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« For always in thine oyee, O Liberty!
Skines that hiyh light whereby the world is saved;
And though thou slay us, we will trust in thee.”

Jorx Hav.

Gn Pickex Duty.

Let no one wonder that Liberty is sllent anent Bos-
ton’s lates. affliction. tha “ Christian Socialist ” move-
went. Though one is sometimes boand to stucy an
opponent’s advantage rather than his gratification,
and so sperk daggers and “be cruel only to be kind,”
yet of the marriage of “scientific Socialism” to the
dead horse of Christianity charity compels to forbear
thinking aloud.

English hypocrisy is agitated over the hardships of
the children employed on the stage, and is busily try-
ir [ to get a law passed prohibiting or regulating the.
atrica! employment of children. Really, it is appaliing
to contemplate the dreadful status of these children,
especially in contrast with the convenience and com-
forts so abundantly enjoyed by the thousands of chil-
dren of the London gutter.

Because Mr. Pentecost, in saying pleasant things of

State Socialism, da.{gs to have an opinion of his own |

and does not copy official statements, the organ of the
Socialistic Labor Party vilifies him and accuses him
of base mctives. When State Socialism is established
the guillotine will be the only cure for heresy, and the
wages of such sin as Mr. Pentecost’s will be death.
For his sake, then, I hope that that time is not so near
ag he imagiunes. :

A London newspaper reports that, when Rochefort
learned the news of his son’s suicide in Algeria, he
rose from the table at which he had been sitting with
his niece taking supper, and retired to his room, there
bursting into bitter tears and falling on his knees to
pray for his unhappy son. Of late Rochefort has been
known to commit many unpardonable fullies, but I
cannct believe that he has lost his sanity so far as to
resort to prayer.

E. C. Waliker speaks of John Ruskin and Stephen
Pearl Andrews as master writérs of English prose.
Now, there is & great deal to praise and admire in
Andrews, but it wiii not do to pretend that his style
is at all equal to Ruskin’s, who has been justly called
the master of modern English prose. I can easily
name a dozen living writers far abuve Andrews and
yet considerably beneath Ruskin oa the scale of lite-
rary power and elegance.

T. L. M’Cready, the “Standard’s” clearest and live-
liest contributor, is rapidly working up his way to the
Anarchistic position. He has abandoned a great pait
of the Georgian chaotic platform, and, with the excep
tion of the si~¢le-tax measure, insists on industrial
freedom. ¥ think he is much uearer to us already
than Mr. Pentecost, whose faith in the inevitablercas
of State Socialism is much stronger than facts and
logic would seem to warrant. By the way, while Mr.
Pentecost is dealing with the objections to Socialirm,
it would be well to attempt an answer to the article of
Mr. M’Cready on the “Fallacies of Socialism” lately
published in the “Standard.” '

The only prominent American daily that has taken
the sound individualistic position on governmental
and industrial questions is the Galveston “News,”
whose editorials Liberty frequently reprints with ap-

rreciation and pleasure. Are w2 now to be blessed

with another powerful champion of freedom? The
“Transeript” of this city the other day had a remark-
able editorial, entitled “The Moral of Mr. Fink,” the
unmistakable moral of which was that compulsory

government is ircompatible with healthful economic
activity. I reproducc it elsewhere for the benefit o: '

those who are able to perceive the contrast between
its robust logic and the sickly sentimentaiism of the
Boston Nationalists.

William Douglas ('Connor, the author of the “ Good
Gray Poet,” whom Liberty counted with pride among
its warmest friends, is dead. The world of letters
loses in him one of its grandest and most unique per-
sonalities. Mr. O’Connor was a student, a scholar, a
passionate love: »f art, and took no part in practical
affairs. But the few short productions of his pen will
yet be racognized as the ornament and glory of English
polemical literature. Some day the conspiracy of the
“paltry and venoniwous swarm” of iiterary hypocrites
and pruces, poisoners and blackguards, will he put
down by public intelligence, and then Mr. O’Connor’s
defence of Walt Whitman will be ranked higher than
the ¢ Provincial Letters.”

1 hope the members of the English Liberty and Pro-
peity Delence League are much the wiser (if sadder)
for having been subjected to the plain talk of Grant
Allen on “Individualism and Socialism” through the
columus of the “ Contemporary Review.” His dealing
with the questions of liberty and property is excellent,
though the remedy whick he proposes (land national-
ization) would prove as subversive of both of them as
the present iniquitous monopolies, of which the mem-
bers of the “ League” he derides are the beneficiarios,
have proved to be. 1t would be interesting to learn
why Grant Allen rcjects the individualistic solution of
the land problem (provided he is aware of iis naturs),
and wiry he does not think it supplies that equality of
opportunity about which he is so strenuous.

William Morris claims that the principle “Each as
he pleases as long as he does not inlerfere with the
equa: liberty of others” has no meaning as an argu-
ment against authority, since it leaves unexplained
this “crude and most obvicus difficulty”: “If indivi-
duals are not to coerce others. there must somewhere
be an authority which is prepared to coerce them not
to coerce, and that authority must cleatly be collee-
tive.” Now, it is astonishing, but true, that William
Morris is guilty here of a “crude and most obvious”
error: to defend one’s self against coercion is not to
exercise coercion; protection against invasion is not
invasion; and communities may construct any safe-
gaards against crime without being themselves in the
least arbitrary and tyrarnical. Even punishments of
criminals are not invasions of rights, provided the
may and may net are explicitly defined in the social
compacts. Wm. Mcrris should be the last man to cri-
tizize opponents without exact informatior ~< to the
meaning of the terms they use.

