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“ For always in thine eyes, O Liberty!
Shines that high light whereby the world is scved ;
And though thou slay us, we will trust in thee.”
JouN Hay.

On Picket Duty.

Every person who has been misled by Henry
George's defence of interest should read William
Hanson’s new book pointing out his fallacies and
learn therefrom that all usury is plunder.

* La Raison " of Brussels chronicles the death, at
the age of seventy, of an Anarchist of long standing,
Thomas Bronsin. He was a man of rare energy and
a writer of great talent, and once had the honor of
being sentenced to death in France for being engaged
in a conspiracy against the life of Napoleon IIL, to
say notning of numercus imprisonments for his ser-
vices in the cause of Liberty.

Liberty is asked by a friend to answer this ques-
tion : * What is o monopolist?"™ Here is the answer:
A monopolist iz any person, corporation, or institu-
tion whose right to engage in any given pursuit of
life is secured, either wholly or partially, by any
agency whatsoever,— whether the nature of things or
the force of events or the decree of arbitrary power,
— against the influence of competition.

~ Trade unions are wholly non-political,” says Ben
Butler. This would be important, were it only true,
but I am sorry to say it is very far from the truth.
Trade unions are largely composed of men who
imagine that there is relief from injustice in the
ballot-box, and many of them believe Ben Butler
when he tells them they can secure their rights by
voting for him. When the members of trade unions
learn that their emancipation from slavery to capital
depends upon their being “wholly non-political,”
there will be some hope for them

The extract from “ Die Zukunft” in another col-
umn shows that that paper and Liberty are substan-
tially at one. But when Liberty, in answering  Le
Révolte,” said that the revolution must take place
largely in ideas before it can produce its permanent
effects in actual life, it used the word revolution in
the larger sense that involves a fundamental change
in our industri~i, economic, and social systems. It
by no means intended to undervalue the single revo-
iutionary acts defended by * Die Zukunft,” which it
regards, in certain exigencies, not only as justifiable,
but as highly useful in bringing about that revolution
in ideas which is of prime necessiiy. * Die Zukunft™
is resquested to note this important distinetion.

Bakounine’s “ God and the State ” bids fair to re-
ceive the universal circulation that it deserves.
Through its publication in the San Francisco * Truth.”
end through the large sales, both in this country zud
England, of my own translation, of which several
editions have already been exhausted, it has been
read by many thousands of English-speaking people.
It is gratifying to know that the Germans, who need
its truths more perhaps than people of any other na-

_ tionality, are now to have an opportunity of knowing
them through the enterprise of “ Die Zukunft,” which
is publishing it serially with a view to its later ap-
pearance in pamphlet form. The people of Spain
are being similarly favored by the “ Ravista Social.”
Whether :.iere is an Italian edition or not 1 do not
know. If not, there probably soon will be.
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A sign of the times. An eight-page Texas daily
and the most influential in that State, the Galveston
* News,"is filling its editorial page with articles that,
though not professedly Anarchistic, are really so.
Somebody on the st2ff has got brains and is allowed

to use them, which is a phenomeual thing in daily,|-

Jjournalism.

A new paper about the size of Liberty has begun
to come monthly from Clinton, Iowa. It is called
* Foundation Principles,” costs fifty cents a year, and
is edited by Lois Waisbrocker. One of its founda-
tion principles is « that all gain coming from the use
of natural wealth belongs to the party through whose
labor it is secured, and not to some other claimant —
that no man nor set of men has the moral right to
held land not in actual use from those who need it,
and that rent taken for the use of such land is rob-
bery, and illegal when measured i;= the law of natu-
ral justice.” Holding this, * Foundation Irinciples”
interests me and so far commands my approval. It
is intensely earnest and in a degree intelligent. But
its editor will try in vain, as others have before her,
to distract the attention of any great number of her
fellow-Spiritualists from the “ summerland,” and her
owrn ardent interest in this earth and its welfare will
not be used to the best advantage until she learns
that all government of man by man is tyranny. In
this divection, however, there is hope, for T observe
that she is reading Proudhon. No one can read
Proudhen carefully and intelligently and still cling to
Joel Densmore’s reactionary faith in majority rule as
a means of securing justice. '

How the light does sprsad! An order came to
this office a few days ago from Nanaimo, British
Columbia, accompanied by the cash, for twenty dol-
lars’ worth of the various pamphlets advertised in
Liberty. James Young, who sent the order and
whom I take to be a workingman representing him-
self and a few of his companio.. s, wrote as follows:
“The pamphlets are wanted not for sale, bui for
gratuitous circulation. We mean to educate public
opinion here up to the necessity of dealing with burn-
ing questions of the day, and for that purpose pro-
pose to spend so much money as we can spare.”
Accordingly two huadred and eighty-two pamphlets
were sent at wholesale rates. Judging from past
experience, I estimate that this ot of pamphlets, if
wisely distributed, will make at i ast ter couverts to
Anarciy. That’s at the rato of two d:llars a con-
vert. Pretty cheap missionary work! il you don't
believe it, ask the Christian church. The supporters
of that iustitntion pay as high as ton thousaud dollars
apicce sor the salvation of souls. Shou!d not An-
archists, then, who can spread their gospel so much
more cheaply und effectively, improve every oppor-
tunity to do so? Let laboring people everywhere
follow the example of our brave British Columbia
friends in educaiing public opinion. Would thet not
be better than wasting their limited means in sus-
taining comparutively useless strikes and utterly
mischievous political parties? *Oh!" but I hear
some short-sighted operative exclaim, * we cannot
fzed our children on educated public opinion.” Yes,
you can, indirectly. That is to say, you can feed
your children on what you produce if you are allowed
to keep it, and public opinion, once educated, will see
that it is no longer stolen from you.
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THE ATHEISI'S PRAYER.

