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‘ For always in thine eyes, O Liberty!
Shines that high light whereby the world is saved ;
4nd though thow slay us, we wili trust in thee.”
Joux Hav.

take him, self-abjected slave, contented dupe, by the hand
and bid him stand erect,—his full altitude in Nature,—and
realize what he is, and contrast it with what he ought to be.
Let him be untaught. Or, teach him to despise and actively

On Picket Duty.

When Liberty’s readers have given the attention
that it deserves to the remarkably interesting letter
from Australia that appears in this issue, they will be
ready to forgive me for giving so much space to it,
and even the valued contributors whom it crowds out
will not feel disposed to chide. If the writer, Doctor
Andrade, is a fair specimen of Australiant Anarchists,
they make up in quality whatever they may lack in
numbers, and will prove indomitable. This appear-
auce of Anarchy at the Antipodes is an encouraging
sign,

Rev. John W. Chadwick, in reviewing for the “In-
dex” Will Carleton’s latest volume of poems, “City
Ballads,” quotes th® followmg as the four best lines
in the book:

The Deacon lay on his first wife’s bed,
His second wife’s pillow benenth his head,
His third wife’s coverlet o’er him wide,
His fourth wife slumbering by his side.

I'm shocked that a Unitarian minister ‘and con-
tributor to the “Index ” should thus compliment “pro-
miscuity.” Or is it really in accordance with the
teachings of pure, undefiled, and Free Religion to have
three wives in heaven, whilz it is the depth of immo-
relity to have even two on earth?

The remarks of John Swinton, reprinted elsewl.ore,
upon the recent strike of the New York car-drivers,
indicate that he is opening his eyes to the real nature
of the ballot. What he says, if he did but know it,
amounts to u square acknowledgment of the superi-
ority of Anarchistic to political methods. And yet,
wherever he formulates his platform in detail, it is
found thut alinost every measure proposed depends
for its realization upon a majority vote. Perhaps this
new utterance indicates that he is preparing to smash
his old idols. I certainly hope so. If ever a man was
built for an Anarchist, it is John Swinton. With his
impetuosity and dash and fire he belongs on the
side of spontaneity and liberty, instead of on that of
rigidity, formalisma, and authority. But in almost all
his practical demands he has thus far stood with the
formnhsts.

‘importance of individuality.
To tlc Editor of Liberty :
Your recognition and vindication of the fact that the indi-
vidual, under Liberty and Intelligsnce, is the source and only
possibility of bumanity, divinity, and every other conceiv-
able form of happiness that the Eternal Now can be enriched
by should be a talismanic incentive to every person to eman-
cipate himself from the present abominable state of legal,
authoritative seif-enslavement.
Every person should realize that he himself Is his own God
and his only God; that his body is the living temple of the
lord; that x\'«m is hil ewnmy i that Iwr i8 his heaven or his

| no bili need ¢ presonted you for advice.
net or mecnaniu? The path for eithsr is the same.

t ple under foot every form of man-imposed authority,—
temporat and spiritual. Teach him that he is the centre of
his individual sovereign sphere, —his own universe; that at-
traction, aw! not compulsion, is the constructive principle in
humanity as in Nature; that the supreme option of the indi-
vidual is the royal asscnt, to oppose which is to oppose the
laws of human creation, is self-destruction ; that the recogni-
tion of the fact of equality before Nature of all her children
kills off at once all forms of privilege, injustice, authority,
and the theologic farce called government, backed up and
sanctified as it is by the popular delusion calied majority
rrle. Facts such as those, in my opinion, will teach tlie peo-
ple to know their rights and assert their manhood and not
regard themselves, as too many of them now do, as some
spurious bastard progeny, having no rights in Nature and
merely privileged to drag out a menial existence by permis-
sion of some arrogant governmental thief, some divine au-
thority. Let this usurpation called government and tkis
sanctified farce called religion be pat on trial for murder.
Ghosts of the dead, the judicially murdered, and many of
those cailed the living~—those in prucess of being killed
by government —will testify against them and a healthy
humanity will cause an immediate execution of the twin
monsters. This is a duty which the present age owes to the
future, if those now living do not wish to remain slaves and
be the fathers of a race of slaves. P. K. O’LaLry.
55 1 Street, South Boston, August, 1885,

Modern Apostles.

