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then to kill either one or many. In a reign of terror the characters
most pernicious to social welfare will probably gain the ascendant,
as in the French Revolution. Let us have rather a reign of judgment.
If revolutionists were united on the question of land limitation and
forfeiture of the grants to railroads, foreigners, and speculators gen-
erally, it would be easier to distinguish men by their behavior with
regard to such a measure.

Edgeworth.

The Enemies of “Pauper Labor.”

[Joseph A. Labadie in the Labor Leaf.]

So long as the idlers and rulers and robbers can keep the labor-
ers contending with each other, just so long will they feel safe with
their privileges and plunder, and be the loudest to cry out against
the “pauper labor” of the old world.
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have considered yearly the great questions that have come up be-
fore us” I do not think that any one who has ever had occasion to
gauge the amount of political science which Mr. McNeill has will
feel inclined to doubt his statement of its origin.

Henry Appleton is to address the New York Liberal Club on
February 19 upon the subject of “Scientific Anarchism.” Liberty’s
friends in the metropolis and vicinity should rally to hear him.

Whom to Kill?

D. D. Lum, in the “Alarm,” indicates Jay Gould for assassina-
tion. He does not mention the reasons for this distinction among
millionaires. Suppose his verses move a hand proper to the deed.
The lesson would be nearly lost by public ignorance. The “Alarm”
might very usefully give biographical sketches of the men most
pernicious to the country’s health, by whose taking-off in system-
atic succession some sensible good may be achieved. Now, in my
ignorance, if I were ready and anxious to expose my life in killing
somebody, I should be utterly at a loss where to strike. Merely to
scatter a great fortune among greedy heirs does not appear to me
a desideratum. It touches neither class nor system.

On the other hand, if, to obviate this objection, we were to
blow up the Capitol during a session of congress, though the les-
son would be plain enough, yet the number of innocents sacrificed
might provoke a reaction unfavorable to Liberty. This is a delicate
question. To kidnap some intelligent scoundrel, to indoctrinate him
impressively with a cat o’ nine tails, brand him, and then let him
loose like a rat with a bell on his neck, might be more to the purpose
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ments of an arbitrary law? Had I resisted this man who arrested me
(and who had no rightful authority over me, because I had never
given him permission to exercise such authority, nor had justified
his using it by invasion of his own or others’ rights), he could have
chained, clubbed, or shot me, and the law would have been on his
side.

This magistrate (horribly misnamed “Justice”) could have fined
me ten times what he did, and imprisoned me if too poor to pay
it. All this for no crime, or intention to commit crime, nor even for
any evasion of law or attempt to evade law, but for failing to ade-
quately protect myself against the invasion of the law by the special
machinery it had devised for that purpose. Faith! I am not sure but
it was half right after all, far a man who will not resist the inva-
sion of the law, if able, ought to suffer; though to use the lawful
machinery for that purpose is usually to add to the suffering.

But how guilty would I have been if I had indeed refused to
work on this road? I had never been consulted in the matter of its
laying out. No one had ever asked my consent. No one had asked
me if I was willing to contribute anything in work or money to
its maintenance. Of course not! Why should I be consulted? “The
word of command, sharp as the click of a trigger,” that is the only
argument fit for slaves. And let us never forget that the Govern-
ment is Master and we are Slaves. I, at least, have had my lesson,
and will not forgot it.

J. Wm. Lloyd.

“All that I have of political science,” said George E. McNeill, in
opposing biennial elections a few days ago at a legislative commit-
tee hearing, “I have learned because the fathers of this Common-
wealth gave me the opportunity to listen to political orators who
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“For always in thine eyes, O Liberty!

Shines that high light whereby the world is saved;
And though thou slay us, we will trust in thee”
John Hay.

The “Liberal” Love of Government.

[Rejected by the New York Truth Seeker.]