[Translated from the French of JEAN RICHEPIN
hy BENJ, R. TUCKER.]

Who ther are yon? Speak out at laet. The hour is come,

You cannot always keep your tongue within your head.

Appealed to you have all men, wept and wailed have suine,
" ‘Why have you nothing sald?

‘Why stay you in the sky, huge bronze of livid hue,
‘With mocking smilo on lips that all speech else avoid?
I ble face and ph form, are you

Of brali and heart devold?

Why do you nothing say? Why do we see described
No wriakle, stubborn spec‘re, on your brow austere?
‘Whg that stupid air and as>».4 circumacribed ?

Are you too deaf to hear?

If you apeak not, then try at least to understand.

Despise me, if you will, but let me see, I pray,

Your face relax to show thai I may lift a hand
And you know what I say.

‘To transform into faith the doubt that me o’erpowers

You need but put a yes into those eyes I spy.

You need but make a sign; my hate no longer towers;
It at your feet will die.

O Mystery proud, wrapped in your dismal veils,

He whom men call father should be one indeed.

If you are my creator, in the sh:des and vales
How can you sce me bleed?

How can you sce me humbly kneeling on the sione, .
My arms stretched toward you, drowned my voice in accents wild,
And yet no tear beneath your eyelid trickling down?

Am I, then, not your child?

Alms give, in pity’s name! So poor am I and weak!

I am not wicked. Good Le thou, and look at me.

My poor love-laden heart has nought that it can seek
But to exhale to thee.

But no! 1 still see on your face that stupid smile.

My cries, my tears, my irsults bear no fruit, I fear,

No. you do not speak; you have no thoughts the while;
You have no ears to hear.

Then, after all, do you exist? When I sound space,

‘Within the infinite depths your shape I ngver miss.

Is what I sec, perchance, the reflex of my face,
Mirrored in that abyss?

Ia it my sou! that lends a soul unto the world?

‘Were my heart’s dream no more an object of my thought,

‘Would you in vain, like image on the wild waves whirled
‘When sun goes down, be sought?

Yes, yea, your haughty silence now is solved for aye.

But I tho long have sutfered ; revenge is now my share.

These lips heuceforth shall be of blasphemy the way,
Never again of praver.

0O God, thou floating fog above a fleld of lies!

O Godg, thou - ain mirage of wishea here below!

Thy giory &nd thy pride bu. from our dreams arise.
‘Without us, thou must go.

Orie by One They See the Light.
T the Editor of Libevty:

Enclosed you will find one dollar to pay for Liberty. T am
well satistied with your effort to make your paper instructive,
and 1 hope you will long continue ¢~ live and improve it. 1
shall always feel mysclf under obligations to it for the new
ideas T have got from it. Through reading the * National Re-
former ” tweniy years ago I was enabled to shake myself free
from the dogmas of the church, and through reading Liberty
I think I can see how all laws and governments of human
creation can be abolished and the huinan race be benefited.
Since T commenced to read your paper, I have come to the
conclusion that they arc not ali Lberals who profess to be.
They are like the church people; they say: « Thus far shalt N\
thou go and no farther.” AARON WADSWORTH.

Newrox, Iowa, August 21, 1884.
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WHAT'S TO BE

A ROMANCE,

DONE?

By N. G. T"HXNRNYCHEWSKTY.
Translated by BRenj. R. Tucker.
Continued from No. 40,

*“ 1 am very glad for Mademoiselle Rosalsky. Life in her family was so pain.
ful 5> her that she would have been contented in any family at all endurable.
But I never should have hoped to find her a home like yours,”

“ Yes, N. told me that her family life was very bad.”

* Very bad indeed!” And Lopoukhoff told Madame B, such facts as she would
need to know in order to avoid, in her conversations with Vérotchka, touching on
subjects which would give her pain by reminding her of her former troubles.

Madame B, listened with much interest, and finally, grasping his hand, she
said to him:

¢ Enough, Monsieur Lopoukhoff; I shall have a nervous attack; and at my
age of forty years it would be ridiculous to show that I cannot yet listen in cold
blcod to a story of fami., “yranny,from which I suffered so much when young."

* Permit me to say another word ; it is of so little importance that perhaps it
i8 not necessary to speak of it. Nevertheless it is better that you should be in-
t}'lorm,cd. She is fleeing from a suitor whom her motuer wishes to force upon

er.’

Madame B. became thoughtful, and Lopoukhoff, looking at her, in his turn be-
came thoughtful too.

u ;l‘his circumstance, if I mistake not, seems of more importance to you than to
me? " N

Madame B. seemed utterly disconcerted.

“ Pardon me," he continued, seeing that she did not know what tr say,—
“ pardon me, but 1 perceive that you regard this as an obstacle.”

