the Thames, in an atmos-
pheve of solicitors  and sporting papers, the
Jewish Territorial Organization (v clept for short,
L'F.G.) had raised the standard of the Jewish
State, and the visitor’s offer was meant as a con-
; tribution to the sinews of war. Unfortunately,
FJOSEPH FELS it is not ounly the propositions of Satan that have
NSRRI strings to them. Even angels, whose visits are so
few and far between, hedge their gifts with conditions, and what Mr. Fels
wanted was that the State to be brought into being should be established
on a single-tax basis. .
' Sympathetically disposed as T was towards land-nationalization,
and stll more towards 1700, capitalization, T was unable to pledge the

organization to the Henry Georgian principle, because it was impossible .
te foresee the eivcumstances and conditions under which the desiped tract

of territory would become attainable—if, indeed, it would become attain-
able at all in 2 world ruled by unreason and the sword. In the motto of
the old Flemish painter, “not as T would, but as T ean.” Our first busi-
- ness was to oblain a territery. For Fels the first business was to single-
tax it. One could not know him for a day without discovering that to
him Henvy George was Moses, and “single-tax’” all the law and the
prophets.  “A Calvinistic preacher,” says Hazlitt, “would not relinquish
a single point of faith te be the Pope of Rome.” Fels would nol sanc-
tion private property in land to be the President of the United States:
taxation of land values was the medicine for all human ilis, though when
I once bantered him upon his persuasion that it was a panaces, he replied
with a humor as charactenistic as his fervor, “I don’t say it will cure
in-growing toc-pails.” It was this humor that made him bearable even
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JOSEPH FELS 1990

and despised some of my most admired friends, his patience towards me
must have been the missionary's hope of his prey.  Unless it was that his
ipterest in the Jewish question was far deeper than he admitted even to

himnsgelf.

His Service to the 170,

E would have called the L'T.0O, one of his side-shows, but he pever
wilfully missed & committee meeting or a public gathering, and his
specches npon our platform were not infrequent.  But though he never
neglected the opportuniiy to propagate the smgle-tax, he could net have
entertained more than a shadowy prospect of propagating it practically
through a Jewish State, and i his purse was the first to open to our
necessities and the last to close, it could only have been hecause of his
nereasing perception of the Jewish tragedy. He contributed Lberally to

the expenses of our mvestigation of Cyrenaica under Professor Gregory, .

and in his eagerness to hear the results he accompanied me to Folkestone
to meet the returmng expedition, and keen was his disappointmcu.t to
learn that that vaunted land was practically a dangerous desert {as the
- Ttalian Imperialists who burked our report have since found to their cost).
And when it looked as if Portugal in her fear of German grabbing would

concede Angola, or a streteh of if, for Jewish colonization, the new expe--

dition would not have been able to set oat at all had Fels not generously
advanced half the initial outlay.

Nor was he by any means a passive committeeman. More than
once he tried to hustle a world that is not fo be hustled, to poke up Colo-
mal statesmen, to interview business men, Fis greatest feat on our hehalf
was his journey to Mexico to obtain a concession of territory frow
President Diaz. That great if not good man was more than willing to
facilitate a large immigration of Jewish industrial and comimercial work-
ers, but did not weleome the idea of a special territory upon an agricul-
tural basis. It has just transpired that thirty years ago Diaz himself
sought to attract a large Jewish colonization, and that he was even willing
te pay the expenses of a scientific commission to mvestizate his offer,
Our Organization was mot then in existence to educate the Jews an the
necessity of a national home if they wished to survive, and this, like

many another chance in Canada and Australasia, was let g ip. History

does not go back on iteclf, and the 1.0, like Germany, began to feel
it had come too late, '

Al one time Fels thought that a tract Paraguay, which he had
secured for the purpose of obtaining an ingredient of his Fels-Naptha
soap, might afford the nueleus of the desired development while the ex-
tracting of this ingredient would afford employment te pioneer immi-
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g}'é‘n}}i’.‘?. and help the early stages of colunization. It was a scheme that
would have mmi{, both of his cnds meet. I remember a long couneil-

meeting at his house with his Paraguay agents, when we worked ont the
detadiz, but Paraguay, already the scene z}f g0 many fantasiic and sooal-
whic experiments, has hitherto remained nunune from oars.  Latferly,

