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“The Blessings of Covernment, Like the Dew from Heaven, Should Descend Alike Upon the Ric!
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TALMAGE'S SERMON.

Dissourse on the All-Powerful Song
of the Drunkards.

The Vast Army of Chelristers Who Siag
This Bong—A Curse Which Has I
Humd Upow the Throst
of the Nation.

Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage delivered a
recent sermon in the form of an arous-
ing call to reformation from habits of
disgsipation. The text was:

I was the song of e drunksrde—Psslm
ixix., iz

Who said that? Was it David or was
it Christ? It was both. These Mes:
sianic Paalms are like a telescope. Pull
the instrument to acertain range, and
it shows you an object near by. Pull
it to mnotker rauge, and it will show
Yyou objects far away. David and
Christ were both, each in his own
time, the song of the drunkards. Holi-
ness of doetrine and life always didex-
¢ita wicked merriment. Although
David had fully refored and writtea a

mody in which all subsequent ages
ve sobbed out their penitence, hus
encmies preferred to fetch up his old
career, and put into metric measures
sins long before forgiven. Christ, who
commitied no sin, was atall more the
subject of unholy song, because the
better one is the more iniquity hates
him. Of the best Being whose voice
ever moved Ltheair or whose foot aver
touched the earth it might be said:
The byword of the passing throng
The ruler's scolf, the drunkard’s song.

The earth fitted up for the human
race, in congratulation the morning
stars sang a song. The Israelitish
srmy safe on the bank of the Red sea
aud the Egyptians clear under the re-
turped water, Moses sang a song. One
of the most important parts of this
great old Book is Solomon’s song. At
the birth of our Lord the Virgin Mary

" mnd old Simeon and angelic primadon-

nas in hovering clonds sang » song.
What enrichment has been given to
the world's literature and enjoyment
by the ballads, the canticles, the dis-
cants, the ditties, the roundelays, the
epics, the lyrics, the dithyrambs, But
my text calls attention to a style of
song that I think has pever been dis-
coursed uwpon. You sometimes hear
this style of music wheun passing a sa-
loon, or & residencs-in which dissipa-
tion' is ascendant, or after you have re-

makes neceshary most of the alma-
bouses, causes the wost of the ravings
of the insane asylum, and puts up
most of the iron bars of the peniten-
tinries. It bas its hand to-day on the
throat of the American republic. It
is the taskmaster of pations, and the
h n race Cr h d its anath-
ema. The song of the drunkards
has tor its saccompaniment the clank of
chains, the chattering teeth of pov
erty, the rattle of the executivner’s
scaffold, the creaking door of the de-
serted home, the crash of shipwrecks,
and the groan of empires. The §2,020,~
900,000 which rum costs this country
in & year, in the destruction of grain
and sugar and the supporting of the
paupers and invalids and the criminals
which strong drink causes, is only a
small part of what is paid for this ex-
pensive song of the drunkards

Aguin, this song of the drunkards is

& multitudinous song—not a solo, not
a duet, not a quartet, nota sextet; but
millions on millions are this hoursing-
ing it. Do not think that slcoholism
has this feld all 1o itself. It has pow-
erful rivals in the intoxicants of other
nations; hasheesh, and arrack, and
pulgue, and opinm, and gquavo,and
mastic, and wedro. Every nation,
barbaric as well as civilized, haa its
pet intoxicant. The song of the
drunkards is rendered in Chinese,
Hindoo, Arablan, Assyrian, Persian
Mexican—ye, ~ s3ll the languages.
All zones join in it No donti-
nent would be large enough for
the choir gallery if all thoss who
have thia libretto in thelr hands
should stand side by side to chant the
internstionsl chorms. Other throngs
are just learning the eight notes of
this deathful musie, which is already
mastered by the orchesiras in full
voice under the batons in full swing.
All the musizians assembled at Dussel-
dorf, or Berlin, or Boston Peace jubi-
lee, rendering symphonies, requiems
or grand marches ol Mendelssohmn, or
Wagner, or Chopin, or Handel, were
insignificant in numbers &s compared
with the innumerable throngs, host
beside host, gallery above gallery, who
are now pouring forth the song of the
drunkard.

