
MANIFESTO
OF THE 

DYNAMITERS
Terrible echoes resounded in 

the Rue des Bons-Enfants. This is 
the last explosion the bourgeoisie 
w ill com m ent on, for soon there 
w ill be so m any  that they  w ill no 
longer hav e the tim e.

"The m ore w e kill, the better!"

Be bold, lads!
The reaper dy nam ite, our 

instrum ent, has once again lent its 
effectiv e support to our 
propaganda; the popularization of 
the anarchist idea has taken 
another step forw ard.

Workers! You w ill ev entually  
listen to us; y ou w ill ev entually  
break w ith y our v egetativ e life and 
look tow ards deliv erance, tow ards 
thia light of ours.

Com e on, lads! For the people, 
faced w ith our actions, w ill soon 
aw aken from  their torpor. Let 
them  lam ent, let them  shout, let 
them  blasphem e at first, w e don't 
care! Thought and reflection w ill 
follow  anger, and they  w ill w ant to 
know  the reason for all this noise, 
the secret of our hatreds.

Dy nam ite w ill force open the 
doors of obscurantism .

Ah! The hour is ripe for those 
thirsting for justice and popular 
v engeance. The m om ent is 
opportune for us to oust the 
chatterers, the sophists, the 
pontiffs, the rhetoricians, and the 
high priests of the socialist parties 
and to bring w ith us those w ho 
truly  w ant to fight.

The rev olution must finally  
begin! It must identify  w ith w hat it 
should nev er hav e relinquished: 
v iolence. Violence alone has been 

the m idw ife of past progress. 
Violence alone w ill em ancipate 
the exploited by  terrorizing the 
m asters. It m akes the m asses, 
bow ed under the y oke of the 
bosses, aw are of w hat indiv idual 
energy  can achiev e w hen it has at 
its disposal a w eapon like 
dy nam ite or any  other explosiv e: it 
is an insurm ountable force for 
those determ ined to gain w ell-
being and liberty  at any  cost, for 
those w ho w ant to succeed.

Ah, old w orld, y ou are pay ing for 
y our infam ies, y ou are pay ing for 
the sobs of m isery, the chests 
pierced by  fratricidal bullets, the 
sev ered heads, the hanged, those 
tortured in ev ery  w ay. You w ill 
crum ble despite y our Lebels, y our 
Mannlichers, y our Loev s, w hen 
only  a sm all fraction of those y ou 
oppress and starv e understand the 
effectiv eness of Rev olt. But the 
popular aw akening is near, for w e 
are doing ev ery thing to hasten it. 
The m ore y ou resist, the m ore y ou 
impose the y oke of y our 
om nipotence upon us and upon 
the outcasts of the factory  and the 
land, the m ore pow erful our calls 
w ill be and the m ore terrify ing our 
actions. Nothing w ill stop our 
blow s; w e w ill alw ay s strike w here 
the impact w ill be greatest.

Too bad for those w hose rem ains 
w ill be found under the rubble.

You must understand, O people! 
that there are no innocent v ictim s 
in these m assacres. Will y ou 
consider as innocent v ictim s the 
m agistrates w ho serv ilely  strike 
dow n the unfortunate souls liv ing 
in abject pov erty  and w ho absolv e 

the scoundrels of the crim inal 
underw orld? Are they  innocent 
v ictim s, the bourgeois neighbors 
of the m agistrates w ho relish the 
epistolary  filth that the 
journalistic lackey s deposit in the 
colum ns of Le Tem ps or the Débats! 
— to nam e but tw o new spapers out 
of fi�y  that despise y ou. The 
bourgeois applaud the 
indictm ents of the public 
prosecutors, the condem nations of 
the judiciary, and they  inv eigh 
against the jurors w ho send 18-
y ear-olds like little Biscuit to rot in 
the penal colony  of Cay enne rather 
than hav e their heads chopped off. 
Com e now ! All of them  to the 
charnel house.

Do y ou believ e that the Bulots, 
the Benoîts, the Crupis, the Raus, 
the Beaurepaires, the Tanons, are 
so form idable in them selv es? 
These m en are only  dangerous 
because of the support giv en to 
them  by  bourgeois society  m ade 
up of m ales and fem ales; and if w e 
m ention w om en, it is because, in 
their hatred of progress, in their 
hatred of rev elation, the bourgeois 
w om an is ev en m ore tenacious 
and m alicious than the bourgeois 
m an.

The w om en of the upper class 
teach their children to despise the 
poor, and they  keep them  aw ay  
from  y our impov erished children, 
should they  happen to approach 
them . The bourgeois child in his 
cradle today  w ill be y our child's 
m aster tom orrow ; as an adult, he 
w ill bring charges against him  if 
he becom es a m agistrate and y our 
child falls from  one m isery  to 



another, ending up in the dock; he 
w ill starv e him  as a boss if he 
becom es an industrialist or 
m erchant; he w ill kill him  as a 
soldier if he becom es an offi cer.

So w ho then are the innocent 
v ictim s of the w orks of dy nam ite?

Could it be the sergeants, those 
abject brutes w ho, arm ed from  
head to toe, beat our unfortunate 
com rades to death in the police 
stations? No, for these lazy  
creatures inspire univ ersal 
rev ulsion. Rem em ber, w orkers, 
the abuse they  inflicted on our 
unfortunate com rades Decamp, 
Dardare and Lév eillé. They  
crushed them  w ith blow s, struck 
them  w ith the points of their 
sabers, and inflicted num erous 
w ounds. A�er nearly  murdering 
them , they  refused them  w ater to 
dress their w ounds, so that they  
w ere gangrenous w hen they  le� 
the police station.

