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% For always in thine cyes, O Liderty!
Shines that high light whereby the world is saved;
And though thou slay ws, we will trust in thee.”
Jouy HAv.

On Picket Duty.

The next meeting of the Anarchists’ Club will be
held in Codman Huil, 176 Tremont Street, on Sunday,
February 12, at half past two o’clock. A paper will
be read by Benj. R. Tucker, his subject beiug: “State
Socialism and Anarchism: How Far They Agree and
‘Whereir They Differ.” This ig the same paper that
he read before the Manhattan Liberal Club of New
York on Friday, January 27; before the Liberal
League of Newark on Sunday, Jsnuuary 29; and be-
fore the Round Table of Bosira on Thursday, Feb-
ruary 9.

Not content with gettiug the “age of consent”
raised from ten to thirteen, a bevy of impertinent and
prudish women went up to the Massachusetts State
House the other day and asked that it be raised again,
—this time to eighteen. When a member of the legis-
lative committee suggested that the age be placed at
thirty-five, since the offence aimed at was as much a
crime at thirty-five as cighteen, the petitioners did not
seem to be terrified by his logic. Evidently these
ladies are not afraid that their consent will ever be
asked at all.

“The Anarchists’ March,” that stirring rhythmical
composition from the pen of J. Wm. Lloyd which was
published in Liberty a number of months ago, and
which was designed by him to be sung to the tune of
a Finnish war song, has been printed with the music
as a handsome four-page sheet, and I have it for sale
at the low price of ten cents. A copy of it should go
into the house of every Anarchistic family which is
fortunate enough to have a musical member. It is es-
pecially well fitted for a chorus of male voices, and
singing societies will find it a valuable addition to
their programmnes.

Mr. Yarros has reason to complain, as he shows, of
unfair interpretation of his words by “Jus,” but Lib-
erty would itself be unfair to “Jus” if it should not
also present the evidence of that journal’s fairness by
printing its handsome acknowledgment of error (given
on the seventh page) regarding boycotting. “Jus”
still thinks, however, that something may be said on
the other side, and declares that there are some things
that one person may rightfully do waich become illegal
and immor:} when done by a crowd. I should like to
have “Jus” give an instance. There are some inva-
sive acts or threats which cannot be executed by indi-
viduals, but require crowds— or conspiracies, if you
will—-for their accomplishment. But the guilt still
arises from the invasive character of the act, and not
from the fact of conspiracy. No individual has a right
to do any act which is invasive, but any number of in-
dividuals may rightfully “conspire” to commit any-act
which is non-invasive. “Jus” acknowledges the force
of Liberty’s arguruent that A may as properly boycott
C as B. Further consideration, I think, will compel
it to acknowledge that A and B combined may as pro-
periy boycott' C as may A alone or B alone.

Many of the most fierce free tradors are equaily
fierce in their ardor for the adoption of international
copyright. To which of their pet ideas many of them
give the preference is shown by their support of the
copyright bill now betor= congiess, one provisicn of
which absolutely prohibits the importation of English

editions of English authors when there is a copy-
righted American edition in the market. In this bill
we have & fine specimen-of the protection afforded us
by government. John Ruskin publishes an elegant
illustrated edition of “ Modern Painters.” Some cheap
American publisher buys the American copyright, and
publishes a cheap edition with poor illustrations or
none at all. American readers of Ruskin are then for-
bidden to buy the handsome English edition. They
must content themseives with the nasty American
edition or go without. But do you see the motive of
this provision, reader? It is simply a piece of political
bribery,— the machinery of the ward-room adopted by
the preachers of “pure politics.” The cheap Ameri-
can publishers have been the great obstacle in the way
of international copyright, and this provision protect-
ing them against competition from England after they
have once bought the copyright is a bid for their sup-
port of the copyright bill. But lo! there arises a new
opposition. No sooner do the free traders declare for
protection in the sphere which involves their special
interest than certain protectionists who in the same
sphere find freedom beneficial forget their theories
with equal readiness. Most trades-unionists favor pro-
tection as the safeguard of the laborer. But now the
Typographical Union, many of whose members find
steady employment in consequence of the fresdom
with which English works are reprinted in this coun-
try, is horror-stricken at a rroposal to protect home in-
dustry in the writing of books, and intends to fight it
bitterly. Would that some modern Diogenes would
explore the political arena with his lantern in search
of an honest man!

Attempt to Kill Louise Michel.

