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FOREWORD

I helped compile a version of this anthology for the late Nataf brothers, Andre
and Georges, who were running the Editions des Delphes publishing house. The
reshuffled text we have here, condensed or expanded, is palpably different from
that first edition: being more ideological than historical and anecdotal, with
fuller introductions, commentaries and notes—being, in short, more didactic.
This time the responsibility for the contents is mine and mine alone.

Before proceeding to the text, there is a question that needs answering:
Why thistitle Neither God nor Master?

In his 1957 book The Political and Social Ideas of Auguste Blanqui, Maurice
Dommanget, renowned for his tireless erudition, stated—agreeing here with
Louis Louvet’s Worldwide History of Anarchism—that the catch-phrase Neither
God nor Master might be an adaptation of a 15th century German proverb
to be found in Act I, Scene II of the 1659 tragicomedy, Peter’s Feast, or the
Atheist Confounded, written by Devilliers, a sort of fore-runner of Moliére’s
Don Juan.

In 1870, while the imperial plebiscite was in progress, one of Auguste
Blanqui’s youngest disciples, Doctor Susini, had issued a pamphlet entitled
The More God, the More Master.

In the twilight years of his life (1805-1881), during November 1880, Blanqui
himself launched a newspaper which he endowed with the title Ni Dieu ni
Matitre (Neither God nor Master).

After the great revolutionary’s death, a number of groups and newspapers
laid claim to the title. It was displayed on the walls of the Maison du Peuple in
the Rue Ramey in Paris. From then on it was the catch phrase of the anarchist
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movement, even if the latter’s inspiration was so very different from—not to
say contrary to—DBlanquism’s.

As we shall see in Volume II of this anthology, Peter Kropotkin, in his
Paroles d’un Révolté (1885) took the catch phrase for his very own, in the fol-
lowing terms:

On his death-bed, the man who, more than anybody else, was the embodi-
ment of this system of conspiracy, the man who paid with a life of imprisonment
for his commitment to that system, uttered these words, which amount to an

entire program: Neither God nor Master!

After the bomb outrage mounted by the anarchist Auguste Vaillant against the
Chamber of Deputies on December 9, 1893, the bourgeois authorities retali-
ated by passing the so-called “criminal” laws in order to stamp out anarchism.
Following the debating of the bills, onlooker Alexandre Flandin shouted from
the gallery in the Palais Bourbon: “Anarchists strive to implement the motto

Neither God nor Master.”

In July 1896, the libertarians of Bordeaux issued a manifesto in which they
eulogized “the beauty of the libertarian ideal of Neither God nor Master.”
Alittle later, Sebastien Faure, writing in Le Libertaire of August 8—14 that year,
declared: “Blanqui’s catch-phrase, Neither God nor Master, cannot be dis-
sected, but must be embraced in its entirety. . . .”

During the 1914-1918 war, Sebastien Faure revived the catch-phrase and,
once peace had returned, the Libertarian Youth founded in Paris adopted the
name Ni Dieu ni Maitre, as Le Libertaire reported on June 25, 1919.

Although, as has been seen, the motto in question had not originated ex-
clusively with anarchists, with the passage of time it came to be theirs. Hence
the title given to this anthology.

The text here offered is, in a sense, the hefty dossier of evidence in a trialin
defense of a reputation. Anarchism, in fact, has been victimized by undeserved
slurs—slurs that have come in three shapes.

Forastart, those who defame it contend thatanarchism is dead. It is alleged
not to have survived the great revolutionary ordeals of our times: the Russian
Revolution and the Spanish Revolution, instead of leaving it out of place in
this modern world characterized by centralization, large politicaland economic
units and the totalitarian mind-set. As Victor Serge hadit,anarchists had no op-

tion left but to “switch, under the lash of events, to revolutionary marxism.”
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Secondly, its detractors, the better to discredit it, offer a quite contentious

slant on its teachings. Anarchism is alleged to be

» essentially individualistic, particularist and refractory to any form of
organization: preferring fragmentation, atomization, and inward-look-
ing little local units of administration and production;

¢ incapable of unity, centralization or planning;

* nostalgic for a “golden age;” tending to hark back to obsolete forms of
society;

* sinning through a childish optimism, its “idealism” prone to pay no
heed to the hard and fast realities of the material infra-structure;

* incorrigibly petit-bourgeois, existing on the margins of the modern

proletariat’s class movement.

In a word, “reactionary.”

Finally, some commentators are especially diligent in commemorating,
and craftily publicizing only its deviations, such as terrorism, the maverick
outrage, propaganda by explosives.

In the anthology which we offer the reader, the documents can speak for
themselves. In re-openingthecase for examination, we are not merely seeking,
retrospectively, to undo an injustice, nor to make a great display of erudition.
Forin factit seems thatanarchy’s constructive ideas are alive and well and that
they can, provided they are re-examined and held up to critical scrutiny, help
contemporary socialist thinking to strike out in a new direction. Consequently,
this anthology has a bearing upon the realms of thought and of action alike.

Thereadings were either unpublished or no longer readily accessible, or had
been kept hidden in the shadows by a conspiracy of silence. They have been
selected on grounds either of rarity or of interest: being doubly interesting by
virtue of the richness of the contents or the exceptional promise of their form.
Unlike other volumes similar to this, no attempt has been made to arrive at
an exhaustive inventory of all the writers subscribing to the libertarian view:
nor have we sought to beatify anyone by exception or omission. Attention has
focused upon the great masters, and those we have considered their second-rate
epigones have been left out. This opening volume of our anthology begins
with three of the pioneers of 19th century anarchism: Stirner, Proudhon and
Bakunin.

—Daniel Guérin
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A FOREBEAR:

MAX STIRNER (1806-1856)

We reckon we ought to open this anthology with Max Stirner. On two
grounds: First, the chronological. In fact, Stirner’s earliest libertarian writings
date from 1842-1844, which is to say, from a time when Proudhon was pub-
lishing his first anarchist scribblings. So, from the point of view of chronology,
it really does not matter which of that pair with which we open. If we have
opted to open with Stirner, the reason is that he stopped writing well before
Proudhon and because it would have been hard to situate Stirner anywhere
else in the anthology: Stirner being, in effect, a solitary rebel, a loner.

Even in his contemporary setting, he was a breed apart. He rehabilitated
the individual in an age when, in the realms of philosophy, Hegelian anti-in-
dividualism was in the ascendancy, and when in the realms of social criticism,
the one-eyed approach of bourgeois egoism had led most reformers to place
the emphasis on its opposite. After all, is not the term socialism the opposite
of individualism? Hence the sound birching meted out to him, somewhat too
severely, by Marx and Engels.

Stirner, standing four-square against this societal approach, exalts the
intrinsic worth of the “unique” individual—which is to say the individual
nonpareil, destined by nature to be one of a kind: this notion, be it said in
passing, is endorsed by the latest discoveries of biology and also reflects the
preoccupations of the contemporary world, eager to rescue the individual
from all sorts of oppressive alienations, the alienation implicit in industrial
slavery as well as that of totalitarian conformism.

As Stirner told it, the individual, in order to free himself, must sort through
the baggage inherited from his forebears and educators, and embark upon
a comprehensive effort of “de-sacralization.” That effort has to begin with
so-called bourgeois morality. To that end, Stirner made Puritanism a special
target. The apostles of secularism had quite simply and plainly taken for their
own everything that Christianity “has devised against passion.” They refuse
to heed the calls of the flesh. He deplores secularism’s zeal against the flesh,
its striking “at the very essence of immortality.” How scathing Stirner would

have been about the secular morality of the Third Republic in France!
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Anticipating contemporary psychoanalysis, our philosopher notes and
denounces internalization. From childhood, moral prejudices have been in-
culcated into us. Morality has turned into “anauthority within, from which I
have no escape.” “Its despotism is ten times worse now than once it was, for it
mumbles in my consciousness.” “The youngare herded to school so as to learn
the same old cant, and once they have commended to memory the prattle of
their elders, they are pronounced adults.” And Stirner becomes the iconoclast:
“God, conscience, duty, laws, all of them nonsense which they have packed
into our heads and hearts.” The real seducers and corrupters of the young are
priests, teachers, and fathers who “fill young hearts with figments and young
heads with brutishness.” Stirner is the fore-runner of May 1968.

Now, from time to time the spirit of his writing led him into certain
paradoxes and drew asocial aphorisms from him, leading him to the conclu-
sion that life in society was impossible. But these quite occasional sorties do
nothing to traduce the fundaments of his thinking. For all his hermit-like
posturing, Stirner aspired to life in a community. Like lost loners, cloistered
persons and introverts, he craved companionship. Asked how his exclusivism
might allow him to live in society, he replied that only a man who has grasped
his “singularity” can enter into relations with his fellows. The individual has
need of friends and companionship: if, say, he writes books, he needs an audi-
ence. The individual joins forces with his fellows in order to bolster his own
power and in order to achieve, through a pooling of resources, what each of
them could never achieve on his own. “If behind you there stand millions of
others to protect you, together you represent a power to be reckoned with
and success will readily be yours.”

