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S For always in thine cyes, O Liberty!
Shines that high light wheveby the world is saved ;
cAnd thovgh thow slay s, we will irust in thee

JOHN Hav,

On Picket Diuty.

Henry Gecrge has another vriestly ally, Rev. Hugh
0. Pentecost. In a sermon preached at Newark lately
in ilefence of George, he declared incidentally: A
Yook is not an Anarchist’s argument.” Will Parson
Pentecost have the kindness to inform we why I am
yublishing the “Proudhon Library”?

The New York “Sun ™ is publishing some sensational
London letters regarding Ruskin, in which it is claimed
that ke is about to join the Roman Catholic Church.
With all his wonderful intellectual power, Ruskin is
ireaky and contradictory, and nothing that he might
do need sarprise any one; but, until the “3un’s” corre-
spondent substantiates his assertion by better evidence
than sundry appreciative references to Catholicism in
Ruskin's writings and the Catholic faith of some of
his intimate friends, I shall satisfy my desire to disbe-
leve it,

Joe Cook opened his annual exhibition of his grow-
ing idiogy in Tremont Temple, Boston, last Monday.

o hitn.  On this occasion he had time to answer but

langed?”  His unswer was: “May God have merey on
be soi's of the Anarchists, and may the courts not
have wercy on their bodies!” This justification of
murderous revenge upen earth by the hypocritical pre-
tence of pardon in heaven had been prefaced by the
Jectures’s fievce attack upon the modern Andover her-
esy of “probation after death,” in the light of which
the bovine bellower's appeal for celestial merey in be-
half of the doomed victims of his capitalistic support-
ers was seen to be a hollow mockery upon his lying lips.
Sneering at the idea that liberty would remedy the
coal monopoly, the “ Workmen’s Advocate” desires to
know if sny one ever heard of a “corner in postage
stamps.”  Why, yes; for years, in the matter of postage
stamps, I've heard of nothing else. Uncle Sam long
1fro collared and cornered the privilege of issuing post-
age stamps, and no one else is allowed to issue uny
ithout paying a tax which is virtually prohibitory.
onsequently we have to pay this mouopolist, Uncle
Sm, two cents for carrying our letters, though others,
allowed, would carry them for us for one cent. I
kpect to see the money order branch of the postal ser-
ce made u monopoly toon. For here is the American
xpress Compuny, one of those awful corporations,
irnishing money orders at decidedly less than Uncte
Sam’s rates, payable at nearly seven thousand places
in the United States, Mexico, and Canada, —payable,
tgo, without any fuss, feathers, or red tape, and yet
uhder conditions equally secure. But this.is Anarch-
istic! Yes, it is Anarchistic.
The XNaugatuck ¢ Agitator,” in backing up the
“Workmen’s Advocate’s” demand for State railroads
on the ground that the State maunages the post-office
departmert so well, confidently asks: “Is postage ever
higher for short than for long distances?” Certainly
it is.” It costs e one cent to deliver a copy of Liberty
through the post-office at = strect and number in Bos-
ton, but for about one-sixteenth of a cent I can send a
copy throagh the post-office from Boston to San Fran-

1
ane guestion: “Ought the Chicago Anarchists to be
1
t

etween his preiude and his lecture it is hix custom to |
nswer, ex cathedrd, questions that have been submitted |

" ciseo und have it delivered theve at a street and ninnber, |

i I'll venture the assertion that no such percentage of
discrimination in rates can be found on the schedules
or in the contracts of any railroad in this country.
Mczeover, there is no valid reason for it, while often-
times, in the transportation of { eight, there is excelient
reason for charging more proportionately for a short
haul than for a long haul. The one-cent rate for the
delivery of Liberty in Boston is nov much, if any, too
high, but the rate .or its delivery in other parts of the
country is ridiculously low; and it is because books,
newspapers, and merchandise are carried at such low
rates that the people have to pay two cents instead of
one to get their letter, carried. The utter disregard of
the principle of proportion shown in the postage rates
fixed by the fuate, and its recognition in the freight
and passenzer rates fixed by the railroads, instead of
furnishing an argument against private enterprise, fur-
nish an argument in jts favor.

Pen-Pictures of the Prisoners.

Dyer D. Lum kindly permits me to pl.\h]ish the followiig

municition:
My dear Mr. Tucker:
As my brief acseription of the prisoners seemed to interest
fyou, T il give yau o feller uecount. T have secured a pass
from th2 sheriff, ar weeasionally go in ont of regular hours,
where I can have th: privilege of shaking hands through the
bars, one <isitors «Cing harred by a wire cage through which
only one £. . ar can be put.
Lot us take them in order ws they con o, on the first corri-
dor (Murderers’ Row). 5
Cell 36 is cceupied by Neebe. He was the “hustler” of
pthe 1. W. P. A, He “organized,” called meetings, issued
circulars, and did the “heavy work’ toward making the
meeting a success. He was also prominent in organizing
trades into unions. ‘Fo ask him the difference between Trade-
Unionism and Anarchy would be a conundrum. I presume
you have seen their pictures.
folly of the ballot, and had no use for it. He was on bail
before trial, and not having a knowledge of the future—
remained!
Cell 33 is Lingg’s. Heis a study. It is said that he is from
a “good family ’’ in Germany, but “skipped *’ from his native
country on account of becoming involved in— ute. Rumor
ays further that ¢ Lingg’ is but a name assumed on landing
here, and that his family are still iu blissfal ignorance of his
whereabonis. He is a gennine revolutionist; he believes Ais
time has come, and accepis the “logic of events.”

f

The next cell--34—is Engel’s. He &
mant. No - noasense’ *n his make-up.
aind fogt,  Wheg is a revolutionist, I ¢an say they
all are.  Of v7arse, you recognize that Ihive more sympathy
with them in ¢Ais respect than yourself.
confident, and daring.
to make.