*“Yes, it is a very serious matter, Monsieur Lopoukhoff, To leave ‘he house of
her parents against their will would alone be certain to cause a grave quarrel.
But, as | have already told you, that might be overlooked. If she only ran away
from their coarseness and tyranny, that could be settled with th:m in one way
or another; in the last extremity a little money would set everytaing right. But
when such a mother forces a marriage, it is evident that the svitor is rich, very
rich in fact,” ’

* Evidently,” said Lopoukhoff in a very sad tone.

* Evidently! Monsicur Lopoukhoff, he is rich, evidently,; that is what has
disconcerted me. Under such circumstances the mother covid not be sat:sfied in
any way whatever. Now, you know the rights of parents. They would halt at
nothing ; they would begin an aclion which they wouid push to the end.”

Lopoukhoft rose.

¢ There is nothing further to say ¢cept to ask you to forget all that T have
said to you.”

“ No, no, stay. 1 wish first to justify myself in your eyes. ¥ must seem to you
very bad. That which should attract my sympathy and protection is just what'
hold?i me back. Believe me,I am much to be pitiel. Ob,I am much to be

itied !
P She was not shamming. She was really much to be pitied. She felt keenly;
for some time her speech was incoherent, so troubled and confused was she.
Grradually, nevertheless, order was restored in her thoughts, but even then she
had nothing new to say, and it was Lopoukhoff’s turn to be disconcerted. Con-
sequently, after allowing Madame B. to finish, though not listening very closely
to her explanations, he said :

* What you have just said in your justification was needless. I remained in
order that I might not seem impolite and that you might not think that I blame
you or am offended. Oh! if I did not know that you are right! How I wish
you were not right! Then I could tell her that we failed to come to an agree-
ment, that you did not suit me. That would be nothing, and we should still re-
tain the hope of finding another place and reaching the deliverance so long
awaited. But now what shall I say to her? "

Madame B. wept.

* What shall [ say to her ? " repeated Lopoukhoff, as he went down the stairs,

¢ What will she do? What will she do? thought he, as he turned from the
Rue Galernaia into the street leading to the Boulevard Konno-Gvardeisky.

1t goes without saying that Madame B. was not as entirely right as the man
who refuses the moon to a child. In view of her position in'socicty and her hus-
band’s powerful connections, it was very likely, and even cer.ain, that if she had
really wished Vérotchka to live with her, Maria Alexevna wonld have been un-
able to prevent it or even to cause any serious trouble either to herself or to
her husband, who would have been officially responsible in the matter and for
whom Madame B. was afraid. Madame B. would simply have been put to a
little inconvenience, verhaps even to a disagreeable interview or two; it would
have been necessary to demand such protections as people generally prefer to
utilize in cheir own behalf. What prudent man would have taken any other
course than Madame B.’s. And who is obliged to do more? We have no right
to blame her. Nor, on the other hand, was Lopoukhoff wrong in despairing of
Vérotehka's deliverance,

XIV.

For a long time, a very long time, had Vérotchka been sitting on the bench at
the place agreed upon, and many times had her heart begun to beat faster as she
saw in the distance a military cup.

At last! There heis! It is‘he! My friend ! ™ She rose suddenly and ran
to meet him. Perbaps he would have regained his courage by the time he
reached the beuch, but, being taken unawares, he could show orly a gloomy
couanfenancee. .

“ Unsuccesstal P

“*Yes, my frier:.”

. o ‘hnd it we-  sure? How did it happen? For what reasons? Speak, my
riend.”

“ Let us ge - ouse; ¥ will escort you, and we will talk as we walk;
presenily I'wil . u the whole story, but first let me collect my thoughts; it
i8 necessary Lo « ..c sc;ue new plan and not lose courage.”

Having said - his, he seemed calmer.

“ Tell me dircatly. I cannot bear to wait. Do I understand that it is neces-

sary to devise some new lan and that your fivst plan is not at all feasible? Is
it, then, impossible for me to be a §over11055? Oh! unfortunate that I am!"

* You are not to be deceived? Yes, then, it is impossible, That is what 1 in-
tended to tell you, but patience, patience, my friend! Be firm. Whoever is firm
always succeeds at last.”

“ Yes, my friend, I am firm : but it is hard ! ”

T'hey walked for some time without saying a word,

Lopoukhoff saw that she had a bundle under her cloak.

“ I beg you,” said he, * my friend, allow me to carry that.”

« No, 1o, it does not trouble me; it is not at all heavy.” .

Again silence was resumed, and thus they walked for a long time. : i

“1f you knew, my friend, that I have not slept for joy since two o'clock this
morning. And when 1 slept, I had a marvellous dream, 1 dreamed that I had
been delivered from a damp cellar, that I was purg_nlyzad, that I was cx}red; then,
that I ran gaily in the country with a multitude of young girls, who like me had
come from dark cellars and been cured of paralysis, and we were so happy
at being able to run freely in the fields! Alas! my drean is not realized. And
I, who thought to go back to the house no more!” .

« My friend, let me earry your bundle; you eannot keep its contents secret
from me.”

And once more they walked in silence.

“ All was so arranged," said Lopoukhoff, at last; “ gou cannot leave your
parents against theic .7ill. It is impossible, impossible . . . . . But give me
your arm.”