Fels became enthusiastic for a Mesopotamian scheme, which I had pub-

ety broached, but his zeal for which owed perhaps more to Ziovism, and

most to his wife's intuition in its favor, an intuition, he told me proudly,
that had never been at {audt,

Helping to Mend Human Mizery

( far, indeed, was he beguiled into side-cxcursions from the high road
of the single-fax that he joined the depaviment of the L'1.0. founded
te regulate emigration in view of needs that could not await the founda-
tion of & State. The gravitation of the Jewish masses to New York and
the Xastern cities of | ‘mlcz e had pz‘ociuwd an upheaithy congestion, and
to avoid the slums and competition of these self-made Ghettos, our Fami-
gration Regulation Deparbment set about edneating the Russian masses,
in the words of Horace Greeley, to “go West.” The v were to enter by
Galveston—a port utterly unknown in the Pale—and thence to be dis-
tributed over the immense region west of the Miss s:-:ip_‘pi
Of the London Committee constiluted to supervise this deflection of
the homan current, Joseph Fels was an original member. The Committee
sat in the historic building of the Rothschilds in St. Swithin’s Lane, and
Rir. Leopold de Rethschild acted as Tlonorary Treasurer. Teo Fels this
alliance with the high priesthood of capifalism was something like a pill,
but he swallowed it bravely in view of the mportance of the work, When
by an unconstitutional caprice of the immigration authorities at Wash-
ington, & large batch of brawny immigrants was rejected at Galveston
on the plea of “poor physique,” and ¥ travelled across the North Bea to
meet the unhappy victims deported from Ellis Tsland, wen who had sold
off their howmes in Russia and were now thrown back upon Kurope, penni-
less, Fels accompanied me to Bremen and worked many hours with me al
the task of mending all this superfluous wan-made wisery. He also hunted
up a 1:}['1:3’{()5,51*@1)}1(}." to prove how many muscular gants the party con-
tained, and as the emigration building—&tadt Warsow—held likewise
prmerous other Jewish transmigrants, meluding half a hundred children,
Fels had all the little ones photographed in a group—splendid population-
stuff for the States they locked-—and be bought up all the sweets in the
establishinent for them. But then children were always a weakness of
his. “If I had a boy like yours,” he said, rebuking my paternal stoicism,
“T should want to have himo by me all the time.™ .

i
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Bearding Lord Rothschild

ELS would not have been Fels if he had not taken atvantage of the
contiguity with the late Lord Rothsehild to seek an mterview with
the uncrowned King of Jewry : not, needless o $ay, in any courtier spirit,
bat in the spirit of Catherine of Siena hearding the Pope at Avigmon, or
—an early Quaker lady setbing out te convert the Grand Tuork., Whether
“the viees of capitalism or the viriues of the single-tax formed the main
object of this mission T never quite understood, But, knowing both my
men, [ had a0 felicitous augury of the result. For Lord Rothsehild wWas
brasque, deaf, and despotie, and Fels cheery and irrepressible.  The meot-
ing was, I gathered, brief. Lord Rothschild generally secured the last
word by leaving the room abruptly, and it is unlikely that he failed o
apply this skilful dialectical wethed on this cecasion. What s cortain
is that Fels’s opinion of peers, never very tropreal, fell below frecsing
point. There was hardly anybody he could not eall comrade or brother,
but T suspeet that his sense of camaraderie stopped theticeforward at
Lord Rothsehild, '

His notion of true manhood had been formed at the feet of his Phila
delphia neighbor, Walt Whitiean, and it was probably “the good gray
poet” that mspired the general enthusiasm for humanity, for which Henry
George provided the special conduit. The reading of Progress and Pov-
erfy was the turning-point e his Jife. It was a conversion, s finding of
salvation, in the fullest meaning of these terms. Thenceforth he had o
erecd by which to live and die.  For, of course, he did not see the single-

tax like a Chaneelior of the Exchequer hailing a fruitful fiseal expedient,
but Like Abou ben Adhers (may his tribe increase 1), who loved his fellow-

