
The Awakening 
Slowly the people waken; they have been 
Like weary soldiers, sleeping in their tents 
While traitors tiptoed through the silent camp 
Intent on plunder. Suddenly a sound, 
A careless movement of too bold a thief, 
Starts one dull sleeper, then another stirs, 
A third cries out a warning, and, at last, 
The people are awake. Oh, when as one 

The many rise, united and alert, 
With justice for their motto, they reflect 
The mighty force of God’s omnipotence, 
And nothing stands before them. 

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox. 

A Local Option Success 
It Is well for everybody to know 

what (he results have been in those 

counties where the saloons have been 

abolished under the local option law. 

Shelby county, Mo., furnishes some in- 

teresting figures. The saloons were 

voted out eighteen years ago by three 

hundred majority. Four years ago an- 

other election was held, and the ma- 

jority was increased to one thousand. 

The law has been fairly well enforced. 

This furnishes abundant time to study 
the results. The criminal costs in the 

county for 1905, were $203.41. Crime 

has decreased until the jail is empty 
nearly all the time. About one-half 

day was all the time that was neces- 

sary for the court to give the criminal 
cases last year. The county has not 

one inmate in the state prison in Jef- 
ferson City, at the reform school in 

Boonville, or in the industrial school 

in Chillicothe. There is not an inmate 

in the poorhouse on account of poverty. 
The county has recalled its insane from 

state institutions and keeps them in a 

newly erected building put up for that 

purpose, and one of the best county 
houses in the state. Litigation of all 

kinds has nearly ceased. The moral 

tone of the county has been greatly 
helped. Young men are generally so- 

ber, industrious and free from the vices 

that go with saloons. There is not a 

billiard or pool hall in the county. 
County finances are in good shape, and 

the county is out of debt. A statement 

embodying the foregoing facts is signed 
by the president of the Citizens’ Bank 

and of the Shelbyville Bank, by the ex- 

county clerk, by the probate judge, by 
the circuit clerk, by the county clerk, 
by the prosecuting attorney, and by 
other prominent citizens.—The Central 
Baptist. 

Eloquent Plea by a Missionary 
Rev. J. S. Murrow, of Atoka, I. T., 

was introduced to speak on behalf of 

the fullblood Indians, and said some 

very impressive things, among which 
was the following: 

Oh, let me plead with you, gentle- 
men. If it were for the last time in 

my life, let me plead with you for the 
red people. Let me plead with you not 
to desert these people. They are a 

small people, I acknowledge, but if any 
of yours, sirs, had a family of a dozen 

children, and one was a weakly child, 
unable to take care of itself, you would 
not take and drive and cuff that one 

around or allow him to be cuffed 
around at the will of his more powerful 
brothers. On the contrary, you would 

protect and care for him. Even so these 

poor and feeble and helpless Indians are 

looking to the congress of the United 
States to defend and protect them until 
the time shall come when their bodies 
shall go down into the ground and their 

spirits shall ascend to the God that 
made them. 

Mr. Chairman, to stand at the dying 
bedside of an individual is a sad and 
sorrowful sight. To see a city stricken 
with some sort of an epidemic by which 
hundreds are taken to the grave is a 

sadder sight. But, Mr. Chairman, to 

see the death of a nation, of five na- 

tions, is the saddest sight of all. It does 
not make any difference how small they 
are, for they are nations, and you have 
treated with them as nations, and it is 

on the statute books. The United States 
government has treated with the Chero- 
kee nation, and the United States has 

treated with the Choctaw nation. And 

they are to die by your act, by your 

treaty that you have made. They are to 

die on the 4th of March next. On that 

day this country will witness a sight 
such as the world has scarcely ever seen 

before—the death and burial of nations. 

Now, I want to say to you, gentle- 
men, that, knowing the feelings of these 

fullbloods, it is going to be a sad time 

with them. I sincerely trust that in the 

Indian Territory there will be no rejoic- 
ing on that day, and yet I fear there 

will be rejoicing, rejoicing, rejoicing. 
What will it be with these fullbloods? 

Back in their cabins in the hills and 

valleys of that territory, they will sit 
with bowed heads, with tearful eyes, 
with breaking hearts, that their nation- 

ality is no more. 

Beloved Chairman, you love your 
country. You love your nationality. 
You take pride in it. The poor Indian 
loves his nationality just as well as you 
love yours, even if it is a smaller one; 
and when he is compelled to say, “We 
are no more a Cherokee nation,” or, “No 
more a Choctaw nation,” it hurts their 
hearts just as deeply, sir, as if this na- 

tion were to be blotted out by some 

cyclone or greater power. Oh, do not 

consign them to the grave, sir, as 

drunkards. Do not bury them under the 
innuence of whisky. Do not do that, 
Mr. Chairman and brethren. 

Another Good Governor 

Governor Glenn of North Carolina Coines 
Out Squarely Against the 

Saloon. 
In a speech before the North Carolina 

W. C. T. U. Convention, Governor Glenn 
of that state, said in part: 

“Whatever may have been my acts 
and course in the past, and I have 
tried ever to be consistent, I say here 
and now that the last bridge is burned 
behind me and I stand squarely with 
the great temperance forces to drive 
out this hideous monster from our fair 
state. 

“A man must take a square and un- 

mistakable stand for the right or for 
the wrong, for righteousness or for evil, 
for happiness or for misery, for justice 
or for oppression. As for me, I am 

heart and soul against the liquor traffic. 
* * * 

‘‘I thank God that North Carolina 
cannot he called a whisky state. 

Already Greensboro, Charlotte, Durham, 
Goldsboro, Newburne, Elizabeth City, 
and scores of other places where liquor 
was sold have voted for prohibition. 
The people are aroused. During the 
last session of the Legislature some 

people came to me and said, ‘But, 
Governor, you do not seem to be for 
the Ward bill.’ I told them, ‘No, I am 

not for the Ward bill; it means nothing; 
it is a mere makeshift. If a whisky 
man in a big town then I would favor 
it because it would help my business. 

Why don’t you let the people of North 
Carolina vote on Prohibition?’ I said. 
The reply was that the people were not 

ready for it. I tell you now that the 

people are ready for it. The time is 

ripe. Submit the question of Prohi- 

bition to the voters of North Carolina 

and I believe it will sweep the state 

by from 75,000 to 100,000 majority. 
I pledge you my earnest aid in that 
great fight. I will canvass North Caro- 
lina, speak in every county, and use 

the strength God has given me to win 
this battle for temperance.” 


