Vol. II1.-—No. 24.

BOSTON, MASS., SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 20, 1886.

Whole No. 76.

‘ For always in thine eyes, O Liberty!
Shines that high light whereby the world is saved ;
4nd though thow slay us, we wili trust in thee.”
Joux Hav.

take him, self-abjected slave, contented dupe, by the hand
and bid him stand erect,—his full altitude in Nature,—and
realize what he is, and contrast it with what he ought to be.
Let him be untaught. Or, teach him to despise and actively

On Picket Duty.

When Liberty’s readers have given the attention
that it deserves to the remarkably interesting letter
from Australia that appears in this issue, they will be
ready to forgive me for giving so much space to it,
and even the valued contributors whom it crowds out
will not feel disposed to chide. If the writer, Doctor
Andrade, is a fair specimen of Australiant Anarchists,
they make up in quality whatever they may lack in
numbers, and will prove indomitable. This appear-
auce of Anarchy at the Antipodes is an encouraging
sign,

Rev. John W. Chadwick, in reviewing for the “In-
dex” Will Carleton’s latest volume of poems, “City
Ballads,” quotes th® followmg as the four best lines
in the book:

The Deacon lay on his first wife’s bed,
His second wife’s pillow benenth his head,
His third wife’s coverlet o’er him wide,
His fourth wife slumbering by his side.

I'm shocked that a Unitarian minister ‘and con-
tributor to the “Index ” should thus compliment “pro-
miscuity.” Or is it really in accordance with the
teachings of pure, undefiled, and Free Religion to have
three wives in heaven, whilz it is the depth of immo-
relity to have even two on earth?

The remarks of John Swinton, reprinted elsewl.ore,
upon the recent strike of the New York car-drivers,
indicate that he is opening his eyes to the real nature
of the ballot. What he says, if he did but know it,
amounts to u square acknowledgment of the superi-
ority of Anarchistic to political methods. And yet,
wherever he formulates his platform in detail, it is
found thut alinost every measure proposed depends
for its realization upon a majority vote. Perhaps this
new utterance indicates that he is preparing to smash
his old idols. I certainly hope so. If ever a man was
built for an Anarchist, it is John Swinton. With his
impetuosity and dash and fire he belongs on the
side of spontaneity and liberty, instead of on that of
rigidity, formalisma, and authority. But in almost all
his practical demands he has thus far stood with the
formnhsts.

‘importance of individuality.
To tlc Editor of Liberty :
Your recognition and vindication of the fact that the indi-
vidual, under Liberty and Intelligsnce, is the source and only
possibility of bumanity, divinity, and every other conceiv-
able form of happiness that the Eternal Now can be enriched
by should be a talismanic incentive to every person to eman-
cipate himself from the present abominable state of legal,
authoritative seif-enslavement.
Every person should realize that he himself Is his own God
and his only God; that his body is the living temple of the
lord; that x\'«m is hil ewnmy i that Iwr i8 his heaven or his

| no bili need ¢ presonted you for advice.
net or mecnaniu? The path for eithsr is the same.

t ple under foot every form of man-imposed authority,—
temporat and spiritual. Teach him that he is the centre of
his individual sovereign sphere, —his own universe; that at-
traction, aw! not compulsion, is the constructive principle in
humanity as in Nature; that the supreme option of the indi-
vidual is the royal asscnt, to oppose which is to oppose the
laws of human creation, is self-destruction ; that the recogni-
tion of the fact of equality before Nature of all her children
kills off at once all forms of privilege, injustice, authority,
and the theologic farce called government, backed up and
sanctified as it is by the popular delusion calied majority
rrle. Facts such as those, in my opinion, will teach tlie peo-
ple to know their rights and assert their manhood and not
regard themselves, as too many of them now do, as some
spurious bastard progeny, having no rights in Nature and
merely privileged to drag out a menial existence by permis-
sion of some arrogant governmental thief, some divine au-
thority. Let this usurpation called government and tkis
sanctified farce called religion be pat on trial for murder.
Ghosts of the dead, the judicially murdered, and many of
those cailed the living~—those in prucess of being killed
by government —will testify against them and a healthy
humanity will cause an immediate execution of the twin
monsters. This is a duty which the present age owes to the
future, if those now living do not wish to remain slaves and
be the fathers of a race of slaves. P. K. O’LaLry.
55 1 Street, South Boston, August, 1885,

Modern Apostles.

Clina points with pride to her antique civilization, and
looks down upon the parvenu nineteenth century of Chris-
tian civilization with ths same ironical scorn ancient Egypt
listened to the boastings of the Greeks. And signs are not
wanting that our puny great men are heading the flock to
jump the bars which yet distinguish occidental from oriental
wisdom. With the advent of the fierce spectre of the Sans-
culotte the old Gospel has paled. A transformation has
taken place among the sons of Puritans as great as that re-
corded in the transition from Pagan to Christian Rome. The
pagan gods faded away; rot driven out, but absorbed ; not
replaced by the Jewish Yahveh, but concentrated into One,
‘“‘angels ard authorities and powers made subject unto him.”
The people still flocked to the same shrines; the temple of
Romulus and Remus was now occupied by two Christian
brothers; Janus lett Peter his keys and robe; Isis became
rechristened as Mary, and held the same babe, and a young
pagan Bacchus tried to forget natural joy as a statute of
Christian virtue!