Clina points with pride to her antique civilization, and
looks down upon the parvenu nineteenth century of Chris-
tian civilization with ths same ironical scorn ancient Egypt
listened to the boastings of the Greeks. And signs are not
wanting that our puny great men are heading the flock to
jump the bars which yet distinguish occidental from oriental
wisdom. With the advent of the fierce spectre of the Sans-
culotte the old Gospel has paled. A transformation has
taken place among the sons of Puritans as great as that re-
corded in the transition from Pagan to Christian Rome. The
pagan gods faded away; rot driven out, but absorbed ; not
replaced by the Jewish Yahveh, but concentrated into One,
‘“‘angels ard authorities and powers made subject unto him.”
The people still flocked to the same shrines; the temple of
Romulus and Remus was now occupied by two Christian
brothers; Janus lett Peter his keys and robe; Isis became
rechristened as Mary, and held the same babe, and a young
pagan Bacchus tried to forget natural joy as a statute of
Christian virtue!

8o today the Gospel of Commonplace has well nigh over-
laid the Gospel of the past. The Holy Sepulchre is deserted
by pilgrims, who have turned off to rush headlong for Blessed
Mediocrity. There is no God but Commonplace, and the
State is his Prophet!

Have you talent? Better hide it in the napkin of the daily
press then step out of the ruts so well-worn by the sainted
dead. Do yon talk in your sleep in society of sincerity ? Let
net your rash thought take you out of the highway into the
untraveled common, or you will perish from want. Are you
an editor? S8but up your books, consult the inspiration of
passion and ignorance in the mob, and rail at the Mormon
and the Heathen Chinee. Are you an incipient statesman ?
Dismiss all allusions to “ patriotic sirez’” save in perorations,
and confine your labors ‘o primaries, and studies to parlia-
mentary precedents. Are you a clergyman? Bow at once
at the Shrine ¢f the Commonplace, and proclaim your eter-
nal faith in the creed that your mind is a slate wiped with
the sponge of :livine grac: fov the inscription of praises to
Mrs Grundy. Are you alawyer? Ah! it is well with thee;
Are you a capital-
Join

Jnion of your fellows, proclaim the rule of Might, run
rampant cver the defenceless, and fight for monopoly of

an Apostle of the Gospel of Commonplace; and thou
Vo saved! Success will wait upon you. Though all

cannot belie their life by writing ‘‘Hon.” before their
names, you may attain to a corner-lot in the suburbs and
a centre pew in the sanctunry to attest your reward.

Refuse obeisance to the shrine of the Commonplace, and lo!
thou art a Crank! DyER D. Lom.

John Swinton Squints Anarchy-ward.
A short time ago the New York car-drivers struck for a
reduction of their hours and got it in no time, upon which
“John Swinton’s Paper”” remarks as follows:

‘We hear it every day that there are only two ways by
which the working people can gain any of the things that
they seek : they must either vote for them at the polls or fight
for them in the field. Now the car-drivers neither fought in
the field nor voted at the polls. They got no help either from
the polit or the G lissi They d the
whole business in their own way. How they won was thus:
they quietly organized themselves into a solid body; they
unitedly determined that th:eir hours of labor must be short-
ened ; they fixed upon a direct course of action; they made
an alliance with a very powerful Order which took them un-
der its shield; they made full’ preparations for the decisive
moment; they laid their demands before the parties of the
other side, who resisted until they saw that further resist-
ance would be vain; —in the darkness of the morning the
blow was struck, and before noon the corporations suc-
cumbed. The hours were shortened with no corresponding
reduction of wages. That is the whole story. We must say
that it was by far the best managed piece of business ever
done by any organization in New York city; and they were
a new crganization at that, and a class of men who are among
the hardest to organize.

Destined to Die of Despotism.
(¥, H. Heywood.}

Resolved, That, since the Knights of Labor adopt sex-
equality and the mutual interest of all workers to unite for
common defence, —two leading doctrines of this league, — we
invite them to reject their despotic policies relative to land,
money, and exchange; to fling overboard treacherous timber
which tends to make their great order a pirate ship rather
than an ark of safety for toiling millions; that, like the La-
bor Congress, the Grangers, the Sovereigns of Industry, and
many other extinet organizations, life in Knights of Laber
will be abortively short, unless they speedily tnen from ty-
rannous ways and head towards liberty.

