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© For always i thine eyes, O Liberty !
Shines that high light whereby the world is saver
And though thou slay wes, we will trust in thee.
Jous Hav.

On Picket Duty.

I am in a position to assure the readers of Liverty
that the extraordinary offer of the «I'ransatiantic” to
cive away six two-dollar books every week, advertised
on the cighth page, is & genuine one, and will be
carried out in good faith according to the plan stated.

Chief Justice Fuller -epeats, without due credit,
Grover Cleveland’s aphorism that, while it is the duty
of the citizen to support the government, it is not the
duty of the government to support the citizen. Have
they not heard of the statement that this government
is based on the free consent of the people? But if so,
it can be no “duty ™ of the sovereign citizen to support
his agent and servaut, but only his interest. The fact
that * duty ” is appealed to indicates that the servants
feel themselves to be of no sort of use to the masters.

Upon the motto of the Boston “ Arena,” selected
from Heine, “that we do not take possession of our
ieas, but are possessed by them; they master us and
force us into the arena, where like gladmbors we must

Court” lly. re-
“allow; but our ideas are we
ourselves; we are bundles of ideas, and theirs is the
conflict in the arena; to speak of their possessing and
forcing us contains a tinge of dualism.” 1t also in-
volves the heresy of duty, and is anti-Egoistic. We
fight because therein is our life and health.

The © Australian Radical ” (which, by the way, has
steadily improved since it was last referred to in Lib-
erty, and now is second to none of the best Auarchist
organs) reprints Liberty’s paragraph on personal pole-
mies, obviously not without a keen appreciation of its
truth. By this time it has, I fear, learned with sorrow
that, in Mr. Lloyd's opinion, it is a century behind
the time and almost a literary savage. But possibly
it may have discovered that Mr. Lloyd ie apt to be
very *subjective” in his opinions, and that his ideas
need not necessarily be in harmony with external facts.

Mr. Lloyd's complaint that I brought forward cen-
tury-old yuotations in support of a system of polemics
at least a century behind the best spirit of the age, it
seetns to me, goes to prove the charge made against
him by Mr. Yarros,— namely, that he is “supremely
independent of facts, evolving his ideas of others’ say-
ings and doings out of his own inner consciousness.”
Where, indeed, does Mr. Lloyd get the notion that the
system of polemics approved by Liberty is a century
behind the “Dbest spirit” of the age? If Proudhon,
Bastiat, Birne, Tchernychewsky, Carlyle, Ruskin,
Swirburne. Huxley, Harrison, Spocuer, W. D. O*Con-
nor, are not among the civilized writers and best re-
presentatives of the age, will Mr. Lloyd kindly point
out who are their superiors ? The system of polemics
which 1 defended is the system of the majority of
virile and capable minds,

Rev. Fdward Everett Hale proclaimed at a National-
ist meeting that, in face of the dilettanti who affirm
that the hest government is that which governs least,
and of the Anarchists who seek to abolish all govern-
ment, he and his brethren:-call upon all who believe
and pray for the kingdom of God to rally and support
and strengthen the hands of good goveriment. Pass-
g in sileut contempt the reference to the highest

3 il

Coeciddiea) writers and philossphers of the seutury —
| M, Hamealdt,

I merson, Spencer, Buckle - . ¢ di-
Lattanti,” one mav agree wth this Bismarckian rain-
wter, after paraphrasing the last clause of his sentence :
the Nationalists cx]] upon those who are silly enough
to believe in the “‘kingdom of God” humbug to put
their faith also in the political superstition of “good
government.” And they are certainly wise in avoid-
ing those rational people who decline to pay the Hales
for making them naturalized citizens of a kingdom
whose existence they cannot prove.

Robert Buchauan dismisses Ibsen’s literary, drama-
tic, and philosophic claims with hasty and scornful
contempt. In his opinion, Ibsen is a bore, a dullard,
and a dotard. Well, Mr. Buchanan has a right to
hold this opinion. But, as Talleyrand said, though
I do not expect him or ask him to agree with me, I at
least may ask him to agree with himself. In the same
review article he frowns upon superficial and incom-
petent criticism of productions requiring a disciplined
mind, great knowledge, and exceptional intellectual
endowments. e will have every author judged by
his peers, not by a lot of mediocre, irresponsible, half-
educated, self-styled reviewers. But in obedience to
his own principle, he must yield up the privilege of
criticising Ibsen, the philosopher, the ch of a
great principle, to those who make a specialty of the
study of social science and philosophy, limiting his
criticisms to the literary aud dramatic standpoints.
Either Mr. Buchanan must eat his anathemas and be
content with modern style of eriticism, or else he must
start his reform at home and ackuowledge that his in-
temperate, summary, and authoritative manner of pro-
nouncing upon Ibsen’s philosophical ideas is no more
deserving of serious attention than any of the verdicts
of the class of reviewers be makes the victims of his
wrath.

The Philadelphia “Justice,” a single-tax paper,
prints without comment the following utterance of
Proudhon : “To whom belongs the rent of land? To
the producer of land without doubt. Who made the
land? God. Then, proprietor, begone!™ Tt strikes
me that the single-tax theologians are other than wise
in trying to lean on Proudhon. Their fundamental
proposition is that the corununity creates the rental

its own product and enjoy it. Proudhon, on the other
haud, says that to God belouys the rent of laud; and
hence, according to single-taxers® logiz, the rent shovld
be paid directly into God’s treasury. But, though the
prophet professes to know all about God's iutentions
and wishes in this matter, and to act as the trustee
of that monopolist, he does not perform any miracle
to prove his connection with divinity. Pious people,
if reasonable, will decline to espouse the single-tax
and demand some unmistakable evidence of its en-
dorsement by God. Let the prophet perform a great
miraculous act, — convinee a well-informed man of the
truth or originality of his ideas, or a keen observer of
his honesty. But I am reminded that pious people
never have been reasonable, and always blindly fol-
lowed deluded or crafty pretenders who called them-
selves prophets,

« Do not be deceived,” the “ Open Court ™ warns its
readers, “ by the false prophets who preach in high-
sounding terms. . . . They tell you that liberty en-
lightens the world. Do not be deceived, for it Is just

the reverse. Liberty does not bring enlightenment,
but enlightenment brings liberty ; and there is no lib-
et which is not based on enlightenment, on educa-
tion, ou culture, on morality, on wisdom, on good-will.”
"Fo use the strong language applied by « Waterman's
Journal” to another journal, % the startling depithi of
ignorance displayed in this [affirmation] turus one
giddy as he gazes into the bottomless abyss of coufu-
sion that yawns before him.”  So loosely and vaguely
to dogmatize on a subject so important is simply inex-
cusable in a journal pretending to be scientific and
precise. In what sense does the writer use the term,
liberty? Does he not see the necessity of clearly de-
fining his terms? If he had stopped to reflect, he
would probably have understood that the illiterate
and wretched Russian peasants, for instance, nust
have political and economic freedom before they can
hope to begin to taste of the luxuricus joys cf culture
and wisdom. If poor and ignorant slaves can ouly
achieve liberty after making themselves possessors of
all those fine and high qualities and properties, then
they will either never be ready for liberty, or else, if
they can be conceived as enjoying them under slavery,
there can be no earthly use for it. The only argument
for liberty has been that culture, morality, wisdom,
ete., are utterly impossible in its absence. If the
“Open Court” rejects this view, it can have no use
for liberty. But I do not intend to argue t a
loose, indefinite, and meaningless statement. I only
wish to protest against the way in which a scientific
journal treats sociological problems. It is time to
abolish the habit and privilege of dealing cavalierly
with social science.

'S

The chief hulwark of the opponents of free Igmxking
is the quantity theory of money, — the doctrine that
an addition to the volume of the curreucy necessarily
depreciates its value. Because of the persistence of
this error, it is pleasant to note that D™ of the Lon-
don “National Reformer,” who is a thorough-paced
individualist but underrates the importance of free
money, has lately assailed the orthodox view in the
following language: “In more than one branch of
cconomic thought, the theory accepted at present is
based on reasoning which will not bear examination.

| 1 venture to say that the ordinary theory of money —

A ! the quantitative theory, as it is usually called — will
value of land, and they want the community to coilect | 9 " Y

be found to be delusive much in the same way as was
the wage-fund theory. The fundamental misconcep-
tion is in treating a propesition of mere co-existence
or quantity as an adequate explanation of cusation.
Economics is the etiology of wealth; and the notion
that a theory of price can be buiit up on such a state-
ment as that, if credit be ignored, the reduplicated use
of money be allowed for, hoarding be supposed non-
existent, barter be treated as a thing of the past, the

" use of money (or its material) for other purposes than

purchase be passed ovgr, and the quantity of com-
modities to be sold be regarded as constant, then the
value of money (or geueral prices) will be inversely as
its quantity, — the notion that such a proposition as
this, from which all other than purely arithmetical
elements have been carefully eliminated, is an ex-
planation of the level of prices, certainly shows how
easily the logical requir ts of some tific men
are satisfied. [ am glad to see that so ssber an
economist as Mr. Giffen is beginning to have some
inkling of the i of the quantity theory of

price.”
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THE RAG-PICKER OF PARIS.
By FELIX PY AT,

Translated from the French by Benj. R. Tucker.

PART FOURTH.
THE STRUGGLE.

Continuned from No, 133,

The bavon entered, with a beaming face. He held in his hand a copy of the
sotticial” Mishracing his daughter, and toreing his voice to a caressing tone be-
cattse of the prosence of the maids, though he did so with some ditfficulty, he said
to her:

= No, then, this is the day. dear rebel.
veudered, at last!™

He kissed her again.

» Admnirable costume,” he added.

Then aside :

* Sparkling stone, flaming robe . . . . let us complete the dazzling spectacle.”

He opened his journal and said :

= Claire, listen to this! ¢ Society Gossip: This evaning, by privilege, at midnight,
will be celebrated at the chapel of the Roman Embassy, by Monseigneur the
Avchbishop of Puaris, the marriage of Mlle. Claire Hoffmann, daughter of Baron
Hoffmann, bauker to the Papal Court’ What do you say to that? what a fes-
tival! It is complete! Hurry your maids, and be ready ; in an hour friends will
be here. T will return.”

Claive, before her mirror, wearing her dress, crown, and boaquet of marriage,
of martyrdom, had listened without!ilearing.

When her father, baving finished his reading, started to go -out, she cried
anxiously :

* Where are you going. Do not leave me. I don’t know why, but I tremble.”

She rose and ran toward him.

The baron retraced his steps, and, in a low voice and a tone which he intended
to be gay, he exclaimed :

“Bah! the emotion of the day, dear sensitive creature! Courage! One last
stroke of the oar and . . . in an hour we shall be in port. 1 have burned your
letter. I have the giri's confession, and, to complete the luck, 1 have her father’s
pocket-book, a fataﬁ proof against her old knight.”

“Ah! my God!” exclaimed Claire, “another victim.”

* The last.” said the banker,

*When will end this defiance of justice? An accomplice in a new crime! I
will not, I cannot. You put too much upon me. . . . 1 succumb.”