“ No, do not bhe troubled ; this veil stifles me, that is all.”

She raised her veil.

‘“Ah! I am better now.” . .

“ How pale she is! My friend, do not look at things in the worst light; that is
not what I meant to say to you; we shall find some means of accomplish-
ing ali." .

(] What! accomplishing all! You say that, my friend, to console me. There
is nothing in it.”

He did not answer.

« How pale she is! How pale she is!

« What way? " .

« I will tell you, when you are a little calmer. You will have tc think it over
coolly.”

« Tell me directly. I shsll not be calm until I know »

« No, you are getting excited again; now you are in no condition to come to
a gerious decision. Some time hence ....Soon......Here are the
steps. Aw revoir, my friend. As soon as 1 find you in a condition to give me a
coo! answer, I will tell you the rest.”

¢ When, then ? »

* Day after to-morrow, at the lesson.”

« That is too long.”

“1 will come to-morrow expressly.”

“ No, sooner.”

« This evening.”

“ No, I will not let you. Come in with me. You say I am uot calrr enough,
that I cannot form a well considered judgment. So be it; but dine with us, and
you shall see that I am calm. After dipner mamma is going out, and we can
talk.”

« But how can T go in? If we enter together, your' mother’s suspicions will
be aroused again.”

¢ Suspicions! What matters it? No, my friend, that is still another reason
why you should go in. My veil i3 raised, and perhaps I have been seen.”

“You are right.”

There is a way, my friend.”

XvV.

Maria Alexevna was much astonished at seeing her daughter and Lopoukhoff
come in together. She fixed her piercing eyes upon them.

1 have come, Maria Alexevna, to tell you that I shall be busy day after to-
morrow, and will give my lesson tosmorrow. Allow me to take a seat. I am
very tired and weary. should like to rest a little.”

“Indeed! What is the trouble, Dmitry Serguéitch? You are very sad. Have
they come from a lovers’ meeting,” she continued to herself, “ or did they simnly
meet by chance? 1If they had come from a lovers’ meeting, they would be gay.
Nevertheless, if the difference in their characters had led them into vny disagree-
ment, they would have reason to be sad; but in that case they would have
quarreled, and he would not have accompanied her home. On the other hand,
she went straight to her room without so much as looking at him, . . . ... and

et they did not seem to be at variance. Yes, they must have met by chance.
vevertheless, he must be watched.”

* Do not trouble yourself on my account, Maria Alexevna,” said Lopoukhoff.
“ Don’t you think tuat Véra Paviovna looks a little pale ? "

“ Vérotchka? She sometimes does.”

* Perhaps it was only my imagination. My head whirls, I must confess, under
so much anxiety.”

“ But what is the trouble, then, Dmitry Sergucitch ?
with your sweetheart ?

* No, Maria Alexevna, I am well satisfied with my sweetheart. Tt is with her
parents that I wish to quarrel.”

“ Is it possible? Dmitry Sergucitch, how can you quarrel with her pavents?
I had a better opinion of you.”

b ]“ Om:i’can do nothing with such a family. They demand unheard-of impossi-
ilities.

*That is another thing, Dmitry Sergnéitch. One cannot be generous with
everybody ; it is necessary to keep within bounds. If that is the case, and if it is
a question of money, I cannot blame you.”

¢ Pardon my importunity, Maria Alexevna, but I am turned so completely up-
side down that I need rest in pleasant and agreeable society. Such society I find
only here. Permit me to invite myself to dinner with you, and permit me also
to send your Matreena on a few errands. I believe Dencher’s cellar is in this
neighborhond, and that he keeps some very fair wines.”

A scow] came over Maria Alexevna’s countenance at the first word about din-
ner, but her face relaxed when she heard Matrana’s name and assumed an
inquiring expression which seemed to ask: “ Are you going to pay for your
share of the dinner? At Dencher's! It wmust be something nice, then!™
Losoukhoﬂ', without even raising his eyes, drew from his pocket a cigar case,
and, taking from it . piece of paper which it happened to contain, began to write
upon it with a pencil.

* May I ask you what wine you prefer, Maria Alexevna?”

To tell the truth, Dmitry Sergucitch, I do not know much about wine, and

Have yon auarrcled




" fifty copecks. * We shall not drink more than a third of that atdinner,” thought
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seldom drink it: it is not becoming in women,”  (One readily sees from a glance
at your face that you do not generally take it. )

£ You are quite right, Maris Alexevna, but a little meraschino does no one
any ham it is a young lndies’ wine. Permit me to order some.”

“What sort of wine 1s that, Dmitry Serguéiteh ?

« Oh ! it is not exaetly wine, it is more of a syrup.”  Drawing a bill from his
pocket, hie continned: «1 think that will be enongh,” and after having looked at
the ordew, he added : ¢ But, to make sure, here ave five ronbles more.”

1t was three woeks' income and a month’s support. No matter, thero was
nothing else to be done; Maria Alexevua must be generously dealt with,

Maria Alexevna's eyes glistened with excitement, and the gentlest of smiles
unconscionsly lighted up her face.

