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she world is saved ;
il trust in thee”
Jonx Hay.

“not just. The famous;addrgss before the Eplscopnl
varch Congress in-which Hewitt enunciated his rad-
ieal doctrines ‘was dehvered when -he was already a

: iuﬂbonmre.

) When Hcmy George gave the sanction of his ap-
" proval to the murder of the Chleugo Communists, the
“Chicago “Labor Enquirer ” vigorousiy denounced him
for his trea..‘nery. But ‘when that paper died a few
~weeks ago, it transferred its subscription list to Henry
George’s “Standard.”  Why did it thus lend its in-
fluence to this dkshonest man? Did it not thereby be-
‘come a sharer in thy gmlt of kis treachery? Charity
“1ay cover °multitace of sins if the; are small, bui vhat
igantic s1. its manti~'cau never cover. )

fending the: poriticn of the ¥ Alarm” on the ques-

M. Lum sclémnly speaxs of the duty

e owesiito ile founder of the journal, A. R.
Parsons, and 'of its traditions which it would be dis-
loysity and dishonesty to vinlate. Now this requires
some explanation : Does Mr. Lum mean to convey that
he advocates the view~ of Parsous because he succeeded
him a8 editor, while personally dissenting from them
as much zis any of his critics? If vhis is not the casc,
~ -and he himself %nids those views, what is the use of
~_referring to “duty” at all? A far more rational,
manly, and ronclusive answer to his critics would be

" tha'simple stat t that he teaches according to his

* . best understanding and belief. - Tt is impossibie: that

Mr. Lun should so far vndorse the “ethics of Ksnt”
: find the highest mora.hty in acting against his
md mclmat:on in obedience to a sense of duty.

arros’s adinirable srticie on “Passive Resist-
weordn so completely in its “central purpose and
‘the: teachmgs of: thu paper | that it

the iuct ths.t the htt'vr has soirnethmg in common with

such & man as Cleveland is sufficient to demn it us of
no radieal significance whatever. I confess I have
hitherto thought that truth is equally truth whether
vroclaimed by prophets and seers or conceded by time-
servers and sophists. But it seems that I have been
in error. Freethinkers must anathematize and repu-
diate Rabelais, Voltaire, Sheiley, and Byron, since the
orthodox admit their greatness; Abolitionists inust
surse the memory of John Brown, whose praise is fre-
guently sung by reactionaries; admirers of Emerson
who desire to preserve their reputations as irue social
reformers must hasten to disavow all sympathy with
that worthless individual, who actually commands the
respect of mai:y bigoted concervatives; and Avarchieis
must be prepared to throw overboard any part of their
programme the moment it is approved by auybody
not known to be ‘or known not te b perfect in all
respects. Perhaps, however, the critic is wrong, and
his strictures arc due to the probable circumstance
that he has not safficiently 1aastered the opinions in
question to pronounce decided judgment upon them
either one way or the otuer.

Spencer’s Narrow Escape.
Nowhere does Herbext Spsncer come nearcr (or even as

near) to an open and fall endor t of A hisn, as in
the following vxtract from the ch:apter on ‘‘ Religicn aua Sci~
ence” in his * First Principies.” Had he made the same
observation in any of his political and social treatises, Pro-
fessor Huxley would not have limited himself to criticising
him for “administrative Nihilism,” ki would have plainly
d ed him as an A hi

In different times and places we find concerning the origin,
suthority, and functions of government a great variety of
opinions. . . . Ridiculous as they may severally appear to
those not educated ander them, . . . each of them insistsona
certain subordination of individual actions to social require-
ments. There are wide differences as to the power to which
this subordingtion is due; there are wide differencesas to the
motive for this sutordination; there are wide differences as
to its extent; bnt that there must be some subordination all
srs agroed. From the oldest and rudest idea of allegiance,
dowh to the raost advanced politieal theory of our own day,
there is on thia point eomplete nnanimity. ‘Though, between
the 0 - Wis). ives: his life and property ‘o be at the

absolute dilpo.l of his chiel. and the Anmhht who dan!u
‘|- the ‘right of any gove X4 ‘or.d to

trench upon his individual: freedom), there seems at fivst sight
an ondre and irroeoneﬂlhlo untsgoninn yet,nkim ana-

tnnsgreu imits which the one ugardl a8 gina.ting in the
v 'md which the othar regards as dedmible from

/And you are dead, my beautiful, beloved,

My inmoet love, my sweet, (arl; gentle friead;

No more the light from your :rown eyes, so soft,
Shall be the radiance of say humble bome;

No more your voice shali welcome tuick from toll;
Nomore your soft, brown, clinging tross shall frame
‘With glinting, silken charm yeor swoetest face;

Mo more that head upon ry breaet shall lie,

With fragrant breath perfuming all my besrd —
Scal-beautiful, I would have died for thee! :

No more!~— I mind we often talked cf death,
How that our final change was like a slcep
In wldch we dreamed onrselves away, away,
Into the stream that sparkled in the sun,
Into the dreeze that whispered in the pine,
The bud, the blade, the incenstant flower,
The mobile cloud that dappled heaven’s dome,
The lightning’s finme that sglit the leafy oak,
The soft blue haze that hid in sylvan shades,
Away, away, till we were wholly gone;.-
Forming new life within a hundred lives;
Hold fast witlin vhe circles infinite;
Unconscious, oft, that wa hrd lived before;
Qfttimes unknowing we were living still;
Absorbed into the members of the Whole —
Hirvana.

Ah! It was not wise to weep,
We said, in this short life so strangely sweet,

(I have not wept) or make amoan at deatk .

(X have not moaned), but calmly, healihfully,

With conscious joy, we each shonld pluck the blooms
‘Within our reach; and calmly, restfully,

Each one, when tired, should fall in sle¢r in peave,
‘Without regret or fear, as knowing well

The worth anud worthlessness of life.

) aweet,
O wire, without regret or fear you lent:
And I—looked calmly on your dying face,
And I looked calmly in your open grave;
Calmly I go to reap tie fruits of life,
‘Within the precions honrs I keep aw.ike,
This brief, awift-changing time,! tluc T asa maie,
Unm 1 too shall sieep.

- O love, O swact, -

kA within our d to meet! yh
‘To kiss and flow together in the stream,

To laugh and murmur *neath the mossy stone,
To drift and eddy lnthepkcldpool,
Oureyesin bnbbles

Mayhap 16 ries, |

T 3oat above the

To l:sll in dancin

Itmybolnhﬂlmollﬂnplpln throat
That sings beside some sylvan nest, while you
mymthbmmtnmmm;m,







