
laboring people, proletarians. But it means nothing
like that; it means simply the majority. The mass-

man is one who has neither the force of intellect to

apprehend the principles issuing in what we know
as the humane life, nor the force of character to ad-
here to those principles steadily and strictly as laws
of conduct; and because such people make up the
great, the overwhelming majority of mankind, they
are called collectively the masses. The line of dif-
ferentiation between the masses and the Remnant
is set invariably by quality, not by circumstance. The
Remnant are those who by force of intellect are able
to apprehend these principles, and by force of char-
acter are able, at least measurably, to cleave to them.
The masses are those who are unable to do either.

The picture which Isaiah presents of the Judean
masses is most unfavorable. In his view, the mass-

man—be he high or be he lowly, rich or poor, prince
or pauper—gets off very badly. He appears as not

only weak-minded and weak-willed, but as by con-

sequence knavish, arrogant, grasping, dissipated,
unprincipled, unscrupulous. . . .

A s rinGs Now stand, Isaiah’s job seems rather to

go begging. Everyone with a message nowadays is,
like my venerable European friend, eager to take it
to the masses. His first, last, and only thought is of
mass-acceptance and mass-approval. His great care

is to put his doctrine in such shape as will capture
the masses’ attention and interest.

. . .

The main trouble with this [mass-man approach|
is its reaction upon the mission itself. It necessitates
an opportunist sophistication of one’s doctrine,
which profoundly alters its character and reduces
it to a mere placebo. If, say, you are a preacher,
you wish to attract as large a congregation as you
can, which means an appeal to the masses; and this,
in turn, means adapting the terms of your message
to the order of intellect and character that the
masses exhibit. If you are an educator, say with a

college on your hands, you wish to get as many
students as possible, and you whittle down your re-

quirements accordingly. If a writer, you aim at get-
ting many readers; if a publisher, many purchasers;
if a philosopher, many disciples; if a reformer, many
converts; if a musician, many auditors; and so on.

But as we see on all sides, in the realization of these

several desires the prophetic message is so heavily
adulterated with trivialities, in every instance, that
its effect on the masses is merely to harden them
in their sins. Meanwhile, the Remnant, aware of
this adulteration and of the desires that prompt it,
turn their backs on the prophet and will have
nothing to do with him or his message.

Isaiah, on the other hand, worked under no such
disabilities. He preached to the masses only in the
sense that he preached publicly. Anyone who liked
might listen; anyone who liked might pass by. He
knew that the Remnant would listen.

. . .

THE REMNANT want only the best you have, what-
ever that may be. Give them that, and they are

satisfied; you have nothing more to worry about....
In a sense, nevertheless, as I have said, it is not a

rewarding job. . . .
A prophet of the Remnant will

not grow purse-proud on the financial returns from
his work, nor is it likely that he will get any great
renown out of it. Isaiah’s case was exceptional to
this second rule, and there are others—but not many.

It may be thought, then, that while taking care

of the Remnant is no doubt a good job, it is not an

especially interesting job because it is as a rule so

poorly paid. I have my doubts about this. There
are other compensations to be got out of a job be-
sides money and notoriety, and some of them seem

substantial enough to be attractive. Many jobs
which do not pay well are yet profoundly interest-

ing, as, for instance, the job of the research student
in the sciences is said to be; and the job of looking
after the Remnant seems to me, as I have surveyed
it for many years from my seat in the grandstand,
to be as interesting as any that can be found in the
world.

What chiefly makes it so, I think, is that in any
given society the Remnant are always so largely an

unknown quantity. You do not know, and will never

know, more than two things about them. You can

be sure of those—dead sure, as our phrase is—but
you will never be able to make even a respectable
guess at anything else. You do not know, and will
never know, who the Remnant are, nor where they
are, nor how many of them there are, nor what they
are doing or will do. Two things you know, and no

more: first, that they exist; second, that they will

find you. Except for these two certainties, working
for the Remnant means working in impenetrable
darkness; and this, I should say, is just the condition
calculated most effectively to pique the interest of
any prophet who is properly gifted with the imagi-
nation, insight, and intellectual curiosity necessary
to a successful pursuit of his trade.

The rascivaTion—as well as the despair—of the
historian, as he looks back upon Isaiah’s Jewry, up-
on Plato’s Athens, or upon Rome of the Antonines,
is the hope of discovering and laying bare the “sub-
stratum of right-thinking and well-doing” which he
knows must have existed somewhere in those so-

cieties because no kind of collective life can possibly
go on without it. He finds tantalizing intimations of
it here and there in many places, as in the Greek An-
thology, in the scrapbook of Aulus Gellius, in the
poems of Ausonius, and in the brief and touching
tribute, Bene merenti, bestowed upon the unknown
occupants of Roman tombs. But these are vague
and fragmentary; they lead him nowhere in his
search for some kind of measure of this substratum,
but merely testify to what he already knew a priori—
that the substratum did somewhere exist. Where it
was, how substantial it was, what its power of self-
assertion and resistance was—of all this they tell
him nothing.

Similarly, when the historian of two thousand
years hence, or two hundred years, looks over the
available testimony to the quality of our civilization
and tries to get any kind of clear, competent evi-
dence concerning the substratum of right-thinking
and well-doing which he knows must have been
here, he will have a devil of a time finding it. When
he has assembled all he can get and has made even

a minimum allowance for speciousness, vagueness,
and confusion of motive, he will sadly acknowledge
that his net result is simply nothing. A Remnant
were here, building a substratum like coral insects;
so much he knows, but he will find nothing to put
him on the track of who and where and how many
they were and what their work was like.

C oncerNING ALL THIS, too, the prophet of the pres-
ent knows precisely as much and as little as the
historian of the future; and that, I repeat, is what

makes his job seem to me so profoundly interesting.
One of the most suggestive episodes recounted in
the Bible is that of a prophet’s attempt—the only at-

tempt of the kind on record, I believe —to count

up the Remnant. Elijah had fled from persecution
into the desert, where the Lord presently overhauled
him and asked what he was doing so far away from
his job. He said that he was running away, not be-
cause he was a coward, but because all the Rem-
nant had been killed off except himself. He had
got away only by the skin of his teeth, and, he be-
ing now all the Remnant there was, if he were

killed the True Faith would go flat. The Lord re-

plied that he need not worry about that, for even

® This little essay by our friend, the late Albert J. Nock,
was first distributed by FEE ten years ago. But, appar-
ently, its job is never dene.

‘“Isaiah’s Job’ is the best antidote we've feund for a

touch of the libertarian blues. It alse offers excellent ad-
vice on how one may work most effectively fer freedom.
When ‘““down in the dumps’’ or evercome by an impuise
to ““set the world straight,” just give this another

thoughtful reading.

without him the True Faith could probably manage
to squeeze along somehow if it had to; “and as for
your figures on the Remnant,” He said, “I don't
mind telling you that there are seven thousand of
them back there in Israel whom it seems you have
not heard of, but you may take My word for it that
there they are.”

At that time, probably the population of Israel
could not have run to much more than a million or

so: and a Remnant of seven thousand out of a mil-
lion is a highly encouraging percentage for any
prophet. With seven thousand of the boys on his
side, there was no great reason for Elijah to feel
lonesome; and incidentally, that would be some-

thing for the modern prophet of the Remnant to
think of when he has a touch of the blues. But the
main point is that if Elijah the Prophet could not

make a closer guess on the number of the Remnant