On Sunday evening, January 22, just at the adjournment
of a meeting which she had been addressing in the Gaiety
Music Hall at Havre, Louise Michel, the revolutionary hero-
ine of France, was made the object of an assassin’s attack.
A man named Lucas, standing behind her, fired a revolver at
her twice, the shots taking effect in her head. Fortunately
the wounds inflicted, though serious, did not endanger her
life.

n the afterncon she had lectured in Saint Francois Hall in
the same city. The evening lecture was more especially de-
signed for the working people. ‘‘ As long as she spoke,”’ the
¢ Petit Havrais,” an Opportunist organ, was oblige:. to con-
fess, *‘she ded the ion of her h , Wi aveir
listened with pleasure, we will say, so much ax: did she bring
tothe pr ion of herth under  humaniiarian form,
so many refinements did she use to avoid shocking the most
prejudiced of her audience, and so many pleasing and poetical

The next day she was taken to Parie, and a reporter of
“L'Intransigeant '’ goon c+lied upon her. He found her in
her small and scantily-iu.nished apartments at No. 98 Victor
Hugo Street. On the wall of the front room hung a portrait
of the Chicago martyrs. Louise Michel sat at a table, sur-
rounded by a few friends, her head bancaged in linen.

“Imagine,” said she, ‘“‘that they waat to take me to the
Beaujon Hospital to be examined by Dr. Labbé, The idea
that I should disturb him at this late kour, and for what? I
am not Ferry, and do not wish to appear sicker than I am.”

“But you have a bullet in your head,” said the reporter.
*You cannot remaiu in this condition.”

“There will be time enough temoirow. Yon pay much
more attention to my wounds than I accord to them myself.
Remember that ¥ am not a woman, but a combatant. Letus
talk of something else. But first I beg you to promise to heip
me to release from the hands of justice the unfortunats man
who fired at me and whom I pity with sll my heart.”

“‘But he is a miserable bandit.”

“No, he is an unfortur:ate victim of hallucination, of whom
the reactionists have made a tool. They have abused him.
They knew that he was fond of drink. He was drunk when
he fired the shots. Let him go in peace. He is a poor brute,
a mau of the stone age.””

Upon tho reporter’s urgent request, Louics Michel then told
the following story of the crime.

““The bowrgeois meeting passed off quietly, the public list-
ening attentively. From that meeting my friends and 1
went to Gaiety Music Hall for the evening meeting. We
found more than two thousand men and women in the hail.
Two fine mretings would have been too much for the reac-
ticuists. So in the interval between them they formed a con-
spiracy against us.

“During my address I was interrupted several times by
cries coming from a certain group, ore member of which
iinally appealed to the secretary to know what was to be done
with the receipts. This odious insinuation I could not help
picking up. I confess that I was violently indignant. Then
the insinuations became more precise, and they reproached me
with exhibiting myself for money. Is it not abominable?
To accuse me so unjustly, me whose life you know, of living
at the expense of the people!

“I had to explain that I was dependent upon my pen for
my living, and that I was overwhelmed with debts; that I
gained nothing by giving lectnres and taking part in revolu-
tior ury propagandisni. For the rest, it is not a trade that is
practised for money. Iadded:

“¢When one no longer believes in the honesty of others, it
is because he has none left himself.’

“The entrance fee was ten cents. A voice cried out to me :

““Then return us our money.’

“I replied that I had neither ten cents to take nor ten
cents to return, that only my travelling expenses were paid,
and that to come to Havre I had even had to buy a hat and
cloak. Finally I announced that T should demand the publi-
cation in the newspapers of the receipts and expenses of the
two meetings.

“ At this point citizen Lucas demanded the ficor. Ihad al-
ready noticed him at the afternoon meeting. He mcanted

e.-presiions Aid she empioy.”

When she bad finished her speech, Louise Michel and her
friends became the objects of violent personal attacks frorm a
group of individuals. Louise took the trouble to answer
them. The meeting had just been adjourned, when the at-
tempt was made upon her Lfe.

Hit by two balis, the g woman endured heroically
the first operation perforraed by the doctors. Seated at a
table, she la*1 her head upon a napkin, while the physicians
probed the wounds. The scratching of the steel upon the
bone drew no sound of complaint from Louise, in spite of her
atrocious suffering. She talked quietly of her cousin, who
awaited her at home, of her caged pets who would not be set
at liberty till her return, of a business appointment with her
publisher, and of her forthcoming book, ‘ Encyclopedic
Readings.”

8he begged for merey for her assailant, saying:

¢ Have them let him go! be is a poor madman.”

She asked also that no sensation should be created regard-
ing his criminal act, and even that no report should be tele-
graphed to Paris lest her friends should be mad. anxious,

the platform. He is a large man, over six feet tall, with
enormous hands and a pale face. The secretary called My
attention to his false and embarrassed air, and said to me:

“¢That big fellow has an ugly look.’

“¢What have I to do with that?’ I answered; ‘he has as
good a right to speak as another.’

““True, he spoke only to announce that he would not speak.
He confined himself to uttering a few incoherent phrases,
saying that he had not killed or assassinated anybody and
that no speech was to be expected from him; then, instead
of returning into the crowd, he sat down on the platform —
near me. I said to the secretary:

“¢If all our opponents were like him, they would not be
very dangerous.’

“The hour was advancing. I wanted to get back to Paris
that evening. So, having finished my speech, I adjourned
the merting.

“ At the same moment a report rang out behind me, near
my ear.

“¢Go on!’ Ishouted; ‘furious at having failed to defeat_
Continued on page 8.