Again, the song of the drunkards is
asuggestivesong. You hear anursery
refrain, and right away you think of
your childhoood home, and brothers
and sisters with whom you played, and
mother, loag sinee gone to rest. You
hear a national air, and you think of
the P t of 1863, and the still

tired at night youn hear it ing out
of the street from those who, having
tarried Jong at their cups, are on their
way home—the baliad of the inebri-
ate, the serenade of the alcoholized, or
what my text calls the song of the
drookards.

For practical, and saving, and warn-
ing, and Christian purposes, I will an-
noubce to you the characteristies of
that well-known cadence mentioned in
my text. First, 1 romark that the
Song of the Drupkards is an old song.
Much of tbe music of the world and
of the church is old music. First
came the music of percussion, the
clapping cymbal,which was suggested
by 3 bammer on =n anvil, and
then the sighing of the wind scrosa
the reeds suggested the flute, sod then
the strained ginews of the turtle
pcroas its shell suggested the harp
But far back of that, and mnearly
back as far as the moral collapse of
our first parentage, is the “Song of
{he Drunkards.” That tune was sung
st least 4,243 years ago, when, the
deluge past, Noah came out of theark
and as if disgusted with too much
prevalence of water, he took to strong
grink and staggered forth, forallages
the first knows drunkard. He sounded
the first note of the old music of in-
ebriacy. An Arab suthor of A. D.
1310 wrote: “Noab, being out of the
ark, ordered each of his sons to bLuild
s house,. Afterward they were occu-
pied in sowing and in planting trees,
the pippins and fruits of which they
had found in the ark. The vine alone
was wanting, and they could not dis-
cover it. Gabriel then informed them
that the devil had desired it, and in-
deed had some right to it. Hereupon
Noah su d him to appear in the
field, and said to him: °O, accursed!
Why hast thou carried away the vine
from me? ‘Because,’” replied the
devil, ‘it belopged to me. ‘Shall 1
part it for yon? said Gabriel. ‘lcon-
sent,’ said Noah, ‘and will leave him a
fourth." ‘That is not sufficlent for|
him,’ said Gabriel. ‘Well, I will take
half’ replied Noah, and he shall take
the other.” “That is notsufficient yei,’
responded Gabriel. ‘He mwust bave
two-thirds and thou one, and when
thy wine shall have boiled on the fire
until two-thirds age gone, the remain-
der shall be assigned for thy use.’™ A
fable that illustrates how the vine has
been missppropriated.

Aguain, this song of the drunkards Ia

night on the river bank, nnd thecamp-
fires that ahook their reflections up and
down the faces of the regiment. Yon
hear spd old church tune, and youare
reminded of the revival scenes amid
which you were brought to God.
Nothing so brings up associations as
& song sung or played upon instru-
mwent, and the drunkard’s song is full
of suggestion. As you hear it on the
street quite late some night, you begin
to say to yourself, “l wonder if he has
a mother? Is his wife waitiog for him?
Will hia children be frightened when
he enters the fromt door and staggers,
whooping up the staira? What chance
is there for s young man siarted so
early on the down grade? In what
business will he succeed? How long
before that man will run through hi
property? 1 wondsr how he got so far
astray? Can any infinence be wielded
to fetch him back? He must have got
into bad company who led him off.”
So you soliloguize and guess about
this man whose voioe you hear on the
street under the starlight.

Again, the song of the drunkards is
easily learned. Through what lomg
and difficult drill one must go tosuc-
oeed as an elevated and inspiring
singer. Emma Abboti, among the
most eminent cantatrices that ever en-
chanted academies of music, told me
on an ocean ship's deek, in answer to
my question: “Whither are yom
bound?” “I am going to Berlin and
Paris to study music.” “What!” 1said,
“after all your world-renowned suc-
cesses in musle, going to astody?”
Then she told me through what hard-
ships, through what self-denials,
through what almost killing fatignes
she had gone In order to be a
singer, and that when, in her sarlier
days, a great teacher of music had told
her there wera certain notes she could
never reach, she said: *1 will reach
them,” and through doing nothhig
elso but practice for five years she did
reach them. Oh, how many heroes
and heroines of musieal achlevément!
There are songs which are easy to
hear, bot moat difficult Lo render.
When Handel, with & new oratorio,
culered a room whers & group of
musicians had sssembled mad raid:
“Gentlemen, you all read muosic?”
They said: *Yes, we play in church.”
“Very well,” snid the great com-
poser, “play this.” But the perform-
snce was so poorly done Handel