My suspicion that the editor of the “Workmen’s
Advocate” derives all his economic wisdom from the
little pamphlet published by Marx and Engels us a
“Communistic Manifesto” has now scttled into firm
conviciion. He amends his denial of the right of the
Anarchistic and single-tax schools of economy to the
claim of scientific importance by a frank confession
that he “does not know that they are schools at all.”
‘Why, of course he doesn’t, and that’s what the trouble

with him is. Tt takes hard labor and deep thinking
to master the ¥ s s and logic of these systems, which
a Jabov politicic:: neither cares nor needs to resolve
unon, it i3 easy > learn to talk Socialistic slang and
.. se every opponent with the vulgatity of fishwomen,
and this is 'he only quulification demanded of partisan
editors. Should the editor of the “ Advocate” take a
long vacation an. study some of the works of the
schools referred to, he mighkt perhaps be able to discuss
matters with greater profundity and seriousness on re-
suming his editorial function. At any rate, I strongly
advise hiwn to try the experiment.

Those individualists who feel alarmed cv2= the suc-
cess of the State Socia'lst agitation in England will
be considerably reassur.’ :{ .’ 2y take Grant Allen’s
view of the subject. “The so-called Socialist,” he
says, “is ofteu found on strict examination to be a
Socialist in name only. Feeling deeply the goad of
the fundamental wrongs under which the proletariat
at preseut smarts, he accepts at once the Socialistic so-
lation as being the first and easiest then and there af-
forded him. But when one presses him hard as to the
separate clauses and items of his ereed, one finds gene-
rally that what he lays stress upon is the injustice it~
self, not the supposed Socialistic cure; and that in
instinet and spirit he is individualist at'bottom. I do
not myself believe that true Socialism has, or ever had,
any large following among the people in England. I
beiieve the solil and somewhat selfish English mind
runs iv quite another groove, and looks upon the world
in quite another fashion. And I am perfectly sure
that, if it came to the pinch, anything like true Social-
istic measures would rouse the fiercest opposition and
indignation of nine out of ten sci-disant Socialists.”
For my part, I am perfectly sure of exact!y the oppo-
site. 1tis true, no doubt, that the deras..< for Social-
istic measures has largely grown oul of the existing
injustice, but it is equally certain that tiis dumand
has developed a philosophr i sed on authority and
despotism, with which the State Socialists, both indi i-
dually and as a body, are so thoroughly in love that
if given an inch, they will take an ¢ll.

THY, LION’S COUNCIL O3 | ~a &k
[ Translated from the Russian by John Bos-- . 2

A lion held a court for State affairs;
‘Why? That is not your business, sir, twas theirs!
He ealled the el for 11 still

The council board was incomplete;

And the king deemed it fit
With asses all the vacancies to fill,
Heaven help the State! —for lo! tha bench of asses
The beneh of elephants by far surpasses.

He was a fool —the aforesaid king — youw’li say;
Better have kept thiose places vacant surely,
Than till them up so poorly.

O no! that’s not the royal way;

Things have been done for ages thus—and we
Have a deep reverence for antiquity:

Nought worse, sir. than to be, or to appear,
Wiser and better than our fathers were.

The list must be complete, even though you make it

Coniplate with asses; for the lion saw

Such had for ages been the law —

He waa no radical to break it!

« Besides,” he said, “ my elephants’ good sense
Will soon my asses’ ignorance diminish,

For wisdom has a mighty intuence.”
They made a pretty finish!

The asses’ folly soon obtained the sway;

The ciephants became as dull as they!

Fean Iranovich Khemnitzer,
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THE RAG-PICKER OF PARIS.

By FELIX PYA'T.
Translated from the French by Benj. R. Tucker.

PART FOURTH.
THE STRUGGLE.

Continued from No. 146,
And as formerly, at the Quai d’Austerlitz, he sang his refrain:

F'rever wine!
F'rever juic - divine!
Just then Baron Iloffmann entered, saying in an undertone:
“Now’s the time! Let us squeeze the sponge.”
“ Here, Monsicur!” said Léon to the rag-picker.
But Jean, still drinking, said:
“Who's that? . . . Nothing. . . . What are you talking about? . . .
stir. . . . For my part, when % soak myself, I take root.”
And again he began to sing incoherently.
take breath, he continued :
* Let’s drink the whole vineyard! Let’s sing the praises of the entire cellz.r till
the end of the world!”
“ Léon, go out,” ordered the baron.
“What? Go out!” exclaimed Jean, swaying before the banker. “ What's this
blackbird whistling?”
Aund be resumed his singing:

Don’t

Theu, after stopping a moment to

No, friends are not each fools
Thit they will part,

Then to Lécn:
“ Stay, stay, I bid you, and pass him a glass. T treat; he pays.”
He humined with & voice broken with intoxication :

Fill up your empty glass!

A mement longer he tried to keep Léon, who went out upon a sign from the
baron.
Then, having failed to hola the valet, he approached ihe master, staggering and
singing:
The more one stays with fools,

The more one stays with fools,
The more one laughs!