They or we!” declared the baron, implacable in his logic. ¢ It is necessary.
Be firm!  Audacity to the end. And this time it is the end.”

= It is hell!”

« It is the salvation of all, believe your father and friend.

1 will save them after ourselves.

How obstinate the female mind! Sur-

I swear to you that
Have 1 not succeeded in everything? No more
rizks, no more frights. I am going to make sure of the departure of the midwife.
Calm yourself. . .. Make haste. . . . T will return.”

And with these words he went out by a side door opening into his private
apartments.

Claire remained alone with her maids, nailed to the spot where her father had
left ner. lost in o mortal presentiment.

It is salvation,” she resumed in a very low voice. ¢ But at what price? Great
God! To hide a fault under a crime and pile victims on victims . . . and myself
the last one . . . after the others, I decked today for the altar . . . the last sacri-
fice. Ah! 1 dare not look myself in the face, I am afraid . . . and these mirrors
reflect e everywhere.”

She took a few steps, trying to flee from her own image.

* Rosine, my veil! " said she to one of the servants.
pulled down.”

= Yes, Mademoiselle,” answere:l Rosine, running to find the veil.

Claire walked up and down in agitation and impatience.

1t seems to me,” she murmured, “that my seeret is written in letters of blood
upon my brow, and that it wili be less easily seen under these folds”. . . .

Rosine and her companion came to put on the veil.

“ Cover me more, | say.”

Then suddenly, as if bewildered :

¢ Is there not a spot on this veil?” .

A spot!” exclaimed Rosine, astonished.

“ Yes, a red point there.”

“ No, Mademoiselle; it is the reflection of the curtains.”

* Ah! yes. you are right . . . leave me!”

The attendantx obeyed and withdrew.

I shall betray myself,” cried Claire, “ my head, my heart, are bursting. . . . .
this fatal secret will out in spite of me. It 1s escaping by force like those poisons
that hreak the zlass that contains them. . .. T see it; Thear it ery, ask for a
cradle, a grave, change this veil into a shroud, this crown into a pillory.”

Then, resolutely:

“Visions! Chimeras! . . . to be forgotten like the others. No more anguish!
I must share my father's ferocious delight in struggle, the atrocious intoxication
of success. Come! audacity to the end! This secret is under ground. No one
knows it . . . canknow it.  Crime is for the poor! we are rich. . . The Didiers
for the Hoffmanns! 1 am the worthy daughter of my father. We are hunters
by ruce. Let us howl with the wolves! A curse upon the weak! Salvation is

1o

for the stroug!

“Quick! Folded and

. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

In one of the adjvining rodns were exposed to the gaze of a crowd of guests
invited to these wedding festivitics the numerous bridal presents which the
wealthy and vain friends and customers of the banker-baron had made to his
daughter.

Water goes always to the river. .

Tt was a dazzling spectacle of luxury and art.  Oune would have said that it was
a collection ol master-pieces of the goldsmith’s art at an international exposition.

Necklaces, bracelets, brooches, and rings, ornaments of all styles and all prices
in caskets that wers jewels themselves, —all that the great jewelers of the day,
the Meunrices and the Odiots, all that the rarest stones, cut, set, and mounted in the
finest metals, could offer in the way of perfection, with the names of the most
illustrious and uwiost august givers,

The Pope had sent the golden —an exceptional honor reserved for queens,
— and kis blessing, more precious still,

The Nuncio had sent asilver eross studded with diamonds, .

And the Abhé Ventron, the dear confessor, a brilliant red ruby, representing
the heart of Jesus.

The ex-king of the French had forwarded from London an India cashmere; and
the ex-queen what is called a household article, —a tea service. .

The English ambassudor, a practical man, had presented a silver gilt chamber-
vessel,

All the nobility and wealth of Paris were represented there by the entire scale
of precious stones, — yellow, blue, green, emeralds, turquoises, topazes, etc.

'l‘heu came the gifts of Camille's friends, .

Louchard, amonyg others, had contented himself with presenting his wife, . . .
a pearl of friendship, he said.

Loiseau had offered the houquet of orange-flowers,

As for Gripon, his gift shone by its absence,

There was everything besides, as is the case with those who can want for no-
thing, from toilet artieles to kitchen utensils,— and the smallest lot amonyg theu.l
would have been a dowry for a Didier, —each object being surveyed, handleq, cri-
ticised, and estimated according to the taste of the amateurs, . . .

The last pin had been put in thes bride’s veil.

Then Laurent entered the bousoir and said respectfully :

“They are waiting for Madernoiselle in the grand salon.”

Claire turned rvound, and surfeited though she was with the palatial luxury of
the paternal dwelling, she felt a dizziness of pride, and staggered again under the
spell.
pt'ar he portiére at the back, drawn aside by Laurent, allowed a view of the apart-
ments infinitely multiplied by the reflection of skilfully placed mirrors. Women
in full dress and lackeys in livery were streaming with gold, flowers, feathers, and
jewels under the chandeliers; here and there the men, sober and stiff in their of-
ficial dress-coats, offered a contrast of black in this glittering crowd. . . . Claire
advanced bravely into the grand salon toward the guests, like the goddess of this
fashionable Olympus, the millionaire Venus of All-Paris, and received resolutely
all the homage that a great lady can desire, the admiration of men and the envy
of women.

Everybody smiled and flattered, bowing like a veritable subject. . . . But sud-
denly there was a movement of recoil and fright.

Rosine came running in, pale, out of breath, and voiceless, approached Claire
hastily, and whispered in her ear a word that made her tremble from head to foot.

Suddenly through an open door entered without ceremony the police commis-
sary, with his tri-colored scarf about him and escorted by his agent. Behind
them came Father Jean, with his basket on bis back and his hook in his hand,
carrying his head high; then Madame Potard, with lowered head, and some police
officers concealing two other persons, — Camille and Marie.

“Let no one go out, or speak to the master if he comes in,” ordered the
commissary.

And maging a sign to the agent who followed him, he said:

“Watch!”

“Yes, Monsieur.”

And the agent went out to watsh.

A thunderbolt falling into this salon would have produced less effect; a ray of
joy shone upon the forehead of more than one woman, and even of more than one
man, these sycophants tasting, in the fall of the idol, revenge for their own
debasement.

The commissary advanced until face to face with Claire, who stood motionless
and overwhelmed. )

“ Mademoiselle,” said he to her, “a painful duty brings me here to effect a con-
frontation required by justice.”

Claire drew back in terror.

“What does this mean, Monsieur?”

Jean, who had advanced, followed by the others, answered her.

“It means that we are invited to your wedding in the name of the law!”

“Just heaven!”

“You did not expect us, I see,” continued the terrible Jean, folding his arms in
front of her. “.Justice is so slow,” he sneered, shaking his gray head. “You were
going ahead without us . . . all ready . . . bouquet, crown, and veil. You lacked
nothing, God forgive me, but the right to carry them ™. .

And, turning to the magistrate, he cried. overwhelming the guilty one with a
gesture: .

“Yes, Monsieur Commissary, this lady who wears a virgin's bouquet has had a
ch_ifld. This lady who wears this nuptial crown had her child killed by this mid-
wife”, ...

He designated Madame Potard, downecast but attirmative, and then his gesture
came back, more threatening than ever, to Claire, bewildered by this inexorable
and public execution.

“This lady,” secreamed Jean, in the paroxysm of his justice, « :his lady who
wears this white veil of innocence, the Baroness Claire Hoffmann, has suffered this
poor and virtuous girl, Marie Didier, to be accused of all these crimes.”

Carried away by his own words, with flaming look and fulminating gesture, he
thrust his hook into Claire’s veil, twirled it in the air a moment, aud threw it into
his basket, crying with a terrifying laugh:

“ Ah! ah! ah! A rag like the rest! Iuto the hasket!

Claire, crushed with shame, hid her face in her haunds.

“Lost!” she groaned feebly.

But Jean, as terrible as the justice of the people, continued :

“Before God and before men you have no right to wear this veil. It will serve
as a swaddling-band, or rather as a winding-sheet for your child . . . dead . . . .
like your honor.”

The rag.picker seemed Olympian, his gesture dominated the gathering, his
grandeur filled the room. 1is lifted hook was the thunder-bolt, his basket seemed
the gulf. He was no longer Father Jean; he was Jupiter Tonans, risen from the
clouds of poverty to hurl gilded crime into the abyss.

“ Pardon, pardon,” begged Claire.

Marie, unable longer o contain herself, stepped between the guilty woman and
her judge.

“Oh! Father Jean,” said she, with a prayerful tone that came straight from
the heart, “ you so good!”

“Yes, there you go,” said the rag-picker, confounded. *“Defend her . . . queer
girl thut you are. She or you!”

Claire, more and more bewildered and bendiug so low that she seemed to wish
to disappear in the depths of the earth, stammered in mortal terror.

Death rather

“ Whither to fly? Where to hide myself? In the grave. .
1 can no longer contain the remorse that is killing

than this punishment! ., . . .
Suppose it should become eternal!  Ah! T must confess and expiate!™

Into the basket!™

me. ...
The commissary seized this opportunity for a confession which he had sought
by a stroke of theatrical justice.
To be continned,




The Woes of an Anarchist.

~
That barrel-o
iy me mad (I wmean madder than 1 was before),
[Liodo?

of a bluescoated gentleman at the corner, to nove him o

What am
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| youwr own business,” was the ceply T reevived, Fhiot eveo S F see the house, but, i you will pardon e, 1 think the

Cthem was chewing agnid and spitting about the tloor,  One

an outside my window goes nenr to dvive

dentdy made myself anpopular with these gentlemen, One ot

was wilking up and down the voom in 4 pair of ereaking
hoots, and taking snufl the while; and a third was vori- |

[ elonsly taekling o steak, and removing Fanps of gristle from

I eannot ash the State, as cmbudied in the person |

beeanse T have given notive that Tintend to move on the said -

blue-coated gentleman himsell,  In other words, |
given the State notice to guit.
politely to carry his meledy elsewhere ?
but he only exeentes s double-shuffle aned puts out his tongue

Ouaght 1 to rush ont and punch his bead 2 But, firstly, that |

might be looked upon as an invasion of his peesonal liberty ;
and, secondly, he might punch mine; and the Iast state of
this man would be worse than the first.  Ought I to move
ont of the way myself? But 1 cannot conveniently take
my house with me, or even my library. 1 tried another plan.
I ook out my cornet, aud, standing by his side, exceuted a

series of movements that would have moved the bowels of !
The only effect produced was a polite note {from |

Cerberus.
@ neighbor (whom I respect) begging me to postpone my
solo, as it interfered with the pleasing harmonies of the
organ.  Now Fate forbid that I should cartail the happiness
of an esteemed fellow-strectsman,  What then was 1 to do?
I put on my hat and sallied forth into the streets with
a heavy heart full of the difticulties of my individualisc
eried.
me and exposed i tongue white with cancer, — whether real

titicial 1 do not know. It nearly made me sick, and
really do not think that persons ought to go about exposing
disgusting objeets with a view to gain. 1 did not hund him
the expected penny, but I briefly —very brietly — expressed
@ hope that an infinite being would be pleased to consign him
to infinite torture, and passed on. I wandered through street
after street, all full of houses painted in different shavles of
custard-color, toned with London fog, and all just sufli-
ciently like one another to make one wish that they were
either quite alike or very different.  And I wondered whether
something might nct be done to compel all the owners to
paint at the same time and with the same tints, At last 1
reached a place where the road was rendered impassable by
a crowd which Lad gathered to listen to an orator who was
shouting from an inverted tub, He was explaining that

many years ago Jesus died to save sinners like us, and there- |

fore the best thing we could do \.as to devrive the publicans
ol their licenses without comipipsation. [ ventured to re-
mark that, although this might be perfectly true, still 1
wanted to get into the ountry along the common highway,
and that the crowid he Lad collected prevented me from do-
ing so. He replied that ne knew my sort, whatever that may

The first person T met was & tramp who aceosted |

have
Ask the organ-grinder |
1 have tried that, |
. who was alveady busy with the toothpick, when to my dis-

i

mean; but Lig words seem to have acted like magic on his |

hearers, for, although T did ut last elbow my way through
the throng, it was not without damage to the afore-men-
tioned hat.