To the Editor of the Truth Seeker:

Dear Sir,— It is with great pleasure that I notice that Mr. Tucker
and the “brainy but sophistical gentlemen who write editorials for
his paper” are having an effect on the thoughts of the “Liberals.” If
they only succeed in awaking thought, all they wish for will follow
in due order. If the Liberals will stop but a moment to consider the
position they have taken, they will find it very illogical. They tell us
that they do not want to be taxed to support churches, or schools,
almshouses, charitable institutions run in the interest of the estab-
lished churches. Very good; neither do we; but we are more con-
sistent, and we beg to be excused from being taxed to support any
institutions whatsoever that we do not believe in. If the State has
no right to say to what church we shall go, what religious doctrines
we shall be taught, has it the right to say to what schools we shall
go, what kind of science we shall be taught, what we shall drink,
eat, or wear, what we shall read or look at, or how we shall amuse
ourselves? You say the State has no right to enforce Sunday laws
or to enforce Christian morality in any way; that is very good; that
is in the right direction; we agree with you; just carry out your
thought a little further, and you will arrive at Anarchy after all.

You seem, Mr. Editor, to be very much afraid of having gov-
ernment abolished, for we should then have nothing to protect us
from thieves. No, but what have we now to protect us from the
government, the biggest thief of all? If the real robber is the State,
which originated in aggression, and whose only reason for exis-



tence is to support robbery in one form or another, must we keep
it in existence to prevent the slight filchings of those whom the
very conditions fostered by the State have made vicious?

If the crimes of individuals, as Quetelet, the great French statis-
tician, says (L experience demontre en effet, avec toute I’evidence pos-
sible, cette opinion, que pourra sembler paradoxale au premier abord,
que c’est la société qui prepare le crime, et que le coupable n’est que
Pinstrument qui execute.” — Sur ’Homme, Vol. II, p. 325), are only
the results of society’s own work, must we forever go on nour-
ishing the cause of the crime? Governments were not instituted
to promote justice, but to maintain and to foster injustice. There
were no governments, until one tribe conquered another, and ap-
propriated its persons and properties. It then set up a machine to
keep itself in power, and to aid it in extorting from its subjects all
that it could possibly take. (See Spencer, “Political Institutions.”) As
was its birth, so has its life been; it lives, acts, and grows only on
extortion and injustice. If you, Mr. Editor, will look back through
history, and show us a single instance where government has done
good, we shell be extremely obliged to you, for it is more than we
have ever been able to find out. It occasionally seems to do good,
but then it simply ceases to do harm, or at best undoes a little of
the evil which it itself created. It has passed some laws against the
employment of children in factories, it has passed some Anti-Corn
laws, etc., it has abolished slavery, but were not these evils at first
fostered by the government, and allowed to grow to the monstrous
size they did under government protection, and only cast aside by
the government, when it found that it or they should go? If the
government did not favor the monopoly of lands, money, etc., in
the hands of the few, there would have been no necessity to pass
laws preventing the working people from grinding their children
to death in the factories; if it had not protected the slave-holders in
their property, the slavery question could have been settled with-
out bloodshed. No, no, Mr. Editor, if there is one thing more than
all others that we need protection from, it is government. Every ad-

balls beheld the apparition of the fat thief-taker approaching, his
little grey eyes peering anxiously at me through the long ears of his
red-haired mule, as though he feared I would explode with sudden
invective or firearms. It was truly a “sicht for sair een.” This porten-
tous functionary, having tacked within grappling distauce by the
aid of sundry artful questions on the orange business, laid his hir-
sute paw on my shoulder, and solemnly informed me that he had a
warrant for my arrest as a “defaulting road worker.” Nolens volens,
I must go, for Law and Death know no excuses. To do this man
justice, he seemed ashamed of his errand, but, having undertaken
a dirty task, felt that he must perform it.

Behold me then, haled by this awful and adipose presence
(with rusty pistol in breast pocket) and the sad and rufous mule
before the magistrate, also somewhat shamefaced and apologetic,
who, after hearing my case, decided that I was guilty. Guilty, not
of attempting to evade road duty, nor of evading it in fact (for
he admitted that I, being sick and helpless, was, according to the
laws of Florida, exempt from road-work), but of the heinous crime
of not properly excusing myself according to the method by law
duly made and provided for such cases, thereby putting the law to
the grievous necessity of arresting me. Wherefore, having done
so wickedly, I must pay a small fine and costs, unless I chose to
appeal to a trial by jury. But he furthermore informed me that,
even if found innocent, this would cost me some ten or twelve
dollars. Sufficiently appalled by the expensiveness of innocence
under these conditions, I did not inquire what it would cost me
to be declared guilty by a jury of such sapient ignoramuses, but
humbly paid my score and departed, a sadder, wiser, and, it must
to added, more Anarchistic man.