an expensive song. The Sontags and
the Parcpa Rosas and Nillsons and the
other r ers of elevated and divins
solos received their thousands of dol-
Jars per night in coliseums and acad-
emies of music. Some of the people
of small means almost pauperized
themselves that they might ait m few
evenings under the enchantment of
those angelsof sweet sounds. I paid
seven dollars to bear Jenny Lind sing
when it was not very easy toafford
the seven dollars. Very expensive is
such music, but the costlisst song on
sarth is the drunkard's song. Jt costs
ruin of body. 1t costs ruin of mind,
It costs ruin of soul. Goright down
among the residential streets of any
city and you can find omce beautiful
and laxuricus homesteads that were
expended in this desiructive musie.
‘The lights have gone out in the draw-
ing room, the pisnos bave ceased the

topped his ears and said: *“You play
in church! Very will; for we read
the Lord is Jong suffering, of great
kindness, and forgiving of iniguity,
transgression and sin. But you shall
wob play for me.” Pure muaic, wheth-
er fingered from instrument or trilled
from human lips, is mostdifficult. But
one of the easisst songa to learn is
the song of the drunkards. Anybody
can learn it In & little while you
ean touch the highest note of conviv-
iality or the lowest note of besotted-
ness. Begin moderately. s sip here and
a sip there. Begin with claret, go on
with mle and wind up with Cognne.
First take the stimulant at & wedding,
then take it at meals, then take it be-
tween meals, then all the time kesp

pulse under its slealthy tomech.

this appollyoric music may become an
expert. First it will be sounded in &
hacoongh. After awhile it will be
heard in » silly hal hal Further on it
will become = wild whoop. Then it
will esable you to run up and down
the fiva linea of the musical seale in-
it—the song of the drunlisrds ~

. The most skillful way is to

the modern theory and give the im-
toxicant to your children, saying to
yoursell: “Thay will in after life meet

| have enough to sat agein?”

your
In sizx months the dullast scholarin}

teaching them the song of the drunk-
ards, Keep ap that mode of edunca-
tion, and if you have four boys, at
least three of them will learn the
drunkard’s song and lie down in a
drunkard's grave, and ¥ I ever laid
a wager I wounld lay & wager that
the fourth will lie down with the
other three. Or, if the eduooa-
tion of the children in this musio
should be neglected, it Is not too Iate
to begin =t 21 years of age. The
young man will find pleaty of young
men who drink. They are in every
gircle to be found. Surely, my boy,
you sre nota coward, and afraid of
it? Surely you are mot going to be
hindered by sumptuary laws or the
prejudices of your old father and
mother? They are behind the times
Take something. Take it often. Some
of the greatest poets and orators have
been notorious imbibers, If you sre
to enter a parlor, It makes you
more vivacious and’ Chesterfieldian.
If you are to tiransact busi-
ness, your customer is apt to
buy more if you have taken with him
a sherry cobbler. If you mre to make
a speech it will give you a glibber
tongue. Gluck could compose his best
music by baving his plano taken into
the midst of a meadow, and a bottle of
champagne placed on each side of him.
The earlier you begin to learn the
song of the drunkards, the easier
it is; but mDone of you are too old to
learn. Youw cam begin at 50 or 60, un-
der prescription of a doctor for aids to
digestion or breaking up of infirmities,
and close life by rendering the song of
the drunkards 5o well that all Pande-
monium will encore the performance
and want it again and again.

