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Pizzaro, they perished and passed away. Caesar in his con-
quests ‘‘made a desolation and called it peace’”; these new
Caesars desolated and knew not peace. For this is the method
of Capitalist development. Before the blighting hail of Europ-
can firesticks, the great game animals vanished from the lands.
The plains were putrid and stank to heaven, telling of the ruth-
less pillage of nature’s hoards. From Sandy Hook to the
Golden Gate, as time progressed, the robber white made his
way, and the bones of those who blazed the trail, together with
those who tried to erase it, littered the boundless prairies, or
shone stark upon the mountain passes.

Meanwhile another wave, northward and westward, from
the frozen shores of the Hudson Bay, from the wide and majes-
tic St. Lawrence, through the great forests of Lower Canada,
around inland seas, heading past Superior, undismayed by rapid,
rock, or Indian—the pioneer pushed his way. The strident
voices of a hundred Red River carts proclaiming their advent,
they came at last to where the City of Winnipeg now stands
*and behold it was a fat land,” so, being a canny folk, they
drove in their claim stakes.

Thus far the forerunners of capital swept, but now a sudden
halt. The advent of capital itself had to await the process of
its own development, but it lost nothing by the delay. True to
its inner self, when once its requisites were to hand, its methods
of exploitation were no less vicious, if more refined. Many fact-
ors, including the hostility of the Hudson’s Bay Company, were
responsible for this petering out of the westward surge. But an
unsurmountable difficulty met the settler. Cyrus McCormick
and his friend Appleby, were not yet to the fore; the coming
of modern machinery of production alone made possible the col-
onization of the great prairie provinces. True enough, people
drifted in after the surrender of the Hudson’s Bay right of