O brother Anarchists! has it come to this complexion at last,—
that a man who never smote his fellows in anger, never stole, or de-
frauded, or betrayed the innocent, or knowingly conspired against
any man’s liberty, can be ignominiously arrested and deprived of
liberty and property, simply because he is ignorant of the require-
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Gertrude B. Kelly.

An Object Lesson.

Object teaching appears to be the coming method of popular
education. To see is more impressive than to hear. To feel is more
impressive than to imagine sensation; at least, the memory retains
the impression longer.

Of a truth the high-priced lessons of experience often remain
bright in the memory, when mere hearsay and once brilliant theo-
ries have faded to vagueness.

Object teaching is very effective in reform, too. If a drunkard
knocks you down, you forcibly appreciate the evils of intemper-
ance; if you “fight the tiger” till severely bled, you do not fail to see
the sin of gambling. So the evil effects of all crime and vice appear
nebulous until we are injured or some one dear to us, and then they
suddenly become concrete.

I have lately had an object lesson on the criminal possibilities of
government, which is something the average American can hardly
comprehend, because trained to be too oblivious on the subject.

Being a new settler in Florida, I knew nothing of its road laws,
but took it for granted that they bore a general resemblance to the
road laws of the States of my previous residence. But it is safer to
bet on the weather than on the law.

In due course of time I was “warned” to work on a certain road
on a specified day. This I fully intended to comply with, but the
fates forbade. On the appointed day I was sick and blind with the
“Florida sore eyes,” and “did not care whether school kept or not.”
I supposed (as had been the case in all places where I had previ-
ously lived) that I could, on my recovery, see the supervisor, pay
my dollar, and be “free from the law.” But here again I counted an
unhatched brood. I had scarcely recovered, and had crawled out to
try and do a little work on my new house, when my startled eye-
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vance in the world has been made in opposition to government. It
is you, not the Anarchists, that are talking “bosh,” when you speak
of the government as the protector of Liberty. When I was a child
in the country, and saw the first telegraph lines, and asked what
they were for, I was told “they were to tell if you touched them.”
This answer has often been called to my mind since by persons
who tell us that government is a “necessary evil,” a something to
be watched, that “the people are oppressed by the natural tyranny
of those they have chosen to enforce their rules” We set up a gov-
ernment to protect our liberties, and then set to work to watch it, to
see that it does not steal our liberties. What a protector! Why not
spend all the energy in minding our own affairs ourselves? What
is the necessity of setting up something “to tell if we touch it”?

But the part of your argument that struck me as most curious,
Mr. Editor, was that we need the government to protect us from
the priests! This is news to me, and I am sure it will be to most
of your readers, who find themselves subjected to the priests only
through the power of the government. Strange, that all along we
have thought that the governments and the priests acted together
to crush out the movement towards freedom. But light breaks in
upon us now; we have been reading history wrong; the Spanish
government did not help the Inquisition; the English government
did not help in the persecution of the Jews, Catholics, and Puritans
by the Established Church; the American government has nothing
to do now with the crushing of the Mormons by the Christians,
with the Comstock laws, with the Sunday laws; no, oh! no, the
government protects us from the priests!

We should feel sorry for you Liberals in your inconsistency,
our hearts should go out to you in sincere pity, did we not know
that the “logic of events” will force you step by step to give up
adherence to the government, as it forced the Abolitionists before
you, in order to maintain the position that you have taken in the
Church question, or it will force you out of the reform movement
altogether. That you recognize that Anarchy is the millennium is



already something gained, and the sooner you join the ranks of
those that are marching towards it, the better it will be for your
cause. Sooner or later you will be forced to recognize that you can-
not break the power of the Church, without breaking that of the
State on which it is supported; but, until then, your work will be
in a great measure wasted. All we can wish for you is “Light, more
Light!”

Gertrude B. Kelly.

Louise Michel’s Release.

[L’Intransigeant, January 16.]

We announced yesterday the release of Louise Michel; our
excellent friend will permit us to edify our readers concerning
her whom they justly consider the heroine of the socialistic cause,
which is also the cause of humanity.

On the death of her brother, whom she adored, Louise Michel
was plunged in such deep despair that for a time fears were felt lest
she might lose her health and life. Study and labor saved her.

