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 Nor always in thine eyes, O Liderty!
Shitnes (hat high Hght wheredy the world is saved ;
And though thou slay we, we will trust in thee."
Joux Hay.

On Picket Duty.

Through some misunderstanding Mr. Bying-
ton’s Letter-Writing Corps targets for the
monthly slip to be sent to corps members be-
tween the monthly issues of Liberty did not
reach me, and g0 no slips were sent out. Mem-
bers are cautioned against interpreting this as
an abandonment of the fortnightly assignment
of targets.

One of the Single Tax organs is making,
much of a claim that Ella Wheeler Wilcox is a
believer in the Single Tax. Does it not know
that Ella Wheeler Wilcox believes in every-
thing that comes zlong? No fleeting fud, no
passing fuily, is too silly to command her au-
hesion. Bat lately she was mad over Cheiro,
the palmist. Now it is Henry George that
this poetess of passion adores.

My statement that Canovas del Castillo had
asked for a catalogue of my publications was
an error, for which the messenger that came to
my office from the Spanish consulate is responsi-
ble. He said that the request came from the
Spanish premier. I now learn that it came
from a Spanish ex-premier, Segismundo Moret
y Prendergast,—quite as notable a man as
Canovas, but belonging to the Liberal party,
and of course not now a member of the
government.

Comrade Fulton’ * Age of Thought * car-
ries the good work valiantly on, and I wish to
bespeak for him once more the codperation of
all libertarians. From the craftsman’s point of
view his paper is scarcely well edited, but there
is thought in ite pages. “nd the right spirit.

It doubtless will cast off much of its crudity
and disorder 23 its editor’s difficulties diminish,
and even now this brave little weekly is a
:mghty good dollar’s worth. Send a dollar for
a year’s subseription to E. H. Fulton, Columtus
Junction, Iowa.

It is dangerous to publish chesp literature.
Your motives are liable to misconstruction.
For instance, an angry Single Taxer told a
friend of mine the other day that, in publishing
and selling my pamphlet attack on Henry
George at the low rate of eighty cents per
hundred copies, I thereby demonstrated. beyond
pendvent.nre that I did so to satisfy some fecl-
ing of pergonal #nimosity. - As a mat(er of

= fact there never ha.ve been any personal rela-

tions between George and myself that could
possibly develop any personal feeling. I made
his acguaintance many years ago, when he
called on me in Boston. We had a few mo-
ments of brief and hurried, but entirely agree-
able, conversation, and since that day we have
never communicated either by spoken or
written word. Never have I had the smallest
private grievance against this man, whom I
despise solely because of his palpable public dis-
honesty, manifested ic mocre ways than one.

Tt is either remembered or forgotten that
some time ago I nctified all readers of Liberty
who had sent me money with orders for books
that, if dissstistied with my necessary delay in
filling these orders, their money would be sent
back to them on demand and by return mail.
Since the appearance of that notice I have had
about fou’ .. mands for such return of money,
and in es .. instance the demand has been com-
plied with promptly. Such au offer cught to set
at rest all suspicion that X am either dishonest
or wilfully neglectful in this matter. Never-
theless it has come to my knowledge that even
old and tried friends of Liberty are writing let-
ters in which these motives, if not directly
charged, are at least hnted at. It seems to me
that they might be in better business.

At first thought it may seem tc some of my
readers that to give my approval to the article
of Arstne Alexandre on ‘‘ The Lady of the
Beaux-Arts” is inconsistent with the position,
taken by me in a previous issue, that it is becter
to encourage art than to build hospitals. But
such is not the case. The thing that M.
Alexandre condemns is a mistaken method of
enccursging art. It is an encouragemsnt that
does not encourage. To afford individual art
students the meaus of stifling tl.eir ¢riginality
in routine is one thing. To permeate the artis-
tic atmosphere with ideas tending to strike
down routine and indirectly develop originality
wherever it may appear is quite another thing.
The latter is the real encouragement of srt.
With M. Alexandre’s pogition I am in full sym-
pathy, except that I think that there has been

‘| an occasional exception to his sweeping rule

that genius is never stifled by poverty.