“I beg a thousand pardons tor my long absence,” said the baron, watching him.
At last I come back to talk with you.”

Jean stumbled up to him.

“Ahl it's you,” he exclaimed. ¢ Entirely forgiven, my dear sir; I have been
waiting under the vines.”

The baron turned away to avoid hie breath.

“Tooh!” he exclaimed, in disgust.

Jean continued:

“ You kept me so long that I got thirsty. Been waitiug through more than five
bottles, but not drunk! I could easily wait to drink the rest. 1 could swallow
the sea and the fish. But here you are! Al right, what is it?”

The baron answered evasively :

I am at your service now. Let us talk of your business.”

“My business?” said Jean, bewildered and tapping his forehead.

Then he exclaimed:

“Ohi yes, I remember.”

“ Did you say that you had a proof?” asked the baron.

Jean answered with great volubility.

“Yes, yes, let’s talk of that, and not by four roads either. You’ve had Marie
Didier arrested. You are going to have her released, ard that quickly too, imme-
diacely and not tomorrow. ~ Tomorrow’s a traitor, like yourself, and cannot be de-
penided upon.  This very day and even sooner . . . . because you made the child,
- that 7s to say, your daughter did,—and you had it killed, and I have the proof.”

Reeling, he tried to lead the baron away.

The baron insisted.

“The proof?”

“Yes, the proof, your (!aﬂfhter’s letter, the letter to the midwife; let’s be off.”

“Oh! the foolish wretched irl!” said the baron to himself.

Jean took the letter from his pocket-book.

“Oh! it’s no use. I have that in my ket which will make you march
straight, by rail, by steam, and at high spee(ftoc I have the letter, signed . . . . do
you understand? I have the proof, and there it is!”

At last T have him,” said the baron aside.

Jean caught hold of the banker.

“ Come, let’s start!”

The baron stopped him.

“You want to exploit me, do you not?” said he, “to extort money from me?
You take me for your milch cow. Well, no scandal! Return that letter to me.
I multiply the notes by three.”

“Go to! you're a simpleton,” exclaimed Jean, shrugging his shoulders.

Aund he put the pocket-book back in his pocket.

“Your fortune for that letter,” continued the baron.

“My fortune!” sneered Jean, who had lost all prudence but not all honesty.
“Is that it? Have we come to that? Hal ha! ha! my fortune! Oh! this
brazen-face. T expected it. . . Iam on my guard, idiot; proof against gold and
silver, baron.  How many millions for Jean’s daughter ? Ygu're too poor, banker!
My fortune! And for what? I was already greatly embarrassed with the old
womaa’s ten thousand francs. Fortune for me, Soiffard I, king of the Gonlots?
Bah! .Just to have a face as ugly as yours, old man, be fed upon bank-notes, have
a beast’s skin on my hands and tgaa.th’s hairs on my head, and spit in my pecket ?”

‘The baron nad just spat in his handkerchief. )

“Just to have more wine than one can drink, valets that empty the cellar, daugh-
ters that kill their Lrats and then charge others with the crime . . . the devil and
bis whele train . . . . never!'never! But this iz not to the point. We've talked
enough. Let’s go to the judge!” ‘

Again he tried to drag away the baron.~

“Well,” said the baron between his te
And he added aloud, in a threatening vo

it must be today as before.”
LH

“You will not give it to me; then I am going to take it.”

Jean, unable to defend himself, began to shout:

“Help! help!” . .

The baron seized him by the collar, as on the night of the Quai d’z}u'sterhtz.

“Will you be sileut, rascal?” said he, tightening his grasp and twisting.

Jean uttered a lond ery:

“ Ah! the grip of the Quar!”

He had just recopuized the murderer of Jacques Didier. .

“Proof against gold, but not against wine,” exclaimed the baron, taking the
pocket-book. “'The wine has goue in, the secret comes out.”

And, taking out the letter, he cried joyfully:

“I have it!”

Jean struggled on the floor, sereaming: .

“OL! robber! murderer! He is killihg me, he is robbing me . . . . as he did
Didier. He takes, he burns the letter; the proof . . . heip, murder, fire!”

The baron was in fact burning his daughter’s leiter in the flame of a candle,
But suddenly, glancing at the pocket-book which he held in his hand, he ex-
claimed :

“What do I see?”

He read:

Berville Bank. — Jacques Didier, collector.

Straightway he replaced the pocket-book in Jean’s pocket.

“Good!” he said to himself.

“Ah! robber!” cried the rag-picker. “Double assassin. My letter! my proof!
Stolen! buined! He kills the daughter as he did the father.”

The baron rang and called loudly :

“Hello there, somebody!”

Laurent, Léon, and two other valets, one of whom was dressed as a footman,
hurried into the room.

“ Arrest this drunken man,” ordered the baron. *Ie is the murderer of Jacques
Didier, the collector of the Berville Bank !”

And he went out triumphantly, holding his head high. )

Jean, picked up by the valets, struggled lil+ a madman, in a paroxysm of intoxi-
cation, and screamed as if the victim of an ai.ocious nightmare:

“Drunk! assassin. . . .. Who says I'm drunk? No, I am not drunk. Iam
maal”

Releasing himself, he seized a bottle and drove back the valets.

