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“ For always in thine ¢ -es, O Liberty!
Shines that high li, «# whereby the world is saved ;

And though thou siuy us, 1we will trust in thee.”
Jou~N Hav.

On Picket Duty.

The delay in the appearance of this issue was un-
avoidable, the death of my faiher having suddenly
called mé from the city for a week. By the same
cause the publication in pamphlet of “ An Anarchist
on Anarchy " is also delayed for a few days.

Lawyers are perpetually boasting that the law is
the very acme of human wisdom, the ultimate achieve-
ment of pure reason. They know better. The law is
the embodiment of all the unreason of which the mind
of man is capable. A veteran Queen’s counsel said
the other day of the verdict against Bradlaugh: “It
is illogical, but is legal.” He should have said: “It
is legal because it is illogical.”

A pretty specimen of & political campaign the
country has before it! One party nominates for
president its strongest man, who isarascal; the other
nominates nearly its weakest, who isa nonentity ; and
between this knave and this nobody the workers of
the country expect and are expected to choose the
way of their salvation from the prevailing economic
chaos. How long must such things be?

The Coipsrative. Publishing Company, of Princeton,
Mass , has published, in a pamphlet of nearly fifty
pages, a veport of E. H. Heywood's defence made in
April, 1883, in the United States Court in Boston,
against Anthony Comstock’s prosecution of him for
mailing « Cupid's Yokes” and other alleged obscene
literature. Judge Nelson's charge to the jury is
printed with it. The interest attaching to both of
these documents will grow as the years go on. The
price of the pamphlet is twenty-five cenis.

If there is anything in which Christian England
finds supreme satisfaction and cause for self-congrat-
ulation, it is in spreading the light of the blessed gos-
pel among the benighted heathen. I am foreibly
reminded of this by the statement of a traveller in
India that the shops in Benares are full . little cast-
iron gods, which were made in Birmingham for the
Indian market. Birmingham also manufactures
cther resources of civilization, such as guns, swords,
and bayonets, but I think the cast-iron deities the
noblest work of Christian England iu these days.

«The study of the faces of an American crowd on
a holiday,” says the Boston * Advertiser,” is anything
but enlivening, It will be a positive gain for our
civilization when this hard work-day aspect of it
shiall give place to a cheery geniality, and the faces
of the people will afford the best index of such a
beneficial change.” Why not help bring about the
beneficial change and make the much-desired * cheery
- geniality " possible? You ‘never will banish the hard
work-day aspect or make any gain for civilization
whatsoever by playing a part in the game of political
- trickery. : : S
1 regret to announce the death- of the *“ 8an Fran-

ciscan.” The paper was started by Joseph Goodman
" and Arthur McEwen in the belief that a community.
~ which has protested against: ilroad . robbery. and.
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slavery to Messrs. Huntington, Crocker, and Stan-
ford. The *San Franciscan” did good work while
it lived, thanks to the ability, sincerity, and radical-
ism of Mr. McEwen. It wonld have lived longer,
perhaps, had the publishers ignored miscellaneous
literature and printed a smaller paper devoted ex-
clusively to the discussion of social problems and to
literature of a radical tendency. I think the fate of
the *San Franciscan” indicates that the days of ec-
lectic journalism are disappearing, and that special
journalism is coming to the front here as in France
The people do not demand any longer that the pills
of opinion shall be sugar-coated. .

In attempted rebuke of Ingersoll's disposition to
make sport of the Bible, Henvy Ward Beechev re-
cently said: “ I would like to see the man who would
bring down the cradle in which his children had been
rocked and split it up for firewood and laugh to see it
burn. What soft of a man would he be? When the
child is gone and in some Tmoment the mother finds
in the drawer a little shoe that the child wore, she is
bathed in tears, though the child has been dead for
years and years; natural affection leads us to repeat
the children’s little broken langaage. The prattle
becomes dear to uc, and the little garments that
would be absurd to put upon the grown man's back
we hang up and look at as our children’s heritage, as
belonging to them.” But this absurdity, Mr. Beech-
er, is just what the Christians are guilty of. Suppose
the mother in question, instead of hanging up the
garments of her child to cherish as mementos, should
don them and parade the streets therein. Would she
not cut a most ludicrous figure? And if her sanity
were not questioned, would she not be rightly ridi-
culed? Yet you, Mr. Beecher, and your fellow-
Christians, don the outgrown garments of a barbarian
theol. gy aud persist in walking the streets at noon-
day; and then weep because infidels, clad in more
modern garb, are forced to hold their sides with
laughter. Put away your Bibles, read them in your
closets as the childish prattle of your ancestors, and
no smile of ours shall disturb your tender recollec-
tions.