« s theve also a confeetioner's near here ® I do not know whether they keep
walnut cake ready made,-—in my opivion, that is the best kind of cake, Maria
Alexevna,—but, it they do not keep it, wo will take what they have. It will not
do to be wo particular.”

e went into the kitchen, and sent Matrena to make the purchases.

« We are going to feast to-day, Maria Alexevna. 1 desire to drown in wine
my quarrel with her pavents. Why should we not feast? My sweetheart and I
ave getting on swimmingly together. Sometime we shall no Jonger live in this
way: we shall live gaily’; am I vot right, Maria Alexevna? ™
“You are quite right, little father, Dmitry Serguditch. 'Lhat is why you scatter
money,—something I never expected of you, as 1 thought you a selfish man.
Perhaps you have received some earnest money from your sweetheart ?”?

“ No, T have received no earnest money, Maria Alexevna, but if one has some
money perchance, why should he not amuse himself? Earnest money! There
is no need of any earaest money. The affair must be as clear a3 day; otherwise
suspicions would be excited. And, morcover, such things are degrading, Maria
Alexevna.”

« Such things are degrading, Dmitry Serguditch; you are right; such things
are degrading. In my opinion one ought always to be above such things.”

« You are quite right, Maria Alexevna.”

They passed the three-quarters of an hour which they had to wait for dinner
in agreeable conversation on lofty matters only. Among other things Dmitry
Serguéiteh,in an outburst of frankness, said that the preparations for his marriage
hud been progressing finely of late. And when will Vira Pavlovna's marriage
take place ?

On that point Maria Alexevna can say nothing, for she is far from desiring to
coerce her danghter.

« That is 1'ig7|t; but, if my observations are correct, she will soon make up her
mind to marry ; she has said nothing to me about it, but I have eyes in my head.
We are a pair of old foxes, Maria Alexevna, not ensily to be entrapped. Al-
though I aw still young, I am an old fox just the same; am I not an old fox,
Maria Alexevna?” .

«I'ruly you are, my little father; you are a cunning rogue.”

Tkis agreeable and effusive interview with Maria Alexeyna thoroughly revived
Lopoukhoff, What had become of his sorrow ? Maria Alexevna had never seen
him in such a mood. Making a pretence of going to her room to get a pocket-
handkerchief, she saw fine wines and liquors that had cost twelve roubles and

she. * And a rouble and a half for that cake? Truly, it is throwing money out
of the window to buy such a cake as that! But it will keep; we can use it
instead of confectionery to regale the gossips with.”

XVI.

All this time Vérotehka remained in her chamber.

« Did 1 do right in making him come in? Mamma looked at him so steadily!

« [n what a diflicult position I have put him! How can he stay to dinner?

« (O my God, what is Lo beeome of me?

. There is a way, he told me: alas! no, dear friend, there is none.

“ Yes! there is one: the window.

«1f life should become too burdensome, I will throw myself out.

«” jat is a singular thing for me to say: if life should become too burden-
some, — and is my lite now such a joy ?

«To throw one's self out of the window! One falls so quickly ! Yes, the fall
is as rapid as flight; and to fall on the sidewalk, how hard and painfal it must
be!

« Perhaps there is only the shock, a second after which all is over, and before
the fatal moment you are going through the air which opens softly beneath you
like the finest down. Yes, it is a good way. '

« But then? Everybody will rush to look at the broken head, the crushed
face, bleeding and soiled.” If, before leaping, you could only sprinkle the spot
where voua are to fall with the whitest and purest sand, all would be well.

«The face would not be crushed or soiled, nor would it wear a frighttul
aspect.
‘I‘)Oh,l know ; in Paris unfortunate young girls suffocate themselves with char-
coal gas. That is good, very good. Yo throw yourself out of the window,—
no, that is not fitting. But suffocation, — that's the thing, that's the thing.
“ How they do talk ! What are they saying? What a pity that I cannot tell
what they say!
-1 will leave a note telling all.
« How sweet the memory of my birthday when I danced with him! I did not
know what true life was.
« After all, the young girls of Paris are intelligent, Why should T not be as
{n.ritizent as they are? It will be comical: they will enter the chamber, they
' nnable to see anything, the room will be full of charcoal gas, the air will
w2 heavy ; they will be frightened : ¢ What has happened? Where is Vérotehka?”
3iamms will scold Pepa: < What are you waiting for, imbecile? Break the
vindows!® They will break the windows, and they will see; I shall be seated
ney my Aressing-table, my face buried in my hands. ¢ Vérotehka! Vérotehka!”
1 shall not re
«'« Vérotehii, why do you not answer? Oh, God, she is suffocated.’ And
they will begia to cry, to weep. Oh, yes, that will be very comical, to see them
weep, and Mamma will tell everybody how much she loved me.
« But he, he will pity me. Well, I will Jeave him a note.
«Y will see, yes, I will see, and I shall die after the fushion of the poor girls
of Paris. Yes, I will certainly do it, and I am not afraid.
« And what is there to be so afraid of? 1 will only wait until he tells me the
way of which he speaks. Ways! There are none. He said that simply to

calm me. . .
« What is the use of calming people when there is nothing to be done? It is

“ What is he saying? He spenks in a gay tone, and as if he was joyful.
¢ Can he, indeed, have found a way of sulvation?

# 1t does not seem possible,

« But i he had nothing in view, would he be so gay ?