The newspapers are making much of the fact
that VWilliam Morris left none of his fortune of
$275,000 to the cause of Socialism, but be-
queathed it all to his family, like any ordinary
bourgcois, But has it ever occurred to thess
smarv editors that William Morris left behind
him, not only a fortune, but also » Socialistic
« family, and that possibly he had an understand-
ing with his heirs, or had confidence without

such understanding, that a due proportion of
their inheritance should be devoted to the ends
to which he and they were alike devoted ?
What better trustees for a Socialistic fund
could William Mogris have asked than his
daughter May and her husband, Halliday Spar-
ling,—both ardent Socialistic workers? I do
not sp2ak by the card, but I think it is too
early to positively assert, or even hint, that
Morris forgot in dying that which he stood for,
living.

Secretary Morton is not as great a hambug
as the typical secretary of agriculture usually
is, but his ardent professions of democracy have
little value, in view of his obvious ignorance of
what democracy is. Of course he is for sound
money, honor, civilizatior, gravitation, and
everything else that i3 dear tc a gold-bug, but
he is clea: y not for democracy. ‘¢ Nearly a'-
ways when they have an opporiunity,” he says
dolefully, ‘‘ the people vote for schemes and
devices to destroy pubhc credit and bring
financial dishonor.” This means that popular
governmeat is a farce and sham, and that Mr.
Morton is not a believer in democratic institu-
tions. He is right in asserting the ignorance of
the people, but wrong in imagining that they
would do better to follow the experts who
prate about honor and credit. Zeir schemes
and d«vices mean nothing but spoliation, rascal-
ity, and robbery. Let Mr. Morton read what
Dana has to say about usury and the present
financial system.

In his farewell message to the Iilinois legisla-
ture Governor Altgeld suggested, as a partial
solution of the difficult problem that the grow-
ing prac.ice of libdl presents, that no action,
either criminal or civil, should lie againsi the
authors or publishers of signed articles, but that
heavy penalties should be imposed on publish-
ers of libellous articles bearing no signature.

It is a practical suggestion from an eminently
practical man. A lib»l has little or no influence
when zigned by an irresponsible or disreputable
person, and may therefore be disregarded. On
the other hand, statemenis made over the sig-
nature of a person of high character are never
malicious and very rarely false. It is the
anonymous attack that is to be dreaded and
deplored. The thing chiefly desirable, argues
Govervor Altgeld, is the prevention of unsigned
libels, and his suggestion, if acted upon, would
probably be effective to that end. Of course, it
would not settle the question whether libel is
non-invasive and therefore to be let alone, but
it would allow greater liberty of the press than
now prevails, while at the same time insuri ng a
greater decency of the press.
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** In abolishing rent and interest, the last vestiges of old-time sla-
very, the Revolution abolishes at one siroke the sword of the ececu-
bioner, the seal of the magistrate, the club of the policeman, the gauge
of the exciseman, the érasing-knife of the department clerk, all those
insignia of Politics, which young Liberty grinds beneath her hedl." --
PRoUDHON.

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

The Feather That Felled Mao.

Probably most public speakers, especialiy
those who, like myself, speak !.nt occasionally
and are never so ill at ease as when on their
feet before an audience, have at some time
passed through the unpleasant experience of
being thrown into utter confusion when called
upon to auswer a question of so simple a cha-
racter as to surprise one out of his wits. Such
was my sorry plight one evening two or three
weeks ago, at a meeting of the Sunrise Club;
and I shall tell the pai:Jul story now, partly as
a sort of penance for my own stupidity, partly
in the hope that it will be read by some mem-
bers of the club who supposed me to have been
the victim of a keen and searching questioner
rather than of my absence of mind, and partly
as a bit of economic elucidation that may pre-
vent oters from being puzzled as I was.

