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“ For always in thine eyes, O Liberty!
Shines that high light whereby the worid is saved;
Anad though thou slay us, we will trust in thee.,”
JOHN HAy.

On Picket Duty.

'8ix literary jourrals have been supp: essed by the |

overnor-general of Warsaw for praising chtor Hugo
dince his Jeath.
A ‘third edition of Lysander Spooner’s “Natural
Law” and a fifth edition of Michael Bakounine’s
“God and the State” are nuw ready.
. In the death of T. C. Leland the Liberals have lost
_one of their brightest writers, hardest workers, and
oldest servants. . Ho belonged to the «0ld Guard.”
A writer in “John Swinton’s Paper” wittily defines
a “practical” man as “one who would rather go wrong
_than delay.” I know hundreds of such “practical”
men. They call Davy Crockett and me, who prefer to
be sure we're right before going ahead, idealists, fa-
natics, and utopian dreameys,
~* The most hoerribly priated publicaiion that I know
anything about is “ La Question Sociale,” a socialistic
monthly that comes to me frora Paris. It is so nearly
1MNegible that vne can get no satisfactory idea of the
arguments of its writers. This, however, is matter for
congratulation, 1 the “fcllowing, which I have man-
aged with cifficulty to rescue from the confused masses
of ink that deface its pages, be a fair sample of its
contenite.  The editor prefaces an extract from Marx’s
““Misery of Philosophy,” written in criticism of Proud-
“hon, with these words: “Proudhon, on the publication
of his ¢ Economical Contradictions,” wrcte to Marx that
‘he ‘awaited his ‘critical ferule’ not withcut anxiety.
‘But' the Don Quirote of the Hegelian metaphysics
~was absolutely disconcerted by Marx’s viyorous reply.
" The' ‘wild boar of dialectics’ preserved the most pru-
dent silence; he published mountains of volumes on art,
. philosophy, and metaphysical abstractions, but newr
_ @fter did ke tssue any special work on political economy.”
ng these words I but emulate the cruelty of
“'the printer to the author in fa.llmg to obscure this
falsehood with the rest. What are the facis in this
“matter? Marx’s work appeared in 1847.* During the
sevi nte.en years from 1848 to 1860 Proudhon pubnshed

WIENDELL PHILLIPS'S GRAVE.
A ragged urchin, half a score yeare old,
In Boston stood, accordeon in hand,
Beside that spot beneath whose grave-yard mold
In silence lay a patriotic bund:
‘The humble heroes who with sword and gun
Opened the struggie that our fathers won.

‘Ihe cold, bleak wind of a December eve
In angry gusts blew ’long the drifted street,
‘Where fow ot Fashion's throng paused to relieve
The want that did melodiously entreat,
As e’er anew he strove, with childishk art,
In time-worn tunes to reach some friendiy heart.

No other tale of sorrow or distress

Ha tcld, as ¢k ~re he stood with Poverty
Bolding his inatrurcent in soft caress,

‘Then flowed forth in his strains of melody.
Behind him cold and silent lay the dead;
Before hira Christian Levitos onward sped.

Beyond the railing lay *neath sculpture: stone
The men whose fame is wrought in Church and. State:
Refore the railing one of flesh and bona,
A waif of misery, the sport of fate.
On cne side-—nobles of a weli-born ra :e;
“he other — driftwood of the populacs |

But one who, gazing through the fal fng veil

Of gloom that twilight o’er the church-yard drew
To shiroud the famous dead beyond the rail,

Upon whoe. tombs the lengthening sludowa grew,
Musing with sad on th
Tn softened tones addressed the poor outcast.

+ My little man,” he asked, ** canst tell me where
‘Within the grave of Wendell Phillips lies?"*
A brigh#'ning smi.e swole o’er the face of care
An< animation beamed forth from his eyes;
He seemed transformed, his youthful besom swelled,
As if the name had care and want dispelled.

“Right here, sir,” answered he, * closz where I stand,
1t is the only one there that.I know.”

Hear this, ye dead that Church and State term grand!
Ye living bow your ds low!

The greater liberty which Phillips sought

By outcast hearts and hands may yet, e wrought!

O Yoillips!  Though no monumental shaft

May mark the spoi where then art 1aid to rest,
Thy name within the people’s heart ingraft

Far more than sculptor’s art thy fame astest.
No stone ner:l rise beside that busy mart;
Thou hast thy urn in every lowly heart.

Countrast! {) whisper not the slavish thonght!
The soul that glowed beneath that ragged breast
Had bridged the chasmn, and from thy soul had caught
‘The love that gave thy eloguence such zest;
And sweeter far that childiah requiem
Than stately pomp or priest-blessed diadem.
. Dyer D, Lum.

A Nihilist Wife.