On one condition, though: such relations with others must be voluntary
and freely contracted, and revocable at any time. Stirner draws a distinction
between pre-established society, which is constrictive, and association which
is a free action. He thereby prefigures the federalism of Proudhon, Bakunin
and Kropotkin, as well as Lenin’s right to secession.

The author of The Ego and His Own is especially identified with contem-
porary concerns when he broaches the question of the party and specifically
invokes the party of his Communist contemporaries. As we shall see, he is
scathing in his criticism of the party’s conformism. In his view, a monolithic
party is no longer an association and has become a corpse instead. So he re-
jects any such party, though not, of course, the inclination to join a political

association: “I can always find plenty of people willing to associate with me

10 MAX STIRNER



without having to pledge loyalty to my colors.” He could not join a party,
especially if this involved “anything obligatory.” The sole condition upon
his eventual affiliation would be his not “being swallowed up by the party.”
“In any event, as he saw it, the party was merely a party, only a part.” “The
party is freely associated and acts upon its freedom similarly.”

There is only one ingredient missing in Stirner’s thinking, albeit it is that
acknowledgment of it in some shape or form underlies his writings: he can-
not quite bring himself to accept that his “egoism” holds equally true for the
group. Only out of “selfishness” does he countenance association with others.
The Stirnerian synthesis between the individual and society remains wob-
bly. In the mind of this rebel, the asocial and the social are at odds with each
other and never quite coalesce. Socially focused anarchists will repudiate him.
All the more so as the misinformed Stirner makes the mistake of including
Proudhon among the “authoritarian” communists who would condemn the
individualist aspiration in the name of some “social duty.” Now, while it is
true that Proudhon was critical of Stirnerian “worship” of the individual, his
entire output is a quest for a synthesis, or rather, a “balance,” between defense
of the individual and the interests of society, between individual power and
collective power. “Individualism is the elementary fact of humanity,” “its vital
principle,” but “association is its complement.”

The pages devoted to Stirner which follow open with a review of his life,
written by his French disciple, E. Armand (1872-1962).

MaAXx STIRNER



E. ARMAND

MAX STIRNER

Who, then, was this Max Stirner whose chief work, The Ego and His Own,
has been such an unexpected success, having been published in edition after
edition, translated, re-translated, and distributed, furnishing the matter for
doctoral theses in philosophy, for pamphlets and books and commentaries,
and countless newspaper and magazine articles in every one of the languages

spoken by the civilized peoples of the world?

The Ego and His Own (Der Einzige und sein Eigentum) was issued in 1843, only
to lapse into oblivion after attracting a few critical articles. Then a German by
the name of John-Henry Mackay (John-Henry’s Scottish father passed away
when his son was two years old: John-Henry was then educated by his mother
and a step-father, both of them linguistically and culturally Germans), who
would later gain notoriety' himself, found his gaze drawn while studying in
the British Museum in London in the summer of 1887, to Lange’s tome on The
History of Materialism, in which there were a few lines on Stirner and his book.
Eventually he gothold of a copy of The Ego and His Own and read it through.
So affected was he by the contents that he began to wonder about the man
who had written it, about his origins, the course of his life, the circumstances
in which he had lived and how he had met his end. He spared no effort in
his researches, scouring the public libraries for any and all information about
the man who so intrigued him, seeking out the offspring of those who had
associated with Stirner some half-century or forty years before, drawing them
out, collecting their recollections. He also contacted Stirner’s second wife,
Maria Danhardt. It was Trojan work, believe me. And what [ am about to set
out now are the findings of that dogged and protracted pursuit.

Out of his researches came a voluminous tome of biography, Max Stirner,
sein Leben und sein Werk (Max Stirner, Life and Work), the first edition of which
appeared in 1897. It is my contention that book, regrettably not translated
into French thus far, is of singular assistance in understanding The Ego and
His Own.
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It will surprise no one that, for all his impartiality, Mackay depicted his
hero in the kindliest of lights. Not unreasonably, he regarded Stirner as the
most daring and significant of thinkers on that side of the R hine, accounting
him one of the successors of a Newton or a Darwin, rather than of a Bis-
marck, and as towering above Nietzsche who was not, moreover, unfamiliar
with Stirner.?

(- . ) Mackay informs us that Max Stirner was merely a pen-name, a nom
de guerre, and that his hero’s real name was Johann Kaspar Schmidt and that he
was born in Bayreuth on October 25, 1806. The name Stirner was simply a
nickname given on account of his balding pate (in German Stirn). He held on
to that nickname in The Ego . . . and his other publications. We shall quickly
gloss over everything that Mackay has to tell us about his education, his
career as a free teacher, his nondescript first marriage which ended with the
premature death of his wife, and move on to his dealings with the celebrated
Berlin coterie of the “The Free,” and look at Mackay’s revelations.

They were a curious group, a club or coterie which met in the home of
one Hippel, an innkeeper famed for the quality of his beverages, whose place
was located on one of the busiest streets of the Berlin of his day. Without
formality or chairman, all sorts of criticisms were given an airing there and
a mockery made of censorship of any sort. The most heated arguments took
place there amid the steam emanating from the great porcelain pipes with
which anyone who has visited the breweries beyond the Rhine will be fa-
miliar: conversations were held over a few glasses. All manner of folk were
to be found rubbing shoulders there: there were the group’s regulars, sitting
in the same position year after year, and there were the casuals, coming and
going, popping back and dropping out of sight.

To get the proper measure of the story of this group—which was, to some
extent, the incubator of The Ego ..., we need to immerse ourselves in the
world of the German intellectual between 1830 and 1850. Germany was then
turned upside down not just by criticism in matters theological—Strauss’s Life
of Jesus dates from this time—but also by the yearnings for political liberty
that were to give rise to the German revolution of 1848.

Among these “Free” the main and primary topics of discussion were poli-
tics, socialism (in the communist sense), anti-Semitism (which was beginning
to make some headway), theology, and the notion of authority. Theologians
like Bruno Bauer rubbed shoulders with liberal journalists, poets, writers,

students delighted to get away from ex cathedralectures, and even with officers
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whose conversation extended to more than horseflesh and women and who
had the tact to leave their supercilious airs and swagger at the door. There
were also a few “ladies” around: Marx and Engels also frequented these
circles, albeit briefly.

Bohemians and iconoclasts as they were, the “Free” did not always get a
good press or enjoy good repute. It has been argued that there were veritable
German-style orgies on Hippel’s premises. One occasional visitor, Arnold
Ruge, berated them one day: ““You want to be free men and you cannot even
see the foul mire in which you wallow. One does not free men and peoples
with vulgarities (Schweinerein). Clean yourselves up before you embark upon
any such undertaking.” The “Hippel’s place gang” was not always flush. One
evening the inn-keeper refused to give them any more credit, and so they
were forced—Bruno Bauer along with the rest—to pass the hat around in
Unter den Linden. On one occasion there was a generous outsider who sized
up the situation and, beingamused and intrigued, coughed up enough money
to restore their credit at Hippel’s establishment.

Mackay tells us that Max Stirner was a regular at “Free” get-togethers for
ten years. He would show up with his sardonic grin, a dreamy, piercing gaze
emanating from the blue eyes behind his wire-rimmed spectacles. Mackay
paints him as having been cold, impassive, inscrutable, having no need to
confide in anyone and keeping everyone at arm’s length: even those with
whom he had everything in common were vouchsafed no insight into his
joys, his griefs, any of the minutiae of his everyday life. To tell the truth, no
one in the circle knew Stirner, not his close friends nor his sworn enemies.
His character appears to have spared him passionate love or passionate hatred.
Plain, mannerly, sober, virtually without needs or any particular disposition
beyond a preference for plainness, this is how Mackay portrays him in the
eyes of those closest to him. Strong and self-contained.

At the time when he married again in 1843, this time to Maria Danhardt,
an affable, blond, well-to-do sentimental dreamer from Mecklemburg, Max
Stirner’s star stood at its highest point. Indeed, within months, The Ego and
Its Own would appear.

The youthful Maria, who had a distinguished education which she had
taken in her stride, was also an associate of the “Free” circle. She too was a
connoisseur of cigars, smoked the long-stemmed pipe so beloved of students
and readily downed old man Hippel’s ales. But the marriage was not a happy

one. Mackay also had wind of the calumnies to which Stirner had been sub-
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jected. He had been accused of living off his wife. Mackay was keen to find
what substance there may have been to the charge. He managed to track down
Maria Danhardt in London, and found her profoundly religious, elderly and
embittered, but with a good enough memory to be able to tell him “that it
made her blood boil to think that a man of such erudition and education could
have exploited the position of a poor woman like herself, and so abuse her
trust as to dispose of her assets as he deemed fit.” She went even further and
insinuated that this egoist of egoists had derived some curious sadistic thrill
from introducing his wife to the “Free” to see her corrupted by the infection
there and watch material and moral corruption at work.

How much truth was there in all of this?