It was a relief to reach the country and to sit |

down by a stream and watch the ckildren gathering black-

berries.
were still pink and far from ripe.
till they are ripe?”  Lasked. * Cozif we did there would be
noue left by then,”” was the somewhat puzzling reply. * Buu
surely, if yon «fl agreed to wait, it could be managed,” 1
said.  “ Oh yes, sir,” responded a little girl, with a pitying
lauzh at my simplicity, *bur the others always come and
gather them just before they ave ripe.”  1don’t qaite know
who the others are, but surely something ought to be done
to put a stop to this extravagant haste and ruinous compe-
tition.  The result of the present system is that nobudy gets
any ripe blackberries. I mentioned the subject to an old
wentleman who was fishing in the rivalet; ** Exactly so,”
said he, ' it is just the same with fish. You see there is a
close season for salmon and some sorts; hut those scoundrels
are steadily destroying the rest by catching the immature
fish, instead of waiting till they are fit for anything, I sup-
pose they think that they will not have the luck to catch
them again, and that a sprat in hand is worth a herring in a
bush.” I admitted the force and beauty of the metaphor,
and proceeded on my journey.

Beginning to feel hungry, I made tracks for the nearest
village, where 1 knew I should find an inn. A few hundred
yards from the houses I observed a party of hulking fellows
stripping on the bank with a view to a plunge and a swim.
It struck me they were rather close to the road, hut I never-
theless thought it my duty to resent the interference of a
policeman who appeared on the scene and rather ronghly
ordered the fellows off.  ““ Isuppose,” said I, ¢ that free citi-
zens have a right to wash in a free stream.”  Bat the repre-
sentative of law and order fixed upon me a pair of boiled
eyes, and, without trusting his tonguc, pointed to a black-
board stick on a post some little way off. T guessed his
meaning and went on.  When I reached the inn, [ ordered a
chop and potatoes and a pint of bitter, and was surprised
to find that some other persons were served before me, al-
though they had come in later.  Presently I observed one of
them in the act of tipping the waiter., * Excuse me, sir,”
sabd I, “ but that is not fair; you are bribing that man to
wive you an undue share of attention. I presume you also
tip porters at a vailway station, and perhaps eustom-house
officers?” “Of conrse I do; what's that to you?  Mind

I was, however, surprised to find that the becries

. shot across the road followed by a yelping terrier, who in
“Why don’t you wait :
| zame,” 1 shonted, ** what harm has pussy done you?”’
i Jads <did stop, but the merry twinkle in their eyes betckened
« a fixed intention 1o renew the sport as soon as old Marplot

his month to his plate in the palm ot his hamd, Alter caeh
seetned 1o take apositive pride in yielding
to the intluences of fatulence in a series of reports which -
might have d Lazarus, My own ritions appeared at !
last, and | congratulated myself that, by the delay, 1 had !
spared the torture of feeding in company with Eolus,

rulp of porter,

hee

may he produced i small Black elay pipe and proceeded to
stfl it with black shag.  “There is, [ believe, & smoking-
room in the house,” 1 remarkel deprecatingly ; “ otherwise
I woukd not ask you to allow me to finish my chop hefore
lighting your pipe here; don't you think tobuaceo rather
spoils one’s appetite?” 1 thought I had spoken politely,
but all the answer 1 got was this, *“ Look ‘ere, governor, if
this “ere shanty ain’t good enough for the like of yon, yow'd
better walk on to the Star and Garter.”  And, awaiting my
reply with an expression of mingled contempt and defiance,
he proceeded to emphasize his argument by boisterously
conghing across the table without so much as raising his
hand. 1 am not particularly squeamish, but I draw the line
at vietuals that have been coughed over,  To all practical
purposes, my lunch was gone, —stolen. I looked roand for
sympathy, bat the feeling of the company was clearly against
me.  The gentleman in the creaking boots laughed, and,
walking up to the table, laid his hand upon it in the manuer |
of an orator in kaber. He paused to marshal his thoughts,
and I Ll an opportunity of observing him with several senses
at once.  His nails were in deep mourning, his clothes reeked
of stale tobaceo and perspiration, and his breath of onions
and beer. His face was broad and rubicund, but not jll-
featured, and his expression bore the stamp of honesty and
independence.  No one could mistake him for other than he
was, —a sturdy British farmer.  After about half a minute’s
ineubation, hig ideas found utterance. “I'll tell you what
it is, sir,”” he said, 1 don’t kuow who you are, but this isa
free country, and it’s market uay an’ all.” I could not well
dispute any of these propositions, and, inasmuch as they ap-
peared to be conclusive to the minds of the company, my,
position was a difficult one. ** I do not question your rights,
frieud,” I ventured to say at last, * but I think a litile con-
sideration for other people’s feelings. . . eh?” ¢ Folks
shouldn’t have feelings that isn’t winal and proper, and if
they has, they shoull go where their feelings is usual and
proper, that’s me,” was the reply; and it is not without
philosophy. The same idea had already dimly shimmered
in my own mind; besides, was I not an individualist?
“You are right, friend,” said I, “so I will wish you good
morning and betake myself elsewhere.”” * Good morning,”
said the farmer, offering his hand, and “Good riddance,”
added the gentleman with the toothpick.

As I emerged from the inn, not a little crest-fallen, i cat

* Stop that
The

his turn was nrged on by pwo rosy little hoys.

was out of the way. But the incident was not thrown away
on a pale man with a long black coat and a visage to match.
“ It is of no use, my dear sir,” said he, shaking his head and
smiling drearily, “it is the nature of the dog to worry cats;
and it is the natere of the boys to urge on the dog; we are
all born in sin and the children of wrath. I used to enjoy
cat-hunts myself before I was born again. You must edu-
cate, sir, educate before you can reform. Mark my words,
sir, the school-board is the ladder to the skies.” ‘‘The
school-board!” I ejaculated,  you do not mean to say you
approve of State-regulated education? May I ask whether
yon also approve of a State religion, —a State chureh?”' 1
thought this was a poser, but I was mistaken. ‘“The two
things are not in par: materie,”’ replied the Dissenting min-
ister (for there was 1.0 mistaking his species); *‘ the estab-
lished chureb isthe vpas tree which poisons the whole forest.
It was planted by the hand of a deluded aristocracy. The
school-hoard was planted by the people.” ‘I do not see
that it much signif'es who planted the tree, so long as it is
planted; but, avoiding metaphor, the point is this,”” said I
emphatically: “is one fraction of the population to dictate
to the other fracticn what they are to believe, what they are
to learn, what they are to do? And Ide not care whether
the dictating fraction is the minority or the majority, The
principle is the same, — despotism.””  The man of God
started.  “ What!" he cried, “ are we to have no laws? Is
every man to do that which is right in his own eyes? Are
you aware, sir, that you are preaching ANARCHY ?” It was
now my turn to double.  “ Anarchy is & strong expression,”
said 1, most disingenuously ; ““all I meant to say is that the
less the State interferes Detween man and man, the better;
surely yon will admit that?”  And now 1 saw from my in-
terlocutor's contracted brow and compressed lips that an
answer was forthcoming which would knovk all the wind
out of me.  And 1 was right. ‘Do you gee that house with

aroup is intended for the Three Graces”” The parson shot

Dan angry glanee at me: e knew well enough what the

figures were et for; hat even the godly have their sense
of grim humor. He continned s That is the poreh of Hell
and there at the corner .\uwn; Hell itselt: they are com-
monly called Ol Joe's Theatre of Varietios, and the Green
Griflin: but we prefer to call them by their vight manes.””
S Dear me ! 1 said, somewhat appalled by the carnestuess
of his punner, *are they very dreadful plac 1 wis be-

S0

ginning to feel quite ** ereepy,” aml could almost smell the

brimstone,  But, without heeding my query, he continued :
4 Are we to look on with fokded hands, while innovent youny
irls crowd into that sink o iniguiiy, listen o ribald and
obseene songs, withiess semi-tide and licentions daness, meet
with dissolute characters, amnd finally enter the jaws of the
Green Gritlin to drink of the stream that madidens the soul,
that deadens the conscience, and that tires the passions? "
Here he paused for breath, aud then in a sepulehral whisper
he added: “ And what follows? What follows? " ‘This
question he asked several tinses, each time in a lower key,
with his’eyes fixed on mine as thongh he expected to yead
the answer at the back of my skull on the inside, 1 will
teil you what follows,” he continued, to my great relief;
“ the end is Mrs. Fletcher's.”  ‘There was something so gro-
tesque in this anti-climax that ¥ gave sudden vent to a short
explosive laugh, like the snap of-the cleetrie spark. 1 could
not help it, and 1 was truly sorry to be so rude, and, in order
to avoid mutual embarrassment, T fairly boltal down the
street, leaving my teacher transtixed with pious norror.  To
a denizen of the village, doubtless, long association had in-
bued the name of Mrs. Fletcher with a lurid connotation,
like unto th- soothing influence of that blessed word Mesapo-
tamia, —only in the opposite direction.

