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oy ahways in thine eyes, O lalm-!y
Nhines that high light whevely S world is mn d;
And though thow slay ws, we will trust in thee.”
Jonx Hay,

On Picket Duty.

. TThe Knights of Labor have bought a mansion in
PLiladelphia as permanent headquarters for their high
R salaried officials, which is so elegantly fitted ou. with
 Wilton carpets, stained-glass windows, mirror-lined
e, old gold satin hangings, plate-glass windows,
'nolid marble wuinscoting, ete., that John Swinton calls
it “a palace for the rulers of the order.” In the same
issue of hiz paper that contained its description my eye
iell also upon a letter on high life in Washington
" headed “The *Splendid Extravagance’ of Ounr Elected
Se. vants.”

Dr. Loretta M. Hamnrond of Kansas City, in an ad-
dress delivered before the Socialistic Labor Party of
that place, quoted the motto which stands at the head
of Liberty’s editorial colurins, and attributed it to
“I’mudhon, the celebrated French jurist.” If both
- were atill alive, I don't know which would feel the
greater horror, Proudhon, the jurist, at being held re-
‘sponsible for such a seutiment, or its real author, a
~mukh greater and more celebrated man, Proudhon, the
archist, at having his words identified with the State-
ialistic doctrines upheld by Dr. Hammond in her
Iress.

Breacher Pentecost says: “If the despairing laborer
j kills soruebody onee in & while whom he thinks is stand-
ingjin the way of his getting his rights, or turns Anar-
chigt by and by, he is fo blame and mus: be puaished,
of dourse, bus this infernal system that is erushing him
by inches is more to blame.” Must be punished for
turning Anarchist, eh? That is, he must be killed o
imprisoned for believing and saying that the infernal
4 system is infernal and has no right to exist, and the
infernal system must inflict the punishment. Rrother
Pentecost seems to be a fool. Certainly he knows no-
‘thing at all about Anarchy.

“The true artist,” says J. Wm. Lloyd in another
column, “cares more for his art and his pleasure in jt
-than for its ulterior object.” 'This is the old, idecl-
‘istic, reactionary doctrizc of “art for art’s sake,”
which has been combatted successfully by men as dis
‘tinet in type as Ruskiu, Proudhon, and Tcherny-
chewsky. That the artist’s first care, 2. well as every
othdr man’s, is his own pleasure I do not deny, but his
superiority in his profession is directly proportional to
‘the degree in which he is absorhed Ly the object of his
_art jnstead of by his technical power of execution.
Literary expression is an art, and Mr. Lloyd is a liter-
“ary é@;rtlst, but I think he will find, if he will examine
_himself, that, in writing, his first thought and pleasure
_are not in the perfection of his sentences rhetorically,
but ilt the truth of them,-—that is, in their ultimate

tility in achieving the objects dearest to him. And

his is one of the principal reasons why he is so good

n artist and writes so well.

‘Comrade Lloyd’s song, “The Anarchists’ March,”
rinted elsewhere, will bear more thin one reading;
faet, it cannot be appreciated in less than half a
In consequence of the peculiar metre, the

hm eludes one at first; but when this is once
ped and the reader gets into the swing, he is 11ore

i Finnish war song.
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Mr. Lloyd wrote the words to fit the music of &
Of this music he says, in a letter
to me: «7t is full of bugle-notes and the steady roll of
the drums, and to me is one of the grandest things T
ever heard,—with just enough passion to be strongiy
stirring, and yet possessing, as its strongest charac-
teristic, an inspiration of deep, steady, unconquerable
enthusiasm, making it thoroughly typical of our glori-
ous movement.” [ have heard the music, and find Mr.
Lloyd’s words no exaggeration; consequently, in ac-
cordance with a suggestion made by him, it is my
intention to publish the music and English words to-
gether, in sheet form, within a month or two.

Old readers of Liberty who remember Comrade
Michael Hickey’s report a number of years ago in
these columns of the birth of Anarchy in the County
Kerry, Ireland, will learn from his letter in this num-
ber that the phenomenal agitation then so auspiciously
begun has not gone back, but steadily forward. That
two young couples in an Irish village should utterly
ignore Church and State in the matter of their sexuval
rc]atmns, and live together without even the precau-
tion of an “autonomistic marriage,” and that in this
course they should receive the countenance and sup-
port of a hundred young people of the neighborhocd
in defiance of the pulpit boyeott ordered by the parish
nriest, reveals the almost magic power of the Anarchi«
tic idea wien once it has gained a serious foothold *.
the mind. One thing, however, I cannot understand,
— namely, why a hundred young people sufficiently rid

ny.

1 of superstition to be able to exercise so marked a de-

gree uf independence of ecclesiasticism should all have
been at church when the pricst launched his anathema.
Such people are not supyosed to be regular in their
devotional exercises. Did they have warning of what
was coming and so attend church purposely to resent
the priest’s impertinence? Or is their presence to
be accounted for otherwise? Will Conirade Ilickey
please explain?