You see this sermon is not so much
for cure as for prevention. Stop be-
fore you start, if " you will forgive the
solecism. The clock of St Haul's
cathedral struck 13 one miduight, and
80 saved the life of a sentinel. The
soldier was arrested and tried for fall-
ing asleep at his post one midnight;
buthe declared that he was awake
at midoight, and in proof that he was
awake he said that he had heard the
unusual occurrence of the clock strik-
ing 13 instead of 12. He waslaoghed to
scorn and sentenced todeath, but three
or four persons, hearing of the case,
came up in time to swear that they,
too, heard the clock strike 12 that
same midpight, sand so the man's life
was apared. My hearer, if you goon
and thoroughly learn the drunkards’
song, perhaps in the deep midnight of
your goul thers may sound something
that will yet effect your moral and
eternal rescue. But it is a risky “per-
haps.” It is exceptionsl. Go ahead
on that wrong road and the clock will
more probably strike the 12 that closes
your day of opportunity, than it will
strikke 13, the sound of your deliver-

ance.

A few Sabbaths ago, on the stepa of
this church, 2 man whom I had known
in other years confronted me. At tha
the first glance I saw that he was in
the fifth and lest act of the*tragedy of
intemparance. Splendid even in his
ruiv. The same brilliant eye, and the
same courtly manners, and the res

ments; but a wreckk 1 had seen that

is | eraft when it plowed the waters, all

sails set and runniog. by true
compass; wife and children, and
friends on board, himself command-
ing in a voysge that he expected
would be glorious, putting into pros-
perous harbors of earth, and atlaat
putting into the harbor of Heaven.
Ent pow & wreck, towed along by low
appetites, that ever and anon run him
mnto the breakers—a wreck of body, a
wreck of mind, & wreck of soul.
“Whers is your wife?” “I do not
know.” -“Where are your children?”
«] do mot know.” **Where Is your
God? *I do mot know.” That man is
coming to the last verse of that long
cantata, that protracted threnody.that
terrific song of the dr unkards.

But if thase words should came—for
you know the largest audience Ireach
1 never soe at all—I say if thess words
should come, though st the ends of the
earth, to any fallen man, let me say to
him: Be the exception to the general
rale, and turn pnd live, while I re-
eall to youn a scene in England,
where some one said to .am im-
ebriate- as he wss goiog ont of
chorch whers there waas » great
awakening. *“Why don’t you aign the
pledge?” Heanswered: “Ihavesigned
it 20 times, and will pever sign ik
agrin.” “Why, then,” said the gentle-
man talking to him, ‘don’t you go up
and koeel at that altar, amid thosa
other patients?” He took the advice
and went and knelt. After awhile alit-
tle girl, in rags and scaked with the
rain, Jooked in the church door amd
some oue said, “What are you doing
here, little girl?” She said,*'Please, sir,
I1heard as my father is here. Why,
that is my father up there, kneeling
pow.” She went up aud put her arms
arcund her father's meck aond maid,
“Father, what are you doing hers?’
and he smald, *I am asking God
to forgive me™ Said she, “L
He forgives you will we be happy
again?” “Yes, my dear.” “Will we
“Yes, my
dear.” "And will you never sirike us
agaia?” “No,'my eluld.” *“Wagit here,”
she said, *till I go snd call mother.™
And soon the child came with the
mother, and the mother, koecling be.
side bher huosband, sald: *“Save me,
tool Save me, too!”™ And the Lord

tern. after they have owes gome
sstray, for' the eboouragement of
thoss who wonld like to returm,
1 tell you God wanis yon fao
comes bmck, every ome of you,
sad to come back now, and more temr

:
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mains of the sams intellectual endow- | recept

WOMAN AND HOME.

DOMESTIC ARCHITECTURE.

Copyright, 1896, by Meshert C. Chivers,
Architeet, 8¢ Louls, Mo

In residence work, gray and granite-
faced brick are becoming popular on
account of their wearing qualities, and
while these brick are light in color
they do not seem to be easily discolored
by dust and smoke.

For roofing material, the unfailing
varieties of sea-green slate are taking
the place of the gloomy dark kind. Light
colors in architectural structures of
any kind bave a tendency to enlarge
ond lighten the appearasnce.
quite npoticeable in a building that is
newly painted with a lght shade of
paint. With the light-colored bricks.
slate and terra cotta, the architect now

PERSPECTIVE AND FLOOR PLANS

bas a perfect combination of materials
at hand that can be used without mak-
ing a building unnecessarily expensive.