1 was now in the position of the happy man of fiction
“with a poeket full of money and a cellar full of beer;”
only my cellar was nine miles 6ff and my money was incon-
vertible, to all practical inteuts and purposes. There was no
other inn; I dare not try the Green Griftin, and 1 did not
know the way to ““ Mrs. Fletcher’s.” 1 wanted to get back '
totown. “Is there a railway station anywhere near here 2"
I inquired of a bald-headed man, who was removing flower-
pots from his front parlor window-sill. *¢ Railway-station? "
he repeated with a snigger, *‘ not much; how should there be
4 railway station?’” ‘ And pray why not?” 1 2l
“You may well ask,” replied the bald-heided man; *“if yon
knew these parts, yor would know that half the land be-
tween here and town -.elongs *o Lord Brewnmead; and he
opposed the oill which the Company brought into parliament ;
80 of course the Lords threw it out and refused the concession :
that is why there is no railway station. That is why you
and I may walk or creep or go in halloons. [ wonder his
lordship or his lordship’s ancestors ever allowed the high
road to be made. Why should not you and 1 grub our way
underground, like moles? It is xood enough for us, I sup-
pose. Railway station, indeed!” And down came a flower-
pot with a crash, just to accentuate the absurdity of the
idea. ‘Lord Brownmead belongs to the Liberty and Pro-
perty Defence League, you know, and he says no one has a
right to interfere with his liberty to do what he likes with
his own land. Quite right; quite right,” he continned in
the same tone of bitter irony, *“ nothing like liberty and pro-
perty!” This was an awkward dig for me. 1 had always
believed in liberty, and I was thinking of joining Lord
Brownmead’s association. ‘ Perhaps there is a tramway or
some other suflicient means of rapid communication,” [
suggested, *in which case it may be that a railway is not ime
peratively necessary.” ‘‘Perhaps there is,” sneered the little
man, “ perhaps there is; only there isn’t, don't you see, so
that’s where it is; and if you prefer walking or paying for
afly, 1 am sure 1 have no objection.  You have my fall per-
mission, and Lord Brownumead’s too; only mimd you don't
take the short cut by the bridle-path, because that is closed.
It ppears it is not a right of way. It is private, quite pri-
vate. Don't forget.” 1 did not want the irascible little
man to take me for a toady, so T merely asked why there
was no tramway. “Why?" he shouted, and I began to
fear physical argument, *“ why ¢ because Lord Brownmead
and the carriage-folk say that tramways cut up the road and
damage the wheels of their carriages: that's why. Isn't it
a sufficient reason for you? We lower ten thousand must
walk, for fear the upper ten should have to pay for an extra
coat of paint at the carriage-builder’s, That’s reasonable,
isn’t it?" ‘I do not know that it is, my dear sir,” T rve-
plied, “but after all you know we have a right to use the
common road in any way for which it was oviginally in-
tended. They can do no more.  And it does seem to me that
a tramway monopolizes for the benefit of a class (a large
class, [ grant you) more than its fair share of the common
rights of way, Ordinary trafiic is very much impeded by it,
and the rails do cectainly cause damage and annoyance to
persons who never use the public vehicles. Trams may be
expedient, friend, but they certainly are not just.” 1
thought this would have wonnd up the little man for at least
another quarter of an hour, but who van read th: human
mind? Not another word did he utter. 1 fancy my last
remark had satisfied him that I was a Tory or an aristecrat
or one of the carriage-folk, and consequently heneath econs

the fags on the roof and that sculptured group ever the en-
trance representing the World, the Flesh, and the Devil?”

Continued on page 6.
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‘in abolishing rent and interest, the last vestiges of old-time sca-
very, the Revolution abolishes at one stroke the sword of the execu-
tioner, the seal or the magistrate, the club of the policeman, the
getuge of the erciseman, the erasing-knife of the department clerk,
all those insignia of Politics, which young Liberty grinds beneath
her heel.” — PROUDHON, '

§3™ The appearance in the editorial column of articles
over other signatures than the editor’s initial indicates thnt
the editor approves their central purpose and general tenor,
though he does not hold himself resgonsihle 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 dlsapproves them in any respect, such disposition of
them being governed largely by motives of convenience.

A Reminiscence.

The death of Charles T. Fowler ou December 10,
1889, at his home in Westport, Mo., deprives the An-
archistic movement of one of its most steadfast cham-
pions. e died of pleuro-pneumonia after two days’
illness. The readers of Liberty were®principally ac-
quaiuted with him as the author of the unfinished
series of pamphlets which have long been advertised
in these colunns, the next of which, “The State,” was,
I believe, to have concluded the work. In this last
paper Mr. Fowler's pride was centred, but his utterly
unexpected death has prevented its completion, al-
though part of it is already in type.

My personal acquaintance with Mr. Fowler was un-
happily a limited one, but there was a peculiarity con-
nected with its origin that imparted to it a certain
interest and strength that perhaps neither time nor in-
timaey could have produced, for the acquaintance was
formed at a veriod which I have always looked upon
as the crisis of my intellectual life, and which he
doubtless has likewise looked upon as the turning-
point of his own.

We were fellow-disciples of Josiah Warren, 1 ante-
dating him in that capacity by only a few months. 1
well remember the first time that 1 ever saw Mr.
Fowler. It was seventeen years ago. I was then a
lad of eighteen, a student at the Massachusetts Insti-
tute of Technology. e, a few years my senior, was
a Unitarian clergyman, just on the verge of discover-
ing that he and the pulpit had very little use for each
other. At that time Sidney H. Morse (also a dis-
ciple of Warren) and myself were holding in Boston
what we styled “parlor meetings,” the central figure
of which was our teacher, Mr. Warren, who always
opened the meeting with a ten minutes’ statement of
his central thought and spent the rest of the evening
in answering the questions that were sure to be
showered upon him.

To one of these meetings Mr. Fowler came. Ii T

ever knew who brought him o+ hew he happened t. :

cotne, I have now forgotten. But his face and mauner
1 distinetly recall. Ile came therz, a budding radical
in theology, but an essential conservative in his views
on social (questions, primed with the usual prejudices.
With all the confidence which these prejudices never
fail to inspire, he asked question after uestion, each
intended as a poser. But Mr. Warren was not to be
posed. On such occasions.he was in his element.
With quiet ease, keen wit, and rare good humor, he
cracked the nuts as they were offered, and every time
the kernel came out clean and whole. Tha ardor of
Mr. Fowler’s interrogative assaults gradually dimi-
nished, and at the end of the evening he was in a
meditative mood. He went, and came again. Confi-
dence gave way to interest; interest to doubt, doubt to
hard thiuking, and then, Mr. Fowler’s intellect over-

coming his bias, he placed hls hand in ourn, and it has
remained there ever since. .

¢ never saw him ugmn.

Lite

\nt long after that he removed to the West, and 1
But ever and anon [ have heard

s the clanging of his printing-press in answer to my

i own, und these rospouses have been like pulse-beats of
symuathy felt across a continent to inform euch other
that the zood work was going on.  Mr. Fowler's share
of this work was a large one, and he had it well
mapped out and far,  But he has been forced to leave
it in the shape of an ideal simply.  Who will realize
That we do not know.  We only know that the
task cannot be completed by bis oviginating hand, and
for this we mourn, T.

New Abolition and Its Nine Demands.

The New Abolition Party, nominally. of the United
States, but really limited at present (pending the time
when it is to ¢ sweep the country like a wave ') by the
walis of the “Individualist” oflice at Denver, started
out with eight demands; and, taken as a v/hole, very
good demands they were. Lately it has added a ninth;
just why, I don't know, unless New Abolition was
jealous of Liberalism and bound to have as many de-
mands. This explanation seems hardly reasonable,
because in the case of Liberalisin nine does not seem
to have proved a magic number for demand purposes.
However this may be, it is certain that the ninth de-
mand is a square contradiction of some of the most
important of its eight other demands, notably the fifth
and seventh. The ninth demand is for “collective
maintenance and control of all public highways, water-
ways, railways, canals, ditches, reservoirs, telegraphs,
telephones, ferries, bridges, water works, gas works,
parks, electric plants, ete., to be operated in the interest
of the people.” The seventh demand is for “imme-
diate and unconditional repeal of all forms of compul-
sory taxation.” The fifth demand is for “immediate
and unconditional repeal of all statutes that in any
way interfere with free trade between individuals of
the same or of different countries.” Supposc that Mr.
Stuart (the father of New Abolition) and I live on the
e side of a river. T have a boat; Mr. Stuart has
none.  Mr. Stuart comes to me and says: “Ilow much
will you charge to row me across the river?” “Ten
~ents,” [ answer. “It is a bargain,” says Mr. Stuart,
and he steps into the boat. But up steps at the same
time the New Abolition party in the shape of a police-
man (and it will have to take that shape, because in
these matters a demand without a blue coat on its
back and a club in its hand is an ineffective demand)
and says to me: “See here! stop that! Don’t you
know that the New Abolition party, which at the last
election ¢swept the country like a wave,’ inundated
your row-boat with the vest by instituting the ¢collec-
tive maintenance and control of all ferries’? If you
attempt to row Mr. Stuart across the river, I shall
confiscate your hoat in the name of the law.” And
then, addressing Mr. Stuart, the policeman adds: “So
you may as well get out of that boat and take the
ferry-boat which the New Abolitionists have already
provided.” “Oflicer, you are exceeding your duty,”
hotly replies Mr. Stuart: “1 have made a bargain with
Mr. Tucker, and, if you were at all qualified for your
pu:+%, you would know that the New Abolition party
vsanded, in the platform upon which it ¢swept the
coantry like a wave,” the ‘immediate and uncondi-
sional repeal of all statutes that in any way interfere
with free trade.’” “Yes,” I say, hastening to put in
my our (I use the word metaphorically, no* referring
at ull to my boat-oar), “and you would k1 tao that
this <.me triumphant party demanded the mediate
atud unconditional repeal of all forms of cumpulsory
taxation.” So I should like to see you confiscate my
boat.” “Oh! you're a couple of tom-noodles, way be-
hind the times,” retorts the policeman; *the demands
of which you speak were numbered five and seven;
but the demand in regard to ferries was a ninth and
later demand, which invalidated all previous demands
that conflicted with it.” Mr. Stuart, being a law-
abiding citizen and not one of those “ Boston Anarch.
ists” who do not believe in the State, sorrowfully steps
from the boat inwardly cursing his political offspring,
takes the government ferry-boat an hour later, and
gets across the river just in time to lose the benefit of
a lecture by a * Boston Anarchist” on “The Fate of

s

the Individualist Who Threw a Sop to the Socialistic
Cerberus.” T

The Moral of Mr. Donisthorpe’s Woes.