men, and like Don Quixote, ot to charge against a monstrous wrong.
Henry George had in fact more to give than a dry, economic deviee; he
was a dynamic emotional impulse against evil, a prophet even in the
minor sense of predicting,  Nor was his inteliectnal contribution to pelit-
ical cconomy at all negligible. It was concrete and buziness-like, or it
would not have carvied away a keen business man like Fels, who had his
Sancho Panza side and when another business man tried to best him folt
the original sin in him leap like a tiger to the fray, much as the hero of
Les Affaires Sont Les Affaires bristled for business-combat even over the
body of his only son. 'The creator of Iels-Naptha was the last man in

the world to be carried away by soft soap.

Land really is-—how can one deny it F---man’s indispensable standing-
ground ; no nebulous but a very solid basis for an econonuce philosophy.
That this national necessity should be in private hands is clearly discord-
ant with our communal thinking. (Even Stonehenge has been sold, as
if so historic a stone mystery could be subject to the whim of a proprietor
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—an Haly or any civilized country it would be & “national monuwment.”)
Fhat land should be taxed peculiarly—or even tazed away without com-
pensation—is a proposition not altogether mdefensibie. But Fels went
such farther. He had so convinced himself that private Jand-ownership
was the sin against the Holy Ghost, and the taxation of land and all
the values inherent and mmvolved in it took on so many aspects to his

imagination, that be beheld all life enriched and ameliorated by the un-

fiinching application of his golden rule.  Avenues and perspectives mna-
raerable opened up to his vision, and with almost perverted ingenuity
he would irace every social evil to its root in the menopolization of Iand
values. Possibly that impassioned passage nusled him in which the Master
eries out: “It 15 this that turns the blessings of material progress into
a corse. It is this that crowds homan beings nto neisome ecellars and
saualid tenement houses; that fills prisons and brothels: that goads men
with want and consumes them with greed; that rebs women of grace and
beauty of perfect womashood; that takes from little children the joy
and mpocence of hfe’s mornmg.”

“Land and Liberiy!”

HE single-tax is after all only a fiscal expedient which would lessen
the financial burdens of the poor, and even if it inereased production
and thus diminished poverty, positively as well as negatively, poverty i,
atas! only one of the many roots of human misery, and were all the pris-
ons, brothels, ugly women and blighted children due te it eliminated, I can
bnagine them all co-existing—if in smaller numbers—with comparative
comfort. Tt was not poverty that Sodom and Gomorrah suffered from.
Still Poverty 1s such a Giant Despair that fo despateh hinm at a stroke
would be an achievement so massive that the single-taxers need hardly
put their claim higher.

Rut their caunse suffers from undes-statement as well as oversiate-
rent, for “land-values™ is an unfortunate term which to the vulgar con-
notes mostly rent or price per acre, whereas to the true single-tazer it
means likewise tent or price for tramway, ralway, h{rhhn;u cable, or
other concessions, and the antomatic tapping by the community of these
and whatsoever other potentialities of profit are created less by the initia-
tive of the individusl than by the accretion of the population, no unit
of which has carned the merement arising fremn the aggregation, TU s
a concept not casily distinguishable—in this enlarged form—Arom Ho-
cialism proper. But Fels drew the line at Bocialism, though he shared
its spirit.  In view of the redemptive efficiency of the single-tax, he
thought it Q'i;'p{':rf wowus. In the words of the Master: “All that is neces-

sary to soclal regeneration is included in the motto of ’thuse Russian
patriots, sometimes called Nihikists—TLand and Liberty "
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If T oceasionally rallied him on his formula-of-all-work, T was none
the less aware that it is only the ope-eyed who accomplish anything in
the world of action, and that Argus with his hundred eyes proved hope-
lessly inefficient at his one job of watching. If the epithet “onc-eyed”
displeases, let it be replaced by “single-eyed,” which carries the MCATITEY
with more dignity. Fels had no eye, for example, for the sentimental