The Suurige Club, then, be it known, is a
New York diring club of about one hundred
members, of all shades of opinion, who dine
together, on the ““Dutch ireat” plan, every
second Monday evening throughout tie winter
season, and then spend an hour or two in dis-
cussion, the opener thereof and the subject be-
ing selected in advance. At the particular
dinner now in question the opener was Mr, Er-
nest H. Crosby, who had chosen as his topic,
¢“The Issve of Honesty in the Late Cam-
paign.” I shall report here only so much of
his brief discourse as relates to the point of my
eubsequent criticism. After declaring his intel-
lectual conviction that the Republicans had the
right side of the money question in the cam-
paign, he admitted that his sympathies had
been with their opponents; and, inquiring
what could be the cause of this strange discrep-
ancy between his thought and his feeling, he
concluded that the cainpaign must have in-
volved a question of deeper honesty than the
mere honesty or dishonesty of the currency.
The claim of the holder of money upon the la-

bor or service of others is, he said,~or seemed
to say, at any rate; I cannot give his exact
worde,—inferior, in point of honesty, to the

. we dishonest in the extreme.

obligation of every man to work for his living;
and he found the cause of his sympathies with
Mr. Bryan and his followers in the campaign
in the fact that they represented the men who
work for their living as against the men who
buy their living with money. Then, to make
plain the inferiority of the merely monetary
obligation, he supposed the case of a ship-
wrecked party cast upon a Qesert island, some
of the party being millionaires, some being
moderately weil-to-do professional men, and
some being penniless laborers. There being no
means of shelter, and shelter being a necessity
to all, it would become necessary to build a
shelter, in which case, Mr. Crosby claimed, it
manifestly would be less honest for one of the
millionaires to take a ten-dollar bill from his
pocket and hire one of the laborers to do, in ad-
dition to his own share of the work of building,
the share of the millionaire also, than to take
off his coat and engage with the laborers in the
task at hand.

Foward the close of the discussion that fol-
lowed the opener’s address, I was called on for
a few remarks, and, responding, I directed my
criticism at the position outlined above. Put-
ting aside ali question of the manner in which
the cast-away millionaires originally got their
money, and assuming that their money repre-
sented actually what paper money alwoys rep-
resents in theory,—service previously performed
and a8 yet uopaid for except by paper title,—I
touk the ground that the millionaire who should
pay a ten-dollar bill to a laborer to put a roof
over his head would be quite as honest in his
ernduct as though, instead, he should duild his
house himself. I held that the presence of a
ten-dollar bill iu the millionaire’s pocket was
evidence (assuming it to have been obtained un-
der free conditions, and by neither dishonesty
or tyranny) that he had already doue his part
toward the building of the shelter by rendering
an equivalent service previously, and that to
insist that he should do his part again—-that is,
bear a double burden—in order that the labor-
ers might escape with the performance of less
than their proportionate share of work would
The inferiority of
one obligation to the other I denied, maintain-
ing that the obligation of the individuai to
work for his living can never exceed the always
exactly equivalent obligation to furnish him his
living which falls upon those for whom he has
worked.

At this point the opencr asked permission to
put a question,—a request which I indiscre:tly
granted. ** Will you tell us,” then asked M=,
Crosby, ‘‘ what would happen on the dssert
island if each member of the shipwrecked party
were the possessor of a ten-dollar bill ?” Now,
incredible as it may seem, this question, which
the merest tyro in economics should be able to
answer without, a moment’s thought, floored
me completely. The words had hardly fallen
from Mr. Crosby’s lips before the audience
laughed as though a triumphant point had been
scored against the terrible Tucker, ard T am
bound to confess that the sheepish ai‘itude of
the aforesaid terror went far to justify their
glee. After a moment’s embarrassment, I
managed to stammer out that in that case it
would be necessary for all the shipwrecked per-
sons to go to work together, each doing his
share toward the building of the shelter;

which answer, of course, was true, but unfor-
tunately, on its face;, seemed to bear out Mr.
Croshy in his original contention rather than
sustain my criticism thereof. Then Mr. Starr
Hoyt Nichols suggested that in the case sup-
posed those who had the least money would
work for those who had the most,—a sugges-
tion which I, regardless of the fact that it in-
volved an assumption violently at odds with the
case supposed,—that hypothetical case being
now one of equality in monetary wealth,—fran-
tically clutched at as a drowning man clutches
at a straw. Then Mr. John H. Edelman, a
Communist, perceiving, I presume, that my sit-
uation was becoming more and more hopeless,
inquired why it would not be advisable to

come down to a natural basis and assume that
all men would desire to work in the presence of
such conditions,—a truth which I should have
characterized as irrelevant had I not been