SONNETS.
ORDER.

“For Law and Order!" ’Tis the shout ascending
From traders’ lips in every land and clime,
‘Who deem the hands upon the clock of time

Are motionless; and tyrants fiercely rending

‘The liberties from sire to son descending
Re-echo back the slavish cry with chime
Of steel on steel, and pontiffs bless the crime

In God’s name, damning him wko thinke of blending

With Order, Progr:ss. Where the slave was kneeling
'Twas Order plied the lash :ill Progress raised

The slave to serf; again when human feeling
Redeemed the serf, 'twas Order wage appraised

At living's cost; but Anarchy, all else repealing,
Declares true Order is on Progress based.

THE CONSTITUTION.

‘The clout with which our fathers sought to bind
The growing Hmbs of Freedom’s new-born child
Hus with the couzniry's growth besn long defiled

In putrid stench; yet still the statesman, blind

To growth and progress, insanciy hopes to find
Relief in patches on ench other piled,

Or, turning to old methods till more wild,

Relies on force to dmit growth. -Mankind,

With sturdy limbs and rocked in freedom’s air,
To stature grown, turns from his childish plays;

The ballot-box, his youthtul
To ease the wants waturer age tails,

And manhood secks with freedem®

A liberty unknown in simpler d
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IRELAND!
By GRORGEHS SAUIT'ON.

Translated from the French for Liberty by Sarah E. Holries.

L'ontinued from No. 75,

Sure enough, the gibbet was vacant; the horse kicked the fallen image. They
would nail Sir Harvey iu its place, and the devotees would lose nothing; they
woukd rather gain by the ckange: the face of the Irishman, framed in an abundant
head of hair and « fine red beard, like that of the Nuzarene, was incomparably
more prepeassessing than the wooden face of the Christ, dark, flat-nosed, toothless,
which was now lying prostrate in the dirt and whose worm-eaten frame was now
cribling under the horse’s hoofs.

Lis beauty, to be sure, would pass away under the influenee of the inclemency
of the weather, and in the decomposition of death; but, for three or four days,
perhaps one or two more on account of the sobriety of Irishmen of the upper
classes, this picture would certainly edify travellers and ravens. '

In imitation of Gowan's, all the other horses had stopped short, and two riders,
thrown to the ground, picked themselves up bruised, one with his shoulder dislo-
cated, and swearing,

The captain applied to each of them violent blows with the flat of his sabre,
and, eutting the cords which bound the prisoner, he placed him in a sitting pos-
ture before him, like a child which one rocks ir. his arms and against his breast

The feeble body could not support itself; Gowan shouted at him, shook hir1 like
a pluni-tree or like a drunken man, as Arklow, an hour before, had done to Casper,
as one shakes a decauter toat is not transparent to discover whether it is empty
or not.

“Thunder!” cried the brigand, disappoirted, “there is nothing more in the bot-
tle; life has drained away on the road from the drooping neck.” We might have
tforeseen it!”>

To crucify a corpse, a fine affair! He would not suffer; he would not experi-
ence the atrocious anguish of seeing the birds of prey swoop down to carve him
alive; of hearing the howling pack of greedy wolves running to and fro in the

and perceiving their flaming eyes, {ike burning coals, around the cal-
vary; of feeling their fierce breath warm his feet, and, in miracles of ascension,
these ravenous beasts, heaped one above the other, reach up to his legs and plant
their fangs therein!

Bat from the lips of the patient a sigh exhaled, a feeble one, the sigh of an in-
fant; a second succeeded it, others following, and the unfortunate man opened his
eyes, trying to remember what had happened.

The infected breath of Gowan recalled it all immediately.

As he was preparing to leave the farm, at firsi the tumultuous invasion of these
furies sweating with whiskey, cheeks on fire, speech thick and drivelling, laughing
in their besottedness or vociferating in anger, staggering, and getting entangled in
the sheaths of their sabres! They had saluted him with an ironical defer-
ence, paying him military honors as to a general, and then asked:

“Your name?”

= Yours?”

“Insolent fellow!”

= Blackguards!™

* Your name is Harvey. You are the one who excites the people to revolt.”