The accompanying design of a city
house is designed for a corner iot, with
a large veranda on the two street mides.
The entrance is through a tiled and
marble wainscoied vestibule B6x7
feet in size. The rooms on the first
Boor include reception room, parior-
library, dining-room and kitchen, The
second story bas five cbambers and
bathroom. The bathroom is tiled with
large glazed tile in & colonial design
and the plumbing is of the very best.
The servanis’ quariers in the attic eon-
gist of two large chambers and a stor-
age room. :

Heighbt of stories: Cellar, T feet; first
story, 9 fect G inchea; second story, ¢
feet; attic, B feet.

Exterior treatment: Foundation,
stone; first and second stories, gray
brick; roof covered with sea-green
slate, trimmings white.

Interior finish: Two coat plaster,

FLOWERS FOR WEARING.
Proper Gsloction Is Fart of the Flae AF
of Dressing.

Peaple who are foud vi wearing flow-
era for al decoration might well
give the subject a little thought before
Pr di g to or t themaelves in-
discriminstely with blossoms. To cut
all colors and varieties for this purpose
destroys one's individualily ia a way
that is very disappointing indeed.

As a rule, light Selicate colors and
white should be assumed by blondes,
while to bruncites are relegated the
dark, rich sbades and brilliant colors.
In addition to this, lowers baving long,
flexible stems and pendulous, drooping
Yy hould be sclected. . Gerani-
um flowers are very preity in the win-
dow, or on beds outside, but a bunch
of them pinned to the corsage does not
impress one as being very artistie.
The same may be said of sll Hlowers
ihat bloom in close heads or masses.

01 course, the first -licice with most
women is roscs, and, if these are cut
with a good long stem, their arrange-
ment upon the dress iza simple matter.
Roses, however, cannot ba bad at all
times, and it is well to know of a few
other flowers that are, almost, if not
yuite, their equal in the matter of per-
sonal decoration.

The graceful pendulous blossoms of
the arbutilon, or flowering maple,
make lovely corsage bouquets. Tho
rich, bright reds and clear yellows,
that have lately been added to the list
of varieties, are very handsome, and can
be effectively worn by blonde or bru-
nette.

Perhaps the next best choice are the
bifossoms of the fuchsia. They are very
graceful in poise, but cars should be
taken that they bsrmonize with the
costume worn, s most fuchsias show
two distinct colors in their flowera.

Last, but not least, | may mention
the blossoms of the sweel pea—for bow
many beautiful arrangementa can be
madeof them! From boutonnieres, con-
sisting of but two or three Bowers, (wo
delicate, softly shaded, self colors, ani
one decp, rich flower of velvety dark-
ness, an odd leaf or two of cool pale
green, and » saucy curling tendril to
the corsuge bouquets, in which the deli-
cate flowers float, like a bevy of bright
butterflies, the leaves and tenirils and
long-stemmed blossoms drooping and
nestling along the curve to the waist.—
Housckeeper.

NEAT CENTER CLOTH.

The Delft Crass Has at Lest Invaded the
Famcy Werk Domala.

The crmze for delft and for delft de-
signs scems not (o abate in sven the
lenst degree. Oue of the laiest is a
delft doily and Is designed for s center
cloth in conjunction with a dinner or
tea service of the popular blue. The
foundation is fine white linen. The

white tinish, yellow pine flooring in
parior and all rooms above the first
floor, reception room ball and dining-
room, floored with quartersd cak and
polished; kitchen floors is of maple.

Doors and casing: Parlor ivory white,
juon room and hall quartered whits
oak, all other rooms select heart cy-
presa.

Cost, $6,500 to $7,500, according to
location.

CURED OF JEALOUSY.
A Sight of the Susp d Rival Preduged
, They are old friends, and sometimes
when husbands are out of the way they
meet for 8 long, confidential talk, such
us they used to have when they were
girle,

They bad one the other day, and in
the midsi of it one of them said:

“You know I've been married eight
years—it doesn’t seem so long, but it
really is. Well, the truth is, that all
that time I've been jealous of the wom-
an to whom my husband was engaged
before 1 ever saw him.”

“You goose, why he is a devoted hus-
band! Why on earth—"

“Yes, 1 know now 1 was silly, but 1
justcouldn’t helpit. Many a night I've
lain awake thinking sbout it. Why,
every time the dinner wasn't good, 1'd
imagine he was thicking that she'd
have given him a better one. O, I can’t
tell you all the things I thought. Some-
times 1 just waated to die and be out of
it.”