“Oh! my head burns. Demuns! they have poured fire into me; I have been
drinking helll ., . Two against one, the cowards; they have filled me up”. . . .

And looking at the valets, he resumed in his frenzy:

“There, there are ten of them now, the traitors.
blood! the milk of crime! thc water of death!”

Looking in his pocket for the lotter, in the height of his fury, he stammered in
a frightened yet threatening voice :

“The letter, the Quai! Jacques! “iariel Wine! ... To the guillotine with
winel . .. Iam wine’s executioner; : will execute wine! Let there be no more
wine upon earth! Where is wine that I n.ay exterminate it?”

With a supreme effort he overturned table, bottles, and glasses, rolling in the
heap himself.

Then only could the valets pick him up and carry him off, gesticulating and
crying with horror:

Murder’s wine! the devil’s

Forever wine!
Forever juice divine!

CHAPTER 1V.

THE CONCIERGERIE,

In prison slang the Conciergerie is called the ZTower and the great inner court-
yard the Heap. It is the rag-basket of Paris, the human rag-basket, continually
fiiled up by officers and sorted out by judges, those rag-pickers of the police and
the courts. On the day with which we have to do, three hundred Parisian frag-
ments were swarming in this pit, open to the sky, but whose high walls, impossi-
ble to scale, would have discouraged Latude. .

A circular bench fastened to the wall permitted the prisoners to sit down by
turns.

On one side a door, on the other a fountain with an iron goblet. The desperate
eyes of this wretched crowd were lowered towards the ground. In fact, why look
above at free space and thus add the torture of Tantalus to that of the jail?

Laborers out of work, vagabonds, drunkards, keepers of girls, prowlers of the
suburbs, old offenders in the courts, superannuated bandits, —this entire world
was gloomy, thoughtful, anxious. They jostled without mingling with each other;

roups formed and closed up spontaneously, the delinquents of a day separating
%rom the habitual criminals.” Like gravitates to like.

A keeper, with his heavy key in his hand, watched the prisoners, imposing
silence upon a few youngsters whose buffooneries were continually burstin: out, in
spite of the posted regulation forbidding loud talking, laughing, singing, whistling,
leaping, and running, under penalty of the dungeon, of the mitard, to use the word
of the prisoners and the jailers, the latter speaking the same tongue as the former,
howling not with the wolves, but like the wolves. :

Into the “heap ” had strayed a young man of scarcely twenty-five, with a smil-
ing and Lonest face, the spruce and natty dress of a prosperows ‘workman, a kind
and frank nature, posessing the two beauties, physical and moral, the one reflect-
ing the other.

“Ah-ah-ah!” he exclaimed, yawning and stretching.
here. What a hotel furnished with bugs! Upon my word, the mattresses are too
thickly settled, like the suburbs of Paris. The government doesn’t give us enongh
to eat, but to make up for it delivers us to the beasts to be eaten. Martyrs, well,
1 should say so! One is pricked, sucked, pumped, reduced to nothing. Oh! the
vermin, what officials they would make! They are equal to the dourgeois.”

The door opened, and some attendants, prisoners helping in the service, a)
peared, carrying loaves of black bread and a kettle filled with warm water in whic
2 few dry vegetables were swimming.

“Say, I see no beefsteak,” said the young man to himself, feeling a %:;od appetite.

They distributed the bread and then served the soup in earthen bowls aped
like basins.

It came young Bonnin’s turn.

“The devill” he exclaimed, taking his bowl from the attendant’s hands, “am I
to wash my hands in this or eat it ?”

“You are to swallow it, you joker,” said the other.

*“Ah! indeed! . . . only I was about to say ™. . .

“What?” asked the attendant.

“How badly one sleeps

“Why, that it isn’t clean enough to wash in; but provided it is for the inner
man, I am silent . . . and I introduce your lye into my person. Thank you!”
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Dud the overseer reminded the attendant of his duty.

* Jooly, ba quick, gather up the bowls.” .

* Alveady!” exclaimed Bounin, in a vein of gayety. “It was not worth while
te pronounce a eulogy of Napoleon in our presence last evening. Ile ats in a
quarter of an hour and we in a quarter of a second. I ask for the demolition of
the colummn.”

“ Do you want to go into the mitard?” cried the keeper.

The workman was not disconcerted.

*If you consult my tastes, I will say no, unless your heart is really set upon it.”

Paolo came back to Bonnin to get his bowl, which he had ewmptied with a gulp
to avoid the taste of its contents.

The attendant related his grievance to the workman.

“To think that I should be here, when the last place where I was employed was
the Maison d'Or.”

“Just imagine that this is a branch establishment,” said Bonnin to console him,

*I ani ruined,” groaned the other, “and yet I am an horest man.”

“ Retired from business,” said Bonnin, laughing. ¢ Come, confess that you have
sold your capital of honesty.”

“], never!” denied the Italian; «I am the victim of a fatal resemblance.”

“Yes, I sce, they have taken you for a canary and put you in a cage.”

“1 swear to you that they have mistaken me for another,” atfirmed Paolo.

Bonnin assumed a doubtful air.

“It is you who take me for another. But you know it’s useless to serve each
other with the sauce of our misfortunes; it doesn’t go down.”