« What can he have thought of ?”

XVIL

« Virotehka, come to dinner !’ eried Maria Alexevna,

Pavel Konstantinytch had just come in, and the ¢ ke had been on the table for
some time, — not the confectioner’s but one of Matremna’s, a cake stuffed with
meat, left over from the day before.

« Maria Alexevna, you have never tried taking a drop of brandy before din-
ner? It is very good, especially this brandy made from bitter orange. As 2
doctor, I advise you to take some, Taste of it, I beg of you.”

« No, no, thank you.”

« But if, ns a doctor, I preseribe it for you?”

“The doctor must be obeyed, but only a small half-glass.”

« A halt-glass! It would not be worth while,” .

« And yourselt, Dmitry Serguéitch? ”

«I? OldasIam? 1have madeoath” ... .

« But it is very good! And how warming it is!”

« What did I tell you? Yes, indeed, it is warning.”

(“But he is very gay. Can there really be n way ? Iow well,he acts toward
her, while he has not a glance for me! But it is all strategy just the
same.”

They seated themselves at the table.

« Heére, Pavel Konstantinytch and 1 are going to drink this ale, are we not?
Ale is something like beer. Taste, Maria Alexevna.”
«If you say that it is beer, why not taste of it ?”

(* What a lot of bottles! Oh, I see now! How fertile friendship is in
methods!™)

(* He does not drink, the cunning rogue. He only carries the glass to his lips.
This ale, however, is very good; it ha: a taste of krass, only it is too strcng.
After I have united Michka and Verka, I wiil abandon brandy, and drink onfy
this ale. He will not get drunk; he does not even taste of it. So much the
better for me! There will be the more left; for, had he wanied to, he could
have emptied all the hottles.”)

« But yourself, why do yuu not drink, Dmitry Serguéitch?”

“ Oh, f’have drank a great deal in my time, Maria Alexevna. And what I
have drank will last me a good while.” When labor and money failed me, I
drank ; now that I have labor and money, I need wine no longer, and am gay
without it.”

The confectioner's cake was brought in.

« Dear Matrcena Stepanovna, what is there to go with this?”

« Directly, Dmitry Serguéitch, directly,” and Matreena returned with a bottle
of champagne.

«Véra Pavlovaa, you have not drank, nor have I Now then let us drink too.
To the health of your sweetheart and mine!”

“ What is that? What can he mean ?” thought Vérotchka.

“ May they both be happy, your sweetheart and Vérotchka's!™ said Maria
Alexevna: “and, as we are growing old, may we witness Vérotchka's marriage
as soon as possible !

« You shall witness it soon, Maria Alexevna. Shall she not, Véra Pavlovna?”
« What does he really mean?” thought Vérotchka.

“ Come, then! Is it yes, Véra Pavlovna? Say yes, then.”

“Yes,” said Vérotekka,

“Bravo! Véra Pavlovna, your mother was doubtful; you have said yes, and
all is settled. Another toast. To the earliest possible consummaticn of Véra
Pavlovna's marriage! Dyink, Véra Pavlovna! Be not afraid. Let us touch
glasses To your speedy marriage!”

They touched glasses.

« Please God!  Please God! I thank you, Vérotchka, You console me, my
daughter, in my old age!™” said Maria Alexevna, wiping away the tears. The
English ale and the maraschino had quickened her emotions.

«Please God! Please God!” repeated Pavel Konstantinytch.

« How pleased we are with you, Dmitry Sergutitch!” continued Maria
Alexevna, getting up from the table; * yes, we are well pleased with you! You
have come to our house and you have regaled us; in fact, we might say that you
have given us a feast!” Sospoke Maria Alexevna, and her moist and hazy eyes
dic not testify in favor of her sobricty.

Things always seem more necessary ihan they really are. Lopoukhoff did
not expect to succeed so well; his object was simply to cajole Muria Alexevna
that he might not lose her good will.

Maria Alexevna could not resist the brandy and other liquors with which she
was familiar, and the ale, the nwwraschino, and the champagne having deceived
her inexperience, she gradually grew weaker and weaker. For so sumptuous a
repast she had ordered Matreena to bring the samoear when dinner was over,
but it was brought only for her and Lopoukhoff.

Vérotchka, pretending that she wanted no tea, had retired to her room. Pavel
Konstantinytch, like an ill-bred person, had gone to lie down as soon as he had
finished eating. Dmitry Serguéitch drank slowly; he was at his second glass
when Maria Alexevna, comprieteby used up, pleaded an indisposition which she
had felt since morning, and withdrew to go to sleep. Lopoukhoff told her not
to trouble herself about him, and he remaived alone aud went to sleep in his
arm-chair after drinking his third glass.

«He too, like my treasare, has entered into the Lord’s vineyard,” observed
Matreena. Nevertheless her treasure snored loudly, and this snoring undoubtedly
awakered Lopoukhoff, for he arose as soon as Matrena, after clearing the table,
had betaken herself to the kitchen.

XVIIL

« Pardon me, Véra Paviovna,” said Lopoukhoff, on entering the.young girl's
room, — and his voice, which at dinner had been so loud, was soft and timid, and
he no longer said « My friend,” but “ Véra Pavlovna,” —* pardon my boldaess.
You remember our toasts; now, as husband and wife cannot be separated, you
will be free.”