Since that time she has occupied in the prison of Saint-Lazare a
rather spacious square room, furnished with a table, a few chairs,
and an earthenware stove. In one corner was her trunk, containing
a little clothing.

Her table was covered with books and papers. She wrote
almost all day, and composed during her imprisonment several
works, which will doubtless soon be published.

We know, from persons confined in Saint-Lazare during the
same period, how well she knew how to win the love of the en-
tire *personnel — singularly mixed — inhabiting that prison.

Did any one send her provisions, dainties, or other things?
Quickly she hastened to distribute them secretly among the
unfortunate who seemed to need them; especially among the

taneous outgrowth, not an enforced condition of society? Could a
society that originated in love end in anything but despotism?

Now, on the other hand, self-interest, starting out with the in-
terests of each individual in society, originating in the most narrow
egoism, ends in the most far-reaching altruism. But this altruism,
unlike that of the Christian and Positivist, does not consist in the
“suppression of self;” but in the highest and greatest development of
self. It is founded, not upon the emotion, but upon the intelligence
of mankind, and hence has a far greater chance of survival. If we
can appeal to the intelligence of men; if we can show them, as we
can, that only by having regard to the interests of others can their
own best be subserved; if we can show them, as we can, that, while
a single member of society is treated unjustly, society cannot reach
its highest perfection,— then we have something sure and solid to
build upon, which the passions or impulses of a moment cannot
wash away, it is not to the emotions, not to the moral sentiments
of the people, but to their intelligence, to their self-interest, that we
must appeal, if we wish to make any permanent improvement in
society. As Buckle has shown in a masterly manner, all the great
moral revolutions, all the changes for good in society have been
due, not to advances in morality, but to a more general diffusion of
knowledge.

It may be very delightful to imagine that the regeneration of hu-
manity can be accomplished through love; but facts are facts, and
the sooner we acknowledge them, the nearer we shall be to being
able to make the best use of the materials at our command. The
highest altruism is only the most enlightened egoism. No, justice
is not dependent upon love, but love upon justice,— as true coop-
eration is founded only upon the most extreme individualism. As
Proudhon expresses it: “In a word, as individualism is the primor-
dial fact of humanity, association is its complementary term; but
both are in incessant manifestation, and upon the earth justice is
eternally the condition of love”
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read themselves. It is necessary to begin with the bread; otherwise
it will be time wasted.”
[To be continued.]

Self-Interest or Love the Foundation of
Justice?

This question was suggested to me recently by a lecture of Mr.
Wakeman’s of New York, in which he developed the Positivist idea
of the Religion of Humanity.

As this very question lies at the foundation of all right thinking
on equitable social relations, a little time spent in its consideration
may not perhaps be amiss *** the question may seem trivial, and
not worth wasting time upon *** *** importance seems extreme,
and on the development of it depends the difference between Indi-
vidualism and Positivism, between Anarchism and State Socialism.
Upon the right solution depends whether we are to have freedom
of mind and body, or whether we are to have the old machinery
of the Church and State, reintroduced under a new form, which
will teach us, guide us, govern us, tax us, regulate us, burn us if
necessary, all for love of us.

As Bakounine says, “all development implies a negation of the
point of departure.” Now, if this grand idea of all-embracing broth-
erly love be the starting-point of our new ethics, the only road we
can travel is that back to the most narrow and deprived selfishness.
This has been already proved in the history of Christianity. What
more grand and beautiful idea of brotherly love and charity can the
Positivists furnish us with than the Christians have already sup-
plied? And how much justice has Christianity succeeded in estab-
lishing in the world? Has not every possible crime been committed
under the cloak of Christianity and its love? Has not all advance in
freedom and justice been in opposition to Christianity? How can
we love people whom we have never seen? Must not love be a spon-

52

children, for it is well known that, up to the age of three years,
infants are allowed to share the fate of their imprisoned mothers.

It is a matter of public notoriety that Louise Michel is very fond
of cats, of which she has several. She had them with her at Saint-
Lazare.

Everybody knows the story of the spider tamed by Pelisson in
the Bastile. The gentle patience of Louise Michel obtained a result
still more surprising.