“side of land, the emotional value of 2 meadow or an orchard to a family;

to such artistic beautics as inhere in the feudal system of great cstates
he was blind.  Burke, according to Hazlitt, thought it as absurd to
reduce all mankind to the same insipid level as to destroy the inequalities
of surface in a country for the benefit of agriculture and commerce.
Fels thought inequalities that diminished agricuiture and commeree, net
picturesque, but criminal. The great landed aristocracy of England was
anathema. The English ideal of isolation was antipathetic Lo his Ameri-
can passion for foregathering. The more people enjoying and subdivid-
ing a piece of land, the merrier. What right had you to cling to an old
family garden, if laborers lacked land for their cottages or the willagers
plots for their potatoes? That there were mipenderable land-values, by
which society benefited, even though mmaterially and indirectly—as

‘through the poems and pictures and thoughts they inspired—he would

not admit.  There was something of an inverted Gradgrind in this re-
morseless puvsuit of happiness for the million.

Ewxperiment and A chievement

OR did he allow sufficiently for the fact that the gospel of Henry
© 7 George arose in a late and sophisticated period of eivilization, when
the first efforts to break in an intractable earth had already been made,
and land had ceased to have its original relation with pioncer labor. It
so happened that the Jewish Territorial Organization brought him info
contact with the phase of the problem that Henry George had overlooked,
But even the fact that the L'T.0. did nol consider Cyrensica worth the
cost of cultivation or irrigation did not alter his sense that its land-values

~should be taxed. In the pioncering stage of land-development the incre-

ment is by no means uncarned ; it is hard-earnad by danger, initiative, and
capital. That at a later stage the landlord, especially in growing cifies,
receives a fat and dispropertionate increment is a separate question, but
once land has been treated as private property, transferable like any
form, ¥ can only gradually undo what it has done.
Fels learnt no lesson cither from the failure of his Fasex experinent,
“Maylands,” which struck me, when I visited t, as a melancholy and
expensive refutation of his theories of the small cultivator and the con-
verted townsman. Farming is, in fact, an expert occupation, and the

o
L [aRi ) oe




204 THE MENORAH JOURNAL

value of land qua land is ahsolately nil. In Canada vou mayv still have

160 aeres for nothing or, rather, in exchange for your pioncer labor.
Un the other hand, Fels did splendidly practical and successful work

by his Secicty for the Cultivation of Waste Spaces—of which T was an

“otiose and ahsent-bhodied member. That is an enterprise which, started

" his practical achievements one must not forget that Fels-Naptha has

long before the war, found imitation in more than one of the belligerent
countries, anxious about the foed-supply. And, of course, in estimating

lightened washing-day in a million homes.

“Restoring His Profits to the World's Service”

F Pels owned much to Walt Whitman, and more to Hen vy George, he
™ had his own spicitual power welling up from his own racial founts.

For was he not of the race whose prophet taught land-nationalization

three thousand years before Henry George, and whose teachers had risen
—ueven before Jesus-—from the brotherbiood of Israel to the thought of
the bratherhood of the nations? 1t is not without significance that Chris-
tians pronounced bim the best Cheistian they had ever known. He and
I had a good chuckic together aver the correspondent who wrote o the
papers to ask what was the good of Mr. Joseph Fels trying to bring
the land to the people, when alien Jews were batlexung uwpon Britain?
He himself knew no blank page beiween the Old and New Testaments,
vegarding the spiribual traditien as continuous, and doubtless at the
bottorn of his soul he believed it was a single-taxer that dvove the money
changers out of the Temple. And, i truth, did not Jesus say he was
come to fulfil the law of Moses, not to destroy it? We know as o fact

that the jubilee provision of the Mosaie landJaws had always been

evaded,
But Fely had none of the other-worldliness which often sdulterates

earthly goodness. e had no wish to “lay up itreasure in heaven.” He

had wno conceplion of future reward-—even future life had been left by

Henry George as a mere hope—but he wanted to see heaven here below.