General Butler, with his usual disregard for con-
sistency and earelessness of human rights, introduced
a resolution in the Democratic national convention at
Chicago, favoring the establishment of labor tribunals
for the settlement of disputes between capital and
labor, with power to enforce their decrees. If such
tribunals were established, what woula be the result?
Simply this: government would fix the wages of
labor and the prices of its products. Thus we should
have communism in a most objectionable form. Could
anything be more srbitrary, meddlesome, and un-
scientific? True, it may be said that government has
already invested a few persons with privileges whichen

able them to control wages and prices. I not only
admit this, -~ I assert it; and I publish Liberty in
order to assert and reassert it as the most grievous
wrong under which the people cuffer. But between
this and General Butler's plan I can see little or
rothing for anybody but thieves to choose. It makes
little difference who fixes wages and prices; the evil
is that they are fixed at all outside and in violation of

n{free contract made and voluntary choice exercised

a perfectly free market. By a free market I mean
e in which there is no privilege or monopoly of any
nd, and especially no monopoly of the issnance of

currency. In such a market wages and prices
will be fixed, not by human will or caprice, but by
the natural laws of commerce and in accordance
with the principle of equivalence in exchange, thus
r:ndering General Butler’s labor tribunals as destitute
then of excuse in fuct as they are now of foundation
in right,

Liberty prints in this issue a great poem,—such a
poem as iz not written oftener than once in a decade.
It is long, and occupies a great deal of valuable space,
but it is well worth every line of it. I am obliged in
consequence to print a much smaller instalment than
usual of Tchernychewsky's story, in which nearly all
of Liberty’s readers are so highly interested. For
this, however, amends will be made in succeeding
issues. The poem in question appeared in England
last year, and by its extraordinary merit won high
praise even from such organs of the policy it assails
as che “ Pall Mall Gazette.” It is the work of Wilfrid
Scawen Blunt, a wealthy young Englishman, as I
understand, who formed a great love for the Arabian
horse and whose studies of that animal led him to
spend much of his time in Egypt, where his interest
gradually extended from Arabian horses to Arabian
men, principally through his acquaintance with and
admiration of their now exiled leader, Arabi Pasha.

Finding the latter to be one of the heroes.of the earth; .. .

unselfishly bent on securing the rights and promoting
the welfare of his fellows, he became inte.cested in his
projects of reform, and was naturally hig aly indignant
at their destruction by the English inva.ion of Egypt,
which he did all he could to prevent. Failing in this,
his influence, nevertheless, sa:-ed Arabi from oxecu-
tion and procured his exile instead to Colombo, where
now he pays long visits to the Egyptian reformer.
It was some time after the Egyptian defeat that Le
wrote this terrible poctical philippic, “ The Wind and
the Whirlwind,” against the tr.acherous and cruel
course of his native countr; towards her colonies.
In it Gladstone is mercilessly pilloried for his be-
trayal of the cause which he *:ad pretended to
champion ; the awakening of Egypt to the dawn of
liberty and justice is glowingly pictured; the prin-
ciples and purposes of Arabi are tcid in inspiring
numbers, the fiery eluquence of which is seldom sur-
passed or equalled; the Khedive's baseness and
corruption, and the treachery of England in using
him as a tool for the oppression of his people and

the filling of her purse, are denounced in figures that
burn-and metaphors that blister; the horrible bom-

bardment of Alexandria and subsequent massacre of
weak and defenceless Egyptians are branded as they

deserve, and as only a poet can brand; the hypoorisy
of the British Premier is likened to that of Pilate in
one telling tonch of art; England’s career of crime
is summed up in a terrific indictment, and a sentence
passed npon her than which I have never seen in
human language one more fearful or inexorable;
and finally the poet bicoraas prophet as well as judge,
and points couragec’isly, confidently, and enthusi
cally to the Orient as * the future of the world’s sub-
lime.” And here I turn prophet also long enough to
predict that this voem will be remembered in our
literature for many centuries tc come. It is with
great joy that 1 place it before my readers. Soon I
shall have it ready in pamphlet form and parchment
covers, in the highest style of the printer and at
a very low price. ‘