“But you—"

“Yes; then,l just woulda't die and let
her perhaps have the pleasure of using
my sisiting cards, wearing my jewelry,
and maybe even making him think me
a tyrant for not allowing him to smoke
in the parior! But that is all over
now; 1 am cured forever.”

*Q, 1 suppose you spoke to your hHus-
band and found that thers was no causs
for jealousy.”

“N—no; | didn’t say anything to
him, he thinks enough of himmelf, na it
js—a man's vanily has to be kept down
§f you want to save your own,” :

“Then, if you baven't spoken to your
husbaad on the subject, how do you
know there is no cause for jealousy 7

“I've seen the womanl™ — Chicago
Tribuvpe.

“Mut Ssndwishes with Cldsr.

Nut sandwiches are excelleat served
with gider. The eider should not be
too sweet, or it will not be agreeable
with the flavor of the suts. For the
Siling of the sandwiches use one-ball
of almoads chopped very fine and the
other two parts of hickory puts and
English walnuots is equal proportions.
Put very little butier on the thin
alices of bread, sprimkle with salt and
then with a very little grated mild

bape is approximately circular, for the
round continves to be given first

place. To mlm it select material that

is soft finished and of good
without being too fine. Un it_bave
stamped or deaw & design similar to
the one given. The easential element in
the intrcduction of the gqusint Dutch
scenes. The connecling comventional
border may vary as much as you pleasa.
It is only necessary to make sure that
it allows of working in bottonhale
stitch all around the edge to insure
firmness of finish. -
Efther silk or fine embroidery cotiton
may be used, but in either case select
the shade with care. Real delft bine
can be had in both materials, and oue
thould be content with nothing else.
Eilk is undoubledly hand er at the
start, but cotton of the best sort has
the inestimable advantage of outlast-
ing the best made and of far better
withstanding the wear and tear of the
laundry.~—Chicago Chromicie.

A Five-0'Cleék Tea Hint
Candied orunge Howers added to the
Oolong or Peko of the five o'clock tea
just befure the hot waler is poured over,
the whole o remain under the cosy

for five minmutcs, impart, it is said by | P

those who have tried it, s delicious and
unguessed aroma.

A New Woman's Latest TYeaters.

Miss Lihan Debenbam, the owoer of
the English comia weekly Judy, hes
suade & new departure for  woman by
undertakiog o edit that paper. A wom-
sn as editor of an intentionally bumor-
ous perivdical occupiss an almost
uLigue pusition.

_ A Muetiv Legsl uastize,

Jodges bave often very knotty points
to decide. Im a recent case an immense
emount of srgument was exzpended
over the guestion whetber & tooth,
after being drawn, is the property of
the dentist or his victim. -

The Escoptiens. =~

Mrs. Bariow (ssverciy)—All men are
fools!

Mr. Barlow (sweetly)—You forged,
my dess, there are some men that have
paver married—Up-to-Date.

Bie I Wat Hew.

He—] bave vowsd, Miss Manyears,
that 1 will never mesry & uew Womas.

Bhe—And who ean blame you? I'm
a great deal older womasn than 1 look.
—Detroit Free Press. = -

A Home Livratian

He—Mra. Packer can read her  hus-
band like & bools. pigets
Bhe—Yas; sud_she san shnf bip np

Lke oasy ton—H. ¥. Fribeag

THE OLD STORY TELLER.

The Sage of Rocky Creek Tells

Commpmon Bondd Dé Most Decommoansdt
Thing in tha World—-The Connty Fair
=4 »Mogy Helintlows fad Fight™=
«~The Talier Dog Clanse.™

Takin the vain and fectin things of
this Lfe aa they come and go—up one
side and down
theother—lam
bound to main-
tein thiat good
common sense
is one of the
goneleyest
most uncom-
monest things
in all the round
created world.
And I have like-
wise also took
notice that yon
sometimes find goba of common
sense where you aint lookin for goods
and chattels of that description. You
can’t sometimes always take the meas-
ure of a man by hia general personalap-
pearmeats.

After ~the Malwest Thing.”