Broadly speaking, I go with Mackay’s contention. Both of them—especially
Stirner, who had always lived in a condition of impoverishment—being poorly
versed in financial matters, the likelihood is that the money slipped through
the fingers of them both. Of course, the sensitive Maria Danhardt could not
understand the deep thinker who had asked her to share his journey through
life. And yet Stirner was not without sensibilities, but was first and foremost
a romantic. Within a short time of their wedding, they were “co-habiting”
rather than living as husband and wife. A point came when separation became
inevitable. It was reached in 1845.

(- . .) Far from being slothful, Max Stirner had continued to produce.
Neither his conjugal debts nor those he had incurred through publication
of The Ego and His Own had diminished his mind’s fertility. And so he set
about translating the master works of J.B. Say and Adam Smith which saw
publication in Leipzig in 1845-1847, eight volumes complete with his own
commentary and notes. 1852 saw the publication in Berlin of his two-volume
History of Reaction. Also in 1852, we find his annotated translation of J.B. Say’s
pamphlet Capital and Interest, published in Hamburg.

Thereafter, no more mention of him. Mackay shows him to us ground
down by poverty, flitting from lodgings to lodgings, all of them tracked down
by Stirner’s indefatigable biographer. He dropped out of sight, mixing with
no one and shunning his old friends. Coping day by day as best he could,
he continued to profess to be a journalist, teacher, doctor of philosophy, and
even rentier, although in point of fact he was a courier, a messenger. In 1853
he was twice thrown into prison for debt. He enjoyed a little respite in his
last furnished room rented from his last landlady, a Frau Weiss, who was

compassionate towards her tenant. On June 25, 1856 he died from an infec-
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tion caused by a bite from an anthrax-bearing fly. His Calvary was at an end.
He was almost fifty years old. A few people accompanied him on his final
pilgrimage: among them, though, were two former “Francophiles,” Bruno

Bauer and Ludwig Buhl.
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MAX STIRNER

THE FALSE PRINCIPLES
OF OUR EDUCATION'

The reader is dealing here with a text that anticipates the contemporary revolutions in

education:

(- . .) Freedom of thought once acquired, our time’s impulse is to perfect it,
in order to exchange it for freedom of the will, the principle of a new epoch.
Thus the ultimate object of education can scarcely be knowledge any more:
it is, rather, the will born of such knowledge. In short, its tendency will be
to create the personal or free man. What is truth but the revelation of what
we are? It is a matter of our discovering ourselves, of freeing ourselves from
everything extraneous to us, of refraining ourselves or releasing ourselves
radically from all authority, of a return to innocence. But schooling does not
produce such absolutely true men. And if there be a school that does, it is in
spite of schooling. The latter no doubt affords us mastery over things, and,
strictly speaking, also affords us mastery of our own nature. But it does not
make free natures of us. In fact, no knowledge, no matter how profound and
comprehensive it may be, no alert, wise mind and no dialectical finesse can
arm us against the snares of thought and will.

(- . ) All'sorts of vanity and desire for profit, ambition, slavish enthusiasm
and duplicity, etc., are highly compatible with immense learning, as they
also are with an elegant classical education. And this whole scholarly farrago,
which does not impinge upon our moral behavior, is frequently forgotten by
us, especially as it is useless to us: we shake off the dust of the school whenever
we leave it. How come? Because education consists exclusively of the formal
or the material, or at best of a blend of the two, but not of truth, not of the
molding of the true man.

(- . ) Like some other fields, the field of pedagogy too is numbered among
those where the point is that freedom should not be allowed access, and opposi-
tion not tolerated: what is sought is submissiveness. Effort is invested solely in a

purely formal and material training. The stalls of humanism produce only sages;
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out of the realists come only “useful citizens”; but in both cases, only submissive
creatures are turned out. Our old grounding in “badness” is forcibly suffocated
as is the blossoming of knowledge into free will. School life also churns out
Philistines. Just as, when we were children, we were taught to accept whatever
was foisted upon us, so we later accommodate ourselves to a positive life, we
defer to our times and wind up as slaves and supposedly “good citizens.”

W here, then, are there signs of a spirit of opposition emerging instead of
the submissiveness nurtured thus far? Where is man the creator being molded
instead of man the educated? Where is the teacher turning into a collabora-
tor, where the transmutation of knowing into wanting, where, in short, is
the aim man the free rather than man the cultivated? We will search in vain:
that is how rare it is.

Andyetwe need to get it into our heads that man’s supreme role is neither
instruction nor civilization, but self-activity. Does this amount to abandoning
culture? No, nor to sacrificing freedom of thought, but rather to transfiguration
of it into freedom of the will. On the day when man regards it as a point of honor
that he should be alive to or cognizant of self, acting for himself with complete
autonomy, with full self-consciousness, and complete freedom, that day he will
no longer be for himself a curious, inscrutable object and will begin to banish
the ignorance that hobbles and thwarts his full self-knowledge.

Should the notion of freedom but awaken in man, free men dream only of
freeing themselves now and for all time: but instead, all we do is churn out learned
men who adapt in the most refined manner to every circumstance and fall to the
level of slavish, submissive souls. For the most part, what are our fine gentlemen
brimful of intellect and culture? Sneering slavers and slaves themselves.

(- . .) The poverty of our current education derives largely from the fact that
knowledge has not been translated into ambition, into self-activity, into pure
practice. The realists have indeed recognized this shortcoming, but the only
remedy they have offered has been to mold “practical” folk as bereft of ideas as
they are of freedom. The spirit by which most teachers are driven is dismally
poignant proof of what we say. Licked into shape, they themselves lick into shape
at best: tailored, they tailor. But all education ought to be personal (. . .) In other
words, it is not knowledge that needs to be inculcated, it is the personality that
needs to be drawn out of itself. The starting point of pedagogy ought not to be
the civilizing vocation, but the calling to shape free personalities and sovereign
characters: thus, there must be an end to the sapping of a will hitherto brutally

ground down. From the moment that the yearning for learning is no longer
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sapped, why go on sapping the urge to desire? If the former is cultivated, so
too must the latter be cultivated.

The willfulness and “badness” of children are as justifiable as their thirst
for knowledge. The latter is enthusiastically stimulated. Let there be work also
upon the natural resource of the will: opposition. Unless the child acquires a
sense of self, he fails to learn the most important lesson of all. Let there be no
repression of his pride, nor of his candor. Against his petulance, I will always
have my own freedom. Should his pride turn to obstinacy, the child will do
me violence, against which I will react, so I am as free a being as the child.
But should my defense be to retreat behind the convenient wall of authority?
No. I will oppose him with the inflexibility of my own liberty, so that the
child’s obstinacy will founder upon that reef. A complete man has no need
to play the authoritarian. And should license degenerate into effrontery, that
effrontery will weaken in the face of the sweet resistance of a thoughtful
woman, her maternal temperament, or a father’s firmness: one would need to
be very weak to invoke the aid of authority, and anyone who believes he can
deal with a cheeky child by cowing him is fooling himself. Commanding fear
and respect is something left over from the rococo style of a bygone age.

So, what are we moaning about when we analyze the gaps in our current
education? That our schools cling still to the old principle, the principle of
learning without will. The new principle is that of the will, of the transfigu-
ration of knowledge. Starting from there, let there be no more “harmony
between school and life,” but let schooling be life-like, and let the drawing out
of the personality be a duty there as well as outside. Let the universal culture
of schooling aim at an apprenticeship in freedom, and not in submissiveness:
being free, that is really living.

Practical education lags very far behind personal, free education: if the
former manages to make headway in life, the latter provides the breath to blow
the spark of life into flame: whereas the former prepares the scholar to make
his way in a given milieu, the latter ensures that, in his heart of hearts, he is
his own man. Not that this work is over once we behave as useful members
of society. Only if we are free men, persons creatingand acting on their own
behalf, can we gain free access to that goal.

The motif, the thrust of the new age is freedom of the will. Consequently,
pedagogy ought to espouse the molding of the free personality as its starting
point and objective. (. . .) That culture, which is genuinely universal in that

the humblest rubs shoulders with the haughtiest, represents the true equality
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of all: the equality of free persons. For only freedom is equality (. . .) So we
stand in need of a personal education (. . .) If we want to hang an “~ism” upon
those who live by these principles, I, speaking for myself, would opt for the
label of personalists.”

(- . ) To conclude and briefly to summarize the end towards which our
era should bend its efforts, the elimination of knowledge without will and
the rise of the self-conscious knowledge which accompanies the sunburst of
free personality, we might say this: knowledge must perish, in order to be

resurrected as will and to recreate itself daily as free personality.
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FROM THE EGO AND HIS OWN

WHAT IS TERMED THE STATE

What goes by the name of State is a warp and weft of dependencies and ag-
glomerations, a common belonging, wherein all who make common cause
accommodate themselves to one another and are mutually dependent. It is
the ordering of that mutual dependency. Should the king, who, from the
top down, confers authority upon everyone, even upon the executioner’s
assistant, perish, order would nonetheless be maintained in the face of the
disorder of bestial instincts, by all who have a sense of order well-anchored
in their consciousnesses. Were disorder to triumph, it would spell the end
for the State.