Cell 33 is occupiad by Spics,
““ Head Centre”” of the movement. Young, ardent, and sin-
cere, he has a host of friends. Several youny ladies are in love

I,
iz

the eage hetween two girls talking to him at ance! Spics is
| sitnation.
to jail, he told his confréres, before the trial began, that they
were to ‘‘swing.”
listens to words of cheer with # mocking smile and turns the
conversation with a joke.
a philosopher.
lot is a superstition, and this he believes te be Anarchy!
yet one cannot help liking him, the more one sees him.

and detiant, he asks ro favor and fives without bope!

Socialist as he is, ~but without knowing it,-— 1 shall ever
keep his memory green. His cell is carpsted and adorned

Jalm

Like the rest, e had seen the ;

An old Socialist, he has learned that the bal- .
And !

State |
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with flowers [rom his frierds, yet I never saw a symptom of

false pride or egotism in him.

Schwab is in eell 32, He is a student in every sense of the
word. He reminds me of Byron’s distich, **as mild mamcr’d
a man,” ete. He has a Greek sentence written on his lamp-
shade, but T am too rusty to write it from memory. His
autobiography describes him fully. He wrete,—that is his
offence.

Cell 31 contains Tlielden, “Red Sam.” 1am now correct-
ing his autobiography, and it will be interesting. Toor Sam
never saw i bomb in his life. 'With his warm and generous
heart, tonched with the misery of the poor, he was always
ready to ‘“‘orate’ in their beralf against the fnequalities of
existing conditions. Of the revolutionary plans he knew no-
thing, and no man was more greatly surprised at the verdict
than he. I Leard his speech before Gary, and to me, like the
rest, it bronght tears to the eyes. His wife has recently horne
him a child; whether he has yet seen it 1 know not; it is
doubtful, His father died last August. His speech alone has
changed public opinion, and it was not one for cffect, but
th ronghly honest and sincere. Before the supersedeas Iwas
nrg'ug him to begin on his autobiography, but he couldn’t.
Aftey it came, he said: ““ Lum, bring me a bottle of ink!"
Tlevs hm and pity him.  His wife is one of those
home bodies whe ¢ling to cheir husbands, and after itis arrest

i she did not know her way down town on the cars without as

letter, although it wis orviginally written as a private com-

sistance.  Her whole life had been wrapped up in him.
In cell 30 we find Fischer,—my favorite. He is of hewn

. granite, and his only complaint now is that under the new
. sheriff the death watch are prohibited from playing cards

His only |
re4ret is that the charges against %im are not more weighty! |
a phlegmatic Ger- :
Ha played his hand ;

!

Engel is cool, self- |
He has no regrets, and no apologies |

throngh the barred door, and quently he is
to abjure pesuckle!  Fischer and Lingg were the extremists.
Fischer is married, and has a child born since his arrest, hut
believes the “ canse ™’ will be better served by his death than
by a reprieve. Unlike Engel, he is not phlegmatic, but of a
highly nervous temperament; yet his zeal is even-balanced
and enduring. He Las friends of his own kind.

In cell 20 is my old-time friend and comrade, Parcons.
When he returned to deliver himself up, it was to the air of
“Lo! the conquering hero comes!”” He knew nothing of the
situation, and was impelled by his own ““innate’ sense of
justice and the advice of his wife. Immediately he landed
in jail, Spies told him, in his own inimitable, dry way, that
he had run his neck into a noose! Like Fielden, he has no de-
sire to be a martyr. Both love and are idolized by their
respective families, and they cannot think of rending these
silken cords, nor conceive how Fischer and Engel can be so in-
different.  Parsous came back because honor cemanded it, —
give him full eredit for it. If he believed it was coming to
an acquittal, it was his mistake. Yet none are cowards;
none would flineh if the fatal moment should conze.

Perhaps you can gain some idea from this of the different
characters of the eight men. My mission has been partly un-
availing, but I am glad T came, and shall try to remain till
after the spring! Then! Yours troly,

it
P

Dyer D Les.
CHiCAGo, DECEMBER 20, 1886,
An Expectation Realized.
Dear Mr. Tucker:
The announcement contained in your circular, just at
hand, to the effect that you have undertaken the formidable

! task of tra.slating Proudhon’s complete writings, and intend

He is what the Irish eall the !

publishing the same in monthly parts snitable for binding,

! pleases me greatly; and 1 hasten to send my subscription,

with him siisce the arrest, and I enjoy winking at him through

¢ the only one who from the first recognized the gravity of the |
Calmly awaiting arrest in his office and marched :

together with that of Mr. Weston, to the “Proudhon Li-
brary’ tor one year. lver since reading your translation
of Proudhon’s ““ What is Property?”’ several years ago,—
which profoundly interested me,—1 have been expectantly
looking for just such an announcement, and now that it has

" vome I sincerely hope that no obstacles will arise to retard

Always affable, yet always sativical, he |

If Lingg is an enthusiast, Spies is
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your labor,

Recognizing the magnitude of your venture, and the con-
siderable expense necessarily attached to such an undertak-
ing, I can only hope that all who are interested in the
enlightenment of humanity upon subjeets which, althougi
little understood, deeply concern its progress toward Liberty
and universal happines: will rally ‘o your support.

Sincerely yours, Gro, B, PREscoTT, JR.
NEwanrk, NEW JERSEY, JANUARY 8, IS8T,