The following is the closing portioh of a letter from the
Paris correspondent of the Ilew York * Tribune,’” written in
view of the report that the new French administration in-
tended to granc an amnesty in behalf of Prince Kropotkine
and the other Anarchistic prisoners:

I never saw heroism in so lovable a form as in the Princess
Kropotkine. Idon’t know what her age is. But she might
be a girl in her teens, or five-and-twenty. She has the rose-
bud freshness of youth, the bright, soft eyes of an affec-
sionate and ‘high-bred dog, with splendid gl.ams of human
intellect and soul. The upper part of her face is broad and
the under natrow and refined, although her izouth, whea she
inughs, is wide. ‘But she had a dazzling set of teeth to show,
and her lips, when 1 repose, are beautifully modelled and
freshas newly-blown roses. ‘Her forehead also, by its breadth,
heizht, and whitcness, bﬂghtem up ber face. She seems to
Rave the simplicity of a little child. Nobody to look at the
protty fase as mantling blushes suffuse it would think that

from the irksomie weight of lonelinsss by plung-
e s\‘.udy of chemimy, mathemanior, electriclty,

¢ Lotany,

.+ 1 other sciences. She has resided in a poor lodg-
ing at Clai-vaux in its only hotel since her husbund was in-
carcerated in the prison there. Her voice is very sweet and
her accent slightly langnid. She never seems excited even
when her heart is brimming over with grief. It hasbeen -her
happy privilege within the last year to pay a daily visit in
the parlor of the jail to Prince Kropotkine.

One day he crme there with not a tooth in the front of his
mouth. They had fallen out. His gums were 8o scorbutic
from damp, want of air and exercise that they fell out as he
was eating « piece of bread. Fe writes scientific articles for
“Nature’’ and other journxls, and she Las been allowed to
take chem out of vrison afzer the Governor read them. His
heart being affe. «» “ Mood d, he is dropsical

1 believe the ma::.uge of Prince and Princess Kropotkine
is a Nihilist oue. She has always been rather his disciple
than his wife. Her tender admiration for him and devotion
to him are boundlesrs. Clairvaux is a day’s journey from
Paris, and she has no society there. Iasked hor one evening
whether her solitude weigkel upon her. ‘“No. I study so
hard that I do not feel the time passing. The Prince’s mnorul
elevation is so great that I can bardly pity him, although X
see him falling to pieces. Whal weighs on me * ‘. idea
that, relatively to hundrads ‘vho are suffering for +%:: _ause
sf humanity, we are in great comfort and not shut = .¢ from
human sympathy.”’

The Princess Kropotkine is d ded from the her ¢i
that Princess Troubetskoy who vol ed to spend the
greater part of a long married life in exile in Siberia with
her hasband. As Czarism is now pretty much whai i was
in the t:me of Nicholas, her story will be read with interest.
The Princess Troubetskoy in question was also ancestress of
the late Princess Orloff. Her husband, perceiving and dis-
liking the stern temper and unrel g will of Nicholas,
jeined in the Strelitzes’ revolt, the object of which was to
treak a family agreement in virtue of which Constantine the
Second, brother of Alexander I. and rightful heir, was set
aside. This revelt was put down ruthlessly. Troubetskoy
was condemned to fourteen years in the mines and to pass
the rest of his life in Siberia. His wife deterinined to go
with him. It was her duty, and she wou'd be happier in
sharing his misery tha' in remaiuing beland him. There-
fore she obtained an authorization to be buriel alive with
the much-loved convict. He walked from the Russiun capi-
tal with a gang of fellow-prioners, and she jolte i + rough
roads in @ springless tetiga. At the end of ¢ . years of
underground life she wrote to iit. Putur “wrg 1, erave leave
to send her little children there . - . r.cated. When her
letter was placed at the fect of the .-+ =3, he said that the
children of galley slaves did not w : guistied educa-
tion. At the end of seven other ye.... .he Prince was taken
from the depths where he and his family had lived, but rele-
gated to a far-off and obscur: Siberian station where they were
more wretched than before. In the mines they had fellows
in misfortune who had common remembrances of happier
times. They wers warm in their burrow in winter, they
were pitied, and had medical assistance. But in the marshy
moor to which they were afterward sent there was scarcely -
anirhabitant, and wolves and bears infested the birch woods
around. The children, it was feared, would become savages:
Their noble mother resolved to kiss the rod and humble her-
self before the Emperor. An attack of smallpox, from which
thoy all suffered, braced up her resolution. So she implored
to be removed (0 a station where there were & doctor and ‘&
schoolmaster. The neighborhoods of Tobolsk, Irkutsk, and
Orenburg were suggested. Theappeal of the Princess *o Im-
perial clemency thus ended: *“I have been plunged in the -
deepest misfortune. And yet, if X bad the option a second
time of leading a pleasant life at St. Petersburg ov of follow-
ng my husband to Siberia, I should elect to come here.”
What did the Czar say? *‘The Princess wac never exiled,
and is.free tc come back.  But her children were born on the
Siberian side of the Ural Mountains, and in Siberia they
stay.”

The state of things he thus created gemerated the bomb
which blew up his son ‘Alexander II. . Before I saw tue m

‘cess Xropotkine I realized with ificnlty the unyielding he-

roisr:‘In _combination with womanly ‘softness and alaost
chﬂ(“lh gnce which 1 l:eard wove qhamrmm of ht