But are we really to be convinced by this sentimental notion of mutual
accommodation, making common cause and mutual dependency? By that
reckoning, the State would be the very realization of love, with each existing
for the other fellow and living for the other fellow. But would not a sense of
order place individuality in jeopardy? Might one not make do with ensuring
order through force, in such a way that nobody “treads on his neighbor’s toes”
and the flock is judiciously penned or ordered? And so all is for the best in
the best of all possible orders, but that ideal order is the State.

Our societies and our States exist without our having fashioned them:
they are put together without our consent: they are pre-ordained, having an
independent and indissoluble life of their own, being against us individual-
ists. The world today is, as the saying has it, at war with the “existing order
of things.” However, the meaning of that war is widely misunderstood, as
if it were only a matter of swapping what currently exists for some new and
better order. Instead, the war should be declared on every existing order,
which is to say, on the State, and not on any particular State, much less upon
the current form of State. The goal to be achieved is not another State (the
“people’s State,” say), but rather association, the ever-fluid, constantly renewed
association of all that exists.

Even without my intervention, a State exists. I am born into it, raised
within it and I have my obligations to it, I owe it “loyalty and homage.” It
takes me under its sheltering wing and I live by its grace. The independent

existence of the State is the foundation stone of my lack of independence. Its
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natural growth, its organic existence require that my own nature should not
flourish without let or hindrance, but should be trimmed to size. In order that
it may expand naturally, it employs the “pruning” shears on me. The educa-
tion and training it affords me are tailored to suit it and not me. For instance,
it teaches me to abide by the laws, to refrain from trespasses against State
property (which is to say, private ownership), to venerate a divine and earthly
majesty, etc. In short, it teaches me to be beyond reproach, by sacrificing my
individuality on the altar of “sanctity”(anything can be sanctified—other
people’s property, lives, etc.). That is the sort of cultivation and training that
the State is likely to afford me. It prepares me to become a “useful tool,” a
“useful member of society.”

Which is what every State has to do, be it a “people’s State,” an absolute
State or a constitutional State. And it will carry on like that for as long as we
are immersed in the erroneous belief that it is an “ego,” and, as such, a moral,

mystical or public “person.”

FREEDOM OF THE INDIVIDUAL AND SOCIETY

Man’s primitive condition is not isolation or solitary existence but life in so-
ciety. Our existence opens with the closest of unions, since, even before we
draw our first breath, we share our mother’s existence: then, when we open
our eyes to the light, we find ourselves at the breast of a human being: her
love cradles us, keeps a check upon us and binds us to herself by a thousand
ties. Society is our natural state. Which is why, as we come to self-awareness,
the union thathad at first been so intimate grows increasingly looser and the
disintegration of primitive society becomes more and more manifest. If the
mother wants to have again, all to herself, the child that but lately was nestling
beneath her heart, she has to fetch him from the street and wrest him from
the company of his playmates. For the child prefers the company of his peers
over the society which he did not enter of his own volition, but into which
he merely happened to have been born.

(- . ) Once an association has crystallized in society, it has ceased to be
an association, since assoclation is an ongoing act of re-association. It has
become an association in an arrested state, it has frozen. It is no more as far
as association is concerned, being now merely the corpse of an association:
in short, it has become society, community. The [political] party offers us an

eloquent instance of this process.
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For a society, the State for instance, to gnaw away at my freedom is a mat-
ter of small consequence to me. I must resign myself to letting my freedom
be whittled away by all sorts of powers, by every being stronger than myself,
even by every single one of my peers. Even so, were I the autocrat of all the
Russias, I could not enjoy absolute freedom. But, as far as my individuality
goes, I do not want anyone tampering with it. Now, it is precisely individual-
ity that society targets and means to subject to its power.

A society to which I affiliate certainly strips me of a few freedoms but it
affords me other freedoms in compensation. It matters little, too, whether I
deny myself such and such a freedom (through some contract, say). On the
other hand, I will stand guard jealously over my individuality. According to
the extent of its power, every community more or less tends to set itself up
as an authority over its members and to restrict their freedom of movement.
It requires of them, and is obliged to require of them, the limited conscience
suited to subjects: it wants them subjected and only exists insofar as they are
in subjection. Not that that precludes a certain tolerance: on the contrary,
society will give a ready welcome to improvement schemes, reprimands, and
reproaches, just as long as they are of benefit to it: but the criticism that it ac-
cepts has to be “friendly.” It must not be “insolent and lacking in reverence.”
In short, there must be no trespass against the substance of the society, which
must be regarded as sacrosanct. Society requires that no one should rise above
it, that one should stay within the “bounds of the law,” that is, that only what
is permitted by the society and its laws be allowed.

There is a difference between a society that curtails my freedom and a society
that curtails my individuality. In the first case, there is union, agreement, asso-
ciation. Butifmy individuality is jeopardized, then it is because it is confronted
by a society which is a power in itself, a power higher than the Ego, one that
1s inaccessible to me, one that I may well admire, adore, venerate and respect,
but which I may never tame nor use, for the good reason that in its presence I
make renunciation and abdication. Society stands or falls by my renunciation,
my abnegation, my cowardliness, on what is known as humility. My humility
affords its courage. My submissiveness adds up to its dominance.

Where freedom is concerned however, there is no essential difference
between the State and the association. No association could be launched,
nor could one exist in the absence of certain limitations upon freedom, just
as a State is not compatible with boundless freedom. Some limitation upon

freedom is inevitable everywhere. For one could not shrug them all off. We
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cannot, merely because we would like to do so, fly like birds, for we cannot
divest ourselves of our heaviness. Nor can we deliberately survive on water
alone, like a fish, for we could not do without air, that being a necessity of
which we cannot break free, and so on.

(- . .) True, association affords a greater measure of freedom and might
be construed as a “new freedom.” In effect, it affords an escape from all the
constraints inherent in life under the State and in society. However, in spite of
those advantages, association nonetheless implies 2 number of encumbrances
upon us.

Where individuality is concerned, the difference between State and as-
sociation is considerable: the former being its foe, its murderer, and the latter
its daughter and auxiliary. One is a spirit that demands our adoration in spirit
and in truth: the other is my handiwork, my creation. The State is the master
of my spirit: it demands my fealty and forces an article of faith, the creed of
legality, down my throat. It wields over me a moral influence, commanding
my spirit, dispossessing me of my Ego so as to supplant it as my real self. In
short, the State is sacred and, set alongside me, the individual, it is the authentic
man, the spirit, the spook.

Association, by contrast, is my own doing, my creature. It is not sacred.
It does not impose itself as a spiritual power superior to my spirit. I have no
wish to become a slave to my maxims, but would rather subject them to my
ongoing criticism. I afford them no citizenship rights within myself. Much
less do I wish to commit my entire future to the association, to “sell it my
soul,” as the Devil would have it, and as is truly the case when the State or
any other spiritual authority is involved. I am and will always remain, with
regard to myself, more than the State, than the Church, than God, etc., and
thus, infinitely more than the association also.

I am told that I must be a man in the company of my peers (Marx, The
Jewish Question, page 60). I ought to respect them as my peers. As far as [ am
concerned, no one is deserving of respect, not even my peer. He, like others,
is merely an object in which I take or fail to take an interest, a serviceable or
unserviceable subject.

If he may be of use to me, then of course I am going to come to an ac-
commodation and enter into association with him, in order to bolster my
power and, with the aid of our combined might, to accomplish more than

either of us might in isolation. In such communion I see nothing more than
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a multiplication of my strength and I afford it my consent only as long as that
multiplication brings its benefits. That is what association means.

Association is not sustained by any natural or spiritual tie, and it is not a
natural alliance, a meeting of minds. In a natural alliance such as the fam-
ily, tribe, nation, or even humanity, individuals are of no account except as
specimens of the same ilk, the same species. In a meeting of minds, religious
community or Church, the individual is only one member governed by a
shared mentality. In both cases, whatyou describe as Ego has to be snuffed out.
As a unique individual, you can assert yourself alone in association, because
the association does not own you, because you are one who owns it or who
turns it to your own advantage.

(- . .) The State makes efforts to stem the covetous: to put that another way,
it seeks to turn them exclusively in its own direction and to satisfy them with
what it has to offer them. It simply does not occur to it to assuage them out
of any affection for the covetous. Instead, it labels as “egoist” the man who
cannot control his appetites, and “egoist” man is its enemy. It views him that
way because the State lacks the capacity to reach an accommodation with the
“egoist” and to understand him. The State being what it is, it could hardly be
otherwise, for it is concerned only with itself, could not care less about my
needs and only turns its attention to me in order to slay me, that is, to turn
me into another Ego, a good citizen. It takes its measures to “improve mor-
als.” And what does it do to win over individuals? It sets in motion the means
particular to the State. It never wearies of affording everyone a share in its
“benefits,” in the benefits of instruction and culture. It makes you a present
of its education. It throws open to you the doors of its educational establish-
ments, affords you the means of acquiring property through your industry,
which is tantamount to enfeoffment. In return for the award of this feoff, all
it asks of you is the fair return of eternal gratitude. But there are “ingrates”
who omit to pay their dues. (. . .)