The reader of Mr. Donisthorpe’s article in this issue
on “The Woes of an Auarchist” may rise from its
perusa! with a feeling of confusion equal to that man-
ifested by the author, but at least he will say to him-
self that for genuine humor he has seldom read
anything that cquals it. For myself, I have read it
twice in manuseript and twice in proof, and still wish
that I might prolong my life by the laughter that four
more readings would be sure to excite. Mr. Donis-
thorpe ought to write a novel. But when he asks Lil-
erty to comment on his woes and dissipate the fog he
condenses around himself, T am at a loss to know how
to answer him. For what is the moral of this article,
in which & day’s evenis are inade to ieli with equal
vigor, now against State Socialism, now against capi-
talism, now against Anarchism, and now against in-
dividualism? Simply this,— that in the mess in which
we find ourselves, and peri:aps in any state of things,
all social theories involve their difficulties and disad-
vantages, and that there are some troubles from which
mankind can never escape. Well, the Anarchists, de-
spite the fact that Henry George calls them optimists,
are pessimistic enough to accept this moral fully.
They never have claimed that liberty will bring per-
fection; they simply say that its results are vastly
preferable to those that follow authority. Under lib-
erty Mr. Donisthorpe may have to listen for sume
miuutes every day to the barrel-organ (though I really
think that it will never lodge him in the mad-house),
but at least he will have the privilege of goirg to the
music-hall in the evening; whereas, under authority,
even in its most honest and consistent form, he will
get rid of the barrel-organ only at the expense of being
deprived of the music-hall, and, in its less honest, less
consistent, and more probable form, he may lose the
music-hall at the same time that he is forced to en-
dure the barrel-organ. As a choice of blessings, lib-
erty is the greater; as a choice of evils, libertv 's
the smaller. Then liberty always, say the Anarch-
ists. No use of force, except against the invader;
and in those cases where it is difficult to tell whether
the alleged offender is an invader or not, still no use
of force except where the necessity of iinmediate solu-
tion is so imperative that we must use it to save our-
selves. And in these few cases where we must use it,
let us do so frankly and squarely, acknowledging it as
a matter of necessity, without seeking to harmonize
our action with any political ideal or constructing any
far-fetched theory of a State or collectivity having pre-
rogatives and vights superior to those of individuals
and aggregations of individuals and exempted from
the operation of the ethical principles which indivi-
duals are expected to observe. But to say all this to
Mr. Donisthorpe is like carrying coals to Newcastle,
despite his catalogue of doubts and woes. e knows
as well as I do that “liberty is not the daughter, but
the mother of order.” T.

“Sturm.”

A poet only can properly review and estimate a
poet, but T may at least be permitted to express the
delight and gratitication I felt on reading John Henry
Mackay’s “Sturin” — a delight and gratification due
not so much to the poetical beauty of the gifted poet’s
offering (though that is by no means slight) as to its
brave, consistent, and fearless utterance of the bracing
thought of liberty. No small merit this, at a time
when poets spend their finest efforts in adulation of
the existing official disorder of things, or at best lend
their genius to the glorification of an oppoxition which
in its blind desire to set the world aright would but
intensify the evils now mwaddening the people and
driving them to despair. First and foremost, there-
fore, I greet Mackay's “Sturm™ as one of the earliest
and strongest signs of the rising tide of protest among
the German people against the spirit of authority that
is threateniry it with the curse of dead levelism and
social decay, alike from the side of the powers that be
and of the powers that want to be of social democracy.

sSturm ™ was first sent into the world two years ago,
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of the unspeakable crime of the Eleventh of Novem-
ber and by its elear-sighted chamunpionship of the ains
ard ends of the revolution now menacing the old so-
cicty with destrunetion,  But if the first edition was
already strongly tinged with the sound individualism
of its author, the second edition (the one just out,
enlarged and revised) leaves not the shadow of a
doubt with regard to his true position in the realm of
elushing thought and ideas. This might indeed already
be duferred from the dedication of the work to Max
Stirner - perhaps the keenest-witted expositor of the
individual and his elaims in this century.

It gives e great pleasure to be able to say that
sSturm ™ is not marred by a single compromise with
communism, or any other form of sentimentalisin and
veligion.  Indeed, the poet abjures communism form-
ally and emphaticaliv. He has expressed his indig-
uation aud horror at the Chicago erime. But a year
later he writes “firmly and slowly” of those martyred
men that they also died under a delusion and that
their faith was never his. He abominates the sense-
less jurgon of faith and love, of rights and duties and
human brotherhood current among the disinherited
and oppressed. their appeals to these things as to meta-
physical entities. He would persuade them instead to
study their real interests, and tells them plainly that
only when they have becoms the stronger they will be
“in their right.”  All this brings him near to me.

And when in his magnificent lines on * Anarchy”
he prays like the Persian noble of old that he “may
neither command nor obey ” —

e e e e e Ich will

Nicht herrsclen, aber auch beherrseht nicht werden —,
I send him in the name of Liberty and all kindred
spirits greetings across the ocean, rejoicing in the
thougit that his « Sturm” will contribute its own fair
share towards raising the purifying tempest of the
revolution of the nineteenth century which promises
once again, and may we hope for all time, to gladden
the hearts of men. G. 8.

Eight-Hour Exploitation.

Advocates of the eight-hour movement have o free
and easy way of disposing of criticism. They claim
to be very praetical, and any reasoning that does not
support their conclusions they dismiss as doctrinaire.
Though claiming that their movement is an economic
one. they shrewdly neglect too much reference to
economic issues,  Scarcely any reference is made to a
work that claims to be practieal and scientific, — Gun-
ton’s # Wealth and Progress.” Instead, a number of
pamphlets and leaflets are issued, containing more or
less Socialism, but all vague and fallacious. Probably
the most pretentious of the lot is a pamphlet entitled
« History and Philosophy of the Eight-Ilour Move-
ment " by Lemuel Danryid. What induces the Fede-
ration of Trades to pay for printing and distributing
this heavy treatise it is difficult to say, as it contains
the leading fallacy of the movement so wrapped up in
sophistry as to be scarcely distinguishable. «The
question is how to increase consumption and thus fur-
nish not only increased production, but a happier and
more contented people.” The difference between the
eight-hour movement and all other non-Socialistic
moveinents is in the means, rather than in the end.
It proposes not only to increase consumption, but al-
80 at the same time to increase surplus values. Re-
formers of the Socialist school aim at increasing con-
sumption on the part of the laborers, but they clearly
see that to jncrease the consumptive capacity of the
laborer is to give the laborer a greater proportional
share of the product of his labor, at the expense of
rent, iuterest, and dividends. The eight-hour reform,
on the contrary, promises not to reduce these, but to
increase them. It thus claims to be a most conserva-
tive movement, and its frantic appeal to win the con-
fidence of the capitalists is amusing, « It stands forth
on hath sides of the Atlantic a3 a herald of peace, of-
fering the olive braneh of hope to both contending
factions.” Its methods are simplicity itself. It is to
increase consumption, which will increase production,
which will give employment to all the reserve army of
labor, thus deing away with competition among the

when it won all hearts by its powerful condemmnation

LIBERTY. 2%

laborers, which will result in raising wages, which
aguin will inerease consumption, production, and the
demand for Iabor, ete,, and out of the prosperity will
grow increased profits, interest, and rent,

Like the profit-sharing scheme, it says to the labor-
ers: If, with the same mmount of fixed capital, you
use more diligence and care and make better use of
time and material, you increase the product, say
twenty per cent., you shall receive out of the profits,
say five per cent.  Only the eight hour men would take
it out in time, rather than dividends.  The philosophy
of the movement also inchules the protection fallacy
that higher profits necessarily mean higher wages.
The only way to increase profits is to take less pro-
duct in form of wages, or to increase the product.
The eight-hour men recommend the latter, and promise
themselves to increase the fund out of which higher
profit will be paid, provided they are permitted to
work eight instead of ten hours. T don’t know that
the movement has declared itself in favor of free trade,
but there is no intelligent reason why it should not,
seeing that the free-trader aims at the same thing and
promises the same result. Increased consumption, by
increasing the market, will result in inereased produc-
tion, which will set all the laborers at work, which
will raise wages, ete., and, by giving capital a greater
field of exploitation, will raise profits, interest, and
rent. The free-trader, it is true, looks for a foreign
consumption, while the Federation is rather inclined
to develop the native industry of consumption.

Seeing how simple the basic principle of the move-
ment is, — increased consumption, —it is strange that
the laborers have not taken to it more readily. It is
a delightfully pleasant lesson to learn. Increase your
standard of comfort, and the thing is done. It is
but a truism to point out that the greater the wants,
the greater will be the toiler’s consumptive capacity,
and that there must necessarily be greater demand
for production.” Then why doesn’t the laborer in-
crease his consumptive capacity? Ask, and it shall be
given. Demand causes supply. May be they have
not demanded loudly or vigorously enough. Seeing
that the short-hour movement commenced about the
year 1800, and that the laborers have made but little
progress, it would not seem a bad idea to hold out the
olive-branch, baited with seed of more interest and
rent, to the idlers. Explain to them the history and
philosophy of the movement; ask them to raise their
standard of comfort; explain to them that this means
increased production, from which follows all the rest,
and seeing that the eight-hour men only ask for the
remuants of the banquet, — not like the Socialists, who
want the whole product of their labor, hardly any ob-
jection could be raised by the idlers, who, as they in-
crease their wants, will increase their surplus value.

Is it complained that this is only ridiculing a great
movement? I answer that the ridiculousness is in-
volved in the arguments for the movemeat. And be-
sides, any argument more profound is stated to be
doctrinaire.  'What was the answer to Victor farros's
exhaustive and intelligent criticisin of Gunton’s book ?
When pushed hard on economics, the advocates fall
back on the morals of the movement. Humanity de-
mands it, they say. 1t will give the laborer time to
think, and then he will become a Socialist, say those
who are Socialistically inclined. The revolutionists
who have stolen into the camp in disguise give a pro-
phetic wink and say: “ Wait till the movement rises,
then see what will fly.” 'This is worse than the blind
leading the blind,

Not the slightest notice is taken of any intelligent
criticism.  They all beg the question, and nothing but
a repetition of the glorious results supposed to follow
are indulged in.  Effects are mistaken for causes, and
the arguments they use are self-destructive. If just
as much can be produced in eight hours as in ten, and
no increased wages follow, where is the benefit? If

less is produced aud wages remain the same, it is equal |

to a rise in wages; if the decreased production is fol-

cent. unemployed are set at work, where is the hene-
fit? TIf increased production does not mean an equal
inerease in wages, the movement is simply a demand
for the privilege of being further exploited, and Eng.
lish syndicates are answering the demand.  There isa
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misleading idea in their traisin that reduction of the
hours. means inereased production. It is true that
labor-saving inventions have been introduced to offset
the inereased demands on the part of Jabor, but this
has resulted to the henefit of capitalists, and not to
the laborers, or else Fdward Atkinson is correct, and
the laborer now gets all he deserves,

It is as a national movement and a theory for im-
proving the condition of the working elasses that these
eriticisms are made.  That certain trades can reduce
their hours and inerease their wages there is no doubt :
but they can do so only by decreasing profits, not in-
creasing them.  Where a reduction of hours means a
greater intensity of labor no benefit results. Where
it means greater cost of production, it forces into use
more machinery, and under capitalisin that means a
harder struggle for labor. It ought not, and it will
not under Soeialism, but the eight-hour movement is
not Socizlism. Only on one condition eould the agita-
tion be successful, and that is that all the laborers de-
termined at a certain date to strike for shorter hours
and no reduction of pay. But in case of such perfect
organization, supposing such a thing to be possible,
what occasion would there be to limit the demand to
eight hours? Why not make it six, or such number
of hours as was found to be necessary to provide the
standard of comfort? But that would be a revolation,
not a reform. The Federation has decided upon the
more “practical” and impossible plan of inaugurating
the reform in sections, and this in face of the fact that
in nearly every trade there is a reserved army of un-
employed on which capitalists may fall back. An-
other part of the programire is that the laborers who
are not immediately to share in the reform shall pro-
vide the funds for those who are to inaugurate it in
their section; in the event of the success in this sec-
tion, as profits are not to decrease, prices must rise,
and so the laborers who do not share the benefits are
to pay for those who do. This is extremely practical.

