S'L b emt

"% NOT THE DAGGHTER BAT THE_MOTHER OF ORDER 93

Vol III —No.

“ For alwoyo in thine eyes, O Lolm'ty !
Shines that high light whereby the world is saved ;
And though thou slay ua, we will trust in thee.”
JomN Hav.

On Picket Duty.

Here is a striking instance of the inconsistency
into which the advocates of so-called communistic
Anarchy are sure to fail. The following fandamental
truth and antipodal falsehood I take from the éditorial
columans of one issue of the Chicago * Alarm.” Truth:
“ The hasis of all liberty is the self-possession of the
fruits of one's personal efforts.” Falschood: “ We
know that there is and ean be no other remedy but to
turn all things into common property, and let all par-
take of the abundance freely, and allow none, under
the penalty of death, to carry off, or hide, or pen up,
any of that abundance for any sclfish motive what-
ever.”

The Czar has i one th to be
expelled from the University of Kieff for holding
Nibilistic xiews, and has drafted them into the army
to cure them. Compared with the brilliancy of the
intellect which proposes to extinguish Nihilism by
leavening the army with it, the sun itself is a will-o'-
the-wisp haunting a moon-gilded morass of stupidity.
If the Czar should detect = man tearing shingles off
his roof, he would punish him for his mischief by
piitting a can of ‘dynamite in his hand aud sending
him down cellar. I hope he will draft into the army
and supply with efficient weapons every enemy to his
authority he can find in Russia.

Another Anarchistic journal in the field, —* The
Miners’ Journal,” edited by John McLaughlin, and
published in Scammonville, Kansas. This being, so
far as 1 call to mind, the first instance of n paper
published in the interest of a special class of workers
and pointing them to complete Liberty as their only
hope, is & very notable sign of the times. Such class
jouraals, heretofore, have either neglected the social
question or taken the authoritarian side of it. The
editor’s two articles in the issue of October 18, “ The
Campaign of Politics” and “The Campaign of
Labor,” are alone worth the dollar that it costs to
subscribe for the paper one year.

Says an exchange: “ It appears from a correspond-
ent of the Newark ¢ Daily Advertiser’ that there is
an Aguostic town, New Ulm, in Minnesota; and the
Agnostics there in some particulm are a shining ex-
* ample to Christians. Here is a town of thirty-five
' hundred population, and with but a Marshal to keep

the peace; and yet there has not been a street fight
in New Ulm in fiftcen years. Mr. J. C. Rudolph, one
“of the shining lights there, says that occasionally a

young fellow from the country comes to town and
takes more beer than he ought; but one of the old
inhabitants will go to him and tell him that New Ulm
__wants no noise in the streets. And, added Mr.
* Radolph; one of our citizens, looking squarely in the
man’s face, gensrally brings him to his senses. The
people of the city and country are kept in their senses
in & city that hae four breweries and thirty beer sa-
loons, without powder and iron bars. The
too, set & good example in the charities.”
doubt if Agnosticlsm alone is entitled to the eredit
of the New Ulmites’ ordetliness. These Agnostics,
‘perhaps witlumkming it, seom to be “Anarchists
as well. ;

d dant.
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The \larqma of Wamrford an extensive land-
owner in Ireland, has thrown up his estate and left
ihe country because those pestering peasants whom
he has rack-rented would not let him and his hang-
ers-on hunt in peace. That's right. Turn the rascals
out!

E. H. Heywood, of Princeton, Massachusetts, takes
up the work which the Liberal League has dropped,
and is circulating & petition to Congress for the
repeal of the Comstock laws. His is & good enough
petition for the petiti uers; as for me, I am not
petitioning this year.

The popular hatred of the Czarin Russia has now
become so intense that the police have had to prohibit
the exhibition of his portrait in hotels and other pub-
lic places to prevent it from being insulted by the
people. A singularly Dear Father must be this Alex-
ander 111, whose very image is enough to excite his
children’s wrath! Between such a monarch aund his
downfall stands thore any obstacle more insuperabie
than time ?

E. C. Walker, the junior editor of * Lucifer,” who
by the rare consistency of his radicalism has done so
much to liberslize the West, will re-enter the lecture
and canvassing fleld the middlz of this month, and is
ready to answer calls to speak upon Freethought,
Avarchy, and kindred subjects. Those wishing to
avail themselves of the services of this untiring
worker should address « E. C. Walker, Box 42, Valley
Falls, Kansas.”