In association, you invest all of your power, all that you own, and you
bring it to bear. Society exploits you and exploits your labor power. In the
first case, you live as an individualist, whereas in the second, you have to labor
in the master’s vineyard. You are indebted to society for all that you have
and you are obligated to it and laden down with “obligations to society.” In
the case of association, it is you who are the user, and as soon as you see no
further advantage in it, you drop out of it, without further obligation to it

and owe it no further loyalty.
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Society is more than you and overwhelms you. Association is nothing
more than an instrument in your hands, a sword that gives an added cutting
edge to your capabilities. Society, on the other hand, claims you for its very
own. It can survive equally well without you. In short, society is sacrosanct,
association your property. Society makes use of you, but it is you that makes
use of association.

Max STIRNER



FROM THE EGO AND HIS OWN (i843)

CONCERNING THE PARTY
The Party, whose praises have been sung of late, also comes under the head-
ing of Society.

The Party has its place within the State. “Party, Party, who would not
belong to it!” But the individual is unique and thus no Party member. He
enters freely into association and equally freely reclaims his freedom. The
Party is only a State within the State and, in this tiniest of beehive societies, it
is as essential that peace should prevail as in the largest. The very people who
clamor loudest for there to be an opposition within the State thunder against
the slightest quibble inside the Party. Which goes to prove that all that they
too want is that the State should be one. It is not with the State but with the
unique individual that all parties are incompatible.

In our day, there is nothing so commonplace as the sound of one being
exhorted to keep faith with his Party, nothing being so reprehensible in the
eyes of Party members as an individual who deserts his Party. He must follow
his Party always and everywhere: he absolutely must approve its principles
and support them. To be sure, things are not taken to the lengths of certain
closed societies (like the religious orders, the Jesuits, etc.) which hold their
members to their beliefs or to their statutes. But the Party ceases to be an
association the moment that it seeks to impose certain principles through
constraint and defend them against all attack. In that instant the Party is born.
As a Party, it is part and parcel of established society, of a deceased associa-
tion: it has turned into something akin to an idée fixe. An absolutist Party, it
is not prepared to see doubts cast upon the infallibility of its principles by its
members. The latter could only succumb to doubts if they were sufficiently
individualists to want to remain something outside of their Party, which is
to say, “impartial observers.” They cannot be impartial as Party members.
Only as individualists.

Should you be a Protestant and belong to that Party, you can only argue
on behalf of Protestantism, or at best “purify” it, but not repudiate it. Being a
Christian and one of the adepts of the Christian Party, you cannot withdraw
from it as a member of that Party, but only if impelled to do so by your indi-

vidualism, which is to say, by your “impartiality.” However much the efforts
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made by Christians, through to Hegel and the Communists, to strengthen
their Party, they have not been able to do any better than this: Christianity
encapsulates eternal truth and one should confine oneself to demonstrating
and justifying it.

In short, the Party does not countenance “impartiality” and it is precisely
there that individualism comes into play. What matters the Party to me? I
will always find enough folk who will enter into association with me without
having to take a pledge to my flag.

Anyone shifting from one Party to another is promptly labeled a “turn-
coat.” This because Morality requires that one keeps faith with one’s Party,
and renunciation of it is tantamount to staining oneself with the mire of
“infidelity.” Only individuality acknowledges no injunction to “fidelity”
and “commitment”: it permits everything, including apostasy and desertion.
Unwittingly, the moralists let themselves be guided by that principle when
they have to sit in judgment of a deserter defecting to their own Party: they
certainly are not embarrassed by proselytization. They ought simply to take
cognizance of the fact that one ought to behave immorally if one wishes to
behave as an individual; in other words, one should abjure one’s belief and
even break one’s pledge in order to make one’s own decisions, instead of being
guided by considerations of a moral nature.

In the view of rigid moralists, an apostate is always under a cloud and does
not readily earn their trust: he carries on him the stain of “infidelity,” which is
tantamount to saying: of immorality. Among the common people, this outlook
is virtually universal. As for the enlightened folk, they are, in this regard as in
every other, wallowing in uncertainty and turmoil. The contradiction inevitably
spawned by the principle of morality is one that they do not wittingly perceive,
on account of the confusion of their ideas. They dare not dismiss apostates as
immoral, because they themselves flirt with apostasy, with the desertion of one
religion for another, nor are they willing to turn away from the moralizing
viewpoint. They could truly seize upon an opportunity to shrug free of it!

And do individuals, the Unique ones, form a Party? How could they be
Unique ones if they were members of a Party?

Might it be that one should not join any Party? In joining a Party, in
entering into its orbit, I enter into association with it, one that lasts for as
long as the Party and I subscribe to the same objective. But, while I may well
subscribe to the Party’s inclinations today, tomorrow that will no longer be

3

the case and I will become “unfaithful” to it. The Party has no powers to
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bind me, nothing to commit me and I have no regard for it. If it pleases me
no longer, I become hostile towards it.

Inside every Party fighting for its survival, the membership is all the less
free or all the less “unique,” according to the degree to whichtheyare deprived
of their individuality and kowtow to the Party’s slightest whims. The Party’s
independence entails dependency for the Party’s members.

A Party, whatever its nature may be, can never dispense with a profession
of faith. Because its members have to believe in its principles and not cast
doubt upon, or question them. As far as they are concerned, these principles
have to be certain, beyond doubt. In short, one has to belong body and soul
to the Party, failing which one is not a real Party member, but, more or less,
an individualist. Do but cast doubt upon Christianity and you are no longer
a true Christian, but are committing the presumption of calling Christianity
into question and hauling it before your individual tribunal. You have sinned
against Christianity, against the cause of a Party. (. . .) But that is all the better
for you, as long as you do not let yourself be frightened: your effrontery is of
help to you in recovering your individuality.

So, someone will ask, can an individualist never take sides? Of course he
can. On condition that he does not let himself be gobbled up by the Party. The

Party is only ever, as far as he is concerned, a part. He is part and he partakes.

REVOLT AND REVOLUTION

Revolution and revolt ought never to be mistaken for synonyms. The former
consists of the overthrow of the existing order of things, of the existing State
or society, and is thus a political or social act. The latter, while inevitably
involving a transformation of the existing order, does not take such trans-
formation as its starting point. It starts from the fact that men are not at ease
with themselves. It is not a strapping on of battle-armor, but an uprising of
individuals, a rebellion that cares nothing for the institutions it is likely to
spawn. The Revolution has new institutions as its objective. Revolt induces us
to no longer let ourselves be governed, but rather to shift for ourselves. Revolt
does not look to the “institutions” to come for any wonders. Itis a fight against
what already exists. Should it succeed, what already exists will collapse on its
own. It merely sets my Ego free from the existing order of things. Which,
from the moment that I bid it farewell, perishes and starts to rot.

Now, since it is not my aim to overthrow what already exists, but rather

to rise above what exists, my actions are in no way political or social: they
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have no object other than myself and my individuality: they are “selfish.”
Institutions are a requirement of the Revolution. Revolt wants to see us rise
up or stand up. The choosing of a constitution was the preoccupation of
revolutionary leaders: the entire political history of the Revolution seethed
with constitutional strife and constitutional issues, just as the talents of social
reformers proved extremely fertile in social institutions (like the phalansteries

and others). But revolt strives to wrestle free of any constitution.
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COUNTER-CRITICISM!

In the following text, Stirner, writing in the third person, replies to several of his critics.
The first part was published in the third 1845 issue of the review WIGAND’S VIERTEL-
JAHRSCHRIFT as “Authors of Reviews of Stirner.” First of all, Stirner replied to Ludwig
Feuerbach, author of THE ESSENCE OF CHRISTIANITY, regarding which Stirner had
been especially scathing irs his own book. In the second 1845 issue of the same review,
Feuerbach had published, anonymously, an essay entitled “Regarding THE ESSENCE
oF CHRISTIANITY in relation to THE Eco AND His OWN.” Stirner next replied to
Moses Hess, who had attacked him in a little 28-page pamphlet published in Darmstadt
in 1845 as THE LAST PHILOSOPHERS. The second portion of this Counter-Criticism
was published under the NOoM DE PLUME of G. Edward in the fourth 1847 issue of Otto
Wigand’s review THE EPIGIONES as “The reactionary philosophers. A reply to Kuno
Fischer’s The Modern Sophists,” wherein, again in the third person, Stirner replied to a
criticism from Kuno Fischer, which had appeared in 1847 as “The Modern Sophists,”
in the LEIPZIGER R EVUE and which was essentially directed against him.

Today’s reader will doubtless be interested, not so much in the arguments and quibbles
of a Stirner grappling with his adversaries as in the way in which he draws a distinction
between his own individualist “egoism” and vulgar egoism, and the manner in which
he reconciles his individualism with the spirit of association.

WHAT IS STIRNERITE EGOISM?