« My dear friend, it was for joy that I wept when you entered.”

He took her hand and covered it with kisses.

«You, then, are my deliverer from the cellar of my dream? Your goodness
equals your intelligence. When did this thought oceur to you?™

“When we danced together.”

Continued on page 6.

a great mistake; in spite of all his wisdom, he has acted as any other would.
Why ? He was not obliged to.
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“A free man is one who enjoys the us. .f his reason and his
Sacwlities ; who is neither blinded by passion, nor hindered or
driven by oppression, nor deceived by erroneous opinions.” —
PRrOUDHON.

The Foundations of Trade.

In a Connecticut court, some time ago, a man was
tried for obtaining money by false pretences. He
had sold some diamonds which the buyer took to be
old mine stones, but which, when wasled, proved to
be Cupe diamonds and not worth the price paid.
The judge, whose name was Deming, discharged the
man, and gave his reasons for so doing in these
words:

If a seller knows of a defect in his goods and does not
reveal it, he may be and probably is guilty of a moral fraud,
but this moral franl has not yet grown into a legal fraud.
There must be active fraud, for the law does not compel a
seller to disclose all that he knows; if it did, it would sap the
foundation of trade.

I am 1orced to admire the candor of the judge who
so freely admits that the law has failed in all these
thousunds of years to get itself into complete accord
with right, when the claim of jurists, legislators, and
rulers the world over is that the law is the crystal-
lization of human wisdom, and that it is nec ssary as
a means of forcing men to be moral. TLis judge is
apparently something of a liberal in law, as the first
New England “ come-outers” were liberals in re-
ligion, and i advise him to cast aside some more of
his legal superstition and inquire whether the law
itself is not a moral fraud. He seems to understand
the principle, or rather the lack of principle, which
lies at the foundation of the disorderly system of
exchange called trade. Al our buying and selling
is based upen fraud. The best business man is he
who hest conceals what he knows, obtains goods for
less than their value, and sells them for more than
their cost. To eliminate moral fraud from the system
of exchange would, in the opinion of a learned
judge, sap the foundation of trade. It would make
cost the limit of price, abolish interest, and make it
inexpedient for one man to cheat another. And
such a condition of business, thinks the learned
judge, would be incompatible with the prosperity of
traders. The traders themselves think th. same
thing, or rather they imagine that disaster would
follow honest dealing because they do not think at
all.  If they could be induced to think without
prejudice on this subject of exchange, they would
see that the great moral fraud which pollutes all the
chaiuncls of commerce is the monopoly of erudit
protected by the conspiracy against prosperity called
government. Every existing bank of issve i3 a
legalized fraud. It issues money which is a fraud -n
the people, and cheats them by charging them inter-
est for gervice which is wholly imaginary., When
the bank gets four per cent. interest, it swindles the
borrower out of three and ore-half per, cent., for the
cost of its service is not more than one-half of one
per cent. The merchant who borrows of the bank
must figure the interest in the cost of his goods, and
the merchant who does not borrow figures imaginary
interest the same way. And so everybody cheats
everybody else, until the process gets down to the
laborer, who has to bear the burden without being
able to shift it. That any honest condition of trade
is possible does not occur to the merchant, who sees
that, in order to steer clear of bankruptcy, he must
practice the moral fraud -which the law sanctions.
If the merchant would take the trouble to read the

series of articles on “ Liberty and Wealth” written

by * H* for Liberty, he would discover how banking
und trading can be earried on withous fraud, moral
or active, and would learn thit the foundations of
trade Lnsed upon the cost principle could not be
sapped by full disclosure of the truth: ahout every-
thine connected with a business man's affaivs. K.

Anarchism, True and Faise.

There seems to be no end of those singzularly
ordered minds who can conceive of no ridieal sys-
tem of refcrm except somothing is to be torn down,
ripped up, blown to pieces, or anunihilated after some
terrible fashion. Threse persons will have it thal the
Anarchist is & mere -lostructionist,-—that he is bent
upon leveliing down all existing institutiens. They
see blood in his eye and dynamite in his boots as the;’
sadly inqaire: * Well, what do you propose to sub-
stitute in their place, after you have levelled down
all existing institutions P

The philosophy of Anarchism hus nothing what-
ever to do with violence, and its central idea is the
direct antipodes of levelling. 1t is the very levelling
purpose itself projected by republican institutions
a_ainst which it protests. it is opposed, root and
braneh, to universal suffrage, that most inischievous
levelling element of republics. Its chic? objection to
the existing State is that it is largely communistic,
and all communism rests upon an artificial utten.pt
to level things, as against a social development rest-
ing upon untrammelled individual sovereignty.
Sifted to its elements, the government of ths United
States is after all nothing but a mild form of State
Socialism. The trne Anarchist indicts it largely
on this very ground. He is opposed to all manner
of artificial levelling machines. How pitiful the
ignorance which accuses him of wanting to level
everything, when the very integral thought of An-
archism is opposed to levelling !