Paolo, as gentle as a lamb, drew nearer to the workman.

“And it appears that you have been arrested for a politieal offence,” said he.

“Ah! you know that ?” said the other, on his guard.

“Yes,” auswered Paolo; “ but, say, what happeued at that manifestation of. . .
of". . ..

“You are informned, I Liope,” sneered Bonnin. ¢“You want the explanation of
my affair? ‘Well, if any one asks you, you will answer without hesitation that
you know nothing about it.”

And, as Paolo began his yarns again, the workman doubled his raillery.

“Ah! you kuow,” said he, “with such a face as yours that doesn’t go down.
Listen to me: on leaving the “Heap” oue generally enters either the pégre or the
rousse, as you say here. One becomes either a robber or a policeman. “You lack
frankness, and frankness is a necessary qualification for the liberal professions.
You were not cut out for a robber. You were a waiter in a restaurant, you say;
make yourself a spy. That too is a way of serving society.”

But the keeper again called Paolo.

“Well,” he cried; “when are you coming?”

The attendunt, our old acquaintance of the Hotel d’Italie, resumed his service
and stopped before an old workman bent and broken, who viewed this scene with
a sombre look of revolt.

When Paolo took his bowl, he saw that it was full.

“Ah! you swallow nothing? ™ said he, in astonishment.

“I am not hungry,” said the old man, without raising his head.

Bonnin took the bowl, saying joyfully :

“Really! Well, you're in luck. I am your successor.”

And, after swallowing the soup, he continued his observations :

*“To say that that is nourishing perhaps would be an exaggeration, but then it
fills one up. Say, of what is this dish-water made? Not easy to say, I fancy.
Let’s see. "Ahl I know; they pick up refuse from the floors of the markets and
boil it in the water of the Bievre. . .. But no; in that case it would be better;
that’s not it.”

The prisoners, interested and amused, formed a circle around Bonnin, who
continued:

“Ah! now I have the receipt! They rinse our bowls at night in warm water,
don’t they? Well, that makes the boucllon for the next day. It is the extract of
dirty dishes concentrated and perpetuated.”

And he returned his bowl to Paolo.

But the latter, who was vexed with Bonnin, killed his success with a joke.

“What stupid nonsense you talk! Don’t you know that the dishes are never
washed ?”

And he finished his service, happy at having driven his nail into the scoffing and
impenetrable workman and riveted it.

“ Then,” sail Bonnin, quitting the circle of his hearers, “one is bound o be-
lieve that the cook of the Conciergerie is like the good God and makes something
out of nothing.”

And after this comparison flattering to Providence, he went to sit down on the
bench by the side of the old man.

The latter noticed him and looked at him with pleasuve, content at finding a
sympathetic countenance in the midst of t"iis repulsive herd.

* Tell me, why are you here?” he asked hirmn.

Bonnin, who had o longer the same reasons to distrust, told the seory of his
arrest with his natural good-humor.

*“Ah! This is how it was. The government asked us for three months’  redit.
Granted. We pinched our bellies; but now it seems that our debtors of the Pro-
visional are insolvent. So I followed the comnrades of my section to a meeting of
creditors, The friends cried to our debtors: “Bread or lead! Give us bread or
lead’” That did not seem to me exactly logical, and I, a little too consistent, as it
seems, shouted: ‘No! Give us bread, or we will give you lead’ My variation
doubtless did not please everybody, for they grabbed me, and here I am!”

The old man shook his head.

* As for me,” said he, “I am here becaunse I have worked so hard all my life that
I am no longer good for anything . . . not even to enter the national workshops.
For worn-out laborers there is nothing but the poor-house or the *Heap.” I haven't
even held out my hand. Having no louger any lodging, I simply slept outside:
vagrancy. ' ‘The prison! Ah! if we have another revolution and if 1 amn free!
My pame is Erutus Chaumette, young man, and in February for the last time I
showed the stuff 1 am made of . . . the last time, did I say?” Who knows? for I
left blood there.”

And the workman with the hammer straighterred up his lofty stature, roaring
like au old lion at the story of his life of poverty.

“At your age, my friend, I was like you, gay, laughing, taking life easily. I
earned my living as a machinist. Then I got married. Children came and then
died. Cau one support brats in Paris? The mother died at last, leaving me a
little girl.  Not a cent left, debts on every hand, and out of work in the bargain.”

Chaumette took the young workman by the arm.

‘! pawned my hammer to get milk for the child. And then there was nothing
left, and I'had to carry the child to the Public Charities . . . abandou it, you uu-

derstand.  Poverty has dropped me lower and lower. I have followed all trades,”

—sweeper, messenger, drudge. At last T became a porter in a refinery, running
about naked as a worm with moulds of boiling sugar, carrying them at full speed

through vooms as hot as hell, where 1 had to hold my bLreath to keep my lungs
from burning, and then running to take a shower undqr the fountain uefl,)rga re-
turning to this task of the damned. All this to earn sixty cents a da.y. That’s
why my hide looks as if I were a hundred, my boy. Ab! you'll see, you'll see, you
too . .. later.”

The old man remained silent a momeat and then resumed:

“You see, all that would be nothing, nothing, I swear to you, if I could only find
my poor little Marianne again, my daughter, of whom [ have never had any news,
in consequence of my well-known ideas. . . . ¢Wrong-headed fellow!’ they have
answere:} me at the office of administration. 'They owed me no intormation; tuey

have given me none.
. To be continued.

