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“ For always in thine eyes, O Liberty!

) Shines that high Light whereby the world is saved;

T - And thouyh thou slay us, we will trust in thee.”

’ JouN HAY,

- On Picket Duty.
- Let no reader skip, because of its length. G. Bernard
Shaw’s essay on “ Proprietors and Their Slaves,” printed

i on another page.

' Whatever the carpers may say, the word Anarchy
is rapidly vindicating itself. No other word could
have given such an impetus to the gospel of Liberty
in so short a time.

A correspondent of the « Truth Seeker,” Seward
Mitchell, sensibly reminds the editor of that paper
2 R that true liberalism, instead of making ¢Nine De-

mands,” makes only one, “the immediate repeal of

all laws now on the statute books of the national and
the several state legislatures, and that legislators stop

making laws.” .

It is with great regret that I learn of the dangerous
illness of Stephen Pearl Andrews, one of the mental
giants and free spirits of this age. I have long been
accustomed to assert that his work, “The Science of
Society,” is the most important political and etonowmi-

_..¢cal work ever printed in the English language. Itis

a great pity that it was ever allowed to drop out of

sight. That work alone entitles him to immortal life

in human memory. That his wortal life may not be
he cut off while there is yet left in him capacity for nse-
fulness or enjoyment is the earnest, hearty wish that
Liberty sends to his bed of suffering.

Herr Most advises me to put myself in . -xrespond-
ence with the publishers of the Spanish journal,
“Revista Social,” whereby I will find out, he says,
that the Anarchists of Spain, contrary to my rec nt
statement, are Communists, If this is the case, these
gentlemen are not in their correspondence what they
c o are in their published articles. The article, for in-
’ stance, quoted in the last number of Liberty dis-
tinetly stated that they are not Commuuists, but be-
lievers in the motto, “To each according to his works.”
For Most to assert, that he too believes in this motto,
- Communist though he is, is absurd in the extreme, for
) the words of the motto unmistakably imply individnal
and inviolable possession, something not at all consist-
ent with Most’s plan of seizing all wealth an« admin-

istering it in the interests of the people collectively.

To a letter from a Congregationalist clergyman ask-
ing me this question : “Has the Church any special duty
in view of the present developmendi of Socialism?” 1
recently sent the following reply: “I thank you for
your polite note, and ask yeur pardon for my delay in

answering it. You are correct in supposing me a be-
. liever in Socialism, and, I hope, a ‘wise’ one, - ‘But the
kind of Socialism that T believe in is ‘an 'Anarchistic
Socialism which utterly rejects all forms of authority,
including the source and stistenance of thee forms, the
God-idea. This Sce
: periect frpedom of

, ~bu ts opm on o{ his merits

posed to sacrifice itzelf for the benefit of the race, then
its duty would seem to be to study the doctrines of
Socialism till it thoroughly understands them and then
promulgate them with all its might. What these doe-
trines are I cannot explain in this letter, but you will
fing them expounded in the columns of Liberty, a jour-
nal of which I now send you specimen copies, and
more especia.lly and elaborately in the books advertised
therein.”

“ A member of the family of the sister of the late
Charles O’Conor,” says the “Truth Seeker,” ‘“denies
that the distinguished lawyer was ever an Anarchist
in his views, or that he declined the proffered services
of a priest at his death-bed.” The fact that numerous
published writings by Charles O’Ccnor are flatly An-
archistic is sufficient to conviet this far-fetched rela-
tive of ignorance in the premises; as for the priest
matter, I distinctly reaffirm on indubitable evidence
the statement formerly made in these columns, To
those who still doubt Mr. O’Conor’s Anarchism let me
recommend Henry Appleton’s letter in another col-
umn. It was originally writter. for the “Century” in
answer to a slander which John Bigelow had been
allowed to heap upon O’Cenor’s memory in its pages,
but that magazine had not the fairness to print the
refutation.