““ rattled,” but to which, as it was, I extended
a not too reluctant hand. Nobody else coming
to my rescue, I rambled abou. aimlessly for a
few seconds more, and then subsided. The
chairman, noticing the abruptness with which I
had first lost the thread of my argument and
then cut it off, asked me if I had quite fin-
ished, thereby supplying the one thing needful
to complete my discomfiture. Yet, to tell the
truth, I consider that the chairman was much
too lenient. Had he, in the exercise of his
brief authority, ordered Mr. Crosby and myself
to turn our faces to the wall and so remain until
the hour of adjournment, Mr. Crosby for hav-
ing asked so simple a question and myself for
having been even temyporarily unable to answer
it, we should have had only our deserts.

I am unable to account for the connection be-
tween the seat of a chair and the mental condi-
tion of a man whose brains are properly located,
but certain it is that I had scarcely taken my
seat when my scattered wits began to gather;
80 that presently I saw clearly that Mr. Crosby
bad unwittingly given me a rare opportunity to
clinch my criticism of his position, and that I
had stupidly wasted it. Of course, iu answer
to his guestion, I had only to point out that the
reason why the shipwrecked men, if equally
rich in money, would all go to work is to be
found in the fact that their respective ten-dollar
bills cancel each other and therefore become as
nought, in order to confirm my criticism and
overthrow Mr. Crosby’s positicz ; for bills
cannot cancel each other, unless each bii' is &
thing that can be canccled, and where there is
no obligation there is nothing that can be can-
celed. Frgo, a paper promise to pay is an
obligation,—an obligation to pay for labor or
service rendered, and, as such, not inferior or
superior, but exactly equal, to the counter obli-
gation to perform labor or service,—which is
the proposition that Mr. Crosby attempted to

-disprove.

One of the purposes of this confession of
mine will have beeu fully accomplished if by
it any doubting reader shall be convinced that
¢ the issue of honesty in the late campaign »
was not between those, on the one hand, who
work for their living and those, on the other,
who buy their living with money, but between
those, on the one hand, who buy their living
with money that they earn and those, on the
other,who buy their living with money that
they steal. LS
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Cowards in the Jury-Box.

At a recent murder trial held in the United
States court at Boston, the jury being seem-
ingly unable to reach an agreement, Judge
Colt charged them that, while each juror’s ver-
dict should be his own and not another’s, yet
each of the minority jurors should consider
whether the doubt that seemed to him reason-
able could in rezlity be reasonable if it dil not
80 seem to the majority of the jury. This is
the essence of the judge’s charge on the point in
question, his actual words constituting a para-
graph of considerable length so artfully con-
structed and contrived as to subordinate almost
to the point of obliteration the assertion of the
individual juror's sovereignty, and convey an
impression that the minority should aveept the
verdict of the majority simply because it was
the verdict of the majority. Still, buried as it
was, the saving clause was there, and it is
hardly imaginable that any jurer, holding the
fate of a human being in his hands, could have
exercised so little care as to fail to search for
and find it.

Nevertheless the jury soon rendered a ver-
dict of guilty, the former vote having been
seven for conviction to five for acquittal; and
now comes Juror Harey T. Booth (I give his
name to preserve his infamy), and declarea that
he and four other jurymen voted guilty against
their convictions because they understood the
court to have ‘¢ practically instructed the jury
that the minority must give in to the major-
ity.” How careless and ignorant must be the
men whom a judge, however artful, could thus
befuddle, and what knaves and slaves they
must be, too, to be willing to obey the judge
who, in their view, was committing an act of
usurpation! Between the insidious encroach-
ments of judges and the cringing servility of
jurors, that sole remaining safeguard of per-
sonal liberty, the unanimous verdict of a jury,
is in serious danger of being wiped out. .