FREE POLlTlCAL INSTITUTIONS:

THEIR NATURE, ES' ENCE, AND MAINTENANCE.

AN ABRIDGEMENT AND REARRANGEMENT OF

Lysander Spooner’s “Trial by Jury.”

Edited by VICTOR YARROS.

LEGITIMATE GOVERNMENT AND MAJORITY RULE.
Continued from No. 146,

If the relative numbers of opposing parties afforded sufficient evideice of the
comparative justice of their claims, the government should carry the principle inte
its courts of justice; and instead of referring controversies to impartiai and disin-
terested men, to judges and jurors sworn to do justice, and bound patiently to hear

_| and weigh all the evidence and arguments that can be offered on either side, it

should simply count the plaintiffs and defendants in each case (where there were
more than one of either), and then give the case to the majority; after ample op-
portunity had been given to the plaintiffs and defendants to reason with, flatter,
cheat, threaten, and bribe each other, by way of inducing them to change sides.
Such a process would be just as rational in courts of justice as in halls of legisla-
tion; for it is of n~ iniportance to a man who has his rights taken from him
whether it be dore oy a legiclative enactinent or a judicial decision.

In legislation the people are all arranged as plaintiffs and defendants in their
own causes ; (those who are in favor of a particular law standing as plaintiffs, and
those who are opposed to the same law standing as defendants); ‘and to allow
these causes to be decided by majorities is plainly as absurd as it would be to al-
low judicial decisions to be determined by the relative number of plaintiffs and
defendants.

1f this mode of decision were introduced into courts of justice, we should see a
parallel, and only a parallel, to that system of legislation which we witness daily.
We should see large bodies of men couspiring to bring perfectly groundless suits
against other bodies of men for large sums of money, and to carry them by sheer
force of numbers; just as we now continually see large bodis of men conspiring
to carry by mere force of numbers some scheine of legislation that will directly or
indirectly take money out of other men’s pockets and put ii ints their-own. And
we sheuld also see distinct bodies of men, parties in separate suits, combining and
agreeing all to appear and be counted as plaintiffs or defendants in each other’s
suits, for the purpose of eking out the necessary m-jority; just as we now see dis-
tinct bodies of men, interested in separate schemss of ambition or plunder, con-
spiring to carry through a batch of legislative enactments that shall accomplish
their several purposes.

This system of combination and conspiracy would go or, until at length whole
States and a whole nation would become divided into two great litigating parties,
each party composed of several smaller bodies having their separate suits, but all
confederating for the purpose of making up the necessary majority in each case.
The individuals composing each of these two great parties would at length become
so accustomed te acting together, and so well acquainted with each other’s schemes,
and so mutually dependent upon each other’s fidelity for success, that they would
become organized as permanent associations, bound together by that kind of honor
which prevails among thieves, and pledged by all their interests, sympathies, and
animosities to mutual fidelity and to unceasing hostility to their opponents; and
cxerting all their arts and all their resources of threats, injuries, promises, and
bribes to drive or seduce from the other party enough to enable their own to retain
or acquire such a majority as would be necessary to gain their own suits and de-
feat the suits of their opponents. ~All the wealth and talent of the country would
become enlisted in the service of these rival associatious; and both would at length
become so compact, so well organized, so powerful, and yet always so much in need
of recruits, that a private person would be nearly or quite unable to obtain justice
in the most paltry suit with his neighbor, except on the condition of joining one
of there great litigating associations, who would agree to carry through his cause,
ox condition of his assisting them to carry through all the others, good and bad,
which they had already undertaken. If he refused this, they would threaten to
make a similar offer to his antagonist, and suffer their whole numbers to be
counted against hirm.

Now this picture is no caricature, but a true and honest likeness. And such a
system of administering justice wonld be no more false, absurd, or atrocious than
that system of working by majorities which seeks to accomplish by legislation the
same ends which in the cuse supposed would be accomplished by judicial decision.

Again, the doctrine that the minority ought to submit to the will of the major-
ity proceeds, not upon the principle that government is formed by voluutary asso-
ciation and for an agreed purpose on the part of all who contribute to its support,
but upon the presumption that all government must be practically a state of war
and plunder between opposing parties, and that, in order to save blood and prevent
mutual extermination, the parties come to an agreement that they will count their
respective numbers periodically, and the one party shall then be permitted quietly
to rule and plunder (restrained only by their own discretion), and the other sub-
mit quietly to be ruled and plundered, until the time of the next enumeration.

Such an agreement muy possibly be wiser than unceasing and deadly conflict;
it nevertheless partakes too much of the ludicrous to deserve to be seriously con-
sidered as an expedient for the maintenance of civil society. It would certainly
seem that mankind might agree upon a cessation of hostilities upon more rational
and equitable terms than that of unconditional submission on the part of the less
numerous body. Unconditional submission is usually the last act of one who con-
fesses himself subdued and enslaved. How any one ever came to imagine that
condition to be one of freedom, has never been explained. And as for the system
being adapted to the maintenance of justice among men, it is a mystery that any

Continued on page 6.
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“In abolishing rent and interest, the last vestiges of old-time gla-
very, the Revolution aliolishes at one stroke the sword of the execu-
tinner, the seal of the magistrate, the cludb of the policema, the
gauge of the exciseman, the erasing-knife of the department clerk,
all those insignia of Politics, whick young Liberty grinds beneath
her heel.”” — PROUBAMON,

§F™ The appearance in the editorial column of articles
over other signatures than the editor’s initial indicates that
the editor approves their cenvral purpose and general tenor,
though he does not hold himself responsible for every phrase
or word, But the appearance in other parts of the paper of
articles by the same or other writers by no means indicates
that he disapproves them in any respect, such disposition of
them being governed largely by motives of convenience.