It is thus seen that eight-hours, like the single-tax,
profit-sharing, etc., is but a scheme for evading Social-
ism, and the Socialist who can be hoodwinked into
any such movement is either very innocent or an un-
priucipled corkserewer. A. H. Simpsox.

E. €. Walker, in offering excellent comment upon
Herbert Spencer’s recent unsatisfactory letter on the
land problem in the London ¢ Tiwmes,” in which the
great thinker virtually confesses that the problem has
proved too difficalt for his intellectual powers, says
witn humility : < It would be presumptuous in me to
suppose that these paragraphs would ever arrest the
attention of Ierbert Spencer, but surely there is room
for hope that he will in some manner be made ac-
quainted with the ‘personal occupancy and use ' theory
of land tenure, for in its practicalization, 1 am tho-
roughly convinced, lies our only chauce of escape from
landlordry on the one hand, and its dreaded alter-
native, nationalization, on the other.” For a man
who has studied all the solutions proposed, and who
has hecome thoroughly convinced of the equity and
expediency of the occupying ownership principle, the
above is too modest to be compatible with the proper
pride of firm counviction. At any rate, Mr. Spencer
certainly will now find his attention arrested by para-
graphs very similar to Mr. Walker’s. For « Water-
man's Journal,” the clearest ard ablest exponent of
Spencerian individualism, has quoted without dis-
avowal or comment, and theretuve apparently with
approval, a Liberty editorial to the «fect that «the
principle of mutualism in exchange and vhe principle
of oceupying ownership in the matter of iandholding
are the only important factors which can and will
transform the present society, by degrees, into one
governed according to strict justice.,”

Aftr a long and detailed examination 5 the con
tents of the « Nationalist,” the editor of « Waterman's

“Journal™ comes to the conclusio.s that the Bellamists
lowed by decreased pay, even supposing the ten per

are * gifted with a larger shave of ignorance than falis
to the lot of the average man.”  Thus Liberty’s purely
deductive opinion, expressed sefore the appearance of
the magazine, has now also been veached by irduetion.
The ignorance of the Nationalists may therefore be
accepted as a scientifieally demonstrated fact.
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tempt and owtside the pale of veason.  After an awkward
panse, I ventured to say: @ Well, thank you, I wish you
sood morning,” but even that elicited no responsy, and I
walked slowly oft, feeling some slight loss of ignity. |
presently ascertained that coaches ran every two hours from
the Green Griftin to the Rayal Oak in London, a fact which
the bisid-headed wan had maliciously (as 1 thought) con-
eeitled Trom me,  The line had bheen established, as the bar-
an o4 the Geittin told me, by Lord Brownmead himself some
years ago and was maintained at considerable loss for the
benefit of his tenaotry and his poorer neighbors; and, as
some pecle thought, to make amends for his oppositior to
the traie. v, * Sometines,” added the barman, ** his lord-
ship drive. his self, and then, O lor!™  There could be no
doubt from the gusto with which the last words were pro-
nounced that this individual derived a more tangible joy
from these occasions than mere sympathy with the honored
zuest who oceupied w seat on the box next the distinguished
whip: and I accordingly slipped half a-crown into his hand
i propos de bottes.  He expressed no surprise whatever, but
just as the coach was about to start, I found myself the pam-
pered ward of a pusse of ostlers, grooms, and hangers-on, who
literally lifted me iuto the envied seat and evinced the most
touching concern for my comfort and safety. My knces
were swathed in rugs and the apron was firmly buckled
across to keep me warm and dry, without any effort on my
part, amd as the leaders straightened out the traces and Lord
Brownmead eracked the whip, balf a-dozen pair of eyes
“looked towards me,”” while their owners drank what they
were pleased to eall my health, but whi¢h lovked to me more
like beer.  As we dashed down the high street, a little man
with a bald head cast a withering glance at the coach and
its occupauts, and, when his eyes met mine, his expression
said as plain as words: * I thought su.”’- | soon forgot him,
and fell to reflecting on the curious circumstance that it
should be in the power of a few potmen and stablemen to
sell @ nobleman’s company and conversation for the sum of
half-a-crown. Yet so it undoubtedly was. And yet, after
all, it is hardly stranger than that these same potmen and
millions more of their own class should have the power of
selling to the highest bidder a six-hundred-and-seventieth
part of kingly prerogative. The divine right or kings is jnst
what it ever was, —the right of the strong tc trample on the
weak, the absolute despotism of the efective majority,
QOuly today, instead of being conferred in its entirety on a
single person, it is cut up into six hundred and seventy little
bits, and sold in Jots to the highest bidder, by a ring of five
millions of potmen and their like.

Such is the new democracy, 1 thought, and | might pos-
sibly have built up an essay on the retlection, when I was
suddenly roused from my reverie by a grunt from the box
seat. *‘I beg your pardon,” said i, “1did not quite catch
what you said.” ‘“Fine bird,” repeated his lordship in a
louder grunt, and jerking his thumb in the direction of a
distant coppice. ““Begin tomorrow: capital prospect,” he
continued. *‘Begin what?’ I asked, a little ashamed of
my stupidity. ‘* October tomorrow,”” he replied, * forgotten,
eh?’ “Q, uh, yes, of course, October the 1st, pheasant-
shooting, I see,” I replied, as soon as 1 caught his meaning.
“ Done any good this season, sir?”’ he went on. * Good,
how ? what good? what in? 1don’t quite understand,’ said
1. * Moors, moors,”” explained Lord Brownmead, ‘‘ grouse,
sir, grouse: are you . . . er . ..er?"” “O Isee,” I hast-
ened to reply; “you mean have I shot many grouse this
season ; no; 1 have not been to Scotland this year; besides,
1 am short-sighied and do not shoot at all.” A man who
did not shoot was hardly worth talking to, and a long silence
ensued. At last our Jehu took pity on me. *‘ Fish Isuppose;
can’s hunt all the year round.” Ireplied that I did not care
for fishing, and that [ had no horses and could not afford to
hunt. T was fast becoming an object of keen interest. My
last admission was followed by a series of grunts at inter-
vals of about half a minute, and at last with a zeal and ear-
nestness which he had not yet exhibited, and in a louder
key than heretofore, Lord Brownmead turned upon me with
this query: *“Then what the doose do you do to kill time,
dammy ?” I explained that I should have no difliculty in
killing double the guantity of that article, if I could get it.
“ Out of the 24 hours,” said 1, * which is the usual allow-
anee in a day, Isleep 7, I work 7, 1 spend about 2 over my
meals, and that only leaves 8 for recreation.”  ‘‘ Ay, ay, but
what do you inean by recreation, sir? That's just it,
dammy.” ‘0, sometimes I go to the theatre, sometimes to
some music-hall; then I go and spend the evening with
friends, and all that sort of thing.””  “ Balls, ¢h? " *“ No, 1
am not fond of dancing.”” ‘‘Ha, humpi, that's better; the
tenth don’t danee, you Kknow; never went to a prancing
party in wmy life.””  “Then last night I went to the Agricul.
tural Hall to hear Mr. Gladstone.” 1 continued. **Eh?
what? Mr. who? Be good enough not to mention that
mavu’s name in mwy presence, sir,  He's an underground fel-
low, sir, an underground fellow.’” I was evidently on thin
jce; 80, in order to turn the conversation, 1 remarked:
“ Pretty country this, my lord.”  ‘“Pretty country be
damned ! was the amiable response; ‘it is not like the
same country since that infernal bill was passed.’”  *In-
deed! What bill is that?""  Lord Brownmead cast upon me
a look of ineffable scorn. * What bill do you sujipose, 8iF ?.
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Are you a foreigner? 1 should like to feed that fellow on
hares and rabbits for the rest of his life, siv.””  * Has the
Haves and Rabbits Act done mueh harm?” T inguired,
“Done much harm?  Has it revolutionized the country?
you mean; has it ruined the agriculturist? has it set class
against class? has it turned honest farmers into poachers
and vermin?  See that spire in the trees over there? Well,
that poor devil used to live on his glebe; he has about fif-
teen kids, all told; he used to have rabbit-pic every Sunday.
And now there isn’t & blessed rabbit in the place.” 1 pre-
sumed he was spenking of the pastor and not the steeple,
so | expressed sympathy with one who was 80 very much a
father under the melaucholy circumstances. ¢ Still,” said
1, ““ the rabbits used to eat up a good deal of the erops, I am
told.”  * Nonsense, sir, nonsense! dont believe it,” growled
his lordship, ** they never ate i single blade more than they
were worth: and if they did, the devils got it back out of
their rents.””  Most of my companion’s neighbors appeared
to be dovils of one sort or another, but 1think he was refer-
ring to the farmers on this occasion, *The devils have all
got votes, sir, that's what it is; they’ve all got votes. I re-
member the time when a decent tenant would as soon have
shot his wife as a rabbit. The fact is, we are moving a deal
too quickly; downhill teo, and no brake on.” Idid not wish
to express agreement with this sentiment, so I merely said:
1 believe you are a member of the Liberty and Property
Defence Leagne?””  * Very likely; very likely; if it is a
good thing, got up to counteract that un ferground sconundrel.
Yes, I think my secretary Jdid put me dowu for £50 o year.
He said they were going to block this Tenants’ Compensation
Bill, or something or other. Good socicky, very; ought to be
supported by honest men.” *‘ Then wounld you not give a
tenant compensation for unexhausted improvements?” I
asked. *Compensation!’ bawled Lord Brownmead; ‘‘ com-
pensation for what? Good God! If one of those fellows on
my town property put up a conservatory, or raised his house
a story, or built a new wing, do you suppose at the er:d of
his lease he would ask for compensation? He would rnink
himself mad to do it,—mad, sir. And why siould the coun
try be different from the town? eh? The devils v into the
thing with their eyes open, I suppose. A bargaia’s a bar-
gain, isn’t it? What de they mean by compensation? I'd
compensate them. Clap them into the stocks. That'’s what
they want. Depend upon it, sir,”” he added, lowering his
voice to a husky whisper, ¢ the old man is an unscrupulous
agitator, and if I had my way, I would lock him up. 1If he’s
loose much longer, be will ruin the country. Whoa, Jerry,
steady my pet; damn that horse!” We were now drawing
up at the Royal Oak, and, to say the truth, I was not alto-
gether sorry to get ous of the atmosphere of fine, old, crusted
toryism, and walk along the street among my equals, And
yet there was about the man a rugged horror of mean meu-
dling and State coddling which ons could not but res ect.
“ A bargain’s a bargain.”” Well, that is not very original;

but it argues a healthy moral tone. The rabbit pia argo- |

ment struck me as rather weak, but, take him for all in all,
1 have met politicians who have disgusted me a good deal
more than Lord Brownmead.