Her little clumber was located directly under the roof. A large
number of gutter rats gnawing the walls and windows often ven-
tured to show their noses in the apartment. Hunger is such an au-
dacious counsellor! Louise Michel noticed this, and, subduing the
race-instinct of her cats, she succeeded in enticing into her room
these guests from the roof and in making the rats and cats eat to-
gether upon her floor, crumbling for them a little of her bread.

On Thursday, January 14, at two o’clock in the afternoon, while
Louise Michel was at work on her last book, the director of the
prison abruptly notified her that her pardon had just been signed
by the president of the republic.

Our friend’s first move was to protest, as she had already done
once before. A pardon! Who, then, had taken the liberty to ask for
it in her name?

Immediately she took her pen and began to write to M. Grevy
and the prefect of police to refuse a measure which she regarded
as an insult.

“I do not want at any price,” said she to M. Gragnon, “a pardon
or a partial amnesty, and I do not hesitate to declare that those who
desire to act in this way are free to carry out their cowardice, but
not to make others do likewise”

As for M. Grevy, she asked him if it was not his intention to
restore the empire by acting in this way.

Two hours later a tall, dry, stiff individual appeared in Louise
Michel’s room.



It was the prefect’s first subordinate, who came, on the part of
his master, to tell the prisoner that, if she did not leave Saint-Lazare
voluntarily, he would be obliged to use force.

“I saw,” says Louise Michel, “that these people, having done ev-
erything they could that was odious, were now ready to render me
ridiculous”

“Very well, monsieur,” said she, in answer to M. Gragnon’s mes-
senger, “I will not play a farce, I will not make a spectacle of myself
to furnish pasturage for your comic journals. But remember that I
reserve the right not to consider myself as pardoned and to act as
I please”

On leaving Saint-Lazare Thursday evening, about half past six,
Louise Michel went directly, with a friend, Madame D———, noti-
fying no one else, to the rooms which she is now occupying.

These rooms form a part of a house owned by Citizen Moise,
municipal councillor. When Louise lost her mother, her furniture
was transferred from the Boulevard d’Ornano to this house, Citizen
Moise having declared his intention to reserve this part of his house
for the prisoner to occupy as soon as she should be free and for as
many years as she might like.

Many times Louise Michel had said to our friend Rouillon that
she desired that the room destined for her might look like that oc-
cupied by her mother. It was in obedience to this sentiment that
Citizen Rouillon arranged the furniture himself, disposing the var-
ious articles in the same order as at the Boulevard d’Ornano.

This house is in Levallois-Perret, 89 Rue d’Asnieres, now named
Rue Victor Hugo. It is at the back of a large garden enclosed by an
iron railing. The garden wears a gloomy aspect at this season be-
cause of the absence of foliage, but must be very charming during
the fine weather.

The rooms are on the second floor, front. Much light, a free hori-
zon, and a view of sky and fields. A more agreeable retreat could
not have been chosen.

10

country, may I say, in imitation of your poet. Why, there are many
things to be done”

“Yes, but what can one man do, to say nothing of one woman?”

“Why, you are doing already, Katia,” said Polosoff; “I will unveil
her secret for you, Karl Iakovlitch. To drive away ennui she teaches
little girls. Every day she receives her scholars, and she devotes
three hours to them and sometimes even more.”

Beaumont looked at the young girl with esteem: “That is Ameri-
can. By America I mean only the free States of the North; the South-
ern States are worse than all possible Mexicos, are almost as abom-
inable as Brazil [Beaumont was a furious abolitionist]; it is like us
to teach children; but then, why do you suffer from ennui?”

“Do you consider that a serious occupation, M. Beaumont? It is
but a distraction; at least, so it seems to me; perhaps I am mistaken,
and you will call me materialistic?”

“Do you expect such a reproach from a man belonging to a na-
tion which everybody reproaches with having no other thought,
no other ideal, than dollars?”

“You jest, but I am seriously afraid; I fear to state my opinions
on this subject before you; my views might seem to you like those
preached by the obscurantists concerning the uselessness of in-
struction.”

“Bravo!” said Beaumont to himself: “is it possible that she can
have arrived at this idea? This is getting interesting.”