“ And to the hanging of bandits like you!” .

With ‘their hands gloved with clotted blood, washed off only in those places
where their potations had splashed upon them, they brutally seized him by the
collar: he pushed them back, celled them assassins, deserving an ignominious
death, and striking them in the face with his whip, he tried to force a passage.

They rushed upon him, hemming him in, and knocked him down with blows of
their fists and the pommels of their swords; overcome and bound fast, they threw
him into a corner, penning him between the wall and a rampart of benches, where
a dog gently licked him iu silence.

He had then witnessed a revolting orgie of beer, gin, brandy, obscene songs,
bluster, cyuical confessions of abominable crimes, disputes, quarrels, scufiles de-
generating into embraces and revivals of friendship which were renewed in alcohol.

That they might not forget him, they had picked him up again like a bundle
and laid him on the end of the table, deafening him with their yells and flooding
him with overturned iiquor, which was flowing away in streams through several
guiters.
® Then, the table being suddenly overturned in one of their drunken transports,
he remembered nothing more except the confusion of a mad ride in the darkness,
a nightmare filled with bodily tortures and a succession of fainting fits.

Now e found himself again in the red hands of Hunter Gowan!

1t was doubtless death this time, judging by the sneers of the sinister brute
and the fury with which he shook him, almost turning his stomach. .

Divining his anxiety, Harvey settled it.

“Iam alive!” said he.

« Admirable!” exclaimed the ruffian, who, in his usual tone of mockery, con-
gratulated him warmly.
~ Vo die in a swoon was abhorrent to a Christian; he would prefer to look death
in the face and first purify his soui to appear rightly before God! Unfortunately,
the company lacked chaplains; it was, moreover, of the English Church. Never-
theless, if Harvey would condescend to tell his sips, he, Gowan, would repeat
them to the priest of Bunclody on his honor, and, meanwhile, he would absolve
them. .

“I belong to the Presbyterian church!” said the agitator, indignantly.

An apprehension took possession of him. He dreaded neither death, nor the
sufferings of the death-agony, nor the terrors of execution; but the future of the
insurrection troubled him. Would he not fail his brothers!

In his reveric he seemed cowardly, and the chief ‘of the band insulted Lim,
shaming him, and offering him his gourd to drink bumpe.s of gin in order to
cheer him up. ;

“Seo if my hand trembles!” said the Irishman.

nd the disgrace of a resounding blow fell on'the face of the bully, who roared.
Founing, stapmering new insults and terrible thréats, he seized Harvey, who,
in his attenmipts to free himself; dealt him blows ir:'the face with his elenched fist,
and tried to grasp his throas. e

But Harvey's mvscles, enfeebled by his previous tortures, placed the combatants
upon a flagrant inequality. - He could not open-his hands wide enough to grasp

(} T ; and his fists rebounded from ths

wreteh’s tanned skin
A rattle from

was afraid that it was the su-
eme Tattle, an ing ir

the caly

LIBERTY.%

of his left arm, and, with a skilful turn of the hand, bound him with what re-
mained of the fetters to the upright part of the cross. . .

Cords which they handed up vo him consolidated the ligatures, and, to finish his
work, he ordered them to take out the nails from the hands and feet of the rusty
Christ; these consisted, however, only of blunt fragments; what was tc be done?
Gowan thrust the blade of his sabre several times into a crack in the cross and
broke it .1to as many pieces as would serve to pin the inert sufferer to the wooud.

For a hammer he availed himselfl of the hilt of the weapon, and pounded gaily
like & good workman; the warm blood which gushed out, filling his eyes, face,
and even his mouth, did not hinder him.

He only spat it out, swearing at its insipidity, and, when he had fi
rinsed his mouth with floods of gin.

To be eontinuel.

bed, 12

WHAT’S TO BE DONE?
A ROMANCE.
TCHHIERNYCHEWSKY.

Tucker.

By N. G
"Translated by Benj. R.

Continued from No. 75.

“Then why don’t you commence at the necessary point?” said Beaumont, already
a little animated. It is possible; T know examples, with us in America,” he added.

“I have alreardy told you why. What can I undertake alone? I do not knov
how to go to work; and, even if I knew, could 1do it? A young girl is so ham-
pered in every direction. 1 am free in my own room. - But what can I do there?
Put a book on the table and teach people to read it. Where can I go? What can
I do alone?” .