A certain notion of egoism, whereby it is taken simply to mean “isolation,”
has gained currency. But what can egoism have to do with isolation? Do I
(Ego) become an egoist if, say, I shun men’s companionship? I isolate myself
and live alone of course, but that does not make me any more of an egoist than
the rest who continue to coexist with men and revel in it. If I isolate myself,
it is because I no longer delight in society; if I remain within it, it is because
men still have much to offer me. Remaining in their company is every whit
as egotistical as isolating myself from them.

When it comes to competition, to be sure, everyone is on his own. But
should competition some day disappear, because concerted effort will havebeen
acknowledged as more beneficial than isolation, then will not everysingle indi-
vidual inside the associations be equally egoistic and out for his own interests?

The counter to that is that it will, though, not be at his neighbor’s expense now,
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but rather for the good reason that the neighbor will no longer be so foolish
as to let anybody else be a parasite upon him.

Andyetitissaid: “The man who thinks only of himselfis an egoist.” But
that would be a man who does not know and cannot appreciate any of the
delights emanating from an interest taken in others, from the consideration
shown to others. That would be a man bereft of innumerable pleasures, a
wretched character. Why then should that runt, that loner be declared to be
more egotistical than richer natures? Is the oyster more of an egoist than the
dog, the Black more of an egoist than the German, the poor, despised Jewish
second-hand clothes dealer more of an egoist than the enthusiastic socialist?
And the vandal destroyer of works of art that leave him cold, is he more of
an egoist than the painstaking connoisseur who treats them with the utmost
care, because he has an interest in and taste for them? And if there should be
someone—we shall pass over the question of whether there is any evidence
for the existence of anything of the sort—who takes no “human” interest in
men, who cannot appreciate them as men, would he not be a wretched egoist,
rather than a genuine Egoist? (. . .) The person who loves a human being is,
by virtue of that love, a wealthier man than someone else who loves no one:
but what we have here is not a contrast between egoism and non-egoism, for
both these human types are merely obedient, each after its fashion, to their
respective interests.

“Even so, everyone ought to take an interest in people and should love
people!” Well now, let us see where that duty, that commandment to love
has got us! For the past two thousand years, men’s hearts have been stuffed
with it, and yet the socialists are complaining today that our proletarians are
treated with less consideration than slaves in Ancient times, and yet those
same socialists once again are peddling, albeit with much greater stridency,
that commandment to love.

You want men to display an interest in you? Well then, make it an obliga-
tion upon them to feel some for you, and stop being uninteresting saints who
wear their blessed humanity like a sacred garment and clamor like beggars:
“Respect our human nature, for it is sacred!”

The Egoism for which Stirner acts as spokesman is not the contrary of
love, nor of thoughtfulness, and is not inimical to a sweet life of love, nor to
commitment and sacrifice: it is not hostile to the tenderest of cordiality, nor
1s it the enemy of criticism, nor of socialism: in short, it is not inimical to

any interest: it excludes no interest. It simply runs counter to un-interest and
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to the uninteresting: it is not against love but against sacred love, not against
thinking, but against sacred thinking: not against socialists, but against the
sacred socialists, etc.

The “exclusivism” of the authentic Egoist, whichsome would represent as
“isolation” or “detachment” is instead a full participation in whatever arouses
interest, to the exclusion of whatever does not.

There has been a refusal to give due credit to Stirner for the most signifi-
cant chapter of Stirner’s book?, the chapter on “My Intercourse,” intercourse

with the world and the association of Egoists.

MOSES HESS AND THE TWO SORTS OF EGOISTS’ ASSOCIATIONS
(- . .) Hess contends that “our entire history has thus far been nothing but
the history of egoist associations, the fruits of which, the slavery of Antig-
uity, Roman serfdom and modern, axiomatic, universal servitude, are all
too familiar to us all.” For a start, Hess here uses (. . .) the expression “ego-
ist association” rather than Stirner’s term “Egoists’ association.” His readers
(- . ) will assuredly not be long in finding it accurate and indubitable that the
associations to which he refers were indeed “egoist associations.” But is an
association, wherein most members allow themselves to be lulled as regards
their most natural and most obvious interests, actually an Egoists’ association?
Can they really be “Egoists” who have banded together when one is a slave or
a serf of the other? No doubt there are egoists in such a society, and on that
basis it could with some semblance of justification be described as an “egoist
association” but, my word! the slaves did not seek out such company out of
egoism, and are, rather, in their egoist heart of hearts, against these splendid
“associations,” as Hess describes them.

Societies wherein the needs of some are satisfied at the expense of the rest,
where, say, some may satisfy their need for rest thanks to the fact that the rest
must work to the point of exhaustion, and can lead a life of ease because others
live in misery and perish of hunger, or indeed who live a life of dissipation
because others are foolish enough to live in indigence, etc., such societies
are described by Hess as “egoist associations” and he ventures quite candidly
and intolerably to take these “egoist associations” of his as synonymous with
Stirner’s “Egoists’ associations.” True, Stirner does happen to use the expression
“egoist association” too, but that expression is, for one thing, spelled out as an
“Egoists’ association,” and, for another, is appropriate, whereas what Hess calls
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by that name is more of a religious society, a communion held as sacrosanct
by right, by law and by all of the pomp and circumstance of the courts.
Things would be different had Hess agreed to look at egoist associations in
real life and notjust on paper. Faustwas in the midst of such associations when
he cried out: “Here I am a man, here [ can be one (. . .)” Goethe spells it out
for us in black and white. Had Hess paid close attention to real life, to which
he is said to adhere so closely, he might see hundreds of egoist associations of
that sort, some ephemeral, some enduring. Even at this very moment there
may be some children gathered outside his window and becoming playmates:
let him observe them then, and he will spot joyful egoist associations. Maybe
Hess has a friend, a beloved: in which case, he may know how the heart has
its reasons, how two beings come together egoistically in enjoyment of each
other, neither of them thereby “losing out.” It may be that he comes across
good pals in the street who invite him to accompany them to a cafe: does he
take up this invitation so as to do them a kind service, or does he go along
with them because it holds out the prospect of pleasure to him? Should they
thank him warmly for his “sacrifice,” or do they appreciate that, together,

they all make up, for an hour or so, an “egoist association?”

FEUERBACH’S ABSTRACT “MAN”
(- . .) Feuerbach forgets that “man” does not exist, that he is an arbitrary
abstraction and he sets him up as an ideal. Is it any wonder that in the final
analysis he turns him into a generic, mysterious, impersonal being endowed
with secret “powers” which, like the Greek gods alongside Zeus, confer a
polytheistic function upon him? (. . .) Stirner counters this watchword, this
phraseology of “humanism,” with that of “Egoism.” What? You require of
me that I be a “man,” you require of me that [ be “mannish?” What? Haven't

LEINTS

I been “man,” “naked little being” and “mannish” since my cradle days? That
is, beyond question, what [ am, but I am more than that: I am what I have
become through my own efforts, through my development, through my ap-
propriation of the outside world, of history, etc.: I am “unique.” But, deep
down, that is not what you want. You do not want me to be a real man. You
would not give a farthing for my uniqueness. You want me to be “Man,” such
as you have construed him, as an ideal, exemplary type. You want to make
the “plebeian egalitarian principle” the guiding light of my life.

[ match you principle for principle, requirement for requirement, with
the principle of Egoism. I only want to be Me. [ abhor nature, I despise men
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and their laws, as well as human society and its love, with which I sever every
general connection, even that of language. Your claims of obligation, to your
“thou shalt,” to the pronouncements of your categorical verdict, I refute en
bloc with the “ataraxia” and serenity of my Ego. It is out of sheer condescen-
sion that I make use of language. I am the “Unspeakable” and it is quite right
that I should show myself, that I should appear. I ask you, do I not, with my
brow-beating Ego and discarding everything human, have as much right on
my side as you, with your brow-beating humanity that bluntly stigmatizes
me as “non-human” when [ offend against your catechism, in declining to
permit any tinkering with my self-enjoyment?

Does that amount to saying that Stirner, with his “Egoism,” is seeking to
deny everything that belongs to us all, to declare it non-existent, that, out of
negation pure and simple, he wants to make a tabula rasa of all private prop-
erty in our social organization, which none may escape? Does it mean that
he wishes to turn his back on all human community, to turn into a chrysalis,
which would be tantamount, so to speak, to committing suicide? That is, my
word, a rather crass misunderstanding. (. . .) But Stirner’s book does contain a
weighty “deduction,” a very important and mighty conclusion, which cannot,
in most cases of course, only be read between the lines, but which has eluded
the philosophers completely. For the reason that they do not know the real
man, nor even themselves as real men, only ever dealing with “Man,” “Spirit”
of itself, a priori, with the name only and never with the thing, the person as
such. Which is whatStirneris saying, in a negative way, through the irresistible,
incisive criticism with which he analyses all of the illusions of idealism and
strips the veil from all of the lies of disinterested commitment and sacrifice:
which, naturally, his glorious criticisms have yet again striven to construe as
an apotheosis of blind, selfish interest, of the narrowest egoism.