Then he continued aloud: “I am an obscurantist myself; I am
for the unlettered blacks against their civilized proprietors in the
Southern States. But pardon me; my American hatred has diverted
me. It would be very agreeable to me to hear your opinion”

“It is very prosaic, M. Beaumont, but I have been led to it by
life. It seems to me that the matter with which I occupy myself is
but one side of the whole, and, moreover, not the side upon which
the attention of those who wish to serve the people should be first
fixed. This is what I think: give people bread, and they will learn to
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Besides paternal love there was another circumstance that went far
to excuse her father’s fault. When one has nothing to say and is in
a room where there is a cat or a dog, he speaks of it, and, if there
is no cat or dog, he speaks of children; not until these two subjects
are exhausted does he talk about the rain and the fine weather.

“No, papa, you are wrong in attributing my melancholy to so
lofty a motive. It is not my nature to be gay, and, besides, I am
suffering from ennui”

“One may be gay or not, according to circumstances,” said Beau-
mont; “but to suffer from ennuiis, in my opinion, unpardonable. En-
nui is the fashion among our brothers, the English, but we Ameri-
cans know nothing about it. We have no time for it: we are too busy.
I consider..... It seems to me,” he resumed, correcting his Amer-
icanism, “that the same should be true of the Russian people also:
in my opinion you have too much to do. But I notice in the Rus-
sians just the opposite characteristic: they are strongly disposed to
spleen. Even the English are not to be compared with them in this
respect. English society, looked upon by all Europe, including Rus-
sia, as the most tiresome in the world, is more talkative, lively, and
gay than Russian society, just as it yields the palm to French soci-
ety in this particular. Your travellers talk of English spleen; I do not
know where their eyes are when they are in their own country”

“And the Russians have reason to feel ennui,” said Katerina Vas-
silievna; “what can they busy themselves about? They have nothing
to do. They must sit with folded arms. Name me an occupation, and
my ennui probably will vanish”

“You wish to find an occupation? Oh! that is not so difficult;
you see around you such ignorance,— pardon me for speaking in
this way of your country, of your native country,” he hastened to
add in correction of his Anglicism; “but I was born here myself
and grew up here, and I consider it as my own, and so I do not
stand on ceremony,— you see here a Turkish ignorance, a Japanese
indifference: I hate your native country, since I love it as my own
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One of the rooms is a large study, where Louise Michel found
again her desk, her books, and a piano. Adjoining is a sleeping-
room, modestly furnished with a bed, an old commode, and the
armchair in which her mother almost always sat. The happiness
of Louise Michel at sight of all these objects which remind her so
directly of her who is no more cannot he described.

There she slept the first night after her liberation. She received
no visit except that of Madame Ferré, with whom she passed the
evening.

The next morning, immediately after rising, our friend visited
the cemetery of Levallois to see the tomb of her mother, who is
buried in the vault of Ferré, shot at Satory, and his admirable sister.

As may be supposed, we were not the last to go to shake hands
with our good Louise, as she is called by all who love her.

Must it be said? Why not? It is to her credit. We found her still
very much irritated over the measure taken in regard to her. Her
generous soul overflowed with indignation and bitterness.

“Yes,” said she, “congratulate me on the fact that they have se-
lected me as the one to sully, because I am but a poor woman.

And when we reminded her that the indignity of the procedure
could sully no one save those who had employed it, she answered;

“I had better have stayed in prison till I died. They throw eleven
pardons to the people as they would throw a bone to a dog, hop-
ing that they will be satisfied; for be sure that they will use this
pretended clemency as a reason for refusing amnesty to the other
condemned.”

It is evident that the imprisonments and tortures of all sorts
which Louise Michel has undergone have not been able to shake
her courage or her devotion to the cause of the disinherited.
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Ireland!
By Georges Sauton.

Translated from the French for Liberty by Sarah E. Holmes.

Continued from No. 74.

Many protested, without going so far as to vouch for the gen-
tleman, simply to avoid confessing that they must agree with their
comrade’s opinion, and also to keep from giving way to discour-
agement.

The contagious fear, nevertheless, attacked them, and ener-
vated, one after another, the whole company. Before the evening
was fairly set in, they resolved to send out scouts, and appointed
for this object Arklow and five or six resolute young men.

They decided to distribute themselves in all directions where
there was any chance, in consequence of forced retreats and detours
necessitated by the course of the enemy, of meeting the chief and
his escort and, failing to find him, they would rally at Bunelody.