“ Are you tryin%f to make me out a despot, Katia?” said the father: “but it is
not my fault, you having given me so severe a lesson.”

“I blush at the thought, papa; I was then a child. No, you are good, you do
not thwart me. It is society that thwarts me. Is it true, M. Beaumont, that in
Ameriea a young girl is much less hampered?”

“Yes, we may be proud of it, although we are far from where we ought to be;
but what a comparison with Europeans! All that you hear about the liberty of
woman in our covutry is really the truth.”

“Papa, let us go to America, after M. Beawmont has bought the factory,” said
Katérin . Vassilievna, jokingly: “there T will do something. Ah! how happy I
should be!”

*“One may find an occupation at St. Petersbury also,” said 3eaumont.

«How?”

Beaumont hesitated two or three seconds. “But why, then, did I come here?
And who could better inform me?” said he to himself.

“Have you not heard of it? There is an attempt in progress to apply the prin-
ciples lately deduced by economic science: are you familiar with them?*

“Yes, 1 have read » little about them; that must be very interesting and very
useful. And could I take part in it? Where shall T find it?”

“The shop was founded by Madame Kirsanoff.”

“Is she the doctor’s wife?”

“You know him? And has he said nothing to you about this matter?”

“ A long time ago. Then he was not married. I wassick; he came several times,
and saved me. Ah! what a man! Does she resemble him?”

But how make Madame Kirsanoft’s acquaintance? Could Beaumont give Katé-
rina Vassilievna a letter of introduction to Madame Kirsanoff? What was the use?
The Kirsanoffs had never even heard his name; but no introduction was necessary:
Madame Kirsanoff surely would be very glad to find so much sympathy. As for
her address, it would have to be ascertained at the lospital or the Academy of
Medicine,

X1

.

Such was the way in which Mademoiselle Polosoff came to know Véra Paviovna;
she called upon the latter the following morning; and Beaumont was so interested
in the matter that he came in the evening to inquire about her visit.

Katérina Vassilievna was very animated. "There was no trace of her sorrow left;
ecstasy had replaced melancholy, She described to Beaumont, with enthusiasm,
what she had seen and heard; she had already told the story to her father, bus it
was impossible for her to weary of it; her heart was so full: she had found an at-
tractive occupation. Beaunont listened attentively; but does one listen like that?
And she said to him, almost angrily: “M. Beaumont, I am beginning to be disen-
chanted with you: is it possible that you can be so little impressed? One would
suppose that you felt almost no interest.”

“ Do not forget, Katérina Vassilievna, that I have seen all this in America; I am
interested in a few of the details; but as a whole I know it only too well.” It is
only in the persons who have taken this initiative here that I can be much inter-
ested. . For instance, what can you tell me of Madame Kirsanoff?”

“ Ah, my God! she certainly pleased ine much. She explained everything to me
with so much ardor.”

“You have already said so.”

*What more do you want? What else could I tell you? Could you expect me,
indeed, to be thinking of her, when I had such a sight before my eyes ?”

“T understand that one entiroly forgets persons when interested in things; bug
nevertheless what else can you tell me of Madame Kirsanoff?”

Katérina Vassilievua called up her recollections of Véra Pavlovna, but fovnd in
them only the impression that Véra Pavlovna had made upon her; she de-
seribed ver{' vividly her external appearauce, her manner of speech, all that one
sees at a glance when first meoting a stranger; but beyond this there was almost
nothing in her memory relating to Véra Pavlovna: the shop, the sh o, the shop,—
and Vera Pavlovnw’s explanations. These explanations she understood thoroughl,,
but Véra Pavlovna herselt she understood but very little.

“For this once, then, you have disappointed my hopes; I should have been very
glad to learn something from you as*o Madwmae Kirsanoff; nevertheless T do'not
release you; n a few days T will (rastion you again on *his subject.”

“But whg' no¢ taake her acqusintanee, i she intersts vo1 so much?™

- “I should like to do so: perhaps I shalt some day. Hus first I must lewrn more
about her.” . : :

- Beawmont was silent for a few moments.

“T'am considering whether T sitouid ask a tavor of you
~should.. This is'it:if iy name happeus to be