(- . ) Stirner himself has described his book as a sometimes “clumsy”
articulation of what he intended to say. It is the laborious product of the best
years of his life: and yet he agrees that it is, to some extent, “clumsy,” insofar
as he is grappling with a language corrupted by the philosophers, debauched
by the henchmen of the State, of religion and of other beliefs, a language that

has been turned into a generator of an unfathomable mishmash of ideas.
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PIERRE-JOSEPH PROUDHON

Pierre-Joseph Proudhon died in Paris on January 16, 1865, at the age of fifty-
six years, prematurely worn out by his colossal cerebral endeavors. How can
we sum up in a few words the personality of this erstwhile workman, the son
of peasants, a self-made man and autodidact?

Quite apart from all his other qualities, he was one of the greatest writers
in the French language and the critic Saint-Beuve devoted an entire book
to him.

Proudhon’s was a protean genius, his complete output (to which must be
added the 14 volumes of his Correspondence, the five volumes of his Carnets
currently being published, and the unpublished manuscripts revealed to us
by Pierre Haubtmann’s doctoral thesis) prolific. He was at one and the same
time, the father of “scientific socialism,” of socialist political economy and of
modern sociology, the father of anarchism, of mutualism, of revolutionary
syndicalism, of federalism and of that particular form of collectivism that has
recaptured a fresh relevance today as “self-management.” His views on his-
tory, and, especially, on the French Revolution and on Napoleon display an
intuitive perspicacity that place him in the company of Michelet. Lastly and
above all, he wasthe first person to anticipate and prophetically denounce the
dangers implicit in an authoritarian, Statist, dogmatic socialism.

The 1848 revolution provided him with an opportunity to step, not with-
out courage, into the revolutionary arena, and under the second Bonaparte,
the subversive boldness of his writings earned him harassment, imprisonment
and exile.

His original and paradoxical turn of mind, highlighted by a mightily
plebeian zest, all too often induced him to let his bubbling cauldron of a
mind spurt out outrageous ideas—about war, progress, feminism, racism, art,
sexuality, etc. He preached a fanatically puritanical morality. He never quite
broke free of the Christian education of his early years, and in his mightiest
tome, one of the most vitriolic and most devastating indictments ever devised
by anti-clericalism, “Justice” appears, when all is said and done, as a thinly
disguised synonym for “God.” ' Nor did he successfully discard the strong
idealistic stamp which he owed to his reading (at one remove) of the works of
Hegel, and his stolidly legalistic mentality remained yoked to the materialist

conception of history.
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Simultaneously revolutionary and conservative, enamored of liberty and
order alike, Proudhon has been claimed by the most contradictory ideologies.
In his lifetime, although widely read and the focus of sensational publicity.
he plowed an exceptionally lonely furrow.

Marxism, greatly indebted to him and which was not always acting in good
faith in its attacks upon him, has long since eclipsed him. Although torn, in
terms of action, between Blanquism, parliamentary reformism, anarchism and
Statism, and, in terms of theory, between Hegelian philosophy and English
political economy, Marxism is, apparently at any rate, more coherent than were
Proudhon’s sometimes chaotic visions. The redoubtable temporal power and
intellectual dictatorship exercised in the usurped name of Marx and also to the
advantage of the October Revolution and its red epigones’ betrayal thereof,
have wronged Proudhon’s memory. Until quite recently, he was somewhat
misunderstood, misrepresented, forgotten about. The belief was that there
was nothing more that needed saying about him once he had been hung with
the insulting label of “petit-bourgeois.” But even in the “Marxist” camp, they

are starting to re-read him and the insults have become less shrill.
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THE YOUNG PROUDHON:

A SELF PORTRAIT

Of my private life I have nothing to say: it does not concern others. I have
always had little liking for autobiographies and have no interest in anyone’s
affairs. History proper and novels hold no attractions for me except insofar
as I can discern there, as within our immortal Revolution, the adventures
of the mind.

(-..) I wasborninBesancon, onJanuary 15, 1809, son of Claude-Francois
Proudhon, cooper and brewer, native of Chasnans, near Pontarlier in the de-
partment of Doubs, and of Catherine Simonin, from Cordiron, in the parish
of Burgille-les-Marnay, in the same department.

My paternal and maternal forebears were all free plowmen, exempt from
corvées and impositions, from time immemorial.

(- . .) Up to the age of twelve years, my life was virtually entirely spent out
in the fields, busy either with minor farm tasks or with tending cattle. I was
five years a drover. I know of no way of life that is at once more contemplative
and more realistic, more contrary to the absurd spiritualism that furnishes the
basis of education and the Christian life, than that of the field hand.

(- . ) How I once relished running through the long grass, which I should
have loved to browse upon, like my cattle: running bare-foot along the paths
alongside the hedges: my legs working (. . .) trampling (grinding) the green shoots
of turquies® into the deep, fresh dirt! On more than one warm June morning, it
happened that I stripped off my clothes and took a bath in the dewy grass.

(- . ) I made scarcely any distinction between what was me and what was
not. I was everything that I could touch with my hand, gaze upon and that
was somehow serviceable to me; the not-I was anything that might harm or
resist me. All day long, I gorged myself with blackberries, rape-seeds, oyster
plants, green peas, poppy seeds, toasted cobs of maize, all sorts of berries, sloes,
blessons, alders, wild cherries, sweetbriers, lambrusques, and wild fruits; I stuffed
myself with enough salad to choke a petit bourgeois of refined education, and
the only effect it had upon my stomach was to give me a ravenous appetite

come evening. The soul of nature does no harm to her own.
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(- . ) How many downpours I wiped away! How many times, drenched
to the bone, I dried my clothes upon my body, in the north wind or in the
heat of the sun! How many baths taken at a moment’s notice, in the river
in summer-time, in springs in the winter-time! I would clamber up trees;
delve into caves; run frogs to ground, rooting around in their holes, risking
encounters with a ghastly salamander; then roast my quarry whole over the
coals. In every living thing, man and beast alike, there are secret affinities
and animosities of which civilization has made us insensible. [ loved my cows,
but with a one-sided affection; I had my favorites among the hens, the trees,
the rocks. Someone had told me that the lizard is man’s friend; I honestly
believed it. But I always waged war without quarter against snakes, toads and
caterpillars. What harm had they done me? None. I do not know; but experience

of human beings has always made me despise them the more.

PROUDHON THE COMPOSITOR
(- . .) I left school for the workshop. I was nineteen years old. Having become a
producer in my own right and a driver of bargains, my everyday toil, the training
I had received and my sharper mind allowed me to probe the matter more deeply
than I had hitherto known how to do. All in vain—the mystery deepened.

But, I used to tell myself everyday as I “set up” my lines, what if the pro-
ducers should somehow agree to market their products and services at pretty
much cost price and thus at value? There would doubtless be fewer rich people
around, but there would be fewer bankrupts too. And, with everything being
cheap, we should have a lot less destitution. (. . .) No positive experiment has
demonstrated that minds and interests cannot be so balanced out that peace,
an unbreachable peace, should sprout from them and wealth become a general
rule. (. . .) The whole point is to come up with a harmonizing, evaluative
principle of equilibrium.

After some weeks working in Lyon and then in Marseilles, steady work?
being still in short supply, I set out for Toulon, arriving there with just three
francs 50 centimes to my name. I had never been happier or more confident
than at that straitened moment. I had not yet learned how to reckon life’s
debits and assets—I was young. In Toulon, there was no work: I had arrived
too late and missed the “boat” by 24 hours. A thought occurred to me and
it seemed a real inspiration at the time: while up in Paris the unemployed
workers were attacking the government, I resolved for my own part to make
my petition to the authorities.
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I went to the city hall and asked to speak to the mayor. Ushered into the
magistrate’s office, [ produced my passport to show him:

“Here, monsieur,” I told him, “this document cost me two francs and, fol-
lowing information supplied with regard to me by the police superintendent
of my district, along with two known witnesses, it promises me and enjoins
the civil and military authorities to afford me assistance and protection should
the need arise. Now, you will know, Mr. Mayor, that I am a printer’s com-
positor, that, since Paris, I have been searching for work, without success,
and that I am down to the last of my savings. Theft is punished and begging
prohibited; not everybody can live off their investments. That leaves work, a
guarantee of which, it seems to me, looks like the only thing likely to fulfill
the purpose of my passport. Consequently, Mr. Mayor, I have come to place
myself at your disposal.”

I was one of that breed which, a little later, took up the slogan of Live by
working or die fighting! which, in 1848, gave the Republic three months to eliminate
poverty and, come June, scribbled Bread or lead! upon their banners. I was wrong
and today I admit as much—may my example be a lesson to my peers.

The man to whom I had turned was a small, plump, pudgy, smug fellow
wearing gold-rimmed glasses and he certainly was not prepared for my formal
demand. I made a note of his name, as I like to know those whom I hold dear.
He was a Monsieur Guieu, known as Tripette or Tripatte, a former attorney
at law, one of the new men unearthed by the July dynasty and a man who,
although wealthy, would not turn his nose up at a scholarship for his children.
He must have taken me for someone who had escaped the insurrection which
had just shaken Paris when the general was buried.?