The Lady of the Beaux-Arts.*

‘¢ A lady who desires to remain unknown has
placed at the disposition of the Beaux-Arts
school a villa at Neuilly containing three living-
apartments and three studios for artists. This
villa, admirably situated and overlooking the
valley of the Seine, is placed, by the donor, at
the disposition of three of the poorest and at
the same time most meritorious pupils of the
school.”

Such is the information given by ¢ Le
Figaro” and reproduced by all the newspapers
with comments, as a rule, emotional. As this
good lady insists on preserving the strictest
anonymity(at least for such time as is required
for the penetration of secrets like this), one
may conclude that the motive of her conduct
is not a desire to be deafened by the sounding
of her praises, and this enables one to address
her frankly without embarrassment.

The lady of the Beaux-Arts is the victim of
a delusion. Her misguided anxiety has fallen

‘upon persons of whiom one may safely say,

though not knowing them, that they will be-
come absolutely uninteresting from the moment
of their instalment at Neuilly. Had the villa
been sold and converted into soup for old rag-

* Tranalated fzom * Le Figaro by the editor of Liberty

pickers or into little dresses for the babies that
sprouted last night between the pavements of
Belleville, it would have been but a mouthful
and a bit of linen in the consumption of a city
in which there are so many old and hungry
ragpickers, and so many little two-footed mush-
rooms sown by one knows not who. Such a
course would not have been very original; it
would not have represented twenty-four hours
of assistance; but it would have been better
than to compromise the future of three able-
bodied young persons in the way of whose suc-
cess nothing stood.

These three young persons had everything in
their favor: they were poor,-— that is, obliged
to earn their shelter; they were admitted to the
Beaux-Arts school ; and, finally, they were
‘¢ meritorious,”— that is, bad good marks, and
were correet and docile young persons who had
been taken under the protection of their mas-
ters and will go to Rome by the shortest of the
innumerable roads that lead thither, the road
of the Prix de Rome.

And now you abruptly put in their hands
that for which are still struggling so many men
already advanced in age and whose efforts, dis-
appointments, and successes are past count-
ing,— a rent-receipt.

You resemble thase too generous godmothers
who lavish on their godsons, at New Year's,
expensive playthings which they are not yet
capable of using,— a magnificent hunting-
vifle, a precious Stradivarius, or a compound
microscope. At the end of a fortnight the
microscope is hepelessly out of order, though
in the meantime the brat has discovered no
new microbe, the old violie is in the condition
of a four-cent fiddle, and the rifle has cost the
gardener an eye,

So it probably will be with your three god-
sons, my lady of the Beaux-Arts. You will
have given them too soon the plaything which
even experienced men find the most difticult to
handle ard at the same time pursue their tasks,
—the absence of {ruitful anxiety. You extend
your aid to false distresses, and it is a great
pity that you have not been better informed.
When one is a pupil in the Beaux-Arts school,
one is somebody, one is many things, one is
enormous. ‘‘ Pupil in the Beaux-Arts school,”
—why! that can be put upon a visiting-card
which, if one know how to use it, will open al-
most any door. One is already ticketed, classi-
fied, an aspirant for something. It is salvation
in a country where one is looked at agkance if
he has not been at least once a candidate, and
where, when one knows a thing, it is a great
misfortune to have learned it all alone. These
three young persons, however poor they may
have been, were the larva of mandarins.

You do them a bad service in accustoming
them to a shelter which they have neither paid
for or really earned; you wrap their feet in
wadding, and you fatten their livers. If the
villa is granted to them for life, you make them
privileged persons to the detriment of many
others who have not perhaps their good marks,
though having more merit. If you lodge them
temporarily, then they will not iearn how one
pays his rent and how one does not pay it,—the
two greatest stimulants to talent.