Business necessities compel the editor of Liberty to
take a long journey, during which it will be impossible
for him to directly control the publication of the
paper. He will be absent about two months. Until
his return Liberty will be issued by Victor Yarros,
whose work in the past is sufficient guarantee that the
Anarchistic propaganda will not suffer under his
charge.

Socialism Kicking Off Its Baby-Clothes.

In my review of the “Evolution of Revolutionary
Thought” I took the position that the central truth of
Socialism, that which all otherwise diverging schools
hold in common, is that “association will be tiie watch-
word of the future,” that the coming social order will
be prevailingly based on cogperation nf free equals. I
also affirmed that such notions as common property,
State control of industry, and suppression of individual
initiative, still prominently kept in the foreground by
many orthodox Socialists, are merely survivals of the
vesture in which the infancy and minority of the So-
cialistic idea was enveloped, but which a maturer and
more critical age consigns to oblivion or to a small
corner of memory as interesting historical data. It is
but natural that the State Socialists should deny this,
and insist that, not Anarehism, but their own concep-
tion in perfect entirety is the latest development of
the continually ripening new philosophy of human re-
lations. But fortunately I am enabled to point out
that the more thoughtful and scholarly among them-
selves are beginning to realize that their programme
urgently requires serious modifications, and that an-
other « Communistic Manifesto” would at this stage
of progressive thinking be an anachronism. And I
need scarcely add that the improvements suggested or
introduced are all in the line of Anarchism.

London “Today” refers those who are fain to in-
form themselves about modern Socialism to Mr. Kir-
kup’s “Inquiry into Socialism” and to the organs of the
Fabian Society. Turning accordingly to the first, we
are inexpressibly gratified to meet with deliberate
statements and sentiments the like of which would be
absolutely incredible and impossible in works of ortho-
dox Socialists. Speaking of the future type of eco-
nomic organization, Mr. Kirkup says: “If it is the
principle of Socialism to do violence to the natural
order of economic and social developmnent, it can only
work mischief, it will be a delusion and a failure, &
source of disturbance and suffering. But there is no
ground for the assumption that Socialism must de-
mand a rigid and arbitrary adherence to the type.

As, in the old economic orders, slavery, serfdom, and
free labor often coexisted, so, in any future order,
there will and should be many varieties of form.”
Imagine a good old believer in the simple plan of sal-

vation by stern proscription of all competition striking
the above! If he is not moved to frantically shout
“heresy ” and % Anarchy,” he will surely be staggered
by the following: ¢ The development of Socialism ne-
cessarily follows the developnient of the large industry
and of capitalism, and the iarge industry is spreading
over the world. But should it be found that in certain
departments of industry the small production is still
the best and fittest, it may continue to prevail there
after the covperative form of organization may have
been introduced into the large and staple branches.
Socialism has no quarrel with free and independent
lubor.”  Still more siguificant is the remark that So-
eialism “is a form of economic organization which
may proceed from the State, but which may with no
less hope of success proceed from the free initiative of
the industrial people and from local association.” Be-
side this, how silly and puerile does a Bellamy seem !

Of the future organization of industry almost in
identical expressions Proudhon gives in the “ General
Idea of the Revolution” a forecast similar to Mr. Kir-
kup’s. And one of the most irtelligent Anarchists of
my acquaintance thus defined to me his position. “So-
ciety at large is ome vast cooperative organization
within which may exist any number of minor organ-
‘izations for special purposes. *These latter will vary in
extent and closeness of connection of their individual
parts according to the end for which they are designed.
They may even in some cases be purely communistic.
What Proudhon objected to is the attempt to force the
organization suitable to one of these limited bodies on
the whole of society, to:compel each man to receive
all others on the same terms.”

‘Whatever vulgar worshippers of iron rule and rigid,
imposed uniformity may claim, Proudhon’s early pro-
test against the sentimental fallacies, despotic element,
and utopian ingredients of Socialism i3 certain to be
more and more appreciated and heeded by al! sober-
minded reformers.