1t was now dusk, and the evening papers were out, I
stopped to read the placards on the wall, giving a summary
of the day’s news, There was nothing very new. ‘‘Three
children murdered by a mother.” ‘“Great fire in the
Strand.” ** Loss of the Seagull with all hands.” On looking
into the details to which these announcemeats referred, I
found that the mother of the children was a widow, who had
insured the lives of her little ones in the London and County
Fire Oftice for £10 each, and had then pushed them into a
reservoir, Her explanction that they had fallen in while
playing would no doubt have met with general acceptance
but for the discovery of mark~. of violence on the neck of the
eidest daughter, who had rvidently struggled resolutely for
life. Other evidence theu cropped up, which made it certain
that the children were victims of foul play. The editor of
the paper expressed himself to the effect that no insurance
company ought to be allowed to insure the lives of children,
thus putting temptation in the way of the poor. Oddly
enough, the fire in the Strand seemed to have resulted {from
a similar motive ard a similar transaction. A hairdresser
had insured his fittings and stock for £150 and then set fire

‘to his shop. Conunenting on this, the editor had nothing to

say about the iniquity of tempting people to commit arson,
But he thought the State shouid see that all buildiogs in a
public street were provided with conerete floors and asbestos
paint; and that muslin eurtains should be forbidden. The
Seagull, laden with coals for Gibraltar, had gone down with-
in sight of land, off Holyhead, before assistance could be ob-
tained. It appears she had been insured in the Liverpool
Mutual Marine Association for double the value of hull and
cargo. One of the crew had refused to go, on the ground
that she was unseaworthy, and he was sentenced to four-
teen duys’ impri t under the Merchant Shipping Aet.
‘The editor was of opinion that, although he had been justly
sentenced, still, he thought, this fearful futfilment of his prog-
nostication would have such an effect on the minds of the
publie that his further incarceration would be highly inex-
pedient, and might lead to rioting, He was further of opi-
nion that marine insurance ought to be entirely prohibited,
except when undertaken by underwriters *iu the usual
way.” This article, T have since heard, made a great sensa.

1000

tion at Lloyd's, and four thousinud copies of the paper were

gratuitously distribnted in the neighborhiond of the docks
both in Liverpool and London. A committee is heing formed
for the purpose of urging parliament to make all marine
policies void, except those which have been made **in the
uswal way.” It is obvious that the crew of the Seagull have
not died in vain. ‘They have perished in the canse of an an-
cient monopaly.  The public indignation at their eruel fate

s being used as 2 handy hook on which to hang all *‘ new-

fangled systems of warine insurance which have not stood
the test of time, and which have hardly yet seen the light of
day."

1 had reached my own door when I was attracted by a
shout amd the wrangling of many angry voices round the
corner of the street,  Running round, I saw the débris of
an overturned dog-ciart.  Several persons seemed to be en-
gaged in an animated debate in a small cirele, while the
crowd played the rale of a Greek chorus, The disputants
appeare’ to be a younyg gentleman of mettle, in a high collar
and ¢ r-skin ploves, a broken-down solicitor’s clerk, the
usttia policemar:, and & workman in corduroys. It was easy
1o explain the -onstruction of the gronp. The * masher ™
was obviousl the owner of the ill-fated dog-cart ; the work-
man was tae watchman in charge of the traction-engine,
which was lying quietly at the side of the road with a red
lamp at each side. The clerk was *‘ the man in the street,”
thie vir pietate gravis called in as arbitrator by both disput-
ants; and the policeman was there as a matter of course.
When 1 reached the spot. and worked my way to the inner
circle, the debate had reached this stage: “1 tell you, any
well-bred horse would shy at a god-forsaken machine like
that; your people had no right to leave it there. I'will make
them pay for this.” Workman — ¢ Well, them’s my instruc-
tions; heve’s my lights all a-burning, and you shouldn’t drive
lorses like that in the streets of London. ‘They’ll shy at
anything, and it ain’t safe.”” Masher — “‘ I beg your pardon,
I tell you any horse would shy at that: and what is more, I
believe traction engines are unlawful in the strects; I know
1 ha e heard so.” Clerk — “ Well, 1 can’t quite say, but T
tiu © so. I know eiephants are not allowed to go through
the st reets without a special license in the daytime, because
our people had a case in which a man wanted to ride an ele-
phant through the city and distribute colored leaflets, and
the Bench said that . . . . Policeman — * Traction-engines
isn’t elephants; we don’t want to know about elephants;
which way was you coming when your horse canght sight of
this engine? That is what I want to get at.”” ‘‘ Straight up
King Street, constable, and this fellow was fast asleep near
the machine.” *No, I warn’t fast asleep; didn’t I ketch
'nld of the ‘orse?” ‘0, yes, you woke up, but you never
gave any warning; why didn’t you shout out, Beware of the
traction engine ?”’  ‘ What for? ain’t you gotnoeyes? Am
I to be shouting all day? What is there worse about this
’ eng’ne thun about a flappin’ van? Eh? policeman,
.+ istner 2 worse, I say 2" Policeman (firmly) — * That's
ner the question.  The question is, Was your lamp burn-
n.g?’” ‘A course they was a-burnin’; ain’t they a-burnin’
now ? " Clerk (soothingly) —  They were burning.” Police-
man (treading on clerk's toes) — * What do you want here?
Be off. What have you got to do with it? Off with you.
Now, sir,” turning to the owner of the hroken dog-cart,
““ was this man asleep on dooty ?”” * Well, I cannot cxactly
swear he was asleep, but ”’ (contriving to slip something into
the expectant hand of the ofticer) ““ but I am sure he was not
awake, —not wide awake.”” “Thauk you,sir™; turniag to
the watchman, “ you see where you zre now, I shall report
you asleep on dooty.” * But I warn't aslecp, I tell you.”
““You was: didn't youn hear the gentleman say you wasn't
awake?’’ This was the conclusion: there was a slight and
sullen murmur in the crowd ; butit died away. The incident
was at an end; law was vindicated: justice was done. Yes,
done, and no mistake! But I left without any clear idea as
to the right of an engine-owner to the use of the common
roads. The story of the elephant seemad germane to the is-
sue, but it was nipped in the bad. 1 went howe, swallowed
wmy dinver not without appetite, and set forth in search of
entertainment,

There was & good deal of choice. There always is in Lon-
don, except on Sundays: and even then there is the choice
between the church, the public-house, and the knocking-
shop. ‘There were ihe hrothers Goliah, and the infant Samuel
on the high rope, and Miss Lottie Luzone, the teetotante-
maton, aud John Ball the Stentor Comique, and the Nisters
Delilah, and Signor Farini with his wonderful pigeons, and
the Tiger-tamer of Bengal, and the Pearl amily with their
unequalled aguatic feats, and I don’t know what else.  While
1 wax dwelling on the merits of these rival attractions, 1
heard a familiar voice at the door: * Come m, okt fellew;
come to the National Liberal: Stewart Headlam is going to

"open a d-bate on the County Council and the Music-hatls,

We will have a high old time.  Come and speak.”  Asarale,
1 fear the Trocadero or the Aquarinm would have prevailed
over the great Liberal Club as a place of afterdinner enter-
ta ; buton this ¥ had a newly-aroused interest
in all such questions as the one about to be discussed. So {
put on my hat and jumped into the Lanwo v which Jack had
left at the door,  Kn prassant, you may have soticed that this
is the second time 1 have recorded the fact that “ I pat on
my hat.””  English novelists are very careful about thispre-
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cantion. * He put on his hat awd walked ot of the roon.
e wished her zoodbye, aud, putting on his hat, he went |
out as e haed come in Phere s never aoword said aboat
the hero's top-coat or his gioves, o matter how cold the
weither may he, but the putting on of the hiat is always caves
fully chronicled,  Now, there is a reason for this. It is a .
woll-established principle of English common law that, when-
ever o puble disturbance or street mdlée or other shindy
tukes place, the representative of order shall single out a
suitable seapegont from among the crowd.  In case of a ‘
mutiny iu the Austrian army, 1am told, it is usual to shoot
every tenth man who is chosen by lot.  But here in merry
Euzland the instructions are to look round for a man with-
out o hate When found, he is muarched off to the police st
tion with the approval of all concerned. It is part of our |
unwritten law,  Sowme few months since the principle wis
actually applied inn ecuse eélébre by the magistrate himself.
A journalist summened no less o personage than the Duke of | !
Cambridge for assault.  The fucts were not denied, and the !
witnesses were all agreed, when suceor came from an unex-
peeted quarter. “*Is it a fact, as T have seen it stated in the
papers, " asled the worthy stipendiavy, “is it a fact, 1 ask,
that the plaintiff was without a hat?**  There was no gain-
saying this, The prosccutor was hatless at the time of the
alleged assanlt,  That settled the maiter; and the Com-
mander-in-chief of the British Army left the court (metaphor-
jcally speaking) without a stain on his character.

However, as T have said, I put on my hat, and off we drove
to the conference room of the big club with the odd name.
“ National 7 was rst used as a political term by the late
Benjamin Disraeli to signify the patriotic as opposed to the
cosmopolitan and anti-national. ¢ Liberal" was first used
in a political sense about 1815, to denote the advocates of lib-
erty as opposed to the “gerviles” who believed in State-
control. And yet the members of the club avowedly uphold
State-interference in all things, and dub the doetrine of lais-
sez faire the creed of seifishness. Still the building is a fine
and commodious one, and what’s in a name, after all?

When le reached the political arena, Mr. Headlam, who is
a Socialist, was in the middie of a very able ‘individualistic
harangue. Tudeed, I have never heard the case for moral
liberty better stated and more courageously advocated than
on this occasion. T was anxious to hear what the censor
party might have to say. I half-expected to see some weary
ascetic — perhaps an austere cardinal — rise in his place .mnl
wide through some solemn p from the sententi
Hooker. 1 was agreeably dlsappointed when a chirpy little
Scotehman with an amusing brogue and a moth-eaten ap-
pearance started off with prattle of thiskind: * Gentlemen,
there's no one loves liberty more than me. Bnut we've got to
draw a line at decency, you see. I've been elected to sit on
the Council and to see that that Lne is drawp at the right
place. That is my duty, and my duty I mean to do. Every-
thing which is caleulated to bring a blush to the cheek of a :
pure maiden must be put down.  And there’s another thing; |
1 say that music-halls where intoxicating liguors is sold must :
be put down. We are not going to tolerate places what in-
cites to forpication amd drunkenness. But at the vame time
we are no foes to liberty, — that is, liberty te do right, and
that's the only liberty worth fighting for, dcjend unon it.”” !
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Ot My MeDoodle s his fricmds ave not competent to de-

1 tine i, nor to suggest means for suppressing ity and, finally,

Cthat the State had mueh better lenve the settlement of the

question ta public opinion and the conumon sense and couns-
won gaste of the peophe A whirl of arguments, relevamt
and ireelevant, followed his speech, whieli contained refer-
cnees to o pretty wide field of Stite-interfer ouum, showinyg
their invariabic and pevitable failure all a'ong the line.
One apoplectie litthe wan was lowdly demanding wn answer
to his question ““whether we were going to allow people to
run down the street ina state of complete nudity.”” That is
what he wanted to kiow.  Some one replied that in this
clinte the dinger was remote, and that the roughs woukd
provide o satlicient deterrent. Some one else wanted to
know whether it was decent to hawk the “Pall Mall Ga-
zette” in the streets, aml o very earnest young man in-
guired whether his hearers had ever read the thirty-sixth
ater of Genesis, and whether, if so, it was ealealated to
raise i blush to the check of virtne, A wag replied: *“There
s no cheek about virtve.”  And so the ball was it roll-
ing. And we left without having formed the faintest idea
as to whether the State should interfere with the amusc-
ments of the people or not; whether it should limi inter-
ference to the enforeemient of decency and propriety; what
those terms signify for the practieal purpose; whether in
any case it should delegate this duty to local authorities, and,
if so, to what authorities; whether it should itself take the
initintive, or leave it to persons considering themselves in-
jured; whether such alleged injury should be direct or in-
direct, amld, in either case, what those expressions. mean.
However, a good deal of dust had been kicked up, and even
the most cocksure of those who had entered the lists went
out, I doubt net, with a conviction that there was a good
deal to be said on all sides of the question. That, in itself,
was an nnmixed good.