“Monsieur,” he said to me, skipping back to his armchair, “yours is an
unusual request, and you have misconstrued your passport. It means that,
should you be attacked; should you be robbed, the authorities will leap to
your defense: and that is all.”

“Forgive me, Mr. Mayor, but in France the law protects everyone, even
the guilty whom it cracks down upon. The gendarme does not have the right
to strike the murderer who stabs him, except in self-defense. If a man is put
in prison, the governor cannot seize his effects. The passport, as well as the
record book, forI carry both, suggests something more to the working man,
or it means nothing at all.”

“Monsieur, [ am going to award you 15 centimes per league so that you can

go home again. Which is all that I can do for you. My powers go no further.”

PIERRE-JOSEPH PROUDHON

43



“That, Mr. Mayor, is alms and I want no part of it. Whenever I get back
to my own district, upon discovering that there is no work to be had, I am
going to seek out the mayor of my commune, just as I have sought you out
today: so that my return trip will have cost the State 18 francs, with no benefit
to anybody.”

“Monsieur, that is outside of my powers . . .”

And he would not budge from that. Defeated and driven back on to the
terrain of legality, I tried another tack. Perhaps, I wondered, the man is worth
more than the official: quiet manner, Christian face, less mortification: but
the best fed ones are still the best.

“Monsieur,” I resumed, “since your powers do notallow you to accede to
my request, let me have your advice. If need be, I can make myself useful other
than in a printing works, and [ will not turn my nose up at anything. You are
familiar with the area: what work is there? What would you advise me?”

“To take yourself off, Monsieur.” [ gave him a dirty look.

“Fine, Mr. Mayor,” I told him between clenched teeth. “Let me assure
you that I will not forget this interview.”

Leaving the city hall behind, I left Toulon via the Italian approach road.
(- . .) For two years I roamed the world, studying, questioning the little people
to whose social circumstances I found my own were closer—with scarcely
the time to read and less for writing.

(- . -) So much for my life to date and indeed my life is still the same: living in
workshops, witnessing the people’s vices and virtues, eating my daily bread, earned
by the sweat of my brow, obliged to help my family and help with my brothers’
education out of my modest earnings: and, in the middle of it all, reflecting, phi-
losophizing, jotting down the tiniest details of unexpected observations.

Wearying of the precarious, impoverished circumstances of the working
man, I eventually wanted to attempt, along with one of my colleagues, to set up
alittle printing establishment. The meager savings of two friends were pooled
and all of their families’ resources committed to this lottery. The treachery of
business life crushed our hopes—our method, toiland parsimony had availed
us nothing: of the two partners, one wound up in the corner of a wood to
perish of exhaustion and despair and the other now has nothing left for it but

to repent of his having squandered his father’s last crust of bread.
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PUBLIC DEBUT
(- . ) My public life began in 1837, in the middle of the Philippian® corruption.
The Besancon Academy had to award a three-year scholarship bequeathed
by Monsieur Suard, secretary of the Academie Frangaise to young penniless
natives of Franche-Comte destined for a career in letters or sciences. I entered
the lists. In the memorandum which I forwarded to the Academy and which

is in its archives, I told it:

Born and raised in the bosom of the working class, belonging to it yet in my
heart and in my affections, above all by a community of suffering and hopes,
my greatest delight, were the Academy to vote for me, would be to work tire-
lessly, through philosophy and science, with all of the energy of my will and
all of my mental powers, for the physical, moral, and intellectual betterment
of those who I am pleased to account my brothers and companions: so as to
be able to plant among them the seed of a doctrine that I regard as the law of
the moral universe, and, pending the success of my efforts, to act, gentlemen,

even now as their representative in dealings with you.

As may be seen, my protests date from a long time ago. I was still young
and full of faith when I articulated my wishes. It is for my fellow-citizens to
say whether I have kept faith with them. My socialism received its baptism
from a learned company: I had an academy for my sponsor, and, had my vo-
cation—long since fixed—wavered, the encouragement that I then received
from my honorable countrymen would have confirmed it beyond relapse.

[ immediately set to work. I sought no enlightenment from the schools of
socialism then in existence, these beginning even then to fall out of fashion.
Likewise I left the party members and journalists, overly preoccupied with
their day-to-day struggles to spare a thought for the implications of their
own ideas. Nor did I sample, nor seek out the secret societies—all these
people seemed to me to be as far removed from the aim I was pursuing as
the eclectics and the Jesuits.

I opened my work of lonely conspiracy with a study of socialist antiquities,
which I reckoned was necessary if [ was to identify the movement’s theoreti-
cal and practical law. I found those antiquities first in the Bible. Speaking to
Christians, the Bible had to be the primary authority for me. An essay on the
sabbatarian institution—examined from the viewpoint of morality, hygiene,

family and civic relationships—earned me a bronze medal from my academy.
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So I hurtled headlong away from the faith in which I had been raised into
pure reason, and even then, by some freak which I took to be a good omen,
I was applauded for having portrayed Moses as a philosopher and socialist.
If [ have now gone astray, the fault is not mine alone: was there ever such a
seduction?

But I was studying primarily with an eye to practicality. I cared little for
academic laurels; I did not have the time to become a scholar, much less a
literatus or archaeologist. I tackled political economy right away.

I had taken it as the basis for my opinions that any principle which—taken
to its logical conclusion—would result in a contradiction, had to be regarded
as mistaken and rejected: and that if that principle had given rise to an institu-
tion, that institution itself was to be regarded as contrived: as a utopia.

Armed with that criterion, I selected as my topic for examination the
oldest, most respectable, most universal and least controversial thing that I
had found in society: property. What befell me, we know. After a protracted,
painstaking, and, above all, impartial analysis—I arrived, like an algebrist
led by his equations—at this startling conclusion: property, no matter the
angle from which it is examined or the principle to which it is related, is a
contradictory idea. And as the negation of property implies that of authority,
I immediately deduced from my definition this no less paradoxical corollary:
that the authentic form of government is anarchy.

(- . ) I thought my work sufficiently unsettling by itself to merit public
notice and to arouse the curiosity of scholars. I forwarded my essay to the
Academy of Moral and Political Sciences. The benevolent reception that
greeted it, the praises which the rapporteur, Monsieur Blanqui,’ felt it appro-
priate to bestow upon its author, gave me reason to think that the Academy,
without claiming responsibility for my theory, was satisfied with my work,
and I pressed on with my researches.

Dialectics intoxicated me; a certain fanaticism particular to logicians had
planted itself in my mind and turned my memorandum into a pamphlet. The
Besangon courts having seen fit to initiate proceedings against that pamphlet,
I was brought before the Doubs departmental court of assizes on the four-fold
indictment of attacking property, incitement to contempt of government,
insulting religion and giving offense to morals. I did what I could to explain
to the jury how, in the current state of commercial intercourse, use value and
exchange value being two unknown quantities perpetually at war with each

other, property is quite illogical and unstable, and that this is the reason why
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workers are increasingly poor and property-owners less and less wealthy. The
jury appeared not to understand much of my proof; it stated that this was
scientific matter and thus beyond its competence and it delivered a verdict of

acquittal in my favor.
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PROPERTY IS THEFT'

Had I to answer the following question: What is slavery? and answer with a
single word—Murder—my reasoning would be grasped immediately. [ would
not need any protracted discourse to demonstrate that the power to strip a
man of his mind, his will, his personality, is a power over life and death, and
that making a man a slave is tantamount to murder. So why cannot I answer
this other query: What is property? in similar vein—Theft—without being
assured that [ would not be heeded, even though this second proposition is
merely a re-casting of the first?

[ undertake to discuss the very principle of our government and our institu-
tions, property: I am within my rights; [ may go astray in the conclusion that
will emerge from my inquiries: it amuses me to place my book’s concluding
thought right at the start of it—again, [ am within my rights.

One writer teaches that property is a civil right, sprung from occupancy
and sanctioned by law; another contends that it is a natural right, its source in
labor, and those teachings, contradictory as they may seem, are encouraged
and applauded. My contention is that neither labor nor occupancy nor law can
create property; that it is a cause-less effect: am I to be held reprehensible?

What a brouhaha erupts!

—Property is theft! That’s the tocsin of ’93! The mayhem of revolutions!

—Calm yourself, reader; I am notan agent of discord, a seditious firebrand!
Iamafew daysahead of my times: I spell out a truth whose emergence we strive
in vain to stem; [ am writing the preamble to our future constitution. If our
preoccupations would butlet us hear it, this definition, Property is theft, which
sounds to you such a blasphemy, would act as a lightning conductor; but how
many are the interests and prejudices that oppose it! Philosophy will not, alas!
alter the course of events: destinies will be worked out regardless of prophecy;
moreover, should justice not be done and our education completed?

—Property is theft! What an inversion of human ideas! Proprietor and
thief were forever contradictory terms, just as the entities they describe are
antipathetic; every language has articulated this contradiction in terms. So on
what authority would you assail this universal convention and throw down the
gauntlet to the human race? Who are you to refute the reasoning of peoples
and ages?

—Whatis my puny person to you, reader? I, like you, am of a century when
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