They shook hands; they might meet the English riflemen, or
Gowan’s wretches, and their fate in either case would be sealed. If
a man was alone at this hour beyond the open roads, his business
— especially since the last week — was clear.

Arklow clambered up a steep foot-path which led by the side
of the farm of Nicklosein, where they had sent the gelder. An old
sailor, used to climbing, he came out very soon on a plain which
commanded a view of an immense stretch of country, and, in the
darkness which reigned, he tried to distinguish some one.

He perceived no one any where; but flashes of light were tinting
the horizon and tongues of fire were licking a curtain of smoke
which grew in height at first, then in breadth, as the wind unrolled
it. A conflagration? Where? Doubtless at Neyrandy. At least it was
in that direction.
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“Could I ever have thought,” said Polosoff at dinner, “that my
stock in this factory would some day be a matter of importance
to me? It is very painful at my age to fall from no high a point.
Fortunately Katia has endured with much indifference the loss of
her fortune sacrificed by me. Even during my life this fortune be-
longed more to her than to me. Her mother had capital; as for me,
I brought but little; it is true that I earned a great deal and that my
labor did more than all the rest! What shrewdness I have had to
show!”

The old man talked a long time in this boasting tone; it was by
sweat and blood, and above all by brains, that he had gained his for-
tune: and in conclusion he repeated his preface that it was painful
to fall from so high a point, and that, if Katia had been consumed
with sorrow because of it, he probably would have gone mad, but
that Katia, far from complaining, still encouraged and sustained
him.

In accordance with the American habit of seeing nothing ex-
traordinary in rapid fortune or sudden ruin, and in accordance also
with his individual character, Beaumont was not inclined either to
be delighted at the greatness of mind which had succeeded in ac-
quiring three or four millions, or to be afflicted at a ruin which still
permitted the employment of a good cook. But, as it was necessary
to say a word of sympathy in answer to this long discourse, he
remarked:

“Yes, it is a great relief when one’s family bears up so well under
reverses.”

“But you seem to doubt it, Karl Iakovlitch. You think that,
because Katia is melancholy, she mourns the loss of wealth? No,
Karl Iakovlitch, you wrong her. We have experienced another
misfortune: we have lost confidence in everybody,” said Polosoff,
in the half-serious, half-jocose tone used by experienced old men
in speaking of the good but naive thoughts of children.

Katerina Vassilievna blushed. It was distasteful to her to have
her father turn the conversation upon the subject of her feelings.
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despatched an agent to find an overseer for him in North America.
The agent found James Beaumont, of Canadian origin and a resi-
dent of New York,— that is, an individual who had no more seen
a cotton plantation than you or I, reader, have seen Mount Ararat
from our St. Petersburg or Kursk; progressive people are always
having such experiences. It is true that the experiment was in no
wist spoiled by the American overseer’s complete ignorance of this
branch of production, since it would have been quite as wise to try
to grow grapes at St. Petersburg as cotton at the Crimea Neverthe-
less this impossibility resulted in the overseer’s discharge, and by
chance he became a distiller of brandy in the government of Tam-
bov, where he passed almost all the rest of his life; there his son
Charles was born, and there, shortly afterwards, he buried his wife.
When nearly sixty-five years old, having laid by a little money for
his old age, he began to think of returning to America, and finally
did return. Charles was then about twenty years old. After his fa-
ther’s death Charles desired to return to Russia, where he was born
and where, in the fields of the government of Tambov, he had spent
his childhood and youth; he felt himself a Russian. At New York he
was a bookkeeper in a commercial house; he soon left this situation
for one in the London house of Hodgson, Loter & Co.: ascertaining
that this house did business with St. Petersburg, he took the first
opportunity to express a desire of obtaining a place in Russia, ex-
plaining that he knew Russia as if it were his own country. To have
such an employee in Russia would evidently be of great advantage
to the house; so it sent him from the London establishment on trial,
and here he is in St. Petersburg, having been there six months, on
a salary of five hundred pounds. It was not at all astonishing, then,
that Beaumont spoke Russian like a Russian and pronounced En-
glish with a certain foreign accent.

XI.

Beaumont found himself a third at dinner with the old gen-
tleman and his daughter, a very pretty blonde with a somewhat
melancholy cast of countenanc