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“ For always in thine eyes, O Liberty! |
" Shines that high light whereby the world is saved ;
And though thow slay us, we will trust in thee”
Joux Hay.

The Dog and the Wizard: A Fable.

NoTE.—This fable I found in the ‘ Book of E;.o,” B
quaint and curious volume treating of divers topics in a

ANARCHISTS’ AIMS STATED IN RHYME.

‘Written for and published in the Melbourne (A\mmlm) “ Punch,”
as a rejoinder to a caricature in that paper representing the An-
archists’ club of that city as in favor of an immediute and egual
division of property, especially rum and tobacco.

1 say, Mr. Punch, are you rogue or else fool ?
‘Or is’t that you live upon libet?
So slander the Anarchists’ Club as a rule?
For if yow’ve been there,
False witness you bear,
And show small respect for your Bible.

You say that we Anarchists are a rongh lot,
Who'd dispossess every possessor,
You’re aware 'tis the last thing we’d do, are you not?
For to, murder and rob
Is an-old Archist job.
Did you know that betfore ? — Fray confess, sir.

You say we desire to be fed by the State;
’1ts a lie, you old scribe, —tis a lie;
For we seek to abol'sh that engine of hate,
To leave each one free
‘To pursue honesty,
And earn his own victuals or die.

What we seek to remove are the thieves fiom our lands, —
: The curse ef cuan’s life on $his earth, —
The usurers, ¢1i those who empty our lumds,—-
The cute politician,
Who gets a position,
Aud robs us all round from our birth.

You may stickito your money, and rell in your traps, —
1 assure you that we’ve no objection;
But vee all do object to being robbed by you chaps
Wheo grab up the soil,
And live on our toil,
And fleece:us at every election.

We don’t want your drinks nor your ’bacca’for nought;
We dox’t want to live without work;
Nor yet for you drones do we wish to be sport.
But we'd give to each neighbor
The fruits of his labor,
And starve out the paupers who shirk.

Just work for your own, and don’t live on another,
And stick to your carrirge and pub.
Don’'t live on the sweay of the t=w of your brother, —
But set to and labor,
"Twill ploasc ¢.ery neighbor,
Including the Anarchists’ Club.
David A. Andrade.

A LAY OF THE LAND.

Can wrong wil time « right becone — 2 lie with rev’rent age grow
true?
Pillage grow rightful property, no longer tc the plunder'd due ?
Can what I wrest from one, or ten, to my first, tenth descendant be
Transmitted with a better claim than any that exists in me?
Do [ hold that with better right than he who, centuries ago,
‘Or fileh’d it with & cozener's craft, or wrench'd it with a felon’s
blow ?
Jut on the shibboleth of law — of RIGHT of conquest ; lapse, or use,
That saxnctifies a century’s to shield another day’s abuse ! —
. 'That arrogates to aftertime a title to immunity
Because it heretofore can show a record of impunity,
Out on the cob y t pun, to t 1 slaves and tangle
e - {ools
~With :the tain sophistry, chicane, and subterfuge of quirks and
rules j—
‘The fog of fendal villeinage —the darkness of a barb’rons day,
‘Which, had men’s brains avail'd their avms, had ages since béen
‘swopt away.
e scalex m falling t'ast, no more avails the mﬂstm‘q)lu&

'thut wrong is wrong and RiGuT

A I ‘l)ell.‘

liar and many-sided fashion. Feeling that it might in-
terest and edify some, 1 have transcribed it.

On a certain time, in a certain land, a very cunning and
deceitful wizard turned a man into a dog, in order that he
might the more completely become his slave. And the dog,
after the fashion of dogs, served his master very faithfully,
but received little but kicks, cuffs, contemptuous looks, and
the assignment of still harder tasks in retarn.

But it happened that one day, while they were in the
forest, the dog killed game and was about to devour it, be-
ing in great need of food. But his master took it from him,
and, after flaying it and cutting off the meat very carefully,
he threw the dog the bones, saying: * Here, you dull dog,
this is your portion. You have done nothing but stupidly
chase and kill this creature,—and even that yuu could not
have done, if T had not first given you permiesion, — while
1 have had all the labor of dividing it, of keeping you from
wastefnlly devouring it, and of cutting out these bones for
you, to say nothing of the expense of maintaining these great
game preserves upon which your life depends; for, if I did
not maintain them, you would get no game amd would perish
of hunger. Therefore the meat is my just portion. No
dou..t you would enjoy the meat yourself, but you would find
that it would make you sick. Besides, you are such a stupid
dog, you would never know how to dress and cook it; you
would ounly tear it, and waste if, and befoul it with dirt.
Now, therefore, be contented with these bones, like a good
dog, and you will become very sleek and happy.””