Again, there they are, stamped, celebrated,
guasi-phenomenal, almost ridiculous. People
will say of them: ¢ These are the three poor

young people of Neuilly.” If, perchance, they
pine away and do not yield the results that
their masters expect of them, their failure will
be the more remarked. If they achieve even a
pr.sable sucee.z, it will be ¢ because of the
lady.”

fince you wished to find young people to
protect efficaciously, perhaps you would have
found them outside of these quasi-ofiicial sur-
roundings, in spots where no official dreams of
looking for them. Youn would have bad to in-
form yourself, to scour the popular districts, to
explore the primary schools, to make your way
into holes and hovels, and to unearth »mong the
crowds some rare and admirable head of a
child. Of a child, I say, for a young man is
too far advanced; a young man has no need,
and should have no need, of aid. If he is in-
capable of exccuting without a springboard
those perilous leaps which are necessary to one
who wants to walk on his feet, he deserves no
interest, still less that exceptional interest e
which it is your desire to manifest in the trio
of Eliacins of the Rue Bonaparte.

And thougi you had found, far away from
the Beaux-Arts school, the three white black-
birds in the act of breaking their wings and
splitting their beaks, perhaps they would have
refused your protection, at least in the form in
which you offer it, had they been genuine, fast-
color blackbirds. *“If you find that I have
talent,” each would have said, ‘‘set me a
work. DBuy my painting, my sculpture, if you
think it worth anything, and I will look out for
my lodging.”

My poor good lady, these are very disagree-
able things that I am saying to you, and not in
this fashion is it usual to extend thanks for
charitable acts and intentions. It was your
aim to do good, and you said to yourself that
you would grow three magnificent plants in
your little Neuilly hot-house. But for your
cuttings you have gone to gardeners who know
absolutely nothing, and who are capable of
giving you Brussels sprouts for lilies and hips
for roses. You have requested the professors
of the Beaux-Arts school to pick out the three
pupils whose future seems to warrant the deep-
est foundations, though there is no known in-
stance of an official professor who could tell a
gosling from an eaglet.

Furthermore, your classificaiion is so artifi-
cial! 'The three poorest and at the same time
the three most meritorious! But what if, at the
particular moment, the three most meritorious
are the three richest? And what if the three
poorest are the three proudest? And what if
they have a legitimate horror of favor? Ah!
my poor good lady, you have rushed into a
blind alley, and are in danger of having very
ordinary tenants. Who knows even if they
will take your good-will kindly ? 1Is there a
janitor in your villa? Will they be allowed to
receive women there ?

Your error lies in supposing that it is neces-
sary to encourage youth.

The legends of youthful genius stifled by
poverty are rigmaroles by which you, as a senti-
mental and respectful person, have suffered
yourself to be caught. But there is no instance
where genius, or even real talent simply, has
not successfully buffeted winds and waves.
Real human values are insubmergible. Un-
doubtedly at all ages there are storms, miseries,
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anxieties, furies, despairs; but these are not in-
scribed upon the books of the department of
charities, which is powerless against them.

They always poiut you to Malfilitre, who is
a little mouldy and, as a poet, rather ordinary,
and, even at the Beaux-Arts school, to the
sculptor Bryan, who did not die in poverty, as
has been reported.

Console yourself; you are not the only one,
my lady of the Beaux-Arts, who has thus mis-
conceived the power of resistance and triumph
that belongs to youth. It is the hobby of all
the Mecenasges (vain or sincere), of all adminis-
trations, of all will-makers. They concern
themselves only with youth. They encourage
it, they gorge it, they laurel it, they banner it,
they medal it; they render it an infatuated and
intolerable nuisance. By bringing into relief
its promise, they sterilize it. We see about us
nothing but young protégés, yonng masters,
young bucks. But this is only the false youth,
made up in reality of little old men. The only
beautiful, the only true youth, the youth to
which belongs the future, is that of which no-
body thinks, which extricates itself from its
own diflicultics, and which official encourage-
ments come neither to aid or corrupt.