Faced w ith such facts, all 
sentim entality  must giv e w ay, 
and w eakness on our part w ould 
be cow ardice! Straight to the 
point, com rades! Do not let 
y ourselv es be m ov ed by  the plight 
of those w ho laugh at y our 
m isery. Applaud v iolence and our 
actions, for w e w ere w orking for 
y ou, and w e are Justice and Truth!

Don't be sw ay ed by  today 's 
scandals: ev ery  regim e has had its 
share of ignom iny  and deprav ity, 
for such ignom iny  and deprav ity  
are inherent to the social sy stem  
w e hav e endured for centuries. 
Set aside the "Panam anianism" 
and don't let the so-called 
political puritans, w ho are 
currently  dazzling us w ith a 
m irage, obscure the true purpose; 
those w ho pull the strings are just 
as despicable as those w ho fall 
into the trap: the bandits only  
disagree on how  to div ide the 
spoils. If y ou concern y ourself 
w ith all these scoundrels, it 
should only  be to crush and 
annihilate them .

The crim es of the bourgeoisie 
are impersonal to us, and w hen 
w e strike, it is alw ay s in the nam e 
of a principle. In the attack 
directed against the Carm aux 
society, it w as less Reille, the 
baron w ith the sardonic sm ile, 

and the henchm en of a 
troublesom e company  that w e 
w ere targeting than the principle 
at stake, than the v ictory  of the 
w ell-fed against the impotent and 
peaceful resistance of the slav es.

This is the goal, this is the 
ultim ate w ork of hum an 
em ancipation that must be seen 
bey ond the ruins, the gasping 
flesh, and the scattered brains. We 
hav e been struggling for long 
enough and pay ing the price; the 
people hav e been dy ing for far too 
long.

The tim e has com e for those 
w ho act and claim  responsibility  
for their actions. Plunder the old 
w orld, dism antle the old society, 
and y ou w ill accomplish a double 
task: first by  underm ining the 
prejudice for property, then by  
using the fruits of y our 
expropriations to spread the Idea.

If som e, indiv iduals puffed up 
w ith am bition under a guise of 
simplicity  and m odesty, fearful of 
seeing the purely  speculativ e side 
of their propaganda scorned, dare 
to criticize acts before w hich their 
celebrity  vanishes: get rid of 
them , for these pontiffs w ho claim  
to reduce the anarchist 
conception to the narrow ness of 
their brain are as harm ful to our 
cause as the improv isers of 
collectiv ist barracks am ong 
w hom  they  w ould be w orthy  to 
reign.

All rev olutions hav e dem anded 
blood, hav e led to m assacres: ours 
w ill also be w ell w atered w ith red, 
because no pow er w ill stop the 
outpouring of popular anger.

The bourgeoisie, w hose history  
includes the Terror of 93, La 
Ricam arie, the Bloody  Week, 
Fourm ies, Vienna, Chicago, Jerez 
and w hat else! — must expect 
terrible reprisals from  those w ho, 
in turn, are determ ined to get rid 
of it.

Yesterday  Ravachol blew  up the 
buildings of the m agistrates; 
today  the com rades reduced to 
rubble a police station and fiv e of 
the inform ers that adorned it: a 
little w hile ago, a brilliant 
w arning threw  terror am ong the 
parasites of the prefecture; 
tom orrow…, do y ou hear? 

satisfied and happy, it w ill not 
only  be the headquarters of 
m ining and financial companies 
that w ill be blow n up, but also 
public buildings: the Ely sée, the 
first perhaps, if the destruction of 
som e m inistry  or som e 
politician's residence is not 
deem ed m ore opportune.

Bourgeois society  must 
disappear in the person of its 
principal representativ es, and 
this must happen soon, ev en if the 
beautiful cities — beautiful 
because of the labors of the 
oppressed — are reduced to ashes, 
for those w ith empty  stom achs 
can w ait no longer. This w ill be 
the ultim ate rev enge of the 
starv ing, the retribution for 
centuries of degradation and 
slav ery.

A�er this, com rades, rid of the 
parasites w ho only  siphon off the 
best of our com bined efforts and 
labor, our com munist society  w ill 
dev elop naturally, and hum anity  
w ill progress tow ard its m ost 
glorious destinies. Intellectually  
and econom ically  em ancipated, 
healthy  thanks to substantial 
food, m orally  content w ith an 
independence he w ill dedicate to 
learning and perfecting the 
elem ents of his w ell-being, 
surrounded by  friendships and 
affections that w ill no longer 
hav e, as today, the question of 
subsistence as their av ow ed or 
unconscious m otiv e, m an, under 
these conditions, w ill find 
pleasure in w ork that has becom e 
intelligent, im m ense joy  in his 
relationships w ith the hum an 
fam ily, freed from  absurd 
prejudices. In such serenity  of 
m ind, his brain w ill acquire an 
infinite refinem ent that w ill m ake 
his scientific research and the 
exploration of philosophical and 
social problem s fruitful and 
effortless. Hum anity, learned and 
good, w ill go tow ards a future 
w hose v ery  idea compensates us 
for the infam ies and persecutions 
w ith w hich w e are burdened.
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