8o today the Gospel of Commonplace has well nigh over-
laid the Gospel of the past. The Holy Sepulchre is deserted
by pilgrims, who have turned off to rush headlong for Blessed
Mediocrity. There is no God but Commonplace, and the
State is his Prophet!

Have you talent? Better hide it in the napkin of the daily
press then step out of the ruts so well-worn by the sainted
dead. Do yon talk in your sleep in society of sincerity ? Let
net your rash thought take you out of the highway into the
untraveled common, or you will perish from want. Are you
an editor? S8but up your books, consult the inspiration of
passion and ignorance in the mob, and rail at the Mormon
and the Heathen Chinee. Are you an incipient statesman ?
Dismiss all allusions to “ patriotic sirez’” save in perorations,
and confine your labors ‘o primaries, and studies to parlia-
mentary precedents. Are you a clergyman? Bow at once
at the Shrine ¢f the Commonplace, and proclaim your eter-
nal faith in the creed that your mind is a slate wiped with
the sponge of :livine grac: fov the inscription of praises to
Mrs Grundy. Are you alawyer? Ah! it is well with thee;
Are you a capital-
Join

Jnion of your fellows, proclaim the rule of Might, run
rampant cver the defenceless, and fight for monopoly of

an Apostle of the Gospel of Commonplace; and thou
Vo saved! Success will wait upon you. Though all

cannot belie their life by writing ‘‘Hon.” before their
names, you may attain to a corner-lot in the suburbs and
a centre pew in the sanctunry to attest your reward.

Refuse obeisance to the shrine of the Commonplace, and lo!
thou art a Crank! DyER D. Lom.

John Swinton Squints Anarchy-ward.
A short time ago the New York car-drivers struck for a
reduction of their hours and got it in no time, upon which
“John Swinton’s Paper”” remarks as follows:

‘We hear it every day that there are only two ways by
which the working people can gain any of the things that
they seek : they must either vote for them at the polls or fight
for them in the field. Now the car-drivers neither fought in
the field nor voted at the polls. They got no help either from
the polit or the G lissi They d the
whole business in their own way. How they won was thus:
they quietly organized themselves into a solid body; they
unitedly determined that th:eir hours of labor must be short-
ened ; they fixed upon a direct course of action; they made
an alliance with a very powerful Order which took them un-
der its shield; they made full’ preparations for the decisive
moment; they laid their demands before the parties of the
other side, who resisted until they saw that further resist-
ance would be vain; —in the darkness of the morning the
blow was struck, and before noon the corporations suc-
cumbed. The hours were shortened with no corresponding
reduction of wages. That is the whole story. We must say
that it was by far the best managed piece of business ever
done by any organization in New York city; and they were
a new crganization at that, and a class of men who are among
the hardest to organize.

Destined to Die of Despotism.
(¥, H. Heywood.}

Resolved, That, since the Knights of Labor adopt sex-
equality and the mutual interest of all workers to unite for
common defence, —two leading doctrines of this league, — we
invite them to reject their despotic policies relative to land,
money, and exchange; to fling overboard treacherous timber
which tends to make their great order a pirate ship rather
than an ark of safety for toiling millions; that, like the La-
bor Congress, the Grangers, the Sovereigns of Industry, and
many other extinet organizations, life in Knights of Laber
will be abortively short, unless they speedily tnen from ty-
rannous ways and head towards liberty.

SONNETS.
ORDER.

“For Law and Order!" ’Tis the shout ascending
From traders’ lips in every land and clime,
‘Who deem the hands upon the clock of time

Are motionless; and tyrants fiercely rending

‘The liberties from sire to son descending
Re-echo back the slavish cry with chime
Of steel on steel, and pontiffs bless the crime

In God’s name, damning him wko thinke of blending

With Order, Progr:ss. Where the slave was kneeling
'Twas Order plied the lash :ill Progress raised

The slave to serf; again when human feeling
Redeemed the serf, 'twas Order wage appraised

At living's cost; but Anarchy, all else repealing,
Declares true Order is on Progress based.

THE CONSTITUTION.

‘The clout with which our fathers sought to bind
The growing Hmbs of Freedom’s new-born child
Hus with the couzniry's growth besn long defiled

In putrid stench; yet still the statesman, blind

To growth and progress, insanciy hopes to find
Relief in patches on ench other piled,

Or, turning to old methods till more wild,

Relies on force to dmit growth. -Mankind,

With sturdy limbs and rocked in freedom’s air,
To stature grown, turns from his childish plays;

The ballot-box, his youthtul
To ease the wants waturer age tails,

And manhood secks with freedem®

A liberty unknown in simpler d