Youth! a fine idea, indeed, to have thought
of it, when everybody thinks of it! It is of
oll uge that you should think, my lady of the
Beaux-Arts. It is not to three young people of
¢ promise ” that you should lend your villa, but
to three old miscarriages, three good old mis-
carriages, completely miscarried, who never
promised anything, and so have never kept a
promise.  Only the miscarriages are interesting.
They alone are entitled to all the solicitude, all
the cajolery, all the compensation,

Believe me, good lady, there is still time; re-
dedieate your house.  Lend it, give it, to three
ol misearriages whom we will surround with
our respect and our sympathy.  Perhaps later
we shall find them in your three young per-

SONS, ARSENE ALEXANDRE.

Macdonald, the Truth-Shunner.

With his usual inability, when unwilling, to
understand the KEnglish language, George Mac-
donald, in replying to my article, A Cry and
a Lie,” assumes that I base my charge of
treachery against Henry George on the fact
that he approved the decision of the supreme
court against the Chicago Coramunists, and de-
clares that, since George may have been sincere
in such approval, the charge of treachery is not
proved thereby. I have explained over and
over again, and so clearly that every reader ex-
cept Macdonald understands it, that I base my
charge of treachery, not simply on George’s
approval of the court’s decision, but also and
mainly on George’s deliberate, careful: declara-
tion, as a reason for such approval, of the abso-
lute impossibility of error in a unanimous agree-
ment of the supreme court.  As it is inconceiv-
able that a man of George’s mental calibre
should be a believer in the infallibility of
judges, the fact that he declared such belief to
bolster his cowardly attitude at a time when he
was runuing for office can be explained only on
the ground of insincerity and treachery. ut
Macdonald, in discussing the matter, will naver
attempt to meet this point, because his failure
would demonstrate che correctuness of my atti-

tude, and, rather than admit that, he will be as
dishonest as George himself. pon the abso-
lute lack of parallel between this proof of
George's dishonesty and Macdonald’s lame
effort to convict me of treachery in the Vene-
zntelan matter I do not conceive it necessary to
insist further, despite the fact that Macdonald
reiterates his ridiculous contention, while care-
fully refraining from letting his readers know
the reason why I accused him of lying. Fail-
ing to make out a case for either George or
himself, Macdonald next offers his anything but
helping hand to the dying reputation of the
dead Putnam. For him he pleads an alibi.
Putnam, it seems, was not editorially at home
when the letter of compliment to him in which
it was proposed that all Anarchists be converted
into corpses and exposed in that state to the
public view was printed, prominently and with-
out protest, in the editorial columns of his pa-
per, ¢ Freethought.” The responsibility for
that bit of infamy his wicked partner, Macdon-
ald, tries to take solely upon himself. But
again he makes a wretched failure. Putnam,
whether at home or not at the time, returned
shortly after, learned all about the matter,

and, so far as T know, never in any way dis-
owned the act, though, as chief or joint editor,
he was either chiefly or jointly responsible.
That responsibility cannot be thrown off his
shoulders after his death.  In declining to dis-
own the dirty act he became to all intents and
purposes the doer thereof, and his reputation
must stand the consequences,

Macdonald professes to think that these con-
requences wiil not be serious, because my
““brand ” is getting burned out.  Bearing upon
this point, I may quote a recent conversation
with a gentleman of the highest integrity, who
is an intimate friend of Macdonald, was an in-
timate fricnd of Putnam, is a great admirer of
Patnam, and is, withal, one of the best-known
¢ plumb-line” Anarchists. Talking with him
of Putnam since the latter’s death, I reminded
him of the facts in the matter of the ¢ Free-
thought” letter, and asked him two direct
questions. ‘‘ Was Putnam’s conduct in that
matter decent ?”  ¢“No,” said he. * Was it
honest ?” ‘¢ No,” said he. And I am sure
that the same honesty that compelled him to
make these admissions, so damaging to his
friend, will prevent him from acquitting him of
guilt on the plea of an alibi. Now, if a man
biassed by strong friendship found thus much
virtue in my ‘¢ brand,” it may be found not en-
tirely ineffective with persons who can view the
matter impartially. At any rate, it appears
that Macdonald is now smarting under it to
such a degree that he appeals to some indefi-
nite person to inflict physical vengeance upon
me. At least, so I interpret his closing remark
that somebody ought to accommodate me with
justice, since I ask for justice. This remark is
characteristic. It reminds me of those revolu-
tionary editors who sit quietly in thei offices
and advise others to throw bombs. Macdon-
ald, to all appearance, is an able-bodied man,
weighing several hundred pourds and capable
of doing his own fighting. W'y does he seek
a substitute ? T.