Walking home, in the neighborhood of Oxford Circus, a
respectable young woman asked if I would be good enough
to tell her the nearest way to Russell Square. She had
hardly got the words out of her mouth, when a policeman

emerged from a doorway and charged her with solicitation,

asking me to accompany them to the station and sign the
charge-sheet. Not being a member of the profession, of
course the young woman had neglected to ‘‘pay uner ioot-
ing’; hence the official zeal. Old hands had with impunity
accosted me at least a dozen times in the same street. I
ventured to remonstrate, when I was myself charged with
being drunk and attempting a rescue, and I should certainly
have ended my day in a State-furnished apartment, had not
another keeper of the Queen's peace come alongside and
drawn away my accuser, whispering something in his ear the
while. I recognized the features of an old acquaintance with

! whom I have an occasional glass at the Bettle of Hay on my
i way home from the club.

1 reached home at last, and the events of the day battled
with one another for precedence in my dreams. Freedom,
order; order, freedom. Whichisittobe? WhenI arose in
the morning, I tried to record the previous day’s experiences
- just as they came to me, without offering any dogmatic
opinion as to the rights and the wrongs of the several cases
which arose. I will send them,”” I said, “to the organ of

Mr. McDoc tle slapped his knee with emphatic viol and i
sat down. *‘I shonld like to ask the last speaker,” said a |
thin gentleman in & back row, ““ whether it is altogether con- !
sistent for a State which has repealed every statute penal- !
izing fornication itself to keep up a lot of little worrying
measures for the purpose of penalizing conduct which may
possibly lead to fornication. In other words, fornication i
p rlectly legal, but a song likely to lead to fornication is il- |
leral.  Is this consistent?’  ““ Allow me,” shouted a stout |
man with a loud voice; * perhaps, being a lawyer, I know
raore about these matters than Mr. McDoodle possibly can.
The gentleman who asks the question is in exror. His major
premise i false. Fornication in this country is a misde-
meanor, by 25 and 24 Viet. ¢. 32.”  ““ Pardon me,” replied
the voice in the back row, “I also am a lawyer, and 1 say
that the Act yvou refer to does not make foraication a misde-~
meanor; it refers only to conspiracy to induce & woman to
commit the sin; that is a very different matter.” 1 don’t
see that jt is,’" replied the stout man, ““for what is a con-
spiracy but an agreement to do wrong? Very well, then, an
agreement between 4 man and a woman to do wrong is itself
a conspiracy. And since they cannot commit this sin with-
out agreement (if they do, of course it comes under another
head), it follows that I am right.,”” ‘Not at all,” vejoined
the lawyer at the back, ‘““not at all; I fear your ideas of
conspiracy are a little mixed. If you will consult Stephen’s
Digest of the Criminal Law, which I hold in my hand, you
will find these words: ‘ provided that an agreement lvetwecn
a man and a woman to ¢ it fornication is not a p
aey. 1 suppose Mr. Justice Stephen may be taken to know
«-uething about the law.” Chairman (coming to the res-
v 2)—*“1 think, gentlemen, we are getting off the lines.
Porhaps Mr. Gattie will favor us with a few words?” 1
confess, sir.”’ responded that gentleman, *“1 confess I am in
« difficnlty.  Are we discussing whether indecency is wrong
or not?  Or is the question before the meeting whether Mr,
MeDoodle and his coadjutors are the proper persons to act as
censores morum? My own views on these three points are
these: that indécency, when properly defined, is wrong;

philosophic Anarchy in America, and, perhaps, in spite of
their trivial character, they may be deemed to present points
worthy of comment.” What a pity it is that we cannot put
our London fogs in a bag and send them by parcel post to

Boston for careful analysis!

WOoRDSWORTH DGNISTHORPE.

' LoNpox, ENGLAND,

Beauties of Bellamism.
[Philadelphis Justice.]

Mr. Edward Bellamy's book, ‘Looking Backward,” in
the form of a novel, portrays a social order akin to that ad-
vocated by the European State Socialists, hut so targely im-
pregnated with Christian communism that its large circula-
tion may be readily accounted for among those who know
that their aspirations for a better social state are not encour-
aged by the various religious denominations who are disin-
clined to lnok to this world for a practica. goal in their race
for happiness. The picture Mr. Bellamy draws is also cap-
tivating and plausible to the worker whose .toil is unre-
munerative. An assurance that the family will always be
provided for is more than he can get under the present social
order, and he willingly listens to Mr. Bellamy's seductive
schemes. ‘The increasing discontent with existing conditions
makes men enger to hear of a solution, and has also nided
the circulation of Mr. Bellamy's book, even among the well-
to-do, many of whom, he says, are riding in the stage coach
without contributing to its progress, amd who fear that the
toilers will upset the conrch before the end of the journey.

The general idea pervading the work of Mr. Bellamy is
that the social conditions of today are manifestly not in har-
mony with justive and equity.  Without giving any of the
details, it is supposed that one bundred years in the future
a change in onr industrind system has taken place, in which
conditions appear that ave a realization of what Mv, l!oll:m\'y
considers the true relations of nen to one another in the so-
cinl stite. ‘The absence of the method by which so complete
a change was effected is the wenk feature of the book, as it

ohject the sudden transformation of one state of civi
to that of anothier so characteristic of the sentimental re-
former of today.

The Giet very promaent in the induostri
today is the consolidation of interests formers;
and competitive;  this fact is dwelt. upon by Mr.
the forerunner of the industrial change, hat there must hav
been a time when the constmmation was reiached. Whelner
the peaple who conducted the various trusts, corporations,
ote., were foreibly dispossessed, or willingly aequicseed in
the change, we are not informed; but at any rate, the revo-
jution was peaceable, and not in accordance with the
methods of the followers of the red thg, who, as Mr. Bel-
lamy puts it, were the hired advocites of the syndicates and
capitalists,

The abolition of private ownership in the nieaws of produc-
tion, and the consolidation of the entire capital of the nation,
is hailed as the christening of the pew civilization, wherein
all those who work will have enough, provided they work
according to law, and those who wounld like their own way
about the matter are either ostracised or outlawed, for it is
said, * we require that every one shall serve the nation in-
stead of leaving him to his choice.” By requiring is cer-

tainly meant that pumshmem follows the disobedience of the

edicts of the **we ™ — of course the majority.  Wherein such
a state of affairs differs from an absolute despotism is difti-
cult to sce, when we are told that every one must serve in
the profession of common labor for three years before he dare
seleet a spec... avocation.

‘We are in the habit of congratulating ourselves that the
time has passed when a majority can dictate us as to what
we shall do to be saved; but here is thrust upon us a sys-
tem, which, while not concerning itself about our salvation in
another world, compels us to mould ourselves tosuit the major-
17’8 opinion about our salvation in this. We are noi to buy
ana sell as buyer and seller wish, because “ that would be in-
consistent with the mutual benevolence and disinterestedness
which should prevail between citizens, and the sense of com-
raunity interests which supports our social system.” We
are all to have the same wages, although the term wages is
repudiated, the hours of labor being regulated accordingly
to offset the present natural law of supply and demand; still
this law is made to do duty on special occasions. When
volunteers fail to enter trades which the law of supply and
demand has determined to Le hazardous and uncongenial,
the State resorts to a compuisory draft, and woe to the man
wha wiil not obey, becaus:: “a suan able to do duty and per-
sistently refusing is cut off frora ull limman society ™ ; this
means that he is either imprisoned or outlawed.

The Communistic idea is largely developed in Mr. Bel-
lamy’s scheme, for ke says: ‘‘ Even if the principle of share
and share alike were not the ¢uly humane and rational basis of
society, we should still enforce it as economically expedient.™
Now, no one will find fauit with the doctrine of Communism
if its advocates choose to practise it among themselves. In
the assurance that each cre will give to the community the
utmost of his endenvors, there may be a prosperous and soci-
ally satisfied association, of which there are at present quite
a number in the world, batin all of them there is no coercive
system which enforces the deetrine, the harmonious unanim-
ity precluding the idea. The statement that the * disin-
tegrating infl of self-seeking is opy 1 to concert of
ind ustrial action '’ is not substantiated by the actions of men,
even under adverse circumstances,  The self-interest of men
naturally inclines them to concertof action. Qur experience
teaches us that the greatest good each one ean get is to 2sso-
ciate, so that burdens can better bhe distributed among those
who reciprocally are benefited.  But so long as man imagines
that acting alone is best for himself, it is tyranny to impose
our method of action upon him, even if we are convineed
that he will be the gainer.

The difficulty of making a perfect social state based upon
either coercive Socialism or coercive Communism no doubt
oceurred to Mr. Bellamy while enlarging upon the details of
the organization. For we are told that the people who buy
a newspaper are allowed to pay the expense of its publication,
choose the editor, and remove him when unsatisfactory.
This is an individualistic idea quite inconsistent with the
prohibition otherwise carried out. If this portion of his sys-
tem were applied universally, there might be people who
would prefer to elect their own sh ker and diseh
him when he made poor shoes; and since this liberty s!muld
be allowed consistently to buyers of all wares, we should
probably have competition in the shoe business as well as in
the newspapers, and Mr. Bellamy's scheme wounld result in a
sort of philosophical Anarchisin, which is the exact opposite
of his desire. 'The very fact of any competition being ai-
towed, it must follow that its beweficial effeet wpon the
buyers of commuaditics wonld enlarge its sphere, and nationals
ism would be doomed among & people so enlightened other-
wise as has been deseribed.

i osituation of
antagonistic

Lellamy as

DEFINITIONS.
What are the People ™ The good men and trae
Who cheer e, What™s the mobh - Why, the fools that cheer g,
What'sa patriot? A tritor wiose treason prevails,
And what = a traitor? A patriot who tails,
Pervy Breg.
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