Unfortunately for the integrity of true Anarchistic
thought, there is a class of ranting enthusiasts who
falsely call themselves Anarchists, but who have in
reality never repudiated the central idea upon which
the existing State is founded. As types of these we
may cite Burnette G. Haskell of the San Francisco
«“Truth” and Johann Most of the ¢ Freiheit.” The
class represented by Haskell are State Socialists who,
while shouting the battle cry of “ the revolution”
and calling for the overthrow of existing institutions,
have absolutely nothing more in their proposed ma-
chine than an enlargement, of the destructive central
principle which generates all that is reprehensible in
the existing order. These men want more govern-
ment, more centralization, more absorption of indi-
vidual conceras by the central machine, — in short,
in the last analysis, more politics. They are not An-
archists in the logic of individualistic thought. They
are masquerading in a livery that does not belong to
them.

"Herr Most occupies the still more ridieulous posi-
tion of a State Compunist, if indeed such a term is
comprehensible. Communism is indezd levelling,
and hence Anarchism is utterly and radicaliy opposed
to it. Communism being impossible in Nature, its
propagandism and proposed realization can rest upon
nothing short of violence, Herr Most boldly accepts
the situzation ; hence he would destroy and confiscate
property by whatever methods might seem eflectual,
sparing not the torch, dynamite, or any of the terrible
devices of Pluto. He would assassinate rich men by
the wholesale, and drive all enemies of his schemes
from the earth. When the morning sun of success-
ful revolution shall rise, he would then organize all
the concerns of men into communes and level all
human conditions with a vengeance. Yet Herr Most
culls himself an Anarchist. I would not disturb him
in whatever satisfaction he may find in that name
but for the very serious reason that he is no Anarchist
at all. The man who wrote *Die Eigenthums-
Bestie ” expresses the very methods of remedial or-
ganization which it is the bottom purpose of An-
archism to protest against. All Communism, under
whatever guise, is the natural enemy of Anarchism,

and a Communist sailing under the flag of Anarchism
is us fulse a figure as could be invented, -

The Anarchist does not want to destroy all exist-
ing institutions with & crash and then inaugurate the
substituting process on their ruins. He simply asks
to be let alone in substituting false systems now, sc
that they may gradually fall to pieces by their own
dead weight. He asks the humble privilege of being
allowed to set up a free bank in peaceable competi-
tion with the government subsi¢ized class badk on
the opposite corner. He asks the privilege of es-
tablishing a private post office in fair competition with
the governmentally establisnhed one He asks to be
let alone in establishing his title to the soil by free
occupation, cultivation, and use rather than by a title
hampered by vested rights which were designed to
keep the masses landless. He asks to be allowed to
set up his domestic relations on the basis of free love
in peaceable competition with ecclesiastically ordered
love, which is a crime against Nature and the de-
stroyer of love, order, and harmony itself. Ho asks
not to be taxed upon what has been robbed from him
under a machine in which he has practically no voice
and no choica. In short, the Anarchist asks for free
land, free morey, free trade, free love, and the right
to free competition with the existing order at his own
cost and on his own responsibility, — liberty.

Is there auy violence in all this? Is there artifi-
cial levelling ?  Finally, is there any want of readi-
ness to substitute something in the place of what we
condemn? No, all we ask is the right to peaceably
place Liberty in fair competition with privilege. Ex-
isting governments are pledged to deny this. Hers-
in will reside the coming struggie. Who is the
paty of assault and violence? Isit ths Anarchist,
simply asking to be let alone in minding his own
business, or is it the power which, aware that it can-
not stand on its own merits, violently perpetuates
itself by erushing all attempts to test its efficiency and
pretensions through peaceable rivalry ? X.

The Morality of Mediation.

There is war between France and China, waged by
the former to extend her power and gain control of
trade, and by the latter for self-protection. So long
as they damage only each other and convert only
Frenchmen and Chinamen into fertilizing material,
the world looks on unmoved, and lifts no finger to
stop the wholesale murder. But let' them embarrass
that great cheating operation known as commerce,
and all the great natiuns will arise in righteous
indignation and demand that the unholy conflict be
stopped. The species of “ riorality ” which is at the
bottom of the proposition that the quarrel be settled
by American arbitration is well illustrated in the
New York “ Herald’z " editorial on the subject. The
Herald says the cost to China must be reckoned in
human lives, « for these Chinese have a deplorable
habit of gathering in forts, about a thousand or two
thousand together. Then the invaders come and kiil
them all, resisting to the last.” This great mirror of
modern civilization then goes on to compare China to
an apartment house, in which all nations are tenants,
#nd France to a tenant having a row with the land-
levd and threatening to smash all the crockery in the
place. “ We admire you,” says the “ Herald” to
France, * but when it comes to a question of crockery
we venture most humbly to protest. Bully your
landlord if you will, for he is a feeble creature. But,
by every saint in the calendar, we implore you to
spare our kitchen utensils.”

Well put, indeed! Go on, France; bombard cities
and massacre Chinamen to your heart's content, and
the governments of the world will not interfere with
your amusement. Human bodies are cheap. Smash
them, blow them to shreds, sink them in iron coffin-
ships! They are easily replaced. Iu fact, there are
too many of them, and they cumber the earth.
Besides, your rotting brother makes excellent manure
to stimulate the growing of crops for the rest of us
to eat.  Kill the cook if you please, but punch holes
i the bottom: of the kettles if you dare. The China-
man is weaker than you, and it is therefore nons of