ITe wanted to sce with his own eyes the Kingdom coming neaver. Post-
mortem philanthropy was his sbhorrence. His morey must be spent here
and pow ; indeed, it was only his in the sense that he had the responsibility
of its spending. To denounce himself as a capitalist, fattening on the
labers of his fellow-men, was no rhetorical figure or sensational trick.
tain whimsical enjoyment of the disconcertment of other members of his
fier, he had a genuine convietion of sin, which could be cancelled only
by restoring his business profits to the world’s service. e was stained
with the crime of capitalism—he was grubby with earth privately owned

While not unconscious of the humor of hig situation and sven with o cor—
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—why should he not use his soap to wash himself clean? Flence it was
that he redueced his personal expenditure to o mind

T . hewmg, for
example, Pullman carriages and motor-cars, and riding thivd elass or in
omatbuses.  Troe, be was far less rich than the ramor of him, hat then
his donations were so large, his feat i financ ng the single-taxy movement
in so many countries so unique, that people, never guessing he was giving
to his utmost, thought his gifty were were erumbs from the millionaire’s
table. They move nearly represented the millionaive’s meal. The million-
atre, in fact, was a myth, and even a bit of a fraud., “The more I give,
the more they think Ive got.” he said te me once with a droll twinkle.
The more he gave the less he had, and he would quite cheerfully have gone
to the workhouse to ensure that the land it stood on should vevert to
the people. :

Bul if his was not the charity that gives away what it does not want,
reither was it the charity of checks. “You cannot give meney and not
yourself,” he said.  What he gave in time and work, in self-consaming

‘zeal, was even more than he gave in money. No Journey was too great

to make for his ideal. He would have travelled to Tibet 1o educate the
Grand Lama, or unflinchingly addressed Teelandic audiences in Aueri-
cancse. Nor was his the charity that breeds charity, He hated stihserip-
tions to perpetual pallintives, domafions that pawperized and mot re-
deemed.  Fven the propping up of ari and artisis began to appeal loss
to hum when he realized that his money seareely sufficed for his central
mission.  The Apostle became jealous of the Maeeenas, and the only time
Y ever saw him fiy into a passion was against himself. The thought that
he was letting his pockets be plocked at from every side threw him inio
a sudden rage. Ome had to suppoert ideas, not individuals. The ideas
would uttimately sapport the individuals, A distich conveying this moral
was one of his favorite enelosures. : :

An Honored Prophet at Home and Abroad

EVERTHELESS, Joe Fels was no lover of abstractions, Fle was

always surrounded by individusls, not all of whom clung to him for
support, though he rendered fricudly services to them all, from prime
donnes to professors, from musicians to Labor Members or masscurs.
Guesis of every nationality, especially the Bohemian, and embiacing
equally poets and lady laundresses, millenarian meat-packers, and vege-
tarians, you would always find at his house in Regent’s Park-—ndeed, he
never seemed to “live unte himself alone.” And with his erratic habit of
dragging one home to cat and sleep, he must have had in Mrs, Fels a
housekeeper, as well as a hostess, of genius, But all his notley guests were
made into one happy family, and there was always more than enough to
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cat, if not always enough to sicep on.  All the men were his brothers and
all the women his sisters, and the atmesphere of an early Christian agape-
mone pervaded these meals, eaten as if o commmunion.

These guests of his included some of the most distinguished persons
of our time, and it is no small tribute to his faseination that with only
a moderate equipment of education, with no graces of breeding, and the
handicap of a soap-business, he was able fo attract so many diverse per-
sonalities. 1t was the moral core of the wman, the passion of faith, which
vaised him to equality with them, nay, that made them his inferiors, and
sometimes his conscious inferiors. Members of Parliament acknowledged
his force and leadership. He had confabulations with Cabinet Ministers.
He inspived a band of workers in a dozen countries. He was received in
Spain with the honors of a prophet, ner was he without honer even in
his nafive America. Persons who spend huge sums to uplift themselves
socially may note with envy at how small a money-price it is possible to
become a world-figure, if advertisement is the last thing you are thinking
of. *To how few of those who sow the seed,” writes Henry George wist-

fully, “is it given to see it grow, ov cven with certainty know that it will

grow.” Joseph Fels was one of the fortunate few. His death was sadly
premature, but in hus cowparatively brief span he set in motion historic
mfluences, snd he saw them begin to modify history. And he enjoyed
his snecess. I am having the tihwe of my life,” he told me, when the
movement began to hum and his business pariners to be wroth. Wherein
the devotees of enjoyment may read another lesson. But Mill has already
pointed out the paradox that happiness comes not to the wilful hunter,
i, indeed, it had not been pointed out long before in Galiee.