The “ Truth-Seeker ” remsrks — a8 if it «zitled the
matter — that, cutside of the Christian press, the
opposition to the Liberal League s narrowed down
to a free religious paper, a free love paper,and a free
property paper, meaning, I take it, the * Index,” the
“Word,” and “ Lucifer.” It is not the first time that
extremes have met in a good cause. Liberty would
make this trio a quartette, had she leisure for such
gentle and amusing spori.

Liberty herewith tenders her respectful congratula-
tions to such of her friends and subscribers as have suc-
cumbed during the last few months to the political
temptation and been at work for the cause of labor
and the people (with a big, big P) under the leader-
ship of General Butler. How they have advanced
things, to be sure! Where Geueral Weaver, the
Greenback-Labor candidate of four years ago, with
scarcely any money to conduct his canvass, got a vote
of over three hundred theousand, General Butler, the
Greenback-Labor candidate of today, after the ex-
penditure of more money and work than was ever
put into a -labor canvass before, gets scarcely one
hundred thousand votes in the whole country, and
one-fourth of these in the single state of Massachu-
setts. But have not my semi-Anarchistic friends
“ done oomothing practical ”?  Have they not
“ stood up to he counted " P Have they not for three
months past been seen of all men, with tiny flags
pinned to their breasts aud tiny spoons tucked in their
buttonholes? Have thdy, too, not had a candidule
travelling in a palace-car with the best of them?
And have they, toc, not met the fate of all political
dupes, and been sold out by their leader at the last
moment? Will they ever learn from experience?
Or will they four years hence show themselves as green
as over,and repeat their folly with the sameenthusiasm
and the same results?
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SONG OF THE WORKERS.

[ Translated from the French of PIERRE DUPONT by Jonx
OXENFORD.]

‘We whose dim lamp, the dawning day,
I Jit when cocks begin to orow,
‘We who for our uncertain pay
Must early to our anvils go;
We who with band and foot snd arm
With want & war incessant wage,
And nought can cver gain to warm
The dreary wirter of old age —
We'll atill be friends, and when we can
‘We'll meet to push the wine about :
Let guns be still or make a rout,
‘We'll shout
Our toast : the Liberty of Man!

From jeanlous waves, from niggard soils,
Our arms for ever iling tear
A mighty store of hiddeu spolis,
Ay, ali that man car eat or wear:
From plains their corn, from hills their fruit,
Tueir metale, pearls, and jewels nne H
Alas! puor abiep, i costly suit
Is woven from that wool of thine.
We'li still be, ete.

‘What from ‘e labor do we get

For which our tacks thus bent must be?
And wheresore flow our floods of sweat ?

Machines and nothing more are we.
Our Babel-towein the skies nvade,

The easth wi*ii marvels we array;
But when »¢ lust the honey’s made,

‘The master drives the bees away.

We'll stiil be, ete,

Our wives for pay their milk bestow
On scions of & puny race,
‘Who think, when they to manhood grow,
To sit beeide them were diegrace.
The landiord's clalim we know full weil,
It presses on us like a vise;
Our dsughters must their horor sell
At every counter-jumper’s price.
‘We'll atill be, ete.

Tu darkesme holes, in garrets foul,
In ruined shells, with rags bedight,
‘We live — the comrades of the owl
And thief, the constant friende of night.
8till shrougk our hearts hot bleod-beats rum,
8il] through our veins live currents flow,
And we oould love the gloricus sun,
And that deep shade the oak trees throw.
We'll still be, ete.

But every timo our good red bdlood
Ia on the earth like water poured,
The frait that's nurtured by the flood
HServes but to feed some tyrant lord.
Tt not the stream so rashiy flow,
‘War doth not equal love In worth,
But wait till kinder breezes blow
From heaven — or e'en perchance from earth.
We'll still be frionds, and when we can
We'll mest to push the winz about *
Let guns ba still or make a remt,
We'll shout

Our tonst: ths Liberty of Man!

Justefhdtmu;h Liberty,
To the Editor of Liberty:
I send you one dollar to continwe “ Liberty.” Some three

been educated in the belief that it was a solemn Quty I'was
neglectiag. I have received my justifivation through © Liberty.™
1 now feel it my duty to abstain. Imav say, when I began t
mmmam 1 began to doadd it of
politics. I now believe that civilisation will whtimately do
away with both.

‘Yours for right and justice,

A, 0T,
Burraro, Seprember 10, 1884, L Ba