And the dog, being very hungry and tired and much be-
fuddled by the sophistry of his master, fell to, and gnawed
very cheerfully at the bones for a while. But, finding that
they in no wise satisfied the pangs of his hunger, he arose,
and chased the wizard, and snatched the meat from him.
Then the wizard was very wroth, and pursued the dog, up-
braiding him harshly, ealling him an ““ ungrateful dog”’ and
a ‘“thievish dog.” But the dog growled savagely, and re-
plied: ‘“You neither made this forest, nor its game; they
are no more yours than mine. But I having canght and
killed this meat, it is mine, for I have earned it. You have
done nothing but frighten and wheedle me out of it. There-
.ore you are a thief and a liar, and, if you do not depart from
me, I will set my teeth in you.” And the wizard, perceiv-
ing that the dog’s eyes were now opened, and that he was
really stronger than he, was sore afraid, and departed, com-
plaining bitterly. And the dog ate freely of this meat which
he had earned and recovered, and lo ! —he became a man
again, beautiful, and happier than ever before.

MORAL.

There seems to be no moral given with this fable, and in-
deed it appears somewhat obscure. I do not see but every
reader must search Jor it himself. Some wiseacres have in-
deed surmised that the wizard’s name was Capitalism and
the dog’s Proletariat, that the bones were Wages and the
meat Produce. Bui ciis is a mere matter of conjecture,
Howbeit, I cannot divest inyself of a suspicion that the alle-
gory is in some wise prophetic, and refers to things future as
well as past and present. J. Wum. Lrovp.

Another Plea for the Plumb-Line.
{London Commonweal.]

Though we admit that it is good that partial changes should
take place, since they cannot be final, or the condition of
things they bring about be long enduring, what have we to
do with helping thom on, save by steadily enunciating our
principles?

Can we pretend to push forward some measure which we
know is impracticable or useless, loudly erying out on practi-
cality meanwhile? Can we who preach the downfall of hy-
pocrisy make friends with the compromise which we despise ?
Can we who proach freedom fetter our souls from the oytset
by cowardly acquiescence with a majority which we know is
wrong? A thousand times no!

Again, we are but a few, as all those who stand by princi-
ples must be until inevitable necessity forces the world to

practise those principles. We are few, and bave our own
workto do, which no one but ‘ourselves can du, aud every
atom of intelligence and energy that ‘there is amongst us will
be needed for that work; if we use that energy and intelli-
gence for doing work which can be done just as well by men
who are hered with no principles, we waste it; rad we
had then better confess ourselves beaten, and hand over our
work to others who understand better what a party of prin-
ciple means. Whatever of good may go with the stumbling,
compromising kind of Socialism, let it be dor: at least by
those who must do it; do not lei us do their vork as well as
our own. We must wait and they must act; let us ar least
not confuse our ideas of what we are waitig for by patting
a false issue before ourselves.

A Compliment from an Enemy.

Maxime Du Camp is a reactionist of the most hopeless sort,
and how he ever happened to write the following words passes
my comprehension; but I find them in *‘Le Révolté” cred-
ited to him, and deem them well worth reprinting hére.

Is it possible that this old Zydre of Anarchy, after being
crushed to the earth in literature, painting, and sculpture, is
not dead yet? I do not know, but it seems to me that it has
never been understoo:l. It is ugly, I admit with all my
heart; but may not its ugliness be a mask? Let us tear it
off boldly, and behind it we shall find perhaps the pale, ec-
static, and dreamny visage of that perennial young man called
progress! Alas! was not Galileo an Anarchist? Society
somewhat resembles a woman: some day she loses her shape,
her countenance changes, her health gives way; she feels
great pains within her; she cries, she prays, she despairs;
she calls everybody to witness her sufferings; she believes
that she is going to die; and suddenly she brings into the
world a crying child who m~"gs her proud, and who perhaps
at some future day will save humanity.

A Frank Confession.
[Kansas City Journal.]

The phiosophy of majorities is not always realized. Napo-
lecn said that he always found providence on the side of the -
heaviest battalions, and this is but another way of saying
that a score of men can conquer ten men. So, if people re-
sort to force to secure an end, the mathematics of force de-
clares that, all things being equal, the most numerous army
conquers. As in human goverument, even in this advanced
age, civil authority rests on the last analysis of power,—
physical force, —we have adopted the ballot instead of the
bayonet as the means of ascertaining which side the force lies
on. And we submit to this fact, vwhen known, because to re-
sist would only.bring us to the same necessity after the de-
structive pros of force.

A Protest from Australia.

At a recont meeting of the Melbourne Anarchists’ Club the
following resolution was adopted for transmission to the gov-
ernor of Illinois:

‘This meeting, convened by the Melbonrne Anarchists’ Club,
while not endorsing all the principles and methods of social
reform advocated by the Anarchists now under sentence in
Chicago, expresses its warmest sympathy with them in their
present unfortunate position, and strongly condemns the ty-
ranny of those in authority, who have so persistently endea-
voreid to effect what we hold to be nothing short of a legal
murder, in order to ultimately achieve the end of stifling
freedom. .

Objectionable Tenants.
{L’Intransigeant.]

A young couple appears to rent a suite.

The jauitor shows them the rooms; the visitors seem
delighted.

Suddenly the janitor approaches them, and says discreetly:

** Monsieur and Madame are not married for good 9

““Oh, yes, we are.”’

‘“Ah! then I rogret to tell Monsieur that it is of no use to
talk: the landlord distikes to have scenes made in his house.””