“Brave Faith Hos Not Lived in Vain™

P his domestic happiness it is not for an outsider to speak. But it
‘ioay be recorded without indiscretion that he once said to me: “I
saw my wife first when she wag a very young girl, and I made ap my mind
there and then that T would marry nobody else.” The two were cousins,
but it 15 curious that they should bave found each other so umertingly,

for, though equally rare souls, they were supplementary rather than sim-

dar. T remember a period at which Mrs. Fels was nol unreservedly a
devotee of the smgle-tax—Female Suffrage, I imagine, ranked higher.
But I remember no time at which Mr. Fels was not vareservedly a devotee
of Mrs. Fels, When he parted with her in Piccadilly—+to meet two hours
- later in Begent’s Park-—he took farewell as if her omoibus were a liner
bearing her across the seas. Tt was an Inspiring instance of his delicate

instinet, to malke her the sole and unconditioned beneficiary of his estate.

- All-absorbing as his passion for land-nationalization was otherwise, he

i
i
i
H
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did not feel it had the right to absorb her. But here as often love
wisdom were one, and the abnegation of his cause proved the road fo its
continuance,

That he died when he did, in the flush of his hope and his happiness,
and did not live to see all the dreams of the ages mocked by a senseless
aud imeffably ghastly war, is no tragedy, so far as he was concerned.
- We may even vejoice that he was spared to see the sinister fulfilment

of the prophecy of the Master: “The civilized world is trembling on
the verge of a great movement. Fither it must be a leap npwards, which
will open the way to advances yei undreamed of, or it ninst be g plunge
dowaward, which will carry us back toward barbarism.” To live fo see
the grimmer alternative would have been agony to this man of fellow-feel-
ing. But for the world it is tragic to be bereft of him at a moment when
1t needs every glimmer of oplimism and aspiration. And for his friends
Life would have been a little less dark, had we still the sustainment of
his sunny camaraderie, his indomitable wdealism, his breezy pugnacity, his
lovable laughter. By what strange prescience was it that Henry George
prefized to the concluding chapter of his Gospel & stanza that might have
been written for the passing of his chief disciple?

“The days of the nations bear no irace
Of all the sunshine so far foretold ;

The non speaks in the feacher’s place—
: is weary with work and geold

h hopes wither, and memories Wang
and altars the fires are dead;

TR

5 niot hved I vain—

that our waicher said”
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Pictures ot Abel Pann

By I K. Friznvan

STUMBLED on the pietures of Abel Pans
much the same way as Colambus stumbled on
America, onawares and while on the search for

something else—which constitutes ever one of the

It was while T was wan-

chief delights of discovery.
dering through the rooms and corridors of the Chi-
cage Art Institufe that the works of Abel Pamn
burst on me i their full, sombre glory and took com-
plete possession of me. '

The walls, crowded with those small canvases,
wers vecal. The pogrom of a whele people was going
on under my very eves. Israel, torn and rent by the
Bussian lords of war, was crying out unto its own
Lord and there was none to hear. Nay, this modern
artist, whoever he might be, had heard; and he was
carrying its ery for help, pity, and mercy inte the
wide world. "These pictures, drawings and sketches,
hot from the brush, the eravon and the pencil, were
more than pictures. They were documents. And
they were more than docoments. They were inhiet-
ments, poignant and ferrible!

What pictures! They formed an unending pro-

cession of a people stripped bare of all that makes lifc decent and pos-
sible, deprived of the last rag and demed of the last morsel, uprooted,
their miserable homesteads shattered, and driven afar, whither they
knew or cared not, by the knouts, muskets and sabres of the Cossack.

A Serrowful Procession

)

clans, village on vidlage of people gcattered, with as little warning as
merey, and tossed lke bleeding flesh to the ravenons clements.  Children
wens, voung men, artisans, rabhis,

E E}“ 1F s pot one wandering Jew, but thousands-—families, groups,
|

of all ages, patriarchs, matrons, ¥ :
merchants, drag themselves before you in an expatriation that for its
savagery and cruelty has no parallel save possibly the evpulsion from

Spain to which the mind in a cooler moment reverts for & comparisci.
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