A new paper has been started in England entitled
«Jus: A Weekly Organ of Individualisin.” Tt repre-
sents the Lxheltv and Property Defence League,—an
organization consisting prineipally of British noblemen
and formed to resist overlegislation, maintain freedom
of contract, and combat Socialismm,—an organization,
in short, which the State Socialists and the Commuun-
ists dismiss with a sneer as bourgeois.  Bourgeois or not,
1 find much in it that commands my warm approval.
In fact, if it shall prove true to its prineiples, and if its
propaganda is to be conducted on the striet line of
liberty without mental reservations, all Anarchists must,

1 think, consider it a more valuable paper than any of |

the four principal Socialistic journals of England,—
«Justice,” ¢“’T'he Commonweal,” “The Anarchist,” and
“ Freeuom.” My misgivings about it are mainly two.
The first arises out of the character and station of its
backers, so seldom does any good come out of the cap-
italistic Nazareth. The second relates to its position
on the fundamental (uestion of government. Like
Speneer, it has little or nothing to say about the most
disastrous invasive and restrictive features of govern-
ment, such as the money and land tonopolies, and,
again like Spencer, it deals with government simply as
invasive from the extent of its sphere and not as inva-
sive in its constitution. Tn other words, it seems to

_claim that there are some things which must be done

by the body politic, and that these things all people
must be compelled to join in doing. Or, more briefly
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mll, it admlts compulsory taxation, betweeu whlch
and State Socialism there is no logical stopping-place.
These comments should be qualified by the statement
that I have seen but one issue of the paper, No. 8, and
that my eriticism is founded more upon what is omit-
ted than upon what is said. Perhaps it will be dissi-
pated by more intimate acquaintance. At any rate, it
is a pleasure to commend a journal so plucky in its
tone, so free from sentimentalism, so ably written, and
so well printed. It has twenty-four small pages, and
can be had for a year by sending $1.50 to “Editor of
Jus, 4+ Westminster Chambers, London, S. W., Eng-
land.” T advise every reader of Liberty to subscribe
for it.

ANARCHISTS’ MARCH.
: Bjprneborgarnes Muarsch (Finnish War Song).
L
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THE ADVANCE,

Forward! sons of Liberty,

From polar snows, from tropic sands, from crowded streets, from
Nature’s wildness, —

Mureh, O march to iuke men free,

1 And bear the joys of Freedom’s sway o’er land and sea.

Back! back! eruel tyrant band —

The day has come, your night is done, and Freedom’s joyous sun,
with mildness, ’

Shines for all in every land,

And Freedonr’s song, in pulsing waves, shall beat each stran.l.

Grand is the hope and aim that i, us quivers;

Strong in its freshness like a wind from rivers.

Oh! On! Onward then with joy.

Let every heart with courage, strength, and pride beat hi

‘Wisdom by Justice man delivers;

Reason and Kindness plead, and noble hearts respond.

On, then! On! all who hate a slavish bond

Till white-clad Peace shall reign o’er Earth with olive wan 1.

I
ADVANCE AND CONTEST,

¢+ ‘wrge on ! sons of Liberty ;

For press and pen and poet’s song, the teacher’s speech and Nae
toare’s voices

Soon shall straighten every knee,

And Freedom’s breath shall stir the leaves on every treo:

Come down! Kkings from every throne;

‘The end has come, your crimes are done, and knowledge,
Earth rejoices,

Freeth all in every zone,

And toesin bells shall trinmphs ring where slaves now moan.

Grandly tne musie all the world is filling

Stirring the pulses with its joyance thrilling.

Forward fearlessly, ye brave!

And haste the day when none shall bind and none enslave;

Girasp ye this tnnc while hearts are willing;

strike for the Jubilee and loosing-time of all:

Tired are men of wormwood and of gall,

Of tears, despair, and pain, and labors "neath the theall,

while the

H1.

VIGILANCE AFTEER VICTORY.

Watch now tor your Liberty!
Yo giant race, ye noblemen, ye tree-born kings and Nature's
bravest,
Sleep not, guard from treachery
‘These sacred rights and dues y
Ever, in the days gone by,
Did tyrants shrewd, by foree aud fraud aml tempting bribe, win
what ye harvest.
1f ye keep a sleepless
A fearless lieart, and
Heroes, behokld the Glory-
Flowers and dew-drops fai
Proudly, gladly, pace ye on,
And taste the bliss and trimnph grand your arnis have won.
‘Wisdom on guard gives ceaseless warning,
Never again with fear must earnest hearts despond:
Lead on, ye brave, till there is no beyond,
And gentle Peace broods over Earth with yearnings tond.
J. W Lioyd.

won so manfully:

y hand thewm to defy —
s adorning,
on Freedom’s morning.