You can see from the pewspapers that
our last county fair was a roarin big
succemn. Everybody was there for miles
apd miles sround. Tha gate mobey
piled up scandlous fast, and conse-
quentially the fhir is now out of debt—
abesd of the bounds, with no fences to
climb.

In these days of Bard and hard times
you mought maybe wonder how ihat

come to pass.

Well, the fair come out way behind
the music last year, and it took our level
blamdest to raise the necessary mangers
to give another performance. But in
the main time old man BunkWeather-
ford had been elected to s place on the
board. And when they met to count
poses and figurate on the question
whether to take out and quit or pro-
ceed with the performance, and man
Bunk riz up, be did, and took the foor.

“The mainest thing which we want,
fellow citizens, iz the crowd and the
money which the crowd would conse-
quentislly bring in” says he. *“We
don’t need no marvelsome big show, but
wa must have horse races—good borse
races and plenty of horse races—-high
steppers and record breakers.

*] know human nature as she is in this
country,” old man Bunk went on, “and
everybody loves to see a tip-top good
horse race. Give us plenty of fast
horses, and races steady and constant
every day,and we are bound to draw the
people, and when the crowd comes it
will bring the mouey.

“Understand me mow, 1 am for the
county fair, and you ean put me in the
fight—boots, blanket, saddle and bridle.
Wo can’t give up the sideshows, but yet
still st the same time the mainest ibing
js the crowd and the money. In or
derment to let all farmers in we must

y the farmers can come to the
county fair and bring their folks, pay
the gats money and—aee theraces

“Then we must have at least one
Inrge and lovely quilt and a whole
passle of fancy bomemade garments
o the ladies can turn oui in great
Broves to take in the fair and—aee the
TRCES.

it will look pritty. On them general
grounds

nODyMOns-
1y snd bring all the children to view the
the races. It pever

i
&

could come end bring all their kinwery,
for the bonor and glory of the grandest
snd most loveliest country on the broad
bosom of the earth, and 10 see the raven.
At the people, at the people, at the peo-
1

fair was give up to be » tremendius big
And to everybody om the
stand it is 2s plain as & painted
hares rack in ten scres of barat woods
that old man Buak Wetherford's see-
ont wife's husband totes = head as big
as & hamper basket and as level sa n
squash.

i

s
|
i

me make some sich remarks to that pen-
eral extent, Blev,” mys Lige. “Buf,
dadblame it, you see, Blev, at that time
I dido't have no idea that the party
ever would put a yaller dog on the
#oket."

Lige Ruapels is one of the few sand
gcatterin men which have now mbol-
lahed the yaller dog clause from their
politics. But Bley Scroggins and Andy
Lucas—they siot gose nowherea.

That Hellatiess Bad Fight.
But if you ever saw a white man thad

needed a good” soft place to lay down
and laugh all over, it wes me at the
Cross Rouds on lsst election day.
It was way long in the shank of the
evenin before old man Dick Wallace
showed up to vote, and when be did
eccme be brung with him all the marks
and sigos of a fight. He was black and
bilue in spots, and sll bunged and
bruisad up to a scandlovs extent. Some
of the boys wanted to know of him
where he was when the cyclose passed,
and old man Dick responded back and
said: :
“Well, boys, I have jest patarally had
a most hellatious bad fight.”
Now, as everybody kmows, old man
Dick Wallace is one of these ﬁ.
dikin’t

hear the mews, and at onet the boys

“Waa that all?”

“Yes, thank the Lord, that was all,”
says old man Dick, "and I tell you, boys,
it was a most hellatious bad fight.”

And pow coweequentially the colonel

which stood about feet and threo
ax handles to the first peckemwood
bole. the way Tom Billy we to

“but the other day I sbhot ber uphill
and hit a lightwood stump, and I reckon
I musi of sivaint her.™
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‘ever § go. Day before yesterday I last
‘2 solitaire in s suger-bowl in Pliis
burgh, and in Clevelend this merning
thechembermeid, in ewssplag =y room,
found thres or h.n_-;b.h_.k#-
tiwyly giving me bynin-iag to keep track
amm-?‘-cr- ng to give
1t mp sn s bad jeb™ omis awslt




