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that was beyvond question, was indisputable. How
Joseph Fels has kept the first commandment since
then, is history. I need not mar the splendid vision
of it by trying even to word it.
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THE WORKER FOR JUSTICE.

Address of A. P. Canning at the Joseph Fels
Memorial Meeting in Chicago,
March 11, 1914,

In the last chapter of “Progress and Poverty”
we find these words: “The truth that I have tried
to make clear will not find easy acceptance. If
that could be, it would have been accepted long ago.
1f that could be it would never have been obscured.
But it will find\friends—those who will toil for it;
suffer for it; if need be, die for it.” Thus, from
the cottage of a poor man struggling to make a
living on the western margin of our civilization
was heard again the voice of a prophet. TFor only

the prophetic eye could see through the gloom of .

poverty, indifference and hostility, the host of
earnest men and women in every walk of life, who
were to receive his message, and catch something
of his spirit. . Surely this prophecy of Henry
George, published in 1879, has been fulfilled in all
particulars, in every nation where the vision of
justice allures the weary sons of men.

The call of the “Prophet of San Francisco” has
been answered not only from the ragged ranks of
the disinherited masses to whom his gospel means
so much. His challenge and invitation to all those
who are willing to trust liberty and follow wher-
ever it leads, has been accepted also by many who
had the power and ability to win high places of
preferment, and thus separate themselves from the
struggling masses of men “who must beg some
brother of the earth to give them leave to toil.”
Editors, preachers, artists, and captains of indus-
try have responded to his call, and disdaining the
ephemeral success which could be easily theirs,
have striven for the realization of that vision which
brought immortality to the obscure printer of
California. “This is the power of truth.”

The most hopeful sign of the times is not that
so much money is being spent to relieve tempo-
rarily the distresses of the poor, but that one or
two millionaires and many less rich have seen the
necessity, and are willing to spend their lives in
an intelligent effort to destroy the cause of invol-
untary, undeserved poverty, with all its attendant
miseries.

When the story of his service and sacrifice is
told, no name should be more potent to inspire the
youth of this and other lands than that of Joseph
Fels, who jovfully left the lounging rooms of
wealth and ease in spite of the sneers and criti-
cism of his class, to battle till death for the rights
and liberties, not of his own nation or race, but
of all mankind wherever the battle was on.
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‘His is another honored name added to the long
list which could be gathered in every land of those
who have attempted by pen, voice, or money to
realize the vision of Isaiah through the simple
measure of justice proposed by Henry George. A
list destined to grow every year, until the coming
of that day when those who build houses shall
inhabit them, and those who plant vineyards shall
eat the fruit of them.

Death interrupts our frivolous as well as our
serious employments. Let us rejoice that when it
came it found Joseph Fels not striving for personal
gain, but struggling for human brotherhood, a
cause which has the power to translate ordinary
men and women now, ds it has in the past, into
heroes and heroines. Joseph Fels, disdaining the
pleasures of the ease-loving rich to work and plan
for the exploited masses was a worthy member of
the race which has produced the greatest figures
in world history, running back over the hill of
Calvary and into the valley of the Nile to the great
Tawgiver who left the honors, pleasures and priv-
ileges of Pharaoh’s court to lead a race of slaves
into liberty.

Quoting him again whose challenge changed and
quickened the currents of Joseph TFels’s life:
“‘Like the swallow darting through thy hall,
such, O King, is the life of man!? We come from
where we know not; we go—who shall say? Im-
penetrable darkness behind, and gathering shades
before. What, when our time comes, does it
matter whether we have fared daintily or not,
whether we have worn soft raiment or not,
whether we leave a great fortune or nothing at all.
whether we shall have reaped honors or been de-
spised, have been counted learned or ignorant—as
compared with how we may have used that talent
which has been entrusted to us for the Master’s
service? What shall it matter, when eyeballs glaze
and ears grow dull, if out of the darkness may
stretch- a hand, and into the silence may come a
voice: ‘Well done, thou good and faithful servant:
thou hast been faithful over a few things, I will
make thee ruler over many things: enter thou
into the joy of thy Lord ! ”
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JOSEPH FELS, LOVER OF MAN.

From a Sermon Preached by Rabbi Nathan Krass
in Brooklyn, New York, March 13, 1914,

There are some Jews who pride themselves on
the fact that they have outgrown the tenets of
their faith and have substituted philanthropy for
religion. For the stirring ideals of the religion
of their fathers they have naught but contempt.
And of what does their soi-disant philanthropy
consist, and by what motive is it impelled? Are
they reallv interested in helping their fellowman?
Are they not chiefly concerned with glorifying
themselves, and is not their help merely a tempo-