The friends of conservatism in finance are making a
great handle of the inventory of Wendell Phillips’s es-
tate. 1t appears that this great man’s once large pro-
perty had dwindled at the time of his death to some
eight thousand dollars, plus several wagon-loads of
worthiess mining stocks. Immediately goes up the hue-
and-ery. “What a crazy-head was this Greenbacker!”
shout the barkers. “What a child in finance was this
champion of the rag-baby!” exclaim the sapient econo-
xuists who sit in editorial chairs, Such is the penalty
of failure! That Wendell Phillips was a victim of the
specrlative mania there is little doubt; that during the
latter part of his life he was continually dabbling in
stocks, and sometimes much more thar dabbling, is the
testimony of the money-kings of State street. But what
of it? 'What has this to do with the soundness of his
ideas in yolitical economy? As if, indeed, the hard-
money men themselves do not, many of them, spend the
greater part of their lives in similar speculations and
on a much larger scale, with results ranging from the
enormous success of a Gould to the humiliating failure’
of a Phillips and worse! But who thinks of testing the
hard-money theory by the size of a Gould’s fortune
(except in the general sense that such a fortune can
only be accumulated by some system of robbery)? Or
suppose that one of Phillips’s mining ventures had
turned out well and given him an immense fortune, as
it might easily have done. Would this have made
Greenbackism true or turned the rag-baby into an in-
fant princess? By no means. The truth is that there
is little in common between the essential qualities of a
successful speculator and those of a clear-seemg socxal
philosopher. The of a speculator or b
man depends largely on chance and largely on tempera-
ment; the shrewdest often go under, and the stupidest
often suceeed.  But the wisdom of a philos topher da-
pends principally on his brains, for which there is no
substitu .iberty hae no fuith in Greenbackism and

r regarded Wendell Phi ios a¢ & pmiound thinker,
is respect can never-

GOD'S USELESS WORK.
(London Justice.}
¢ What animal is that, papa, which looks so much like man?*
(Thus to papa, a little child of tender years began.)
“ A moukey ’tis, my child, I think. You saw it in the Zoo*?"*
0 no, paps, 'twas in the street: it looked so much like you!’"

#1 see them very often, pa, iz numbers great and small,
And all so wretched looking, whether short, or tall,

They wear a rag to cover them, not clethes, like yon and I;
1 scarce can ever look at them, but that it makes me cry.

“ And oh, such wretched food they eat, it really makes me sad
To see them work so very hard and fare so very bad.

Our horse and dog have better food, I think a better bed;

1 think that these poor animals would be much better desd.

“That’s one, papa, that black one there, that makes the engine puff,
That’s one within the sewer throwing out that nasty staff,

And one that drags upon a cart our groceries and coal,

Just like a horse; 'tis good, poor thing, he has not got a soul.”

+* My child! my child, you must not talk like that! " papa began,
+It’s not an animal, my child, but & poor hard-working mian.
Although somietimes he grunts and growls, and calis himsslf a slave,.
‘Thank God, we do the best we can his wretched soul to scve.”

*Who made the poor men poor, papa?’” My child, you know
that well,
God made us all, some rich (to rale), some poor, his power to tell.”
*T was good of God to make us rich; I thank him too, but then
‘Why DID he make jackasses when there were working men?*
| o : Cosmopolite.

The Reward of Manliness.
[Boston Globe.]

A small head, covered with a thick mass of black hair,
rested squarely on the shoulders of Michael Healey, as he
arose before Judge Parmenter of the Municipal Court yester~
day, In answer to the charge of idle and disorderly conduct.
His bright eyes and rough garb made him look like the pic-
tures of Hugo’s Jean Valjean.

“I'm not guilty, sor,”” said he. ‘‘It is going on five weeks
that I've tried to get work for $1.50 a day, an’ nary a job can
I find.”

‘“ Well, well,” remarked the judge, “can you get a job for
$laday?” .

“Oh yes, yer honor, but me price is $1.50, an’ I'll starve
before I'll work for less. I'm an honest, poor man, sor,
whose price is $1.50, sor; and I won’t work for less, sor; so
there, sor.”

‘‘ Four months at the house of correction,’ said the clerk,

“ An’ I'll not thank ye for that, sor,” was his reply.

Paint Me As | Am.
To the Editor of Liberty:

I do not like to be over-captious as to names that are asso-
ciated with my own in works of good intent, especially when
nevaes like Victor Hugo and Wendell Phillips are among them.
I decline, however, while according good faith to the teach-
ings of Karl Marx and Henry George, to be cited with them
as voicing social theories to which I am radically and uncom-
promisingly opposed. ‘1 regard State Socialism as an utterly
illogical and perni and especially its applica~
tion in the land nptionalizati h of George.- I desire
10 be rated a close-comntunion Individualist, as to all reform
aftiliation, —a flat ropudiator of all schemes which propose
to recognize or utilize the State, no matter ander what guise
the old hulk is to be remodelled vr re-muanned. ' I have left
this poiiticslly rat-saten cralt farcver, and shipped under the
flay of Liberty for an able-bodicd Anarchist.
LiENRY Ax-m

The Next Question.
{Galvoston Daily News.]
Some hundreds of years ago it whs: W that: e
could not do without a personal
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