As regards that bugbear of authoritarians, liberty,
it is even more interesting to follow the changed tone
of Socialists. Contrast the blunt and idiotic assertion
of a Gronlund that what the majority’s fiat decrees as
right and law is right and law, and that «liberty ” is
an idol dear only to the middle-class heart, with the
guarded phraseology of Kirkup: ¢“Real progress can
be established only on 2 wide basis of improved condi-
tions, not through the application of a single formula.
Unless wedded to moral law and resting on a secure
economic basis, freedom is not a special blessing. As
a condition of a good and happy life in the highest
state of humanity, it is one of the greatest interests of
man; but it can be realized only through the recogni-
tion of truth and law, and through right methods of
social organization. It must go hand in hand with
enlightened progress and economic security. By itself
freedom is no solution of the real and positive difficul-
ties and necessities of social life. The principle of
freedom only means that organization should be suited
and subordinated to the good of man, and not made
an instrument of constraint and of suffering. But so-
cial organization and regular terms of union there
must be, as we are mutually dependent and related to
each other in a thousand ways.” Or attend to these
wise words of Ingram, who is foremost in the present
movement for reform of economic science and justly
admired by the Fabians: “Freedom is for society, as
for the individual, the necessary condition precedent
of the solution of the practical problems, both as al-
lowing nature’s forces to develop themselves and as
exhibiting their spontaneous tendencies; but it is not
in itself the solution. Whilst, however, an organiza-
tion of the industrial world may with certainty be ex-
pected to arise in process of time, it would be a great
error to attempt to improvise one. We are now in a
period of transition. . . . The conditions of the new
order are not yet sufficiently understood. The institu-
tions of the future must be founded on sentiments and
habits, and these must be the slow growth of thought
and experience.”

Now these views coincide with what has always
been emphasized in Liberty. Only latterly Mr. Lloyd
wrote that “liberty is not the saviour, but opportunity
to save. . . . It is the conscious and unconscious hu-

man intelligence, wisdom, that saves by adapting us

to our environment and enabling us to avoid its ad-
verse possibilitics, Wisdom is the sole savionr, using
the facts of knowledge, in liberty, to save hoth itself
and its liberty”; and the friend que.2d above also is
impressed with the truth that “in sosialism lies our
economic salvation, and from the economic standpoint
the vatne of freedom to us is mainly that it facilitates
socialist combination.”

Ave we not justified in the hope that Sociulists will
rapidly emancipate themselves from those two perni-
cious superstitions, violent revolution and compulsory
organization, and that, excepting those for whom there
is no promise of an intellectual dawn, but ounly ever-
lasting darkness of ignorance and passion, all critical
light-seekers must one day embrace the Anarchistic
idea of Socialism,— that of a harmonious social order,
based on voluntary association of free men, evolved by
a process of both conscious and spontaneous develop-
ment? I think so; at any rate, the sigus and indica-
tions of this consummation, so devoutly to be wished,
are neither few nor dubious. V. Y.

The Church shelters many charlatans, but Talmage
is the prince of thera all. Writing of the Johnstown
tragedy and the conflict between the doctors who op-
posed the putting out of the fires and the miserable
survivers who wanted to identify their dead and bury
them properly, he had the impudence to gravely say:
“1 tell you what we have to do, and that is, to leave it
all to God. This is a calamity too big for human
management.” Yet he certainly voices the logic of the
orthodox view; and, if he were consistent, he would
threaten all who have exerted themselves in behalf of
the victims with eternal damnation, as counteracting
divine wisdom. But Talmage knows that consistency
is not demanded by the fools who value his words. In
the same letter, referring to “the demons who robbed
the dead,” he prayed that there might be “shot and
rope enough on the ground to hang them or shoot
them all. No judge or jury or trial are appropriate
for such incarnate fiends. They ought not to be ai-
lowed to live an hour.” What has become of the ad-
vice to leave everything to God? A pretended servant
of him who taught not to resist evil inciting wholesale
Iynching is not an every-day spectacle even in that old
museum of curicus frauds, the Church.

Egoist Concludes.
To the Editor of Liberty :

It is not at all pleasant for me, being forced to confess
that your reiterations of declarations, no matter how often
repeated, do not enable my mind to harmonize them with
the general tendency of your efforts. Those expressed in
your issue of February 23 make despotism perfectly compa-
tible with Anarchism, unless we insist that all persons ought
te have the same opinions on economic doctrines. Any
‘““ voluntay association for the purnose of preventing trans-
gression of liberty ”’ must no doubt exercise jurisdiction over
non-members when equal liberty is violated by them; other-
wise the license allowed tiiem would render equal liberty im-
possible. If now the transgressing non-member’s view as to
what constitutes a breach of liberty happens to differ from
that of his judges, their repressive measures will be an act
of tyranny to him.

1t is my sincere conviction that the great majority of those
who uphold the present social condition do so because they
are of the op that the ag! termed laws, restrain
none but those who are transgressors; they imagine they are
ting a gov ing equal rights to all. As
far as their conviction is concerned, the present State is an
association which is perfectly in keeping with your exposi-
tion of Anarchism. This conclusion does not agres with
what you are evidently striving for.

The ¢ of an organized ion being
protection to life and property, can this same protection be
one of the incidentals? If s0, everybody would naturally be
satisfied with the incidentals, and the labor requisite to carry
out this p jon would be shouldered by none. If, on the
other hand, that protection to property which constitutes the
“right of ow hip ”’ is not included in the incid 1s, non-
members cannot ‘““own’’ property. It is not human nature
to protect the life and property of him who persistently re-
fuses to help others wher their life and property is endan-
gered; and since “ownership” can exist only where such
protection is exercised, the right of ownevrship unavoidably
implies a duty to obey the call for help. Under our system
of divided Jabor that call will naturaily deveiop into a de-
mand for money; hence the taxation of the property-owner
is unavoidable; and in an equitable state of association the
value of that protection will be determined by competitive
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