It is announced that County Clerk Henry D.
Purroy, the bolting Tammany leader, purposes
to run Henry George as his faction’s candidate

-

for the mayoralty of Greater New York. I
counsel Mr. Purroy to look about him a bit be-
fore taking a step that will prove fatal to his
political acheming. If Henry George is ever
again a candidate for the New York mayor-
alty, it will not be my fault if a copy of
¢“Henry (teorge, Traitor,” is not placed in the
hands of every workingman in the city.

T'here are laborers in thia city ever now who
are endeavoring, by the distribution of this
pamphlet, to make amends for their error in
having voted for George in the past. Their
number will be greatly multiplied if he ever
makes a new bid for their votes.

The Value of Money and Its Volume.

To the Editor of Iiberty:

Seeing that value depends upon volume, an inquiry
into the causes sud effects of the variation of the one
is ily also a di fon of the circumstances
pertaining to fluctuations of the other. If the quan-
tity of gold available is small, its quality will be dear-
ness; and, if the quantity of ashes be great, their
quality will be cheapness. Conversely, it can rigor-
ously be inferred that, if the quality of a commodity
be cheapness or dearness, its quantity is great or small
respectively. (1)

Exchange is a mutual transfer of two commomiities
between two parties. The media of t4e¢ exchange nre
the two commodities.(2) One is not the madvm of
the exchange of the other any more than the second is
of the first. If one’s tailor hands over a coat upon
credit for two guineas, then the coat buys the right to
be paid, just as much as the duty to pay buys the
cont. One wants the coat; the tailor wants the right
to puyment more than he wants the coat. Hence the
exchange.  Each obtains something which is to him
more useful (consequently more valuable) than what
he alienates from his own possession.

But, it may be answered, ‘‘onc wants the cont to
wear—to consame; while the tailor wants the right,
in order that he may shortly obtain the guineas, and
he wants the guineas, not to consume, but merely to
sell for things which he will consume. such a8 bread,
shoes, coal, or cloth, as the case may be. Hence, it
will further be urged, the debt is here the medium of
exchange, the guineas are the standard of value, and
‘“ one can but wonder at Mr. Fisher's lack of power
to couceive of media of exchange and standards of
value . . . . a8 two distinct classes of things.”(3)

The idea scems to be that consumable things are not
media of exchange, and that media of exchange are
not consumable things. This may not be expressly ad-
mitted, but it scems to be tacitly involved in the argu-
ments of Mr. Badcock and others as to the scarcity of
the medium of exchange. It is absolutely unques-
tionable that “‘ there is only one money, and that is
gold. The price of gold is gold. Gold and money are
not merely at par. They are identical and homogene-
ous.” Fractional coins, tokens, promises, are not
money.(4) They may—that is, some of them may—be
at par with the moncey they name.  This parity is al-
ways dependent upon habitual, constant, acd invaria-
ble convertibility ; in fact, upon a popular belief that
no interruption or delay in convertibility need be taken |
into account.(5)

Money is, then, a consumable commodity (namely,
gold), and debts, tokens, ete., are liabilities to tender
gold on demand or upon a named date. The debt is a
represenintive of a specified value; the gold has the
value futility) in itself.  No one supposes that the
taiior wants to co the two gui which he
one day is to obtain in redemption of the debt for
which the coat was exchanged. He desires to ex-
change it again. This is why it is regarded as being
to Lim merely a medium of ¢xchange. But among the
things he will buy are cloth and trimmings to make
garments which ke will not consume. 'These he uses in
their turn as media of exchange to buy more gold.
When he buys cloth, he values cloth more than the ;
gold he sells for it. When he sells raiment, he values
more the gold it buys. :

Mr. Badcock's recent essay on ** The Money Fawm-
ine” Las been criticised on the ground that he has
confused moncy with wealth, But the